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It had been a dreadful shock to Caroline when iségrsdisappeared,
leaving her baby with Caroline, but she vowed tsék she would
do the best she could for the infant.

So when the baby's uncle, Domenico Vicari, appeavét an offer

to marry Caroline and give the child a home andisgg she felt she
could not refuse. A condition of the marriage weet it would be in

name only -- but when Domenico had made it he legoh lunder the
impression that Caroline was the child's mother.

What would his reaction be when he discovered hbe bkad
deceived him?



CHAPTER|

THE last of the mourners had left the house and Gaplvho had
resisted all efforts by her kindly neighbours td ger to stay with
them until she had got over her father's sudderuaedpected death
after a bout of a particularly virulent form of iménza, sat in front of
the glowing fire trying to instil some warmth inber numbed body.

For the past three days she had existed in a fegonium. Eating,
talking, shopping for mourning clothes, all thebengs had been
done mechanically, as though from the moment hbefehad died
another person had taken over her duties.

This other Caroline had hunted out her father'emwontacteghis

lawyer, and his few close friends, thanked the msogirs for their
solicitude and for the meals which they had so giwully provided,

she had assured people that yes, she was allainghsleeping well
and no, she didn't need a thing, while the reablte had been
hiding behind this facade, weeping, heartbrokerthaut appetite,
energy or purpose, since the one person who hada leewhole
world had been taken from her.

She was thinking of him now as she sat alone iritakght. He had
been so full of fun - a pure optimist, never adimgtthat things could
be as black as they looked. He had said of anylgmgld'Let's sleep
on it, darling, and tomorrow it will have disapped.

The tradesmen's debts never had disappeared, rsectwt Caroline
would never mention them again. She had econonaimddcrimped
her own small allowance until the debts had bead, @mnything
rather than upset her gay, happy-go-lucky father.

It was not surprising, therefore, that her dresbad become
threadbare and flimsy with constant laundering avaking-do for
another year, and that she had long since had tmutsmall luxuries



such as perfume and makeup. But she hadn't misihedhad adored
her father.

Her mother had died when she was a few monthsaold ,although
Charles Lindsay had loved her to distraction heduawh realized that
without a woman by his side to smooth his way, Weuld become
intolerable. So, six months after his wife's dedtl, had married
again.

There had been no pretence of great love or evesiggabetween
him and Mildred, but both had something which thieeo needed.
She had been an unmarried mother needing a namehdor
two-year-old-daughter, Dorinda. In return she h#fidred Charles
and his baby daughter a woman's care, and, asashbden a good
listener, a willing ear. She had also been a verydgcook and a
thrifty shopper, getting the best value for the Knaanount of

housekeeping which Charles had allowed her. Thesddiad been
kept spotlessly clean and the girls reasonably dvebsed. As well as
adopting Dorinda and giving her his name, Charlag lgiven

Mildred the companionship for which she had yearaied the plain
gold band on her finger had symbolized, to hepeetbility.

In all, they had been quite a contented family. ginls especially had
been as close as sisters generally are, sharimgrthephs and their
sorrows to a minor degree. It was only when eitfagl had a serious
mishap or problem that their family unity had waacdrfor then, in
every instance, Caroline had turned to her belogtaddy, and
Dorinda to her mother. Both Charles and Mildred &eckpted this as
being quite natural, and had made no effort to iedfamily closer
by encouraging each of their girls to communicateerctlosely with
the other parent. This state of affairs had lastad Mildred's death
three years before, resulting, in Dorinda beingfkstling absolutely
bereft. Charles and Caroline had been grieved ashms she by
Mildred's death, but they had found consolationesch other,



whereas she had felt an outsider with no one tottufor comfort or
encouragement.

It had come as no surprise to Charles, therefonenvhree months
after her mother's death, Dorinda had announcee gaimly, "I've
decided to go to London."

Caroline had looked up incredulously. "To London® ®hy? What
will you do there?"

"Well, you know that legacy my grandmother leftt@ when she
died? Mother handed it over to me last year whieex,'voice faltered,
"when she told me about Father adopting me andjimgnme up as
his own daughter." The pain showed in her eyesasvent on, "l've

decided to enrol at a modelling school in Londomey guarantee to
find me work when my training is finished, and&sa job which has
always appealed to me, | feel sure that I'll maedy Anyway, I've

paid my fees and I'm expected there at the begywiithe new term,
in two days' time."

Caroline had pleaded with her to change her mmagotavail. Two

days later she had left for London, promising tatevregularly as
soon as she had settled where she was to livehapgry excited face
and waving hand at the coach window as her tramesalowly out

of the station was the last they had seen or hafdndr.

The sudden splutter as a log was dislodged andhtellthe heart of
the fire jerked Caroline from her reverie. At tlaene time there was a
peal from the old-fashioned doorbell which startledr into
awareness. Who could that be?

At first she was bewildered as she stood staritigeatall elegant girl
who was standing on her doorstep, then, with aatrgelighted
recognition, she threw the door open wide and fluegarms around
her.



"Dorinda! Oh, darling, | knew you would come! | geal you would
come, and you have!"

The object of Caroline's affection smilingly allogvéerself to be
dragged across the doorstep and into the sittoamr With a quick

glance around she took in the same shabby armchlasWelsh

dresser with its complement of willow pattern weates beautifully

polished old furniture, the shabby but once expensugs on the
uneven floor, and she felt that time had stoodifstilthe three years
she had been away. Then she turned to look ati@ardls the light

fell on her sister's bright hair, giving it a gldiwe burnished gold, she
gasped with astonishment. "Why, Caroline, you'ewgrup! You're

a beauty. If Rene could see you he would snap pan a trice."

"Who's Rene?" queried Caroline.

"He's my employer, the photographer | model foru¥would send
him into raptures, my dear."

Caroline laughed disbelievingly as she tried togma a famous
photographer going into raptures over a dowdilysdseel girl such as
she while surrounded by a bevy of beauties su€oasda. She was
utterly lacking in conceit, and had no idea of piheture she made as
she stood under the pool of light which was casnfthe lamp above
her head. Her small heart-shaped face, with eyes diew-wet
pansies, was crowned with hair of deep glowing gdier figure was
willowy slim, but with beautifully rounded contoulnd delicate
ankles and wrists. She was everyone's idea of tbdeqt
Anglo-Saxon type, an English rose waiting in hetsged arbour for
the sun's first kiss. But, thought Dorinda, wheréhis backwater will
she find a man of perception who will appreciate tieed for great
delicacy in wooing this painfully unsophisticatddld to a woman's
maturity?



"Dorinda!" Caroline was almost dancing with joy.can't tell you

how happy | am that you've come home. Let me taka yags.

Come in and sit down by the fire and I'll make pgome supper. You
must be frozen."

Dorinda smiled up at her as she sat down in heefatold chair. "I'm
as pleased as you are, darling. And I'm just dfen@ good cup of tea
and a long natter. We have such a lot to t;dk about

They ate their supper in front of the glowing fifidhe wind howled
around the sturdy little grey stone house andedtthe window
frames as they ate and talked, catching up on aadsloings of their
three-year separation. As the clock struck twelaeoline gave it a
startled glance.

"Just look at the time," she said, "and | still @& make up your bed.
We'll probably oversleep in the morning and old Milkins is
coming around at ten o'clock to read Daddy's wil.5hadow fell
across her face as she said this, and she re#tiaethis was the first
time she had thought about her beloved father sibménda had
arrived.

Dorinda realized what was going through her mirfte 8aught hold
of Caroline and held her close. "I'm sorry | didaftive sooner,
Caroline, to be with you at the end to comfort yma help you make
all the arrangements for the funeral. But as | yad, my job takes
me all over the world, and somehow, every time denap my mind
to write to you, something came up. Either | hadaddor a fitting or

the photographer wasn't satisfied with the lightiagd wanted
retakes, always something. And then, when | sugdesached the
top and everyone wanted me, life was simply heetisocial

engagements, cocktail parties, hopping on planegotdrom one
place to another. Life was like a merry-go-round arfelt like a

puppet on a string with never a moment to call nwp.8



Caroline looked at her in wonderment. "It mustib@ogy heavenly to
have the world at your feet. Travel, adventure,anoe -! Did you
meet any handsome young men, Dorinda? Did yourfative with
anyone?"

Caroline was shocked at the grey pallor which swept Dorinda's
face when she asked this question. She cried alivant to put her
arm around her sister's shoulders, but Dorindalslioem off and
stepped into the shadows away from the brighttaéd-light of the
lamp above her.

“I'm feeling very tired, Caroline. Do you mind ifdo up to my

room?" Without waiting for an answer she turned almdost ran up
the stairs and into her old bedroom. Caroline wgnthe stairs and
made to follow her into the bedroom, but as shehea the door the
key turned in the lock with a resounding click. Stepped back, hurt,
and stood indecisively, wondering whether to begif2ta to open

the door and to insist upon her telling her whas waong. Finally

she decided against it and walked slowly into ven bedroom. All

night long she was haunted by the memory of theefndook of hurt

and misery on her sister's face, and she was fukmorse at the
thought that it had been her thoughtless questipnuhich had

caused it.

The clatter of china and a whistling kettle wake@=adoline the next
morning. She must have fallen into an uneasy stede early hours.
Her bed was a mass of tumbled sheets and shéktidlrowsy and
unrefreshed. She lay for a moment gathering hes, \&itd then she
remembered the night before. Dorinda was home kStembled out
of bed and into the bathroom for a quick showerrrigdly she
zipped up her green tweed skirt and pulled on mnmse sweater. A
quick flick of the comb through her hair, and tistre ran down the
stairs into the kitchen.



Dorinda turned from the stove where she was ggillacon, and
gave her sister a radiant smile. "Good morningp({iee. Breakfast is
just ready to dish up. Pour out the coffee, wiligb

The pale distraite girl of the night before migletvar have existed.
She hummed lightheartedly as she moved about ticaeki, and
Caroline was tempted to ignore her outburst ofpileious evening,
until she caught sight of Dorinda's eyes. She patled her make-up
skilfully, but nothing could have camouflaged théfmess of her
eyelids or the wretched wounded look deep dowremdwvely green
eyes.

"Are you all right, Dorinda? Why did you lock yodoor last night? |
couldn't get in to make up your bed. How did yaesgl? Did | upset
you? Honestly, | didn't mean to pry!"

"Whoa! One question at a time, Caroline. Anywalyrnhly refuse to
answer such a spate of questions before breakfastihda's smile
didn't quite reach her eyes as they met Caroliti€sme, sit down
and eat your breakfast. Mr. Wilkins will be herehialf an hour and
we mustn't look as if we're lazy lie-abeds whertmes. You know
his views on early rising, and | don't suppose tlgesnged in the three
years I've been away." As Caroline looked hesisduat put out her
hand and took hold of hers. "Please," she pleddpee me a little
time, just a few hours, and | promise I'll tell yeverything."

Caroline flung her arms around Dorinda and gaveleg hug. "You
make me so ashamed," she said. "I have absolutetyght to ask
questions and I'll try to mind my own business. Barhember, if
there's any way | can help you have only to ask."

"Bless you, darling. | may have to take you up datt but
meanwhile, let's have our breakfast and forgetahibut being
serious."



It was a gay, light-hearted meal. Afterwards Doailcteared the table
and washed up the breakfast dishes while Carolumsted and
vacuumed the house in readiness for Mr. WilkinsitvHe arrived
promptly as the clock struck ten.

If Dorinda's presence was a surprise he gave mo sigrely greeting
her with a dry humourless smile and a quick lookrdvs antiquated
spectacles. He took a legal-looking document ouhisfbriefcase
and, when they were both seated in the comfort@dlarmchairs, he
began to read their father's will.

It was short and to the point. Everything he owneaks to be
Caroline's - the house and contents, a few hurghracks in a not very
lucrative company, and his personal possessionsmsiation was
made of Dorinda, and Caroline, as she looked at dade set
expression, felt a wave of indignation againstfagrer.

"But surely Daddy hasn't ignored Dorinda comple2élghe asked
him. "She's as much entitled to what Daddy had asnl" Her
troubled, beautiful eyes implored Mr. Wilkins tolipsomething out
of the air for Dorinda, as a magician might be exge to produce a
rabbit out of a hat."My dear child," he answeredilg "please let me
finish. | don't think you realize, as your fathdéveusly did not, that
once the tradesmen have been paid and other alitgjadebts
cleared up there will be nothing left to share vaittyone. | asked him
repeatedly to have you trained for some job in otdat you might
earn your living, if the circumstances warrantedbiit he always
dodged the issue, saying you were quite happy mehand that he
liked to have you around him all day. | am afraisl &ttitude was a
very selfish one. And now you find yourself in arywelifficult
position. Indeed, Miss Dorinda is much happier @ththan you are.
She has the benefit of having been trained fobajud has a secure
future, whereas you are completely untrained andctmally
destitute."



Dorinda jumped up and put her arms around Carolivieg was
looking up at the old solicitor with wide, frighted eyes. "You mean
| shall have to sell the house?" she whispereshasooked around at
the dear familiar objects which were so much a p&er life.

Mr. Wilkins cleared his throat and gave her a sytmgtc look.
"Well, no. Perhaps we shall be able to save thaitttgere will be no
money. No money whatever."

He picked up his hat and bag and moved towardsldbe, shaking
his head at the folly of a man who, against allieelvhad left his
daughter in this predicament. The fellow had natti§lo right at all!
he thought to himself as he made his departurd.tBeeg that slip of
a girl could do would be to marry. Even Mr. Wilkjnsrusty old
bachelor that he was, recognized the attractiomssofoung client.

"l -shall call in a few days," he said, "and | sl able to tell you in
more detail what your exact financial position But in the
meantime, young lady, | advise you to give serithmight to the
choice of a career. Then | shall know how muchetoaside for your
training."

For a few moments after his departure the two @ds deep in
thought. Dorinda's mind was working furiously. Ddmbamn!
Damn | she thought frenziedly. What am | going condw if there's
no money? How on earth will | manage? I've simpdf tp have
money from somewhere.

Caroline's mind was on money too. On the way it fratered
through her father's fingers - a picture here,eggiof pottery there.
He simply had not been able to deny himself angttoh beauty
which had taken his fancy. But the pleasure intthiegs he had
bought had been so great that Caroline had finallypped
remonstrating with him. She knew what beauty hadnmhéo him,
how it satisfied his aesthetic tastes. She alsengmered, sadly, how



he used to say, "You are my greatest treasure,li@@arahe most
precious possession in my collection.”

"Caroline, you know | said | had something to yelu?"

The sound of Dorinda's voice broke through Car&dinboughts.
"What? Did you say something?" she asked.

With a hint of impatience in her manner Dorinda e&jed her
question.

"Oh, yes, please go on. Is it something to do wathr job?"

"Well, indirectly | suppose it is," said Dorindd.shall have to give it
up for a time."

"Give it up? But why? Aren't you well?" she askadiausly. Then as
she remembered their earlier talks and Dorindessrgeion of her
hectic life as a model she breathed with relief st on, "Oh, |
know. You need a rest and you have come home tpeeate from
the mad social whirl."

Dorinda gave a wry smile and walked across to tinelow. She was
silent for so long that Caroline thought she hadnged her mind
about confiding in her. Then she spoke.

"I'm going to have a baby."

She said it so calmly that Caroline thought sheihajined it and
she gazed at Dorinda uncomprehendingly.

Seeing her dazed expression, Dorinda repeateddfdswslowly and
clearly in a way which left no room for doubit.



"I'm going to have a baby. I'm not married andraver likely to be
now. He doesn't want me," she said bitterly. "thied to get in touch
with him, but my letter has been completely ignoted

She swung around suddenly, no longer calm, herviecking in an

effort to stem the tears which forced their waytlyh. Great sobs
shook her body. She flung herself upon her knesglbeCaroline's
chair and asked her pleadingly; "Caroline, whatlamdo? Please
help me. Don't turn away from me, you're the onhe ¢ can rely
upon. You're all the family | have!"

"Ssh, darling, please don't cry. Of course I'lladld can to help. You
know that." Her trembling fingers smoothed Dorisdaair as she
talked soothingly to her until the terrible sobboeased, but she was
frantically trying to control her whirling thoughté baby! Dorinda
was going to have a baby! Her first instinct was o incredulous
disbelief. Not Dorinda! Noher sister! This was a thing which only
happened to other people's sisters, not to hers.

Caroline's simple life in a quiet backwater, sheeldrom the seamy
side of life by a doting father, had left her ummaesd for such a
disclosure. She had had no opportunity of findiogwhether or not
she was a prude. No demands had ever been madehapahich
had called for either broadmindedness or censume.had read the
newspapers, of course, and watched televisiontheutharacters in
the seamy kitchen sink dramas and the people ihghdlines might
have lived on another planet for all the impactythad made upon
her.

Dorinda's sobbing penetrated her shocked immobilégd,
Instinctively, she hugged her close as all the Iske felt for her
surged to the surface. She spoke soothingly t@hemrocked her to
and fro while she waited for the storm to cease.



When she was calmer Dorinda began to tell her sham tlje
beginning. "I met him at a party given by my emggyRene, to
celebrate his birthday. He wasn't exactly a friehRene's, someone
whom he was staying with while he was in Londorbasiness for
his firm brought himd along. He was so handsome. Dark, tall for ¢
Italian (Caroline started at this. So he wasnEaglishman!), and so
lively and full of fun. | can't begin to tell yowlwv much | loved him,
Caroline." Her voice faltered, and then went orgdild have sworn
that he loved me and was not just out for a gome.tiWe danced,
dined and went to theatres. Then one night," Derppaused and for a
second she seemed to drift away on the wings afgiio "one night
he brought me home from the theatre. We'd had alfews, but not
a lot, we were drunk with happiness and our loveeach other.
When we arrived at my flat | asked him in for afeef At first he
refused, but eventually he came in. He stayedigity

While she had been telling her story Dorinda hatl lnoked at
Caroline, but now she twisted around and gazed Idp eyes
earnestly. "There was nothing sordid about it. Véeeayoung and in
love and we were going to be married...The very daythe took me
out and bought me this ring!"

She held out her hand and for the first time Casofiaw that she was
wearing a beautiful half hoop of diamonds. It lodkery expensive,
not the type of ring which was generally bought forcasual
girl-friend, more the type of ring which was bougi®t a pledge of
love and as a token of fidelity. She said as moacbdrinda before
urging her to continue with her story.

"He was flying the next day to Africa, then to Cdaaln all, he was
to be away on business for six months, go backstéirm in Rome,

and then come to England to take me back to ltaiyeet his family
before we married." Dorinda went white and Carolineught she
was going to faint. She insisted upon her drinlanglass of sherry
before she attempted to carry on.



"For the first few weeks he wrote every day. | wpste happy

gathering up my trousseau and looking forward ®return. One
morning, four weeks ago, | fainted while | was pgsfor Rene. He
insisted upon sending me in a taxi to my doctoreWthe doctor had
examined me and told me what was wrong | was datexktl'd been
so wrapped up in my dreams all the obvious sigdspassed me by.
Of course | was foolish, but somehow the idea tigimer my head.
That night | wrote to Vito telling him about thelya and from the
time it would have taken for the letter to reacimhhis letters to me
stopped. I've had no word whatever. So you see,péin in her eyes
tormented Caroline, "he doesn't want me or the balhhe wanted

was fun. He never intended coming back for me."

Her head drooped upon Caroline's knee as thoughlwehtl give

way to tears again. But none came. She was sastiliquiet that
Caroline thought she had fallen asleep. But présshe stirred and
held out her hand. Caroline took it and warmedcthid fingers with

her own warm ones.

"Are you very shocked, Caroline?" Dorinda askedtjyi

Caroline sat quietly deliberating the question, nthenswered
truthfully. "I think | was at first, a little. Buihow that you've
explained how it came about, and your feelings Hon, | can
understand. | haven't experienced love such assyburt | believe
loving means giving, and the more you love a mam the more you
must want to give. It's quite simple really, istPt

Dorinda sighed and gave her a grateful look assaits "You're an
angel, Caroline. Some day you'll make your hushkaneéry happy
man. | only hope he's worthy of you."

But Caroline hadn't heard. She was trying desplgrabethink of
some way in which she could support the two of theril the baby
came, and, at the same time, keep an eye orr Bortte mustn't be



left alone for hours at a time to brood. Besided,tehe would need
someone with her to make sure she rested, espewsiadin she was
nearing the end of her pregnancy.



CHAPTERIII

CAROLINE had her second restless night in succession a®séed
and turned, trying to find some solution to theiolgem. In her
big-hearted way she had shouldered Dorinda's burddre
considered it, quite naturally, as beitigeir problem now. But
however she tried she could not think of anythimg sould do which
would allow her to stay at home with Dorinda andh&t same time
bring in some money with which to pay their way.

Dorinda, too, had had a sleepless night. Caroliaé¢ heard her
restless movements until the early hours, but stst inave fallen
asleep eventually, for there was no sound from bextroom as
Caroline crept silently past it on her way to titehen.

As she drew back the kitchen curtains the earlynmgr sunlight
flooded the room. Caroline felt her heart lift. Hesrmally happy
disposition asserted itself as she looked out ef whindow and
watched the sparrows disporting themselves onaWwa land in the
birdbath which she had put up for them many yeafsrb. She began
to hum as she prepared breakfast for herself andn@@x She
decided against wakening her sister and set areagty to take
upstairs as soon as she heard any sound of movémenter room.

As she ate her solitary breakfast she scanned tivaimg paper
which she had propped up against the coffee poen/¢he had read
the front page she turned to the Situations Vacahimn. Nothing
there. She sighed and rose to prepare fresh dofféorinda, ready
for when she awoke.

The phone rang as she was preparing the vegetablasich. She
wiped her hands hurriedly on the kitchen towel piocked up the
phone.



"Caroline? Thank goodness! | know | have a frightGheek

bothering you in this way, but could you possilaigg my two brats
off my hands again this morning? Farmer Brown he$ phoned.
He's in a terrible tizzy. His best mare has stattefbal and things
seem to be going wrong. That wretched Carrigarhgish't turned up
again to mind the babes and | simply can't takentiwth me. You

know how mischievous they are. The last time | wasguided

enough to take them along on a job they fell intluek- pond."”

Caroline laughed at her friend's horror-strickemetas she described
her twin sons' latest peccadillo, and she couldlizaanswer her for
mirth. "You know you don't need to phone first, dajust drop them
off here on your way to the Browns' farm. | loveving them, as you
know. They are my godchildren, after all."

"Bless you, child! | knew | could rely upon youothly wish | could

say the same of Maisie Carrigan. The way | pay thdtshould

entitle me to undying devotion - instead of whi¢te gambles on
about her friends at the shoe factory in Newhamtaed five-day
week and bonuses. Ah well, | suppose | should b&fyrl to anyone
who will watch these two terrors of mine Withoutsumbing to a
nervous breakdown in a matter of weeks. I'll bauadowith them in
about half an hour, if that will suit you? 'Bye foow."

As Jane rang off Dorinda appeared at the top oftaks. "Who on
earth was that? | could hear her frantic tone inb@groom. It must
be a fire, at the very least, which is respondibtdher agitation."

"Not a fire," laughed Caroline, "two balls of firdnd .they'll be
descending upon us in half an hour, so hurry ang@e breakfast,
for you'll have no peace when they arrive."

Caroline explained Jane Martin's predicament taridier as she ate
her breakfast. "Jane is our local veterinary sung&he started her
practice here about three years ago, just aftetgfbhome, Dorinda.



After fighting a lot of prejudice from the localrfaers because of her
sex, she finally proved herself to be one of th&t bets we've ever
had in these parts, and the farmers now think tbddwof her, so
much so that when she married they begged herongive up the
practice. So, as her husband is a naval officeris@avay on long
trips for most of the time, she carried on. Howewance the twins
were born eighteen months ago she's found it exisedifficult to
carry on. But, being the darling that she is, sl&s to answer every
call for help from the farmers and is fast runnimgrself into the
ground in the process."

Just then there was the sound of a car door slaghemd a frantic
rushing up the garden path.

"Aunty Cawoline! Aunty Cawoline!"

Two little bodies flung themselves at Caroline, asdshe hugged
them and kissed their chubby little cheeks theith@oburst into the
kitchen.

"That girl -" she began. "I could cheerfully wririger neck!" She
pulled up short at the sight of Dorinda. "Caroligey .didn't tell me
you had a visitor! | wouldn't dream of dumping tiaens on you, in
the circumstances."

She looked apologetically at Dorinda, but Doringassured her,
"Please don't change your mind because of me, Whdin. I'm sure

the twins and | will get along fine together. Besidvhich, I'm not a
visitor. | live here. Caroline is my sister."

Jane held out her hand. "You must be Dorinda.He&d so much
about you from Caroline that | feel | know you aldg. Please call me
Jane. And if you don't mind | shall call you Dorand



They smiled into each other's eyes. Dorinda tooksatant liking to
the small brown-haired girl with the gamin smiledamerry brown
eyes, while Jane thought she had never beforessedna beautiful
girl with such a world of sorrow - or was it disidlion? - in her eyes.

The twins were clamouring around Caroline, seehittgntion. They
were quite happy to be left in her care becausespbded them
dreadfully, but luckily their nature was such thai amount of
spoiling could affect their cherubic dispositions.

As their mother, after being reassured by bothhefdirls as to her
sons' welcome, was climbing into her car she cal#&do Caroline,
"l nearly forgot to tell you - that dreadful girhk gone and got herself
a job at the shoe factory. Didn't bother to givermogce. Just dropped
a line through the letter box this morning. Coul@éwen face me. But
just wait, I'll tear a strip off her when | nextesker!" She drove off
muttering indignantly about the slap-happy waystltg modern
teenager, crashing her gears in her agitation.

Caroline and Dorinda laughed helplessly at Janeisus look, and
the twins, although they had no idea what it wasiabut, joined in
with fat little chuckles. They rolled over in ansggsy of merriment
which sent the two grown-ups into a fit of laughtérich left them
with aching sides and tears streaming from theasey

"Oh, the darlings! Aren't they simply gorgeous?'Sged Dorinda
when she could get breath.

Caroline laughingly agreed, as she picked up tlaease twin and sat
him on her lap. He had dribbled down the frontisfromper suit and
as Caroline was battling with his sturdy little lyad an effort to wipe
him dry the import of Jane's last words hit hehd@Tmeans that Jane
will be looking for someone to watch the twins panantly,” she
said musingly.



Dorinda looked up from her machinations with thdeot twin,
slightly surprised at Caroline's half pleased, lealfited expression.
"l suppose so," she said. "But I'm afraid the plithe big pay packets
at the shoe factory in Newham will Make it hardlfier to get anyone
to oblige. After all, the young girls these daystbeir sights higher
than domestic work and baby-watching, and | cayt $lame them.
They know they'll get plenty of that when they nydrr

"Bui don't you see?" Caroline asked excitedly. duld do it. I've
often watched the babies for her, so | know shaVle no objection.
And what's more, | simply love doing it. | know sbays well. If we
pool our money, Dorinda, and | get a wage from ,Jélhée able to
stay here with you all day. I'm sure Jane will hageobjection to my
having the twins here instead of my going overdo flace. | think
it's a simply splendid solution, don't you?"

Caroline's eyes were dancing with excitement asaliened her
plan. She looked at Dorinda a trifle impatientlyemhthere was no
answering smile upon her face. Instead of thefrgffie had expected
to see there Dorinda's countenance was shadowadook of doubt
and uncertainty.

"l couldn't allow you to bury yourself in domesticiat your tender
age, Caroline. You need to be out in the world wktople of your
own age, going to dances, enjoying yourself, mgeyioung men.
I've made a mess of my life, but | have no intentid making you
suffer for my mistakes. No, | couldn't let you dd Ehe got up from
her seat and went over to Caroline, who was sittjaging at her
mutinously. "Please understand, darling, it simypbuldn't be fair to
you. | can't let you sacrifice yourself for me."

She laid her hand on Caroline's shoulder and gawa hght fleeting
kiss upon her brow as though she were puttingl st to the end of
the argument. "I'll manage somehow," she said detexdly.



If she had thought that that would be the end efdiscussion she
soon thought differently. Caroline had no intentadiaving her idea
cast aside lightly, and as she had no inclinatowatds any of the
jobs which her sister had suggested might be inlihershe began
putting up a fight. Dorinda was amazed at the gtebtinacy with
which she was confronted. She began rememberitajesiancidents
of their childhood days when Caroline had dug im heels and
refused steadfastly to give in to any coercionmyoae's part to make
her change her mind on something about which stistnang views.
She had forgotten how rigidly Caroline stuck to beliefs when she
thought she was in the right. After hours of aléian when Caroline
had pooh- poohed the notion that she needed yowuplg
entertainment, dates with young men, and the liketinda felt
exhausted, but Caroline's efforts to make her oh&eg mind never
faltered.

Finally, after one of Caroline's renewed attacke, capitulated.

"All right, all right! You win, Caroline. If you'reabsolutely sure. |
can't fight you any more. Your will was always siger than mine
and if this argument isn't resolved now you'll keapat me all night.
| give in!" She threw up her arms in a motion ofakeurrender and
gave Caroline a slightly worn-out smile as she samk the
comfortable armchair in an attitude of hopelessness

Caroline ran to her chair and knelt at her sideampunction. "I've
tired you out, darling. I'm so sorry." She gave aeajuick hug, then
jumped lightly to her feet and gave a few hops skids around the
room in her delight at Dorinda's capitulation. "Boiu must admit,”
she grinned triumphantly, "it's the most marvellsotution. And as
for all that guff about young men and romance, koaw perfectly
well that I've always been perfectly content stgyat home with
Daddy. I've never met a man who has appealed tm that way. In
fact," she said categorically, "I think I'm a b&minster!"



As she stood there with the light from the lamp\abshining upon
her swept tumbled hair, her bright eyes shinindn\wsdtisfaction and
her beautifully rounded figure outlined by the giimg sweater and
well-washed slightly shrunken jeans which she waanmg, anyone
less like a born spinster would have been hardntgine. Dorinda
had to smile and she had a job to hide her mirhagried to think of
Caroline in fifty years' time with a cottage in tleuntry and
surrounded by cats, which was her idea of a banstgy. She felt a
surge of love for Caroline and a hint of humility she wondered if
she herself would have been to wholeheartedly vgllio sacrifice
herself for Caroline if their positions had beerversed. Tears
threatened to fall from her eyes and she furtivelyed them away
before Caroline saw them and began fretting abeut h

She stood up and put her hands upon Caroline'ddgrsu " Thank

you, Caroline," she said huskily. "One day | hopbé able to repay
you for your loyalty and understanding. No onedasore wonderful

sister."

"Oh, come on," said the wonderful sister bashfullyet's have
something to eat. I'm famished!" Laughing, theirimes mood
dispelled, they made their way to the kitchen.

The months which followed brought about a dramatange in
Dorinda. As her body began to change from a shrelts figure to a
rounded, unmistakably pregnant one so did her wlatligude,
especially her attitude towards the baby. She woake no plans for
when it was born, nor would she make any preparstior its
coming.

Caroline knitted tiny vests and cute little bootaed mittens, holding
up the finished articles for approval or even sashight sign of



interest, but her only reward was an unintereste& br a shrug of
the shoulders.

She sat about in a state of apathetic moodineswasdiven to such
bouts of depression that Caroline was alarmed famally, insisted
upon calling Dr. Thomas, their family doctor, togiher a thorough
examination.

His verdict was forthright. "Physically she's aslliey as a young
horse. But I'm worried about her mental conditigvhere is her
husband?"

Caroline was at a loss for reply. She did not warlie, and yet she
had no right to betray Dorinda's confidence. Sombkegaricated.

"He's abroad on business."

“Then it's about time you sent for him to come hdam®ok after his
young wife. She's pining for him, that's the whiaet of her trouble.
Pining for him! If he doesn't come home, and soomon't be
answerable for the consequences." With that hesgialk his bag and
stumped out of the house.

As he was climbing into his car, he said, "I'lll@gain next week, but
meanwhile I'll ask Nora Mason to call in as she&lssng on her
rounds. It won't do your sister any harm to gdtriow her midwife

before she's actually needed at the birth. She/# dner some
exercises to do and keep a check on her healteraén"

The doctor's diagnosis confirmed what Caroline hadn almost
certain of for the past few weeks. Dorinda's manfd$epression, her
lethargy, the terrible fits of sobbing which sheduently indulged in
when she was alone in her bedroom during the najhthese were
the result of Vito Vicari's despicable conduct. ibda still loved

him, although he had not had the decency to acledya her letter



telling him that he was about to become a fatharolihe could not
understand how Dorinda could have been taken subly an obvious
rogue.

She went up to Dorinda's room. She was lying onlsel gazing
listlessly out of the window. Caroline decided tp dnce more to
coax her to write another letter to her lover.

"Darling, won't you please reconsider writing tao/again? After all,
something may have happened to your first letfenels travelling
around the globe goodness only knows what mighe inappened to
prevent him from receiving it. | believe the postatvices in some of
the more out-of-the-way places are very primiteved it's hardly fair
to judge him on one letter which he may not haveixed."

Caroline crossed her fingers behind her back asvsitehed to see
what effect her words had had on Dorinda. She hed mmany forms
of persuasion to get her to write again-'to Vitot Without success,
so far. This was a new approach which might noehaacurred to
Dorinda.

She thought she saw a slight flicker of intereshensister's face and
she pressed home her attack. "Why not write justroore letter?"
she coaxed. "He could be ill in hospital or have laa accident.
Anything could have happened." The look of alarmchlicrossed
Dorinda's face when she said this gave Carolinewed hope and
she waited breathlessly for Dorinda's reaction. St&s not
disappointed. With a distressed look she appealé&thtoline.

"Do you really think he might be lying ill somewleewith no way of
communicating with me? Oh, | hope not! | couldeabit if anything
had to happen to him. Surely his cousin will bdgwking for him if
he's had a mishap."



"His cousin?" queried Caroline. "I haven't heardu ymention a
cousin before. Have you met him?"

Dorinda's mind was on other things as she answalpstractedly,
"No, | haven't met him... Caroline, do you reahjnk that something
may have happened to Vito? | must know. He may yieg lill
somewhere. He may even be dead!" At this thoughinDa's face
drained of what little colour she had and with &laf alarm in her
voice she asked Caroline to pass her her writisg é@m the top of
the dressing table where Caroline had left it aBmeentive to her to
write just once more.

She wa8 soon immersed in her letter and Caroling dewnstairs
with a joyful step, tremendously pleased with hi¢ieed the result of
her conniving. It looked as if Dorinda was goingstap out of her
dreadful melancholia and begin to live again. Fog awful moment
Caroline dwelt fleetingly on what might happenhist second letter
remained unanswered. The consequences did notho@ang about
and she hastily pushed the thought out of her nktedmust answer.
He must!

Please let him reply, she breathed to herselfsBlea

She counted up the approximate time when they nrigdgonably
expect an answer. She estimated it to be abouti@eks at the very
most, and offered up a short fervent prayer thawould come
eventually.

It didn't.

From the time the letter was posted and up to Vixeeks later
Dorinda was a different being. She seemed to hduagcto

Caroline's suggested explanation of why Vito hat wagtten as a
drowning man would clutch at a straw. She chattesaitedly about
the baby, which she was now convinced would beyadad said she



would call him Vito after his father. She ordergoram and a cot and
was contemplating buying a large teddy bear as &e#n the twins,
who by now were part of the household, and whom bkhd
practically ignored for the last few weeks, muchthieir chagrin,
noticed the change in her and began showing herdfferts in the
sand-pit once again. Her anxiety showed, howeverthe eager
guestion which she put to Caroline each morning.

"Is there a letter for me today, Caroline?"

At Caroline's negative reply she would turn awaifthpand begin to
chatter brightly or to busy herself with the twihghey happened to
be playing in the house. She never once mention@is\hame after
she had posted her letter to him, and Carolineid began to squeeze
with fear as the five weeks' deadline drew neanersill there was
no answering letter.

She watched Dorinda's eyes begin, gradually, te thsir sparkle.
The spring in her step grew a little less jauntgheaay, and
eventually, when about seven weeks had passetahback in her
slough of despond, weeping bitterly each nightl @droline thought
she would die of misery.

She reproached herself bitterly. It's all my faMithy didn't | leave
things as they were? She would have got over ridwy. I've caused
her needless agony because of my interferencel Bais so sure
there was a reason for his silence. Dorinda caubdnso wrong about
the man she has loved to that extent. | hate hirtheomisery he has
caused her. I'll never forgive him for that. Never!

She put her drooping head, so weary with the ayxiethe past few
months, upon her arms, and gave way to the teachwhe had been
holding back for weeks. She was so carried awayhenwave of

misery and remorse which engcrifed her that, at,fgshe thought she



had imagined her name being called. She held uphbad and
waited. It was a call from Dorinda.

"Caroline! Caroline!"

She flew upstairs to Dorinda's bedroom. It wasyearening and the
room was full of shadows. Dorinda's face was a pajatened blur

in the gloom and as Caroline switched on the Igiji® saw her clutch
her side and double up with pain. She gasped wiesaw Caroline.
"Fetch the doctor. Quickly! | think the baby's cougpi’

She dashed downstairs to the phone and with tragiingers
dialled the doctor's number.

In response to her frantic tone the doctor spokésagly. "All right,
Caroline. I'll be along in about five minutes. Ciopanic, child.
Women are having babies every minute of the day, kmow. I'll
bring Nora Mason with me. | pass her house on my.'wa

As he had promised they arrived five minutes later.

Caroline was sitting at the side of Dorinda's begbivg the
perspiration from her pale, lovely face and, atdhme time, holding
her trembling hand and talking gently to her.

"Don't, be afraid, darling. I'll stay with you. ill all be over quite
soon."

"l don't care about the baby," Dorinda said bijtefCan't you see? |
want to die. I've nothing to live for now."

Caroline was aghast. "But, Dorinda," she said, ksbddo the core,
"you can't mean that. What would | do without y@&u®l what about
the baby?"



"Perhaps he'll die, too," Dorinda replied despagigin”l simply don't

care, Caroline. And after all, it would be for thest. You think I've
been too wrapped up in my own misery to see wihahialhas done
to you. But | haven't. I've seen how you've triecbé cheerful and
happy for my sake, when all the time you've beemnrie half to

death. You've been crying too. | can tell."

Her voice wavered and the tears began to flow agafore Caroline
could reply a voice boomed through the bedroom.

"Now, and what's this, may | ask?" The doctor armraNMason
walked quickly into the bedroom and over to the.bBde doctor
spoke sternly to Dorinda. "We'll have no more a$ ttrying, if you

don't mind, young lady, or the baby will be borrthwa permanent
wail and keep you out of your bed at night withtaistrums. Off you
go, Caroline. Nora and | will manage fine. We'lllgou when we

want you."

He waved his hand in Caroline's direction in a gesbof dismissal
and she turned and walked reluctantly out of tlo&mo

She sat downstairs for what seemed an eternitythédirst hour she
paced up and down like a frantic father. As thaitfht struck her she
gave a short laugh and wondered wryly where Vitcaviiwas at that
very moment. Wining and dining some other gulligie, | shouldn't
wonder, she thought bitterly.

Presently there was the sound of a sharp slapwed by the thin
wail of a new-born infant. Caroline was galvanizet action. She
ran up the stairs and reached the bedroom dooagubllora popped
her head around it. She smiled broadly and annakince

"It's a beautiful baby boy and he has the loveldsmtk eyes and
masses of thick black hair!"



"Can | come in?" asked Caroline anxiously. "Caed ®orinda? Is
she all right?"

"Just give us a few more minutes," said Nora, "aedl let you see
them both."

Five minutes later she was gazing down at her regghew. His ten
minute fingers with their delicate pink nails and httle fat toes
fascinated her.

She said in an awed voice, "Dorinda, isn't he thstrdarling creature
you've ever seen?"

She was so enchanted by the baby that for a fewemtsnshe did not
realize that there had been no response from the hgng
exhaustedly on the bed. She looked towards Doruestioningly.
There was no sign of pleasure upon her face, nbtieeausual pride
which is generally to be found in a new mother. @ymndifference
and an unutterable weariness.

The doctor beckoned her out of the room. "Did yeuadsfor the
father?" he asked her sternly.

Caroline was flustered and still shocked by Dorisdadifference.
She swallowed hard before replying.

"Well, yes, but he hasn't been able to get here."

The doctor gave her a keen glance. "l don't likkewlay Dorinda is
acting," he said. "I'm very worried about her att&. Mind you, I've
seen it happen this way before. Women taking &disb their babies
for some reason which only they can tell. But #@ems to go deeper.
Can't you impress upon her damned young fool afsboénd that she
needs him?"



When Caroline nodded, too miserable to speak, hat vem
sympathetically. "Don't worry too much, child. Yeake too many
burdens upon your young shoulders. Always hawealtbut time you
married some nice young fellow and let him do tharrying for
you."

Caroline looked at him stonily. She was thinkindgheself that after
living through these last few months and seeingtudang a man
could do to a woman she would rather remain a sgiral her life
than have to face such misery.

Doctor Thomas patted her upon the shoulder befedefh unaware
of her reactions to his well-meant advice. He saillis professional
manner, "Off you go to bed now, Caroline. You ladkin. They're

both fast asleep, and will be for what is left bé tnight. So take
advantage of the lull, my dear, for | have no ddbht the young man
will be demanding your attention shortly, and iuydon't get some
sleep you won't be able to cope.”

She assured him that she would do as he said adbire off with
assurances that he and Nora would call that moyteatey, to check
up on the patients.

She walked wearily into the house. After lockingam putting out
the lights she went upstairs and took one last &idRorinda and the
baby. They were both sleeping peacefully and, teads she crept
silently into her own room and into bed, snuggleatefully into the

warmth of the blankets and slept away the few hadnish were left

of the early morning.

The days which followed were hectic ones for Camlia continuous
round of nappy-washing, bottle-making and runniagkwards and
forwards with hot drinks or tempting trays for Dudte. Not that she



ate much - just enough to pass for a meal ancetspl Caroline. Vito
junior lived up to the doctor's prediction and drnethout ceasing for
what Caroline felt could have been a month, butacaisally just four

days. His mother would have nothing whatever tovith him. She

flatly refused even to feed the poor little miteyah less nurse him.
Caroline was frantic. She pleaded, threatened)ezhjtut Dorinda
just lay gazing out of the window in a private vebwhere no one
could reach her.

Doctor Thomas tried to reassure Caroline, but lukdd worried
when he told her, "Just leave her for a while tth Iperself together.
This trauma can't last for ever. It's emotionalckhwhich has made
her withdraw from the rest of the world and I'm ¢imeed that she'll
come to as soon as that husband of hers arrivess ideming, |
trust?"

The doctor's quizzical look as he asked this qoesfiroved to
Caroline that he was suspicious of her repeatedrasses that
Dorinda's husband was on his way, and she wasys@m@ipted to
throw discretion to the winds and tell him the lrubHer blood ran
cold at the thought that unless Vito Vicari turnggd Dorinda might
never snap out of her trance-like state of mind.

The sound of the baby's crying jerked her to he&isee and she
swiftly said goodbye to the doctor, leaving his sften unanswered,
and sped up the stairs to Vito junior. He only @¢m®w when he was
hungry - not like the first four days of his lifehen he had screechec
until he was almost blue in the face with tempesrdNMason had
said that it was sheer temper, but Caroline thopghately that he
was protesting because he wanted the comfort amnbiker's arms
which was denied him.

She lifted him out of his cot, cooing gently at hasihe nestled down
in her arms. His helplessness turned Caroline's teewvater and she
wondered for the thousandth time, how can shettaisn® If only she



would look at him I'm convinced she wouldn't beeata help loving
him. Perhaps tomorrow I'll be able to coax her imdding him, and
then he'll steal her heart just as his father did.

The next day as she was preparing his bath shed&im over to his
mother as she lay in bed moodily gazing out ofthrelow. Daringly
she thrust the pitiful little bundle into his motlsearms and with a
slightly pleading voice she asked her, "Would yaaldhhim a
moment, Dorinda? Just until | test the temperabiitbe water."

She was prepared for a refusal, but not for thagalook of loathing

which Dorinda threw at her son, nor for the bite=m®in her voice as
she rejected him violently. "No! No! Take him awayefuse to have

anything to do with him!"

She threw herself across the bed in an abandonafemgsterical
weeping, and Caroline hastily snatched the bablyetobreast and
swiftly carried him out of the bedroom and downstavhere he was
out of sight of his mother.

"Oh, my darling," she whispered brokenly as sh&éolodown at him,
"what are we going to do about your mother? Howwarnelp her? "

He gazed up at her with an infantile, vacant lookl dis utter
dependence upon her was enough to arouse a figpcelgctive
emotion within her which welled up into her thraeaid threatened to
choke her. She stroked his downy little cheek andmred softly,
as though making a vow:

"I'll look after you, my little love. If | have tdedicate my life to you
then | shall do so. You will always have me."

He gave a great sigh which seemed to denote sdimsfat her words
and closed his eyes and slept. Caroline laughgtiesdt her fanciful
notion that he could understand her words as shiydgaid him in



his pram while she made fresh preparations fomaisiing ablutions
which had been so suddenly curtailed.

Dorinda had stopped crying and was once more imalgq her
morbid practice of gazing unseeingly out of the dew when
Caroline entered the bedroom with her breakfast t&e had the
grace to look slightly ashamed as Caroline blitloélgtttered to her as
she arranged the tray on the bed as if nothingwarbhad happened
earlier. She even tried to make a tentative apoiogg subdued,
rather sulky voice.

"I'm sorry | made a scene, Caroline. You must katilg sick of me.
After breakfast I'll get up and come downstairs halph you with the
housework or the cooking. I'll do anything you widlut please -
don't ask me to nurda@m.| can't bear the thought of touching him
Caroline. | simply can't!" This last was said wahrising note of
hysteria in her voice, and as Caroline looked upeatand noted the
over-bright eyes heavy with unshed tears she bitlipeand said
hastily:

"Well, don't think about nursing Vito just yet, Dwoda. Just
concentrate on getting well and up and about agi&ie. rest will

follow, I'm sure of it. Doctor Thomas will be plemkto see you
making an effort to get downstairs. He was sayinlyg gesterday that
it would be the best thing for you and that | hachcourage you to
dress and move about a little. No housework, thBusihe added
warn- ingly. "A chair in the garden where you caat the benefit of
the sun will suffice for the moment."”

While she was speaking she was busy sorting ouhedoand'
underwear ready for Dorinda to wear when she wadyréo get up.
This was too good a chance to miss. Dr. Thomasrhacessed upon
her the urgency of encouraging Dorinda to starkipg up the
threads of her life again as soon as she showebbaise interest in
doing so, and getting her downstairs was the $iegb.



Half an hour later she was ensconced in a comflertalair in the
garden with a book which she had no intention atlreg but which
Caroline had hopefully supplied her with as an miee to kindle her
interest in fashion and the latest trends at pteearogue in London
and the other major fashion centres.

There was the sound of a postman's cheery whisti@aattle at the
letter-box. Instinctively Dorinda turned her headGaroline walked
slowly towards her across the tiny lawn holdingeamelope in front
of her as if she expected it to bite her. Her vbiad a strangled sound
as she handed it to Dorinda.

“It's for you."

Dorinda's pallor was pronounced as she slowly thekletter and
glanced at the handwriting. She answered Carolina'spoken
guestion with a slow shake of her head.

“It's from Rene," she said dully. "I wonder whatvants."

Caroline's disappointment was a living thing. Shd hardly dared
hope that it might be from Vito Vicari, but her opistic nature had
overreached itself and her heart sank to her slabdeSorinda's
negative reply. She walked into the house andhleftsister to read
her letter.

Why couldn't it have been from him? she said tome in particular.
Then, in a determined effort to push her bitterudids out of her
mind, she began to polish the furniture as if henyuife depended
upon it.

She was a little hurt as the days went by and [@darishowed no
inclination to tell her of the contents of her éttBut she consoled
herself with the thought that each day broughttie Imore colour to
Dorinda’'s cheeks and although she was still indlitee lapse into



moody silences she was getting up each morning veasl even
allowed to do a bit of dusting, or to prepare tegetables for lunch
while Caroline bathed and fed baby Vito and kept tihins out of
mischief.

Jane was still bringing them along to the housé eacrning, and
Caroline had one ear open for the sound of thaxahe sat with Vito
on her knee powdering him with sweet-smelling teshe prepared
him for a dry nappy.

They generally arrived about nine o'clock and,lesganced at the
clock above the mantelpiece, she saw that they weee-due by
about half an hour. A worried frown puckered haefead as she
wondered what could have happened to them, bu¢ared as she
heard the sound of a car stopping at the frort@hbuse. There was
a scamper of tiny feet and two miniature whirlwirfllsxg open the
door and rushed towards Caroline and the babyJeltl by their
mother, a little more sedately, but not much. Jaax a glow about
her which told Caroline that she had had news themhusband and,
judging from her expression, she was just aboustlg with
excitement. Caroline smiled at her and waited p#tieuntil her
friend had got her breath back, which was no mioae & second.

"I've had the most marvellous news," she said rapsly. "Jim has
taken a shore job. He's written to say that hd baar to be separated
from us any longer and that it's all fixed. We'seheet him at
Southampton next Friday to go and look at a hongenge are to put
up at a hotel while he arranges everything. OhplGes, | can't tell
you how happy | am!" She picked up the twins andtaed around
the room with them until they were all dizzy.

Caroline was so pleased for her she could havd.dreger she would
begin to worry about how it would affect herselfidorinda and the
baby, but at that moment she had thoughts only esf fiend's

happiness and the fact that the twins would be thighfather whom



they adored, but did not see half enough of. Hee fdouded as she
thought of how much she would miss Jane. The sdraght
occurred to Jahe and she said anxiously to Caroline

"You will come and visit us when we're settled @aroline? We
mustn't lose touch. These mites will be absolutidgolate at the
thought of leaving you even for a little while, ahthust be able to
console them with the fact that it won't be fordoand that you'll
come as soon as possible for a long visit."

"Just try to keep me away!" Caroline smiled, as lslo&ed at the
bright-eyed trio. "I shall be on your doorstep asrsas you send me
word that you're ready for visitors."

"You, Dorinda, and the baby shall be our very firsaid Jane firmly,
"and we shall insist on an indefinite stay, so lbeppred for an
invitation as soon as possible after we've seitiéd

"What will happen to your practice when you lealene?"

"That's another stroke of luck," said Jane glegftiNou know young
Colin Grant, his father farms about five miles frbre? Well, he's
just graduated from veterinary school and he'sitapkor a practice
around here. His father asked me only the otherifdayvould be
interested in selling the practice. | asked himtiime to consider, as
he made me a very tempting offer, and now | shealitde to give him
an answer."

She looked as if her cup of happiness were futhwerflowing, as
indeed it was, as she enthusiastically outlined foarre plans to
Caroline.

She still had work to do, however, and with an angilook at the
clock she began hurriedly to gather up her gloveseandbag and
after giving the twins a quick hug she made her svaytly to her car



to begin her rounds. With a last wave to Caroline drove away
smiling to herself in happy anticipation.

Dorinda had been in the garden while Jane was gjiiaroline her
news and Caroline went out to tell her of Janegldortune. She was
pleased for her, of course, but when Caroline rashfed telling her
about it a frown creased her forehead and she a€ledline
worriedly:

"How will we manage without the wage that Janeaigipg you? We
haven't much left over at the end of the week igs What will we do,
Caroline?"

Caroline put on a breezy manner and waved awaighes. She knew
that if Dorinda began worrying about their finangmsition she

would undo all the good which the rest and freslofihe past week
had done for her."Don't you start worrying abouwatth she said
confidently. "We'll manage. After all, these comimgpnths will, be

good ones for us as far as food is concerned. &tdeg is absolutely
bursting with vegetables and salad greens and rtht tfees are
coming along nicely. We certainly won't starve lidgr Indeed," she
said laughingly, "we may be able to sell some afmoduce to the
shops. There's far too much for us."

Dorinda was not convinced. She bit her lip anxipusid refused to
respond to Caroline's chaffing.

"One of us will have to get a job," she said blgalhe moved her
gaze to the pram which was standing in the shadetigfe at the far
end of the garden. "And that means that | shaléfiavith him," she
pointed a finger at the pram, "if you go to work.'look of distaste
passed over her face as she said this, and if i@arashd not known
that it was a symptom of her nervous state and gshatwas not
responsible for the way in which she repulsed faaybshe would
have been tempted to berate her for her utteruwsalkss towards her



son. As it was, she bore in mind Doctor Thomassuictions that on
no account should she take her to task for herturaiattitude and to
leave her to Mother Nature's healing powers.

"Time," he had said, "heals all things. You maylfinhard to believe,
Caroline, but when you reach my age you'll reahpsv true that
saying is."

"Please stop worrying, Dorinda," she scolded hérhdve no
intention of leaving either of you." She saw thatridda was still not
convinced, so she started to talk, determinedlyanother subject
and refused to allow Dorinda to harp back to it.

In no time at all, or so it seemed to Carolineeland the twins were
setting off for their new home. Everything had gaceording to plan
so far as the practice and the selling of the hamskfurniture were
concerned, and the day of good-byes finally canerolihe had
Insisted upon going to the railway station withrthis see them off,
and as she dared not ask Dorinda to tend the Babytold them that
she would meet them there and bring Vito along Wwehin his pram.
She had arranged with Dorinda the evening befoee theparture
that she would spend the best part of the morrafigr seeing them
off, doing some essential shopping, and as shenbglécted one of
her friends shamefully in the past few months, s would pay her
a visit. Dorinda had been surprisingly agreeablti® plan and had
told her to take her time in town and not to hilragk as she would be
quite happy on her own.

The platform where Jane's train was to leave fram erowded and
Caroline hurried along, searching frantically fovot little heads

craning from the coach window. They saw her astmae instant that
she caught sight of them and they began to wavebewyly. Jane's
excited face beamed at her as she hurried alongtty reach them
before the train moved from the platform.



"Jane! Thank goodness | made it!" she gasped. "Btgvmust have
stopped after | left the house and I've been meargialong thinking
| had plenty of time to get here before your tiaih When | saw the
time by the station clock | was amazed."

"Never mind," said Jane, "you made it just in tiMEhe twins ran

from the carriage and flung themselves into Caedirarms just as
the train started to make sounds of preparing fmade One last
bear-like hug from Jane and a couple of damp kisses the twins

and they had scrambled into the train and were ngoaway slowly

out of her life. She watched them go with a feebhgnti-climax, and

a deep despondency filled her as she stood thér¢hanlast carriage
was out of sight. She wiped a furtive tear from é@ges and slowly
turned and walked dejectedly out of the station.

She got through her shopping as quickly as shelcaol stopping to
gaze at the tantalizing displays of summer fashiwwhgh were a
frustration to a girl such as she who had a sadpieled wardrobe
and an equally depleted purse.

She had phoned her girl friend the evening beforsmake sure her
visit would not inconvenience her and had beenditgecall as soon
as she possibly could as they had a lot of newsitich up on. Aline
Saunders had been a school friend of Caroline'shaddnarried an
accountant just a year ago. She and her husbaed liva neat
semi-detached house on the outskirts of the towh Ame was

finding living in the suburbs in a brand-new housih all the

labour-saving devices she could wish for justféetboring. She ran
down the path to open the garden gate for Carabrghe struggled to
get the pram through, and went into raptures whersaw the baby.

"Isn't he an absolute sweet?" she cooed over hia.ilgsisted upon
lifting him out of his pram. Caroline did riot mirthdat, for he was due
to be fed and changed and she knew that he wollldsfaep again
when this was done.



The two girls had a marathon gossip over their hur@€aroline had
been one of Aline's bridesmaids and she had knewmisband for
most of her life, so they had plenty of topics dmak to touch. Aline
also knew Dorinda and Jane and was interested af gleir doings.
The afternoon flew past. It hardly seemed possthbt Aline's
husband, Jim, should be driving his car into theaga and a few
minutes later be demanding his dinner in a mocéeieus manner,
Caroline felt that it was time for her to be goiMjto was used to
being settled for the night at around six o'clocl ahe had a long bus
journey in front of her before she reached homm, Jiowever,
insisted that he would drive her home. Vito's pnaas the folding
variety which could he easily dismantled to forntary-cot and
placed on the back seat of a car or bus, and wiiee Added her
pleas to his she relented and stayed on for didfear the meal she
was insistent.

"I simply must go, Aline. | can't tell you how mudtve enjoyed
today, it's been such a pleasure to see you beaiin,aand I'll phone
you some day next week to arrange for you to comecoour place.
Dorinda will be so pleased to see you again."

With a final wave to her friend she got into theritr seat of the car,
Vito being already installed in the back seat, ey drove off.

She was puzzled when they reached home to seéhdratwas no
light at the window. Dorinda must be out, she thaubut as this was
most unlikely she began to get a panicky feeling stme glanced up
at the bedroom windows to see if there was any@idner there. Jim
would not accept her offer of a cup of coffee; lagl lhrought some
work home with him, he said, and if she didn't mihedwould make
right back home. She waved him off and then huraedhe path to
the front door.

She had a distinct feeling of unrest as she steaggl open the front
door with her latchkey which had a habit of stigkiat the most



awkward times. Why doesn't Dorinda open the doashesusually
does? she wondered. She must have heard the car.

At last she was inside. She called out in a ratfeicky voice,
"Dorinda! Where are you? We're home!" There wasasponse, so
she tried again. "Dorinda, are you there?"

The house was quiet as a tomb. Caroline placedsVaat on the
couch in the living-room and went upstairs to sdeBarinda had
perhaps felt unwell and had gone to bed.

The bedroom was empty. The premonition she hadathatas not

well was growing stronger every minute. She ranmkiairs and into
the only room which was left which she had notadsesearched, the
kitchen. All was tidy in there. Dorinda had obvibusleaned up and
washed the breakfast dishes, but when Carolineelbakto the

pantry to see if she had had her lunch everythiveghad left for her
was still there.

Caroline began to tremble. What if a tramp hadecdalind, finding
her alone, had attacked her?

"Don't be silly," she chided herself. "If that hiagppened she would
still be here, wouldn't she?"

Then she saw it - a letter propped up againstegaeaddy where she
would be sure to see it. Slowly she reached fand with a strange
feeling of fear she ripped open the envelope agaméo read.

When she had finished, every drop of blood hadnédhifrom her
face. She walked slowly into the living-room to wé¢he baby lay in
his carry-cot and looked down at his mop of cuthck hair and his
cherubic face until the tears which would not ble lvack blurred her
vision and she sank down beside him in an attitefdgespair. She



had no need to read the letter twice. Every worithwés blazoned in
her mind in letters of fire.

Dear Caroline [Dorinda had written], | don't knofsyou will ever
forgive me for what | am about to do, but | mustitdoevertheless. |
am going away. When you get this letter | shallehbgen gone about
six hours. It was not an easy decision to makel thuhk | have done
the right thing. The letter which | received frorari® asked if | would
take up a modelling commission which means trawgléll over the
world. | feel that if | take it | may see or heaws of Vito. Once | see
him and hear from his own lips that he wants n@mmore to do with
me | shall come home. Don't try to find me, Cam]ifor | shan't
come home until | find him. | can't give you an sek$ as | shall not
know from one week to the other exactly where | lngl working, but

I will send you as much money as | can. Pleasavemyy secrecy,
but | know that you would have tried to stop mgoti had known
what | intended doing. All my love, Your humbly tgéul sister.



CHAPTERIIII

IT was a beautiful day, the sun had shone from eadgning and
now, in the late afternoon, the heat of the day less overpowering.
The scent of the flowering borders wafted over hewe Caroline was
lying full stretch on her stomach, under her faueutree in the
garden. Vito, a sturdy bouncing boy of nearly sionths, was
creeping over her back attempting to grab a harmufftlhe shining
gold of her hair. She was laughing teasingly as dbeged the
grasping little fist each time he made a suddegéduat her and he was
chuckling with glee at her antics and the littlaisgls of protest
which she was purposely making added to his enjoywighe game.

She did not hear the sound of the great purringuwtech stopped at
the front of the house, nor did she notice the mhan stood, with
narrowed eyes, watching the two who were so imndemsetheir

game.

His attention was focused upon Caroline. His exasetled from her
unruly mop of pure gold, over her excitingly lovéace, he caught a
quick glimpse of pansy-coloured eyes as she roledl in her efforts
to escape the baby's clutches, and in that monveny eurve of her
really beautifully proportioned body was outlinegthe taut pull of
her skimpy jumper and the lovely length of her @tapimbs was
emphasized by the tight shrunken jeans which eddasen.

He began walking over to where she lay. Some icstold Caroline
that she was not alone. She glanced up quicklytlesdainto

awareness of his presence. She sat up on the grasstared
open-mouthed at the tall, dark, handsome stranerstood looking
down at her with an unfathomable look in his eyes.

He had the bearing of a gladiator, tall, straighhd with an
unconscious arrogance which communicated itse@dooline, and
she felt herself stiffen with resentment. His vondeen he spoke was



laced with sarcasm and his eyes seemed to mifeantacontempt as
he looked down at her.

"Do | have the pleasure of addressing Miss Lindsay?

Caroline scrambled to her feet and self-consciobighed the grass
from her jeans and tried, unsuccessfully, to combHair with her
fingers.

"You have," she answered frigidly. "What can | doyou?"

He looked around him questioningly and asked,Hés¢ somewhere
we can talk, Miss Lindsay?"

"What could you possibly have to say to me that gan't say out
here?" She had no intention of letting him bully lmto doing as he
wished just for the sake of exercising his arrogamanner, she
thought to herself mutinously. She set her chinasgly and dared
him to contradict.

He looked a trifle taken aback at this show ofutance, but only for
a second. He took a wallet from his inner pocket ok out a card
which he handed to her, wordlessly.

She glanced down at it and a name jumped out aShergave a gasp
of astonishment as she saw it. Vicari! His name Wasnenico
Vicari!

Her face crimsoned as she handed back the card  raher
ungraciously said, "You'd better come inside."

He smiled, a supercilious smile which made Carolaat to hit him,

as he followed her into the house. She told hitake a seat while
she put on the kettle to make a cup of tea. Evée ivas one of the
hated Vicari clan she had to offer him hospitaliBhe had been



brought up to honour guests-who were in her houasehabit died
hard. Nevertheless, her thoughts were in turmoshes entered the
room where he sat looking around him with greagriedt.

"l see you have some quite good pieces of sculpMiss Lindsay,
and some remarkably good pictures. Presents fromiraxs,
perhaps?"

The studied insolence of his tone took Carolinegath away and she
suddenly realized that he thought that she wasndari He had
obviously come prepared to meet a heartless goigedi or a
good-time girl. He looked quite capable of handmeg a cheque for
services rendered, thought Caroline viciously. Raynmo doubt, for
entertaining a member of his family while he wasgdrom home.

Her blood boiled at the thought of all they hadeste#d at the hands of
his beloved cousin, for she remembered now thatinDar had
mentioned that Vito had a cousin named Domenical ahe
desperately wanted to hurt him as they had bedn hur

"Perhaps so," she replied with saccharine sweetfiAsgirl must
look into the future, Signor Vicari, and what bettay than to invest
in works of art?"

He gave her a look of distaste and his strong wiedth snapped
together in anger. With an imperious gesture hécated that he
wished her to sit, and she did so with a look seregment which he
either did not notice, or chose to ignore. He taokvafer-thin

platinum cigarette case from the pocket of his imhately tailored

suit and offered it to her politely, carefully seieag one himself
when she refused him. He lit it, after asking herngssion, and
gazed pensively at her through the haze of smokehwie expelled
from his firm, well-cut lips. Caroline sat there itirag impatiently for

him to speak, and after a look which seemed toitakgery aspect of
her dishevelled appearance he asked her:



"How well did you know Vito, Miss Lindsay?"

Caroline was about to reply that she did not, aadtrio wish to, know

him, when she suddenly remembered his derogatongries about

her works of art and the fact that she had dedidediopt Dorinda's

identity in an attempt to punish him for his ingréble intolerance.
She put on a mask of casual indifference and irt gii@hoped was a
suitably sophisticated tone of voice, remarked:

"As well as anyone knows the father of her childteese days, |
suppose. We had fun, lots of fun, and | enjoyexhile it lasted, but
unfortunately | was left holding the baby,

as you might say, while dear, darling Vito is fooite and fancy free
with a devoted cousin willing to clean up his mes®n he has had
his fun. | presume that is your purpose in comiagehSignor Vicari?
To offer some compensation to the mother of higd@hHow often
have you had to do this chore? Do you enjoy it?"

Caroline was amazed at her acting ability as shéhsae deriding
him with scorn in her voice whipped up by thougbtsDorinda's
agony of mind and the abandonment of her preciiis Yito by
both his parents.

She was totally unprepared for the hand which shbaind grabbed
her wrist. The pressure of his steely fingers dhig her soft skin. His

voice was crushed ice, each word crackling witld @d he answered
her.

"Vito is dead, Miss Lindsay — killed by his own fbardiness in
chartering a plane which was not safe in ordee&tih you sooner. If
he had been content to wait for a seat on the aegurl line he would
be alive today, but no, his love for you was szt he could not wait
for even a few days to reach you. The plane wasdpa charred
wreck, miles from civilization, after a search panad been alerted



by the wife of the pilot of the machine. There wasevidence that
either of them had survived."

Caroline's eyes were dark with horror as he flumgwords at her
without a sign of compassion on his granite-likeefaHis hand still
grasped her wrist like a vice, but she could net ife Her heart was
too full of the pain which she was feeling at theught of Dorinda'’s
suffering when she found out about Vito's death.

Unconsciously pleading, she lifted her eyes to his.

"Oh, no! Please say it isn't true! It mustn't heetrWhat will happen
to the baby? How will | manage if his father is d@aShe was
thinking that the news would have the effect ofithig Dorinda even
further away from her baby son and that it mighiseayet another
bout of deep depression to encompass her highipgsister.

She flung out her arms in an attitude of despaiking her wrist from
his grasp as she did so. The weals which his fsngad made on her
wrist stood out corrugated and, as the blood b&gamsh back to the
maltreated area, bright red and ugly. He glancedhdat her arm and
when he saw the result of his anger a" dull fludfused his face and
he picked up her wrist again, gently this time, &edan to smooth
the bruised skin with a light stroking movemenhf fingers. All his
anger had evaporated at the signs of her obviatseds and in a
softer tone he replied to her outburst.

"That is the reason | have come, Miss Lindsay lotk after you

both. My cousin would have wished it. | owe Vitodahis mother
more than | could ever repay and | have come loel@ytto carry out
what | feel would be his desire. | only hope thad yvill be agreeable
to the plan which is in my mind."

Caroline regarded him suspiciously. She did nostthis gentle
manner. Although the words were spoken softly liedraassurance



of manner which suggested that of course she wabk he told her
to and no questions asked. "Plan?" she queried.

"Yes. | have decided that the simplest solutioth&oproblem will be
for us to marry!"

Before he could say another word Caroline jumpetie@ofeet and
said in an outraged voice:

"Are you mad? Marry you? | would rather die!" Héudeyes flashed
fire as they challenged him to dare to carry orhvhils monstrous
suggestion. He leaned back against the couch aylid@etly crossed
one leg over the other as he regarded her with eyesh had

narrowed to two slits. With cool precision he rdpedahis proposal.
Caroline almost choked with rage, but before shddcénd words

with which to annihilate him he continued:

"The baby would be assured of an upbringing sietablhis father's
station. His future would be a bright one and,'hvah oblique look at
Caroline, "when he attains his majority he wouldoauatically
become a partner in one of the largest and mostdarexport and
Import businesses in lItaly, indeed, | might go aods to say, in the
world. Combined with that he would inherit a corsable amount of
money which | would set up in trust for him as s@snwe married.
Can you deny him his inheritance for the sake efrthid antipathy
which you have taken to me?" he asked her with erigst
understatement.

"Surely," looking pointedly at the treasures whiehhad examined
earlier, "you can put up with me if | can assur@,yalso, a life of
luxury and ease."

Caroline hated the look of mocking assurance whictompanied
this last remark and she felt that nothing woulgegher more
pleasure than to smack his arrogant, unbelievahlydsome face.



She glowered at him, defiance in every line ofs$lender body, but
her defiance turned to confusion as she stood Hretdis eyes swept
her every line and curve, a faint smile twitchedha corner of his
mouth as he tried deliberately to embarrass hdr kg bold, almost
indecent raking of her body. She turned away abrupthide the
burning blush which was creeping up from her nedker brow. She
felt her whole body was blushing, but she did mdéend that he
should witness her discomfiture.

After a few moments she had regained her compasudelt equal
to returning to the fray. She turned from the wndwhere she had
been watching baby Vito at play and, at the same,tgiving herself
the breathing space necessary to calm down hetegngerves.
Clearly and succinctly she spoke.

"Signor Vicari," he looked at her questioninglyhdve no doubt that
your intentions are genuine in that you wish tghed. Nor do | doubt
that you would provide us both with more than weldever hope to
have, living as we do on our owout | feel that | must firmly decline
your offer of marriage as | feel that we could betcompatible under
any circumstances. Furthermore, when | marry itlvalto someone |
love and who loves me. | have no wish to wed a baalknce,
whatever conclusions you may have drawn to therapntwhile
you've been here. So would you please go now?sltblean an ...
experience, meeting you."

She walked to the door and stood holding it opeaitimg for him to
slink dejectedly through it as though utterly vaished by her
freezing tone andrande damenanner.

Very much to her surprise he got up to do as hebihsShe was so
surprised her mouth fell open slightly as he pawsetis way out to
give her a slight bow. It was then she glimpsedatinesement in his
dark eyes and she closed her mouth tightly to aotite angry words
which were trying hard to force their way out. H®mked at his



slender gold wrist-watch, and the passage of timstinave startled
him, for his rather indolent manner was replacedabyattitude of
slight urgency. He spoke to Caroline hurriedly.

"l feel that we have much more to discuss, Misslkay. But | have a
very important business call coming through to mjehin less than
half an hour. | shall go there now, and after dinrghall come back
to see you both and to continue outlining our fatyslans.

Meanwhile," he regarded her gravely, "you will héinee to consider
my proposition more carefully, and to weigh up Huvantages to
yourself as well as to the baby."

His sheer effrontery took Caroline's breath awayl ahe was
speechless as she watched him walk swiftly to &rsaad drive off
without a backward glance.

The whole episode had taken no more than half am, land yet
Caroline felt that she had lived through a lifetiaved run through a
gamut of emotions. Never before in her life hadrslet a man whose
force of personality left her feeling as exhauste@ rag doll, as this
man had. She checked to see that Vito was stilipdecontentedly in
the garden with his menagerie of toy animals, ahdmwshe had made
certain that he was not bored with his own compmg/went into the
room which had been the scene of so much conftlch & short time
ago and sank wearily on to the couch that DomeX¥icari had just
vacated. His personality still lingered. The faiteing of his
after-shave lotion and the aroma of the cigaredehld smoked
wafted in her nostrils as she sat there going akierincredible
conversation they had had. Her indignation wasglgind she began
thinking over the situation quietly and calmly vatit the antagonism
of his presence to disturb her.

His last words still rang in her ears. Had sherigpiet to deny Vito the
advantages which the wealth of the Vicari familyuebbring to him?
She bit her lip as she considered the precariouseuvhich lay



ahead of him as the son of a man who could no lobgédooked to
hopefully as a provider, and the unwanted and atraedi child of a
mother who had rejected him from birth. The bitem% which she
had tried so hard to fight welled up in her oncaiags she thought of
Dorinda's heartless action. The months which hasezhsince her
flight had softened the blow somewhat, but Careladéhough she
had tried hard to excuse her callous behavioufl it an
overwhelming wave of hurt when she thought of it.

She had received one letter from Dorinda, tellieg that she was
leaving England the following day and that she wididep in touch.
She had made no mention of the baby, or of howGamline, would
manage for money while she was away. The helpati@lomised in
her first letter had not materialized and she heehlat her wits' end
with worry on the morning Mr. Wilkins had calledeHhad phoned
the previous day asking her to Come to his offce@on as possible,
as he had news for her, but upon hearing of héculifies in respect
of transport to town for herself and the baby hd hmamediately
offered to call the next day.

He had bustled in, full of importance, and withaamof having pulled
off a particularly clever deal. His satisfactionssvident in his voice
as he addressed her in his old- fashioned pompaunsen.

"A most fortuitous situation has developed, Missdsay," he began.
"You recall that | mentioned some shares which yata father,” he
paused for a moment in silent /ift tribute, "hadoagst his effects?
Well, I have great pleasure in informing you theyt are now being
very much sought after and | have had some exc¢eadtders from
interested clients. It is a truly amazing situatidmch has developed,
in that the company in which your late father irtedshas suddenly
come up with a product which everyone wants to asd, now the
shares are leaping in value on the Stock MarketeiGiime, | think |
can safely say that you will have a nice littleane from your
investment."”



He had rubbed his hands with glee as he anticigeedood fortune,
but his glee had turned to shocked amazement wietaad of being
guided by him and leaving the shares in the compamgh was
getting ready to expand at an enormous rate to theetemands of
the consumer, she had insisted upon selling themenhately. He
had pleaded in vain for her to change her mindshathad seen it as
a heaven-sent opportunity of getting some readyayowhich she
was desperately short of, and she was adamantatieehuctantly
done as he was bid. The windfall had staved offrtimaediate need
to sell her father's most treasured collectorimisteand had bought
new clothes for Vito. What little remained was niovher bank, and
as she sat there with Domenico's words echoingiimiind she felt a
wave of panic as she realized what an enormousstaskvould face
in bringing up a small boy unaided, and with sughtdully small
sum at her disposal.

She glanced up at the clock and noted that it ilmsst time for
Vito's bath. She pushed her problems to the badkeofmind and
began to prepare his supper, ready for when thal of bathtime was
over and, sweet-smelling and contented, he woeldd#ck in her
arms and submit to her coaxing him with each spdaffhis supper
while at the same time fighting the waves of sledjch overtook
him at the same time each night.

He was chortling loudly and splashing water allro&aroline when
Domenico Vicari returned.

They were both engrossed in their game, as onrkis/isit, when he
entered the house for the second time that dapglded the sounds of
their laughter coming from the bathroom and inva $avift strides he
mounted the stairs and walked in on them just asli@ia was lifting
Vito from the tub. For the first time he seemedlye@ notice Vito
and his face broke into a sudden, unexpectedlyshogmile as he
watched her struggling with the squirming littleniolle which she
was trying to towel dry.



He lifted him from her lap, still smiling broadl§Here, let me do that.
It is time that he and | were better acquaintece"stanted a wicked
look at her as he added, "I shall concentrate ottetireg my
acquaintance with you later."

Caroline, who was still a little out of countenaryehis unheralded
arrival, felt the beginning of a warm blush spregdo her hot cheeks
as his bold laughing eyes travelled over her cutdeslingering look
made her conscious of the tight-fitting jeans whstte was still
wearing and of the revealing gap in her blouse @héto, in his
struggles, had pulled off the top button. She chade stamped her
foot with rage as she realized that he was deliblgrarying to
provoke her. He speaks to me as if he were Caaddnaere a slave
girl whom he feels inclined to dally with for a vi#li she thought
indignantly, and her dislike of him grew with evesgcond.

The recipient of her thoughts was receiving a ftyiaty response
from Vito, however. He was gurgling at him in hidight at having a
strong pair of arms holding him, and he was makiogecret of the
fact that his new uncle met entirely with his ap@io Domenico
seemed to be enjoying himself-too, and with a lobkriumph he
handed Vito to her to be dressed in his nightwear.

The towel slipped from the baby's shoulders as idesd, and
Domenico gave a start of surprise as he pointed adittle
heart-shaped mole on the pink skin of the baby Isleou

"That mole," he asked her, "has he had it fromhBitt

"Why, yes," she replied. "Doctor Thomas was th& foane to notice it
just a few moments after he was born. He pointediito me, then
remarked how perfectly shaped it was."

To her surprise Domenico sighed heavily and puthead in his
hands for a moment as if he had received a body Bbich he



needed a few moments to recover from. Then he thake at
Caroline's bewildered face and with a grim lookshl:

"All right, Miss Lindsay, | am convinced. He must Wito's child, for
it would be too much of a coincidence for the clufcdany other man
to be born with the mark which every male Vicars terne on his
shoulder throughout generations."

His implication was obvious. Until that moment hadhbeen
harbouring suspicions as to whether or not the lvahily was his
cousin's child, and the sight of the mole had cored him.
Caroline's indignation almost choked her. To thimkt he had been
regarding her, in her role as Dorinda, as a lobseacter who could
perhaps claim any of half a dozen men as the fatheer child made
her furiously angry for Dorinda's sake. His unjiisti slur on her
sister's character was a most unfair assessmargidfwhom he had
judged and found wanting in a most peremptory mankks
intolerance was unbearable, and Caroline, at tlmahent, felt that
the only thing which would give her any satisfastwould be to see
his lofty ideals topple and for his arrogant Ronamde to be
humbled in the dust. She had to be content, howévelare at his
grim countenance and to grind out with impotentrag

"l think you're the most hateful man I've ever rhet!

If her outburst surprised him he did not show is bhly reaction was
a slight raising of his black eyebrows as he reggrder flushed
cheeks and flashing, furious eyes.

With a cool nonchalance he indicated the droopitie |body
between them who was gallantly fighting the wavesleep which
were washing over him.



"l suggest that you take this young man to his béds Lindsay, and
then perhaps you will change into a dress if yosspes one, and we
will then talk without interruption.”

She stood up immediately and with burning cheekmbdo gather
up Vito and his belongings to take them upstairtistoroom. She
swept out of his presence with head held highyfately missing the
quiver of amusement which passed over his face agalched her,

Her cheeks were still burning as she rummaged girber wardrobe
looking for a dress which did not show too manysigf hard wear.
The only one which was suitable was a well-washattbn of an
indiscriminate colour which she had never liked dratl always
avoided wearing until she was so hard up for dees# she had had
to bring it into service. Nevertheless, it did reftow any faded
patches, as most of her other dresses did, andwib, faint
misgivings, for she had no doubt that if it did ptegase him he would
be quick to inform her, she pulled it over her hegalve her bright
hair a quick comb, and then went slowly downstmrahere he was
waiting.

His derogatory glance was enough to make her wiah she had
ignored his impertinent request to change out ofdans and blouse,
for it told her that his opinion of the dress was worth voicing.

She pulled herself up sharply. Caroline Lindsay'nga fool! What
on earth do you care what he thinks of you or efwilay you dress?
This man is your enemy and don't you forget it!

She threw herself inelegantly upon the couch amgvdrer legs up
under her skirt, shifting a little until she waswaetely comfortable,
and then she threw a look of disdain in his dicecénd waited for
him to make the first move.



After asking her permission to smoke, which sheegawth an
impatient wave of her hand, he sat gazing at haughtfully for a
moment through the blue haze of smoke which hellexpm a thin
stream from his lips, and then surprised her byngsk

"Don't you think it's time | knew your name?"

As this was the last thing she had expected himaky she was
nonplussed.

"It's Caroline," she replied without thinking.

"Caroline? | like it. It suits you. As you only we what was
obviously a nickname on your letter to Vito theyalues that | had
to go on was your address which was on the envalbplee letter
which was to tell him that the birth of your babgssimminent. From
the terms in which the letter was couched | alghayad that there
had been a previous letter which had remained wernes. |
therefore assumed that that was the cause of \désjgerate need for
haste in returning to England, and also the cafidesopremature
death," he added accusingly.

Caroline winced at the note of accusation. She nameeed the hard
thoughts she had had about the young man, how athénragined
him to be wining and dining some other woman whbiteinda had
been giving birth to her baby, and a lump came In@othroat as she
realized how wrong she had been about him.

Domenico went on, "That letter was a great shoak¢o Caroline."
She hated herself for the small thrill it gave teelnear him speak her
name for the first time.

"Naturally, when Vito was reported missing his maés forwarded
to his family. The last thing | expected to readsvaaletter from an
English girl, signing herself ‘his only true lovahd of whom | had



never heard, pleading for his love for herself tBondhe child she was
bearing." He turned towards Caroline. "You sounsiedesperate in
that letter," he said to her, "so heartbreakinggperate, that | am
almost glad he did not receive it." .

Once more the painful blush rushed to Carolin€e &s she realized
that he imagined that she had written that letter.

He seemed to hesitate before asking her a queSHave you any
reason to think that Vito was involved with any etlgirl besides
yourself while he was in this country?"

She cast her mind back feverishly to her convemsatiith Dorinda
in an effort to remember whether any other girl baédn mentioned
In connection with Vito, and couldn't.

""No, | don't think so0," she stammered.

"The reason | ask," he said thoughtfully, "is thahours reached me
of an affair which he was supposed to be having same ravishing
model in London. | did not find out her name or heace of
employment, but | believe that they were seen tagepractically
every day of his visit in this country. You are esuhat you know
nothing of this girl?" he shot at her.

At this point Caroline felt that her deception fyahe far enough and
opened her mouth to tell him the truth, but befire could so do he
bit out angrily:

"Do you wonder | had suspicions? | hear of thisiaffvith a girl
described to me as being as dark in complexion rees ad@ my
countrywomen and come here to find an English reise golden
hair and skin like white velvet, claiming to be thether of his son."



While he was describing her his eyes travelled tngrface and the
shining nimbus of her hair. Caroline was throwrinbnfusion and
the words she had been about to speak stuck thitwatt as his glance
seemed to take in everything about her.

His look was not a gentle one, but rather estingatite was weighing
her up and did not seem to find her wanting, jugdmom the rather
lazily mocking smile which played upon his lipstas eyes assessec
her.

His next words startled her out of her confusion.

"That was the reason that | suggested that we miammas a - test, if
you like. If you had jumped at my offer of marriagshould have
known that you were merely after a rich husband @eadted you
accordingly. But since your refusal was so uneqealoand | now
have proof that the baby really is Vito's son,n caly offer you my
apologies and hope that you will forgive my susmei. | also wish
you to know that my offer of marriage still starids.

Caroline gasped. "But why should | wish to marryuyd-rom the
very first moment we met you've deliberately triedprovoke me.
You look at me as if | were one of the slave gitsch your ancestors
delighted in carrying off to Rome in the charidglieve me, Signor
Vicari, | have no wish to become Caesar's wifehdiligh | thank you
for the honour you accord me." This last remark a@ompanied by
a mocking curtsey as she jumped from the couch gaadefully
swept the carpet at his feet with an imaginaryitgiskirt.

He laughed a trifle vexedly and his eyes narrongdea drawled,
"Then | hope that you will have no objection to taking my nephew
to his rightful home?"

She stopped in her tracks. "What do you mean?"



"l mean, Caroline, that | have every intention e¢iag to it that my
nephew is brought up in the same environment afathsr. He will

have the same advantages as his father had, arsg@c¢baty which

comes from being a member of one of the richestlizsrin Europe.
That much | can do for his father's sake, andigrbo you deny that
| can offer him far more than you can?"

"Yes, | do deny it!" she retorted swiftly, fear aalgl sharpness to her
tone. "You may have more money than | would evehwo have, but
that doesn't mean you can make him happier tham.l Icove him.
He's mine, and nothing you can say or do will gaat us!"

"l would not be too sure of that," he answeredihea dangerously
quiet voice. "Money has its uses and no one irr tight mind will
deny that Vito will be better off in my care thaa will in yours. Oh,
| know you are his mother. But what visible meahsupport have
you? | warn you, Caroline, | shall fight you witliegy means in my
power to get custody of the child. So why not rescder my
proposal? Let me take you both back to Italy. Aswifg and son you
will know security for the rest of your lives. Viwill be amongst his
father's people and they will love him, even thougay will not
know him as Vito's son, for if you agree to marrg inshall adopt
him. That way he will get to know his grandmotheaq. | can think of
no other way in which to bring him into her lifethout causing her
pain by telling her the truth. Couldn' t you briymgurself to accept, if
only to bring a little light into an old lady's ¢i?"

The thought of being parted from her beloved bakyg wore than
she could bear. Desperately she tried to think afag out of the
impossible situation which he was outlining. Sheswald with the
cold of despair which struck right into the heaither being. He
would fight her for the custody of her child, hedhsaid. How much
easier his job would be if he ever found out theg was not Vito's
mother. What court in the land would give custofigmw abandoned
baby to his penniless aunt rather than to his netdtive? She knew



she was beaten. She would face anything, bear amei, to keep
Vito with her.

She jerked up her chin and met his eyes as he atihgvfor her
answer. With her hands clenched in her lap totteip trembling and
a determination not to let her voice quiver, sheegam her answer.

"Very well, I will marry you."

He gave a sigh of satisfaction and leaned forwatduch her ashen
cheek with his finger.

"Don't be afraid of me, Caroline. | shall look aftgou both, |
promise. There is just one other thing —"

llYeS?ll

"l want you to realize that there can never, uradsr circumstances,
be any question of divorce. This is very import@atoline. Do you
understand?"

"Yes," she replied flatly. What did it matter? gsheught. The only
reason she could think of for wanting a divorce wa$e able to
marry someone else and, at the moment, she wasfam&n.

The next few days proved to her that the decisioh to fight
Domenico was the right one.

Was it, she wondered, his air of expecting his ywEmand to be
met, not as soon as possible, but immediately, vimade everyone
excel themselves in an effort to meet his wishes™W@s it is
undeniably affluent appearance which impressed them

Whichever it was, it resulted in her affairs beisgttled in an
unbelievably short time. Arrangements were mad&doe her most
treasured pieces of furniture until such time asytltould be



despatched to Italy. The house was put into thd$iahan agent who
assured Domenico that it would be sold almost imately.
Passports were obtained and the wedding date,, fofecburse, by
Domenico, was drawing alarmingly near.

When she thought of it, which was as little as fmss Caroline's
heart began to flutter and she broke out into beagerspiration as
panic threatened to overwhelm her. One look at,\ittwever, was
enough to dispel any thought of backing out, fathmg that might
happen to her could be worse than being parted frembeloved
baby.

Panic rose in her now as her ears caught the sefuddmenico's car
stopping at the front of the house. She was sitith@ window
overlooking the garden when he walked in through dpben door.
She flung the window wide open to the night aiameffort to fill her
lungs with the scent of the old-fashioned cabbagses which
clustered around the framework, and to alleviaie shffocating
sensation which clutched at her throat.

"Good evening, Caroline." He spoke to her unwelcmniack.
She did not turn. "Good evening."

He caught hold of her shoulder and turned her geatiface him.
"Something is wrong?" he asked quietly.

She twisted away from his touch and the concenmsrvoice. She

had discovered that Domenico, when he wanted tddatharm the

birds from the trees. At times he seemed to fotilgetantagonism
between them and gave her a glimpse of the charpengon he

could be when he forgot to don his mask of coldgance. She had
to keep reminding herself that she hated him ie &&s guard should
slip and she, too, succumbed to his devilish dttmacas she had no
doubt many other unfortunate women had.



“I'm a little tired, that's all." She strove to keleer voice cool as she
answered him.

He looked sharply at her rather wan face and, regdher in one
stride, he placed his hands upon her shoulderbamtchis dark head
until he could look into her pansy-soft eyes.

"Poor little love," he murmured. "You are beginniodgeel the pace a
little, no?"

His nearness and the unaccustomed caress in giglglaccented
voice was nearly her undoing. She swayed towansshightly and
he folded her into his arms with an indistinct stwhich could have
been a breath catching in his throat. He leaneddostanned cheek
against the velvet smoothness of her face andaihact of his warm
lips against the corner of her mouth jerked hdrgosenses. With a
feeling of self-disgust she pulled herself from aims and stepped
back until she was as far away from him as theineafof the small
room would permit. She rubbed the back of her hasrdss the part
of her mouth which had a moment ago felt his kistlzer eyes when
she looked at him were dark with anger.

"Don't you dare to touch me like that again!"

He shrugged his shoulders and gave a rather witg svhich did not
reach his eyes. "You have been kissed beforeglitalSurely it is not
such a novelty to you that you find the need toy filee outraged
heroine? "

The meaning of his words was obvious, and Carglihamiliation
was complete as they fell like a challenge betvbem. He thought
she was cheap. He was making it clear that althbeghkas willing to
marry her he had no illusions as to her exclusigenghe was to be a
plaything with which to while away an odd hour @rotand then
discard when the notion took him. Anger and disgust herself for



the treacherous feelings which had swept througlatie touch of
his lips made her clench her fists tightly as sheght for composure.
With a gallant effort she looked him straight ire taye and, to her
everlasting credit, the words she spoke were witadalter.

"Don't judge me because of my love for your couSiomenico. |
bore his child and | don't regret it. Because efldve | had for him |
can contemplate marriage with you, knowing thabaigh | may
wear your ring he will always hold my heart.”

Domenico showed no sign of emotion until she spibleelast few
words. Then a muscle twitched in his cheek ancebengd to fight to
control his feelings. His jaw clenched with anged &is eyes sparked
with the intensity of his wrath, but he held hinfiseliron reserve, his
lean body seemed to embody all that was primitsszéefought the
anger which her words had aroused. Caroline dreabaof relief as
the tension left his body and he relaxed his greipression to one of
suave displeasure as he gazed down at her. Hisaumewas, once
again, that of a provoking Roman gladiator as lgabherrogantly to
speak.

"l have no wish to usurp my cousin, and were he hethis moment
| should be more than thankful to hand over to hims
responsibilities. But as it is, | have no choicé tautake over from
where he left off. Perhaps my advances are reptigoamou at the
moment, but | shall improve upon acquaintance suesyou. One
thing | must admit, Caroline..." She looked at lgoickly, for his
tone had changed from the mocking one she wasesbtashearing
from him, to a soft, almost caressing sound. "l nawaknit,” he went
on, "to finding you, very much against my will, ast as attractive as
Vito must have found you. Your charms are irreistl

This was too much for Caroline. He could treatdshe did and still
have the effrontery to say that he was attractdtetb



"Then | can only hope," she said frigidly, "thatuydon't find |
Improve upon acquaintance, for nothing is more gepnt to a
woman than a man's unwelcome attentions and | saare you,
signor, that yours are most unwelcome."

He was not one whit disturbed by her crushing ngjer. With a
quick movement he bridged the gap between themhascrms
closed around her with a vice-like grip. She tiestruggle, but her
strength was puny in comparison to his and he hetdirmly until
she was tired and stood passive in his arms. She feave of
dejection sweep over her and she acknowledgedipeyier strength
by relaxing her tension, and there was a wearygtoter shoulders
as she waited for him to make the next move. Ssingly, he made
no effort to kiss her. Instead, he pushed a stodrthir which had
fallen over her forehead back from her brow andhwitdetermined
expression he told her :

"Vito is dead. Nothing can bring him back howevaram we may
wish it. But we are young and alive, and when vweeraarried | shall
expect you to forget all other men and to be faitbhly to me. And

remember this, Caroline, | am no celibate. | adhat | want you. |

have fought against the attraction which you haoidrhe, but each
time we meet it grows stronger. You puzzle me dyeafou are

obviously not without experience, yet each timeyltdb get near to
you you shy away like a young colt. Is it a gama goe playing with
me - one minute cool and sophisticated and the inextcent and
frightened? | want a wife, Caroline, a wife in flad meaning of the
word. Do you understand?"

She understood only too well, and a shudder rasugir her at the
import of his words. He made no mention of love. Wanted her
body because she attracted him, but at the sans hiendespised
himself for his weakness. She faced him braveghasasked himin a
voice not far from tears, "Surely you wouldn't esjpme to become
your wife in that respect after having known you $oich a short



time? | agreed to marry you, for the baby's sakéewwon't you give
me a little time before ... before —" The coloushad to her face as
she stammered and could not find words to finishskatence.

"Before | make you mine?" he queried softly. Thegsure of his
arms tightened a fraction as he saw the glint tdas, Avhich she
determined not to let fall, brighten her eyes, therrelaxed his hold
upon her and walked away as if he could not trussélf to stay calm
while he was near to her. He stood by the windawilog out into the
garden and for quite a few minutes he was silestif dhinking
deeply. Caroline waited. He turned when she madslight
movement which disturbed his reverie and said dextis

"l have to be honest with you, Caroline. Dece#bsorrent to me and
| have to say what | feel. | cannot guaranteeltinait not try to make
love to you, for even now, your coolness temptgartake you in my
arms and make you forget that you ever knew angratian. And |
couldmake you forget," he said softly, his eyes opeakgessing her.
"l can only promise you that | will endeavour tosgiyou time to
know me better before | claim a husband's privie§¢ill that satisfy
you? Will you marry me on those terms, bearing inchthat it will
not be a cold Englishman that you will be marriecotit a normal
warm-blooded Italian?"

He watched her confusion as she tried to overcbmshyness which
swept over her at his words. She could not talkaskly as he on
such an intimate subject. To Domenico, loving aaohdp loved was
as natural as breathing and not in the least ersng, but Caroline
had all the inbred inhibitions of her race, in thegpect, and found it
difficult to find words with which to answer himh8& wanted to shout
out, No, | will not marry you! - but she was comted to a marriage
with him for the baby's sake. She could not thim&ight, for his first
words had struck a chord within her and they wenerberating
through her mind insistently. Deceit is abhorrentrte! How would
he react when he discovered, as some day he sously that she had



practised the greatest of deceits upon him? Divber No, he had
stressed that there could never be a divorce. WWhext;? What other
way out would there be?

Suddenly, as if seeing light through a dark tunsle& remembered.
Of course! An annulment!

The relief was tremendous. Why hadn't she thoubitto@fore? Her
train of thought brought her back to the subjecicWithey were
discussing and she realized that Domenico wasvailling for her
answer. She wondered, ironically, what he wouldishg could read
her thoughts. He was waiting for her to say thatwbuld marry him
and gradually get used to the idea of being hig wif the fullest
sense, while she was, at that very moment, detergiithat she
would marry him but that the circumstances wouldsbeh that, in
time, they would have the marriage annulled.

How she was going to bring about this state ofiffan view of

Domenico's confessed feelings towards her, shebatkar picture.
But she thought, grimly, if it means my fightingrhevery day of the
week then | shall! It will only be until Dorindatrens for the baby,
for then we shall go home, the three of us, angethat the Vicari
family ever existed.

Having settled things in her mind to her satisfattishe turned a
composed face towards Domenico and answered him.

"Very well. If you will agree to give me time to &w you better
before making any demands upon me, then | shal car with the
wedding."



CHAPTER IV

As the great silver aircraft soared into the airdliae's spirits lifted
with it. Up until that moment her heart had feltesavy as the broad
golden wedding ring which weighed down the thirthkr of her left
hand. From the moment Domenico had placed it tthetemorning it
had seemed like a manacle symbolizing that she neag his
possession, his captive.

He looked down at her as she sat avidly watchintheground was
left hundreds of feet below them, and when sheccaal longer see
the earth miniaturized into tiny patches of greeithwoy trains
running along silver threads of track, she turneddttention to the
inside of the aircraft and to the man who sat wiatcher excited face
with an amused smile.

She was so uplifted by the adventure of their jeyrthat she gave
him a radiant smile and spoke to him without agratanimosity.

"Oh, Domenico, it's wonderful!" She waved her artosindicate
everything in sight. "It's all so wonderful | shalive to pinch myself
to make sure that I'm not dreaming."

"Is this the first time that you have travelled @dmt?"

"Abroad? This is the first time I've been more tlifly miles away
from home. | simply can't believe it's all happenia me!"

He was surprised by her disclosure and wonderedfondhe first

time, how much more there was that he did not kabaut her. She
had so many facets to her nature that he was caflynbeing

surprised by the little bits of knowledge which sl@sually dropped
and which he was trying to piece together to forotear picture of
her and of her life before he met her.



"Have you travelled by air often, Domenico?"

To a man who belonged to the International Setveimolused planes
as most people use buses there simply was now#yao travel, and
he told her so. She looked downcast for a momeshasemarked:

"How silly you must think me. I'm afraid you maydi me a very
boring companion, for | shall probably rave withtrersiasm over
each new sight | see."

"Don't apologize for being fresh and sweet, Camlitis | who have
become rather blase, and seeing things througheyas will be like
discovering them afresh."

He leaned over to look at Vito, who was sleepinggeéully through
all the excitement of his first flight, and said@aroline:

"l think you would be wise to follow this young marexample and
have a nap before we reach Paris. You have hasyahorning and |
don't want you falling asleep on me tonight wheshbw you the
sights. We have quite a programme to get througbrédéeaving for
Rome tomorrow, and buying you a new wardrobe ighteast of it.
Lean back and close your eyes. | will waken yowfeefve land."

With an obedience quite foreign to her nature steas she was bid,
revelling in the unaccustomed luxury of having gv@ecision made
for her, every obstacle removed from her path leefeine even
realized that it had existed.

Sleep would not come, however, and inevitably heughts drifted
back to the beginning of the most eventful dayeflie.

She had wakened this morning with a feeling of ingieg doom,
and when the realization broke upon her that ttas tver wedding
day she had had to fight to stem the waves of pa&hich threatened



to overwhelm her. | can't go through with it, stael thought in terror.

I'll phone him and tell him to cancel everythingéthand had been
hovering over the phone when Aline and Jim hadredrto help her

with her preparations. At least, Aline was to hedp. Jim had merely
dropped her off at Caroline's on his way to Dome'sitiotel where

he had arranged to meet him before the ceremomye Ahd Jim had
been pressed into service as witnesses, andla¢iestight feeling of

awe, which Domenico inspired in most people ouhisfimmediate

circle at first meeting, they had become firm fden

He called out to them to get a move on as he deway to his
rendezvous with Domenico. "l will be back for youless than an
hour to take you to the church," he had called.

After that there had been no opportunity to calln2nico. Aline
would have been no use as a confidante, for shugtit@aroline was
the luckiest girl in the world to be marrying hiamd had said so on
numerous occasions. She had assumed, since theyekadout of
touch with each other for a while, that Carolinel @omenico had
known each other for some time and had teasedohdreing a "sly
puss" and for keeping him dark instead of tellieg d&bout him on the
day that they had had their long gossip.

Caroling had concentrated on getting Vito readytherwedding and
had left herself with only fifteen minutes in whitthbath and change
into her wedding outfit. Aline had shooed her itite bathroom and
urged her to hurry. Her fingers had been all thurmbshe tried to
fasten the tiny buttons which ran halfway down tieeck of the
cream- coloured blouse which partnered the pale biut that she
had bought for the occasion.

Domenico had been puzzled when she had insisted lbypgng her
own wedding outfit. He had wanted to buy her a laibsly expensive
dress which she had been looking at wistfully ire @fi Dorinda's
fashion magazines. But she had been firm.



"l have money of my own," she had said in a digaifmanner, "and |
can get something suitable in Newham. There aressquite good
shops there."

"But | thought that it was to be one of your peirkshis marriage of
ours, to have money to spend on clothes and amytbise you
desire?" Domenico's black eyebrows lifted in enguir

"Do you think for one moment that | would be mankyiyou for any
other reason but to keep Vito with me?" she askedbitterly. "If
you would promise me that you will go away and &ag both in
peace | should gladly relinquish the life of luxuvizich you seem to
think is important to me."

He hadn't promised, of course. And so the weddmegarations had
continued.

The actual ceremony had seemed like a dream toOres. thing
which had impressed itself upon her mind was thatlittle church
was a veritable bower of white roses. Banks of tineh decorated
the altar where Domenico stood waiting for her he svalked
towards him on the arm of Mr. Wilkins, her solieitavho was to give
her away. He was another of Domenico's conqueastsa£:cr being
closeted with him in his office for a matter of mias, he had come
out rubbing his hands and with a sickly ingratigtsmile upon his
face, or so it had seemed to Caroline, had forgdtimself so far as
to congratulate her on her forthcoming marriageeid of proffering
the usual good wishes to the prospective bride.

She had made her responses in a low voice, natgdéwi look at
Domenico, whose responses had been steady andepand when
he had slid the heavy gold ring on to her fingerheart had given a
sudden jolt at the contact of his firm brown finge8he had made to
draw her hand away, but he had gripped it firmlgt eafused to let it

go.



He had still held on to it even when they walketd ithhe hotel, where
he had arranged for an excellent lunch to be peebfor them, and
had only laughingly relinquished his hold upon kdren she had
protested, in a whisper, that her fingers were mcg numb.

Aline and Jim had insisted upon seeing them othatairport -and
had waved them off until the plane was a mere spettie sky.

"Will all passengers please fasten their safetisBél

The sound of the stewardess's voice brought baaii@als thoughts

to the present and she fumbled as she tried to thigegrder she had
been given. Domenico's hand came to her assistantbeith a quick

movement of his wrist he adjusted it, smiling at & he did so.

When the plane finally landed they gathered upr thelongings and
said goodbye to the charming hostess who had beme than
conscientious in her endeavours to please themoliGamwondered, a
little unfairly, whether she would have been asphglif her

passenger had not been as handsome as Domenicsehdonhad
noticed the flattering looks which she had givemltas she had
tended to their needs. Domenico, to do him justi@] seemed
oblivious to these looks, for his attention hadareence wandered
from his young bride.

Not that I'm jealous, thought Caroline; she's nmtbign welcome to
him!

The hotel, when they arrived, was a revelatioreto ihe unashamed
luxury of their apartment was in keeping with thveiall munificence
of what she was to learn later was the most expeirstel in Paris.

Her room was a study in white and gold with touahiedeep pink in
the white carpet and in the heavy velvet curtaihglv swept from



the height of the enormous windows to the floorohelHer face,
when she turned to Domenico, was enraptured.

"You like it?" he asked her smilingly. Her face gilaamed her answer
before she gave it. "It's simply beautiful!"

"Then | am glad. | think it is important to haveeeything just right
on one's honeymoon. Don't you agree?"

She shot him a suspicious glance as his teasimg veent on to say,
"Paris is the city of lovers, Caroline. Given theger surroundings
and a relaxed atmosphere it should not be toacdiffto get you into

the mood for love." His laughing face disappeans® ithe room

adjoining hers before she could think of a crushajginder and she
bit her lip anxiously as she wondered how longwbeld be able to
keep him at arm's length while he was in this mobhild devilry.

His gay mood continued throughout the rest of tlag. dAfter

arranging with the hotel manager for a young menatbéduis staff to
look after Vito for a few hours he made a few shelkephone calls
and then hustled a bewildered Caroline into a taxi.

"Where are we going?" she queried.

"We are going to do some very necessary shoppiygdear. You
had your way about your wedding outfit, but | haaewish to see
you ever again in that khaki monstrosity which yeore on the first
day we met, nor anything similar to it. And | inteto give myself the
pleasure of throwing it into the Seine at the i@t opportunity !"

Caroline decided to be contrary. She hated thesdnesself but
defended it fiercely. "It's not khaki! It's beignd | have no intention
of letting you throw it away. | like it." She knetivat she was being



deliberately perverse, but this was one small datthich she
determined he was not going to win.

The taxi stopped outside of a row of unpretentibaases and as
Domenico ushered her up the steps to the frontilea@s opened by
a doorman who stepped aside with deference wheaw&®omenico

and gave a slight bow and touched his cap as @Garolalked past
him. The room they entered was furnished in padsy gvith a mere

touch of white to soften the sombreness of thedeco

A small stout woman of uncertain age pushed pasili@a to throw
her arms around Domenico and as he returned héusastic
embrace she burst into a flood of French which dedrto Caroline
like a maternal scolding. Domenico answered heclkdyiin French
and indicated Caroline, who was standing waiting, litde
uncomfortably, for recognition.

"l want you to meet my wife, Caroline. She does smak French,
Brigitte."

Brigitte turned amazed eyes upon Caroline. "YoudeWMon dieu!
But you are the dark horse, Domenico. This newkpuistrate half
of the fond mammas in Rome. You, married! This h daardly
believe!"

Her small black eyes appraised Caroline. She missting, taking
such a time in weighing her up that Caroline felitaly embarrassed.
Domenico was openly amused and said nothing astterigalked
around Caroline as if she were a judge at a cahitav, looking
intently for faults. | shall expect her to ask needpen my mouth
while she examines my teeth, in a moment, thougét fiming
Caroline. She was touched, however, when in a nsaéter tone,
Brigitte turned to Domenico and said:



"Ah, but you are the lucky man, Domenico. She iseqoerfect,” and
then she spoiled it by adding, "or at least shé &l when | have
finished with her."

"And that,” answered Domenico, "is the very reasenare here.
Beautiful though she is, the English rose needtila polish before
she is presented to the Roman socialites. Don'agoee, Brigitte?"

"l do. But only a very little sophistication, Domea. We do not wish
to spoil her natural beauty. | know exactly how sheuld be dressed.
Will you leave her in my hands for an hour or tw@annot supply a
complete wardrobe in that short time, of course,llman fix her up
with something for this evening and perhaps anitoutfwhich to
travel to Rome tomorrow, as you asked. The restivedl send on to
you as they are ready."

"Good. | knew | could rely upon you, my old friehdnd then to
Caroline's utter consternation he added, "Pleastogsethat there are
some glamorous negligees included in her troussBagijtte -
particularly something in black lace, | think."

In the midst of Brigitte's how! of appreciative ¢dier he departed,
leaving Caroline, in her mortification, feeling dsshe had been
stripped naked.

She soon found out, however, that she was in thdshaf a master,
when it came to clothes. When Domenico had lefigiBe's salon

became a hive of activity. Models appeared, aorhfnowhere, and
In response to Brigitte's terse commands they bédgataying one

mouth-watering creation after another. Carolineadbegan to swim
in her efforts to choose from the fabulous coll@twf clothes which
were paraded in front of her until, without demahe accepted
Brigitte's decree. Her choice of evening gown fer first evening in

Paris made Caroline breathless. It was a supetblgheath in white
taffeta with a high regal-looking collar studdediwihinestones. The



skirt fell quite straight and simple to her featdahe bodice folded
itself lovingly around Caroline's firm young breasBut it was the
collar which highlighted the gown, for the beautthing framed her
face with glistening splendour and gave her theitigof a young

princess. Her heart leaped as she visualized Da@wmismeaction to
this masterpiece and she took fright at the knogéetthat he would
probably become a little more ardent and diffitalhandle when he
saw her in her unaccustomed finery. Brigitte wall sadisfied.

"You will do him justicema petite,'she beamed. "Tonight, Paris will
enjoy the sight of two of the most handsome loversas ever
known."

Caroline blushed slightly and gave the little Flemoman an
impulsive hug. "Thank you," she whispered shylyhdmk you for
everything."

"It was a pleasure, my dear. A pleasure, at fistserve my dear
Domenico, but now a pleasure also to serve you."

She turned away briskly and gave orders for thesdte be packed,
ready to be given to Domenico when he returned. dutét which
she had chosen for Caroline's journey to Rome wée tsent to the
hotel later, for it needed a slight adjustment. 8inected Caroline,
“There is just one more thing which needs to beedbshall call my
own hairdresser and insist that he personally gloas hair to match
the style of the gown. Then you will indeed be petf

After a slight altercation on the phone with heirdh@sser Brigitte
gave a small grunt of satisfaction and indicate@€#ooline that she
had got her way and that her appointment was fixed.

"Do not worry about keeping Domenico waiting. | kleatertain him
until you return,"” she told Caroline as she hanbedinto a taxi
which was to take her to the hair- dressing salon.



It was evident that the little Frenchman who hadrbbullied into
finding a space in his already overflowing appoiattbook to dress
Caroline's hair was flustered and rather annoyethbyperemptory
summons from Brigitte. But when he saw the colduner hair and
had exclaimed about its texture he set to work \aitigratifying
concentration. The finished product was a complinehis skill and
to the precise accuracy of Brigitte's descriptibthe dress which she
was to wear. He had swept up her hair from the wéper neck to
give prominence to the collar which was to be theaf point of her
ensemble, and had coiled it on top of her head evther lights caught
its golden highlights. The rather severe style att@ed her slender
neck and it added to, rather than detracted froer, youthful
appearance.

He waved away her stammered thanks and expresseselhi
charmed to have had the honour of her patronages & rare
pleasuremadameto dress hair of such natural beauty."

Domenico and Brigitte were having a glass of shaygether when
she returned. Brigitte gave a coo of delight whes saw the artistry
which had gone into Caroline's coiffure, but Dongersaid nothing,
contenting himself with a lazy smile of satisfaotet her appearance.
He looked closely at her.

"Are you tired, Caroline? | think it would be wigg/ou were to have
a rest before dinner so as to be refreshed beftakel you out to
sample some of the night life of Paris."”

"Tired, alors!" exclaimed Brigitte. "How can you speak of a clufd
her age being too tired to enjoy a night in thetmasantic city in the
world i And on her honeymoon!

Shame on you, Domenico! | shall begin to think tlyau are
becoming an old sobersides if you continue in sigin. Tell him,
Caroline, that what | say is correct.”



With eyes shining with excitement she affirmed Btegs statement.
"I'm not the least bit tired, thank you, Domenitbee never in my life
felt less like sleep."”

Nevertheless, he insisted upon her finishing thekdwrhich Brigitte
had given her when she came in, and when she heelstoand had
again expressed her gratitude to Brigitte for ladl trouble she had
taken on her account they left for their hotel.

Vito had just begun to miss Caroline when they patk, and
although the young girl who had entertained himrdpthe time they
had been away assured them that he had been at@eréel, he had
become a little fractious in the last ten minutefoke their arrival.
Caroline dropped her parcels and gathered him hato arms to
comfort him, and as soon as he heard her familecevhe was
pacified and the pouting little lips began to smile

"Do you think | should leave him again tonight?"eslasked
Domenico, a trifle anxiously.

"Oh, certainly, Caroline. You know he sleeps likijp once he is in
his cot. How many times have you told me he is almmapossible to
waken once he gets to sleep? The young girl whohedthim earlier
Is the eldest of twelve children, so the hotel ngendells me, and is
quite capable of coping in the unlikely event of Awakening while
we are out.”

"But will she be available tonight?"

"It is -all arranged, my dear. She is more tharinglto sit with him
for as long as we wish her to. | shall get her saimgcolates and a
few magazines to while away the time. It must beare enjoyable
task than her usual duties. In fact, | think wedomg her a favour in
asking her."



Convinced, Caroline began to get Vito ready for laad, as was
usual with him, as soon as she began to feed lraugper his little
head began to roll on her shoulder and his eyeedlaith sleep. He
fought it gallantly, but in a matter of momentshsa succumbed to
the waves of sleep which washed over him.

Domenico gently lifted him from Caroline's lap amdlked into the
dressing-room next to his bedroom which had bedizad as a
nursery for that one night. He tucked the bedck®theound the
sleeping little form and tiptoed out of the room.

"He will be all right now. We can get ready for dar with an easy
conscience," and then, as an afterthought, he addewnder how
many men have taken a baby along on their honey®&ioon

Caroline gave a gurgle of laughter as the noveltyhe situation
struck her, and Domenico's eyes lit up as he nlogecyay carefree
demeanour. For the first time in their acquaintastoe had forgotten
that he was an enemy to be guarded against ansiwisg with him
as they shared the humour of the situation.

He walked over to her and put his hands upon heuldbrs in a
sudden impulsive gesture, which she seemed to nemgs such, for
she did not immediately draw away as she had alwape before
when he had offered to touch her. Rather tentgtiel he did not
want to break the spell of the moment, he asked her

"Just for tonight, Caroline, let us call a trucet us be two people in
search of a good time in the most lively capitadEurope. Forget the
circumstances which brought us together and Igtreend that we
have just met, and that we knew nothing whateveuabach other
until this moment."

His dark eyes probed hers as he waited for her emsshe did not
hesitate. Tonight she would be a young girl outr@town with an



attractive man. She dared not think where it woegdl, for she knew
that, with Domenico in this mood, she was courtiagger. She just
knew that she was wildly excited at the thoughdroevening in Paris
with him and she could not wait for it to begin. Ekught his breath
as he glimpsed the recklessness in her brilliaes egnd his face lit
up as she answered eagerly:

"All right, Domenico, | would love to."

Caroline's first impression of Paris at night wadewildering

kaleidoscope of beautiful shops and floodlit pastrancing cafes
and tree-lined boulevards all seen through dazelges and the
window of a swiftly moving taxi which was taking eim to a

restaurant with a renowned gastronomic reputatibichvDomenico
patronized frequently on his visits to the city.

He patiently answered all of the excited questiwhigh poured from

her as her enthusiasm mounted. She twisted onamhthen another
as the taxi flashed past some point of particulgarest in an effort to
see a little more of the fascinating sights whibbunded in the city
of dreams which was Paris.

Domenico laid a restraining hand on her arm andhasturned her
glowing face towards him, he indicated that the ad reached their
destination. His eyes, when Caroline's met hisewél burning with
the strange light which had leapt into being affinst sight of her in
all her finery.

Caroline dropped her eyes in confusion as she metrhouldering
look and remembered the scene which had taken pidter room
before they had left the hotel.



They had adjoining bedrooms in the hotel suitehwitsitting-room
and separate bathrooms. Caroline had had her hdthad dressed
and made up in front of the luxurious dressingegablher bedroom.
She had been sitting gazing unbelievingly into thieror at the
elegant stranger who stared back at her when,aqiremptory rap
of his knuckles against her door, Domenico had aalik.

It was then, as he beheld the dazzling vision wélioess before him,
that the twin fires had lit in his dark excitingesyand Caroline's pulse
had begun to race as he looked her over from tbercrof her
regally-dressed hair to the tips of the rhinestenerusted evening
shoes which were part of her evening ensemble. falkewaited,
rather breathlessly, for his comments.

He had walked over to her and placed a firm broandhon either
side of her slim waist.

"Princess Caroline," he had said with mocking d&iee, "I am

almost afraid to take you out this evening for fefdbeing slain by all
the envious men in the city. When Paris sees yoighb it will be at

your feet in worship." He had then bent his headl @laced his lips
upon hers in a searing kiss which had left hernrigeds if her bones
had turned to water, and he had whispered, "As | ragn darling

wife."

She had fought desperately the rising tide of pasaihich his kiss
had aroused within her, and had struggled to fezedif of the hands
which were clamped firmly upon her waist.

Reluctantly he had let her go, and with forced gndition she had
derided him.

"Domenico, that wasn't fair! You promised me youndobehave as
if we had just met this evening. If you intend tarry on in this
manner | shall have to refuse to go out with yoBHe was still



shaking with the force of the emotions which, inr heildest
Imaginings, she had never dreamt she possessedingargnals had
exploded in her mind, alerting her to the dangéfsi®touch and to
the folly of allowing her guard to slip, even fornaoment, in his
disturbing presence. She had fought to controtriagorous feelings,
her wild longing for that which she knew was bar@tier. The idea
of being his wife had suddenly appealed as a sweattainable
notion which she thrust out of her mind hastilgt ldwelling upon the
possibility should weaken her resolve. There wermany obstacles
between her and the sweet dream which had flasinedgh her mind
at the touch of his demanding, possessive lips.dEoeit which she
was practising in pretending to be Vito's mother swan
insurmountable barrier, and the thought of his amgeen he found
out about it had made her heart freeze with feathefretribution
which, she had no doubt, would be swift and messild-or one
reckless, mad moment she had toyed with the idéglofg him the
truth, but the fear that he might take the babydisdppear out of her
life altogether gave her heart an agonizing twigt ahe had willed
herself to be strong enough to resist the temptaoahrow herself
upon his mercy by telling him the whole story.

Domenico had thrust his hands into the pocketsioirhmaculate
evening dress and turned away from her savagely.

"You ask the impossible, Caroline | How can youestpme to act as
if | were a statue when you look as utterly dedeas you do? | know
now," he added bitterly, "why Vito lost his headeowou. Never
again need | condemn his actions!"

She had smothered the small cry of hurt which laed® had wrung
from her, but he heard it. He swung around quickiyd moved
towards her.

"No! Go away! | don't want you to touch me. | daven want you to
speak to me!" At that moment she had hated her,baaly all the



synthetic trappings of adornment which emphasitedeauty, for
the way in which it attracted Domenico's purely gibgl emotions.
She did not want lust to be the common denominatoch would
bring them together.

He had ignored her plea and had grasped her shiswdé forced her
to look up into his eyes, which were penitent afehging. "l am

sorry, Caroline! Will you please forgive me? | mium the most
selfish brute in all Paris, to treat you in thisywa know how you

have looked forward to this evening and | have rgaddo spoil part
of it for you. But | will make it up to you. Plegsgaroline! Let us do
as we planned originally and forget everythingthetfact that we are
here to enjoy ourselves. Please?"

His coaxing voice and anxious expression had sdeckm bringing
back the light into her eyes, and as he smiledyesesalmost loving
smile, she had been lost. In a small voice sheaBked him:

"You will behave, Domenico?" And gravely he hadgeld his hand
upon his heart and a smile had twitched at theararhhis mouth as
he had affirmed that he would.

The taxi stopped outside the brilliantly-lit facadethe restaurant
which Domenico had chosen as their eating placéhésentered the
dining-room all eyes were focused upon them. Then mere quick
to show their appreciation of the lovely young gwth stars in her
eyes and the bearing of a princess, and the wonere wapenly
envious of her escort. A deferential head waitemsdd them to their
table and as they seated themselves the orchesgjea lbo play and
the lights dimmed to a rosy glow. The music wagyiemmous and
romantic and one or two couples were swaying iretimit as they
danced on the minute dance floor.



Domenico ordered a bottle of champagne with thealnilhe waiter
seemed to know his preference and ministered to Wents in a
respectfully friendly manner. When he had takenlé@ve, and as
they waited for their first course to arrive, hgen her to try the
champagne.

She sipped it cautiously and gasped as the bublolest under her
nose, causing her to sneeze.

Domenico handed her his pristine white handkerdnef laughed as
he asked her, "Is this another first, Caroline? flits¢ time you have
tasted champagne? What a child you are in somectsp

With a small dignity she refuted this. "It's nog¢thirst time I've tasted
it. | had some at Aline's wedding and it had theeaffect then." She
had no idea that the vintage wine which she waskoig at that
moment bore little or no resemblance to the spagkiine which had
been in evidence at Aline's wedding. After thet fivgo tentative sips,
however, she began to enjoy it and when she hadsalfmished
what was in her glass, Domenico filled it up agdime wine coursed
through her veins and she began to feel marvellaysy again. She
chattered to Domenico all through their deliciougamand he
responded with a gaiety to match her own. To ordo®kihey
presented a picture of two young people completelgrossed in
each other, for Domenico's eyes never left her &k her shining
eyes could have been the eyes of a young girl roozdly
exchanging look for look with her lover.

By the time their meal was over Caroline's feetentrhing to dance.
She loved to dance. The highlights of her life viiér father had been
the infrequent dances to which she had been inate@hristmas
time, and before her mother had died both Dorimdthshe had been
allowed to attend a dancing school at Newham wi@amoline's
natural grace and sense of rhythm had made hestaneupil. Her
alacrity when Domenico asked her if she wishechtacée startled him



rather, for he had been wondering whether she Yaxdearned how.
When they began to dance he was agreeably surpoi$ed that she
melted into his arms without a trace of nervousraass their steps
matched perfectly as they moved to the slow roroaatie which the
orchestra was playing.

"You will never cease to surprise me, Caroline,'"ivemured. "You
are as light as thistledown in my arms. You dancmely."

She did not answer him. She was so enchanted byaigec of the
moment that she was afraid to speak in case slke line spell. His
arms folded her still closer as they danced analeek rested upon
the living gold of her hair. The music throbbed sevusly and the
muted colours of the lights played gently upongh®oth planes of
her cheeky and cast a slight shadow, now and tinéme deep blue of
her eyes. Imperceptibly, she relaxed against hia tlhey danced on,
oblivious of everyone but themselves, lost in thehantment of their
first dance together.

When the music finally stopped they had a slightlged look, as if
they had been in another world and had been brdaagkt to reality
with a jerk, as indeed they had. Domenico smiledrdat her, his
arm still around her waist, and she returned higesas she slid her
arm from his neck and made towards their table.tdlerant smiles
of the couples at the nearby tables as they wattiesd leave the
dance floor hand in hand embarrassed Carolinetslijggnd when

she was seated at their table, Domenico remarkesh Uper

heightened colour with an amused grin. "Don't yoow the saying
‘All the world loves a lover’,

Caroline?"

"But we are not lovers," she blushed painfullym’lafraid | was
rather carried away by the music. Please don't imeathat | was



flirting with you, Domenico. | wasn't consciousadncing with any
particular person,” she lied gracelessly.

“Then if that is the case, | shall have to rementiha&tryou are always
more receptive on the dance floor and to seettattwe do a lot of
dancing in the future," he answered her wickedly.

He poured her a glass of champagne, which revived spirits
considerable, and when she had finished it he Beghtor-his check.
"It's been a simply heavenly evening, Domenico. nkhgou so
much."”

"But the evening is young," he replied. "We are gming back to the
hotel yet. Paris still has a lot to offer. Wait iugbu have seen the
floor-show at the Casino de Paris, or perhaps youldvprefer the
Folies Bergere?"

"Oh, anywhere you choose, Domenico. | don't minthenleast. But
first, would you mind if | phoned the hotel to masare that Vito is
all right? I'm worried in case he has wakened asllfegun to miss
me."

"l already have," he assured her, "and he is sigepeacefully. So
you can enjoy yourself with a clear conscience."

Caroline gave a sigh of relief and pleasure andght not for the
first time, how considerate Domenico was. Beingisicare was like
being cosseted and cared for as a priceless teeaswild be cared for
by a zealous collector. He thought of everythingr khind sped back
to the days, so recent, when every problem hacdetoebolved by
herself, and she revelled in the unaccustomed yuxtubeing treated
as a precious piece of porcelain.

Their gay mood carried on right through the wondledvening
which Domenico had planned for them. After dinnertbok her by



taxi, slowly this time, around the city, so thaestould see some of
the sights, at least fleetingly, of which she hadrld so much. Then
they began a round of gaiety and laughter whichseasasy to find in
the gayest capital in the world.

They found that they had so much in common. Thesdlithe same
things, laughed at the same jokes, enjoyed the $gmeeof music.
They even found that their dislikes were similaoniznico was
determined that she should enjoy her evening, adddico, when
he was determined, left nothing to chance. The $rsis were made
available to him. A taxi was always to be foundtéke them
wherever they wished to go. Every door openedsattimmand.

It was a heady experience for Caroline who, ugd thtnh, had always
been at the back of the queue when favours werg lgganted. She
mentioned this fact to him and saw a return ofdmsier arrogance in
his reply.

"As my wife you will be accorded every consideratiénd if you do
not get it | shall want to know the reason why!"

Each time he called her his wife she felt a suddeh run through
her, for although she was wearing his ring andrémeembrance of
the wedding ceremony, which had been only that mgrhut which
seemed aeons ago, was still with her, she didesbtmharried to him.
She felt as if she were bound to him with many Itigtsnot with love.
He could never love her, she thought; he was awfemwould have
to possess a woman wholly and she would have faitbhéul only to
him. Domenico would never share. The fact thatt@ught that she
had belonged to Vito was the biggest barrier betvtbem. He had
married her, and he admitted that he wanted heéhdwould never
love her as she wanted to be loved. As she lovad hi



Her breath caught in her throat as, at last, shateetl to herself the
knowledge which she had been fighting shy of foekse She loved
him!

From the very first day that they had met she haltd & strong
physical attraction which she had refused to reizegrin the weeks
which had followed she had fallen deeper and deepeéer his
magnetic spell, but had closed her eyes and hsomda the thrill she
felt when he touched her, and to the way she hgdrgaawaited his
coming, anxious when he was a little late, anddtadygled to put on
a mask of composure to hide the pleasure she Hadvifien he
walked into the room. She loved him! She savouhedpieasure of
admitting it to herself for a few seconds and tresolutely pushed it
to the back of her mind. Domenico did not wantloge. She knew
now that the task which she had set herself hadrbean almost
impossible one. To remain married to him in naméy amhile
acknowledging her Jove for him would be a featrafigance which
she did not feel strong enough to bear. But besinet must, for his
sake. He must never suspect that she felt any wgrtoivards him,
for that would be fatal to her plan. She must lemdeor open for him
to get his freedom when he found out the truth abeu as he surely
must. She shivered slightly as she pictured hereangien he
discovered that she had tricked him into marryieg $he felt sure
that Domenico's anger would be a very terrible @mot

With a determined effort she pushed this unpleaanight out of
her mind and glanced up at Domenico, whose atteritedd been
captured by a chance acquaintance whose salute afreearby table,
he was returning with a casual wave of his hand.

He turned back to Caroline and with a look of canceoted her
slight pallor.

"You are becoming tired? What a fool | am not tedheealized it!
You have had a very long day and the excitemetttisfevening and



the travelling we have done is beginning to makemtark. Come,
drink up your champagne and we will go."

They were sitting in one of the most exclusive highbs in the city,
in which Domenico had chosen to round off their revg. The
warmth of the atmosphere and the dimness of thdirig was
inducive to drowsiness and Caroline felt an oveilmimey wave of
tiredness sweep over her. Her eyes felt terribgviiend it was with
a tremendous effort that she managed to shakéethhguor which
held her.

He took hold of her hand and teased her gentlyu"¥oeow, your

resemblance to baby Vito is most pronounced attloisient. In just
the same way he struggles to fight off his drowssné hope that you
will not succumb as quickly as he does, or | shalle to put you to
bed when we get back to the hotel.”

This warning was enough to startle Caroline outesftiredness, and
she sat up erect and willed her eyelids to staytapa

“There will be no need for such a drastic stemkhau, Domenico. |
shall be quite capable of seeing myself to bed."

"A pity," he shrugged laughingly, "but | still thinyou have had
enough excitement for one day. We will leave noad svhen we
reach the hotel | shall have some sandwiches semd wur room
before we retire. You would like that?"

The idea of a cosy tete-a-tete with Domenico inittienacy of their
suite was a dangerous one to contemplate and #hbolend to
protest. "I'm not the least bit hungry, Domenicahink | would
prefer to go straight to bed, if you don't mind."

"But | do mind," he replied. "I think it will rouna@ff our evening
nicely. Don't worry, | won't keep you up too long."



He instructed the doorman to fetch them a taxi, iana short time

they were back at the hotel. The young girl whonmigaico had

engaged to look after Vito was sitting, relaxedside his cot when
they entered his room to take a peep at him. Sheed them that he
had been an angel and had not once wakened. Sadbgavenico a

grateful look when he pressed a note into her hand,as she went
out she professed herself honoured at being chosleik after the

baby.

Caroline began pacing about the sitting-room indggtation at the
prospect of the forthcoming ordeal with Domenickndw he'll try to
make love to me, she thought feverishly, he's rackless mood. |
can sense it!

"Why don't you change into something more comfdetathile we
are waiting for supper, Caroline?"

To her overworked imagination his voice seemed gddhrwith
meaning and she answered him quickly, "I'm quitefootable as |
am, thank you, Domenico."

He smiled sardonically. "Then sit down and relaam not going to
eat you!"

The tiny chicken sandwiches and the bottle of chegnp which he
had ordered were soon brought up to their suité,veimen the door
closed behind the waiter who had wheeled in théetrand placed it
beside their couch, Domenico poured out her drimk l@anded it to
her.

He leaned back in an attitude of relaxation anskexdhhis glass to her
before he drank.



"The man who invented champagne must have had aentolike
this in mind, don't you think, Caroline?" His eyels elevated in an
enquiring gesture.

She gave him a quick nervous look under the swéapradowncast
lashes and did not answer. He put down his glagsesached over to
her. Her body tensed like a coiled spring as mis@osed around her
shoulders and her heart began to beat erraticakiha withstood his
dark brooding gaze. She swallowed the lump in Imerat which was
threatening to choke her and then found her voice.

"You promised me you would behave, Domenico!"
"l am keeping my promise."

"You know you're not. You said you would not attérrgpmake love
to me. That was part of our bargain. You said thiatvent out with
you you wouldn't attempt to make love to me."

"Oh, no! What | promised was that we should benssgeople who
had just met this evening. We would go out andyenjaselves with
no thought of what had gone before."

"But surely that's the same thing?" she countered.

“Indeed it is not," he answered lazily, his eyesessing her as he
spoke. "l am doing exactly as | would do were you ather girl with
whom | had spent an enchanting evening."

She understood the cruel import of his words ardithplication
smote her. He meant, of course, that he held r&rah small esteem
that he did not consider it necessary to behawanynother way. He
had cheated her. All through this evening, while slad been so
happy and gay, he had been planning this finale.vi&nted to hate
him, but couldn't. All that she could feel was dl dort of misery



which, when she had time to think about it, woutohdp intolerable
pain. She tried to hurt him.

"And | thought you were a gentleman, Domenico!"

"Must | remind you, once again, that you are myewiCaroline?
What is ungentlemanly about a man who tries to make to his
wife? Did you not tell me when | asked you how well knew Vito
that you knew him only as well as any girl knows father of her
child, these days," he bit out savagely, "and yety that you have
the respectability of a wedding ring upon your &ngyou wish to act
like a prude!" His fingers dug cruelly into her sitaders as he drew
her towards him.

"You are under my skin, Caroline. | hate myselfitpbut | cannot
resist the urge to melt the ice that you have faram®und that stony
little heart of yours." His eyes were leaping twofsflame as they
bored into hers. "Is the ice there just for me,aliae? If that is so,
then | know | can melt it! | can make you responiché!"

She tried to jerk away from the caressing handghvhiere holding

her, but they were like bands of steel. The paihenweeping heart
showed itself in the darkness of her eyes, butith@ak notice, or if

he did he had ceased to care. His lips came doan ilfe soft petals
of her lips with a savagery quite alien to his nataroline suffered
the humility of his brutal caresses with a resigmatoorn of the

knowledge that he was hurting himself far more tharwas hurting
her. He was taking out on her the self-disgust twvhie felt at his own
lack of control.

The fatigue which she had been fighting for theé fes hours came
over her again in a wave, and she felt herself mpessed by a
lassitude which even Domenico's ardour could néd bo bay. She
was falling deeper and deeper into the black pit stme could not
resist any longer.



Domenico felt her relax against him. All the figidgd gone from her
and he felt a wave of triumph as he felt her bodfg and pliant

against his. He lifted his head to look exultantiyo her eyes.

Incredulously, he saw the soft fan of her eyelasésisng against her
cheeks and listened to her soft breathing whiath hah that she was
no longer conscious of his presence. She was nealgep! The
weariness of an exhausted child.

His look softened as he looked down upon her innbtece. She
looked so unutterably young and vulnerable thafditeashamed.
With a murmur of self-condemnation he lifted hentygand carried
her to her bedroom.



CHAPTER YV

DOMENICO's car was eating up the miles between Rome airpalt &
the centre of the city, which was their destinatibmvas the ultimate
in automobile luxury. The sun shimmered and bounitech the
shining bodywork and sent dazzling rays from théstghing
chromium fittings.

It had been waiting for them as they disembarkethfthe plane in
which they had flown from Paris earlier that morminand
Domenico's face, as he slid behind the wheel, Haalvs the
satisfaction he had felt at leaving behind him Baeis taxis and the
hired cars which he had used in England.

The upholstery was in cream-coloured hide which weagful to the
eyes, and the interior was unbelievably comfortalflaroline
glanced around at Vito, who was cooing contentadife lay in his
carry-cot, which was firmly anchored to the bacatsand when she
had assured herself of his comfort, her glanceesfieavound to take
an oblique look at Domenico's stern, unbendingilerobhe opened
her mouth to speak, and then changed her mindfikigers were
nervously shredding the dainty lace handkerchiefciwishe was,
quite unconsciously, mutilating in her anxiety la¢ thought of the
ordeal which was coming nearer with every revolutad the car's
wheels.

Would Domenico's aunt like her? Would his familycet her
without question or would they show antagonisnint-girl who was
being thrust within their midst without, so far ahe knew,
explanation of any kind? As she was debating hovopgen the
conversation with Domenico he forestalled her byirgg with

surprising foresight, "You need not worry, CaroliAeint Rina is one
of the most lovable women | have ever known, anfbathe rest of
the family," he shrugged, "what they may think ay $s hardly of
consequence."



"How like a man!" she countered, in a voice whichtched the
coldness in his, which had shown itself from tHest meeting at
breakfast that morning, "to dismiss his family'sunal curiosity and
surprise at the advent of a new in-law, of whonytkieow nothing,
as being of no consequence. How would you haveegéaicVito had
sprung the baby and me upon you at such shortey@ina in such an
arbitrary manner?"

Without moving his eyes from the road, he manoalaeigarette
from the case in his pocket and lit it from a ligthivhich he flicked up
from a concealed fitting on the dashboard. He sdeimaleliberate
before giving his answer, which, when it came, anway alleviated
her anxiety.

"l should probably have thought the worst, as naodehey will," he

told her unfeelingly, "but you have no need to;ftée only one
whose opinion matters is Aunt Rina's, and she hall given an
explanation which will satisfy her, and if it doeet, she is far too
considerate of my feelings to question it, or yiouleed, | think you
will find that the baby will more than recompense for any hurt she
may feel because of the secrecy of our marriage."

"Do you intend telling her how recently we were ned?"

"That is the hardest decision of all which | hawa& o make." A
worried frown creased his brow. "Never before hiageceived her.
The idea of telling her a lie sticks in my throatayet the truth would
break her heart. So | am left with no other option to have to tell
her that we married last year and that we keptse@et because of
your family's objections to you marrying so youges that sound
feasible, do you think?"

"l don't know," she said doubtfully. "Won't shertkiit strange that

you've waited until the baby is six months old befilling her about
it?"



He ground out his cigarette with a gesture of dista'l suppose she
must. She will then doubtless draw her own conchsibut as | said
before, she is far too considerate of my feelimgsross-examine me
about my private affairs. She will be hurt, of cairbut nothing like

as much as she would be if | were to tell her thatbaby is Vito's.

And my back is broad enough to bear the small atmigispleasure

which she may allow herself to show."

Yes, but is mine? Caroline wondered. Surely it araeal enough for
any bride to meet her in-laws for the first timea loving husband
at her side, without the added complication ofxansonths-old son
present at the introduction, and a husband whasedst had changed
from that of the gay companion who had presentes Raher on a
plate, to the once more arrogant Roman of thest fineeting. She
would not let her mind stray to the dreadful clineitast night when
Domenico had shown her his true colours. The hatioh of his

contemptuous behaviour was as nothing to the stsdiaehad felt
when she had awakened this morning, dazed anddezed by the
strangeness of her surroundings, to find hersdédoin the black
nightdress which Brigitte had included in the baxeh had held the
suit which she was now wearing, in which she wasnteet

Domenico's aunt.

She blushed, even now, as she thought of her fgehls she lay in
bed this morning, wondering, not daring to thinkonhad undressed
her the night before. She had hesitated for as dsnghe reasonably
could before going into their sitting-room whereyhwvere to have
breakfast. But she need not have worried. Domeiiad been
immersed in a pile of mail which had seemed to dehtas complete
attention and had merely given her a cold glanckaperfunctory
"good morning" as she sat down to the breakfasthvine felt would
choke her.

His preoccupation had lasted throughout the aimnjey. He had spent
most of his time, while airborne, scribbling notlktshe margins of



the letters which he had received that morning,amdconversation
they had had was of the most impersonal.

The car was now travelling along the magnificentostrada del Sole
- Road to the Sun, Domenico informed her - whichai@ng the same
route as the old military road before it. She warde fancifully,
whether the Anglo-Saxon slave-girls who had propdlglen driven
along this very same route in the chariots of tR@man captors had
felt the same trepidation upon entering Rome awvsisefeeling. Her
nervousness increased with each second and shto lddce her
hands upon her knees to stop their uncontrollablatiling.

The moment which she had been dreading finallyadri Domenico
pulled up in front of a dignified, secluded-lookifgpuse with
windows which seemed to stare at her like blankriemdly eyes.
She stumbled, in her agitation, as she got oudtetar, and was glad
of Domenico's arm which supported her until she teaghined her
balance, and her composure. She straightened treldsins and took
a deep breath before she allowed him to guide petha fan of
shallow stone steps which led to the imposing fomdr. He rang the
bell and, almost before it had time to warn of tipeesence, the door
was opened.

"Domenico! Domenico! At last! At last!"

Laughing, and almost crying at the same time, rihgile- looking old
lady, who had not waited for her manservant to offen door,
enveloped him in her embrace.

After returning her embrace enthusiastically, hiel her a little away
from him. "Aunt Rina! You look as ravishing as éVdfe lifted her
up in his arms and twirled her tiny figure arouhdy feet dangling
inches from the ground, until she begged for mercy.



"Domenico! Domenico, put me down instantly!" shesmed.
"Whatever will your wife think of my behaviour? "

He set her down gently upon her feet and waited she had
recovered her shattered dignity before holding bist hand to
Caroline.

"Aunt Rina, | want you to meet the only other wonidmave ever
loved," he said with convincing simplicity.

Caroline was amazed. She could almost have believederself if
she had not known his honest opinion of her. Butvae playing a
part and he was relying upon her to back him up.

Diffidendy, she held out her hand and looked i@ warm brown
eyes which were appraising her. She felt warmeithékindness and
sympathy which she saw there and her flutteringrtheattled

peacefully as she felt the trembling of the oldyladand within her
own. Why, she thought, she's as nervous as | aththenrelief that
she felt showed itself in the brilliance of the Emwhich she

exchanged with her.

Aunt Rina held up her face for Caroline's kiss, simel did not hesitate
to place her cool young lips upon the almost traresqut cheek.

"Thank you, my dear." She inclined her head tow&dmenico. "I
was worried in case we would not be compatible,ltaltould have
known better than to doubt Domenico's impeccaldeta

"You approve of my choice, then, Aunt Rina? " helath

"Was it not Gregory the Great who was reputed t@lsaid, when he
first saw the Anglo-Saxon children, 'Not Angles,t bangels’,
Domenico? That is what Caroline brings to my miadch beautiful
golden hair, such creamy skin, and eyes with thepkcity of a



cherub. Yes, Domenico, | approve of your little Estgangel,” she
answered.

He smiled down upon them both as they stood treile holding
hands, and when his aunt turned her towards th&imyaroom he
caught Caroline's eye and lifted his eyebrows watdonic humour.
She thought the shame would choke her. The dekeyt were
practising upon this dear old lady was abhorreriteio Already the
sweetness of her nature was apparent to Carolaeslze knew she
could grow-to love her.

They entered a room of such proportions that i toer breath away.
Although it was so huge, it had a lived-in look.eTtleep couches
which were covered in white satin damask looked, db their
majesty, as if they were often made use of, farethveere comfortable
hollows which moulded themselves around the occlgmd invited
one to snuggle in and be quite at home. The crpstadlants hanging
from the superb chandelier tinkled a little asdber was opened by a
young maidservant who was bringing in a tea-troléand as Caroline
glanced up the awe-inspiring paintings on the rgilcaught her
attention. The colours were as bright and cleaf dsy had been
done only that morning, but she knew that, in kegpvith the rest of
the treasures in the room, which so far she hag ball a mere
impression of, it was priceless. How Daddy wouldehdoved the
chance to prowl around this collection of antiquske thought
wistfully. How his eyes would have glistened at gight of that
carved wooden chair, for instance. She drew hedmaway from
thoughts of her father; she dared not think of kvimen she was
feeling low, for even now, the tears would starh&r eyes, and she
had no wish to begin an elaborate explanation of s¥te should be
feeling sad on her first day in the bosom of hestdaund's family.

Aunt Rina patted the space next to her on the casamn invitation to
Caroline to sit by her. Domenico sat opposite andtched
indulgently as she poured out tea into eggshalé @ups.



"You are being indulged, Caroline. It is not Aunh&s custom to
drink tea, her favourite beverage is coffee. Yoousth feel honoured
that she likes you enough to join you in what she lbeen known to
describe as a revolting concoction."

His aunt frowned upon him as he teased Carolindesarted forward
to tap him sharply upon his knee.

"Nonsense, Domenico. | often drink tea with my HEsiglfriends. |
shall be quite annoyed with you if you make Camlieel that | am
put out by her preference for tea. You ought tefdeavouring to put
her at her ease instead of disconcerting her.lgum you always were
a tease. Many is the time," she said, turning tolGee, "he has had
my son Vito in a boiling fury because of his playicks. He teased
him unmercifully, especially when they were chililte Her lip
trembled slightly when she had said this and they Ber make a
brave attempt to keep the tears at bay.

A child's whimper broke into the poignancy of thement. During

the excitement of their arrival, Emanuele, Aunt &nmanservant,
had been bringing in their luggage and had cangd, who was

sleeping peacefully in his carry-cot, into the hald had laid him
gently upon a large chair until his turn came ragnition. Vito had
obviously decided that the time was now, and whengave his
second, more lusty cry the response was gratifying.

Caroline and Domenico both hastened to lift himadutis cot and he
was handed into another pair of arms which seemédn to know
how to hold a fractious baby exactly as he shoeltiddd to give the
maximum of comfort.

Aunt Rina gazed down at him as he opened his mgibreyes to
their widest extent and her breath caught in herathwith wonder.
"Oh, Domenico," she whispered, "he is my Vito alepagain, the
likeness is incredible. My darling Vito!"



"We gave him your son's name, Aunt Rina. We thotiggt it would
please you," Caroline said softly.

"You have called him Vito?" She held out her hamaroline and
gave Domenico a grateful look. "Thank you, my ctald" she said
with emotion. "You are both so considerate of ahladly's feelings. |
am very gratified that you should think of me itlsa way."

Domenico put a finger under her chin and raisedféie so that he
could look into her eyes. "You know that anythihgttwe can do to
bring you comfort, Aunt Rina, will be our pleasuteowe you so
much more than | can ever repay.-*And Vito, too, di@ared his
mother with me, and his home, and | shall be eligrgeateful to you

both."

"Nonsense, Domenico. You know there was never am@gtipn of
sharing. You have been to me another son, and tw &/beloved
brother. Never again let me hear you say that Wgnatitude'. You
have given us far more than you have ever recéivst.eyes misted
over, for her bereavement was still so recent shat could not yet
speak of her son with equanimity, the wound wdbkteb raw. She
changed the subject abruptly, lest she should &t dmotions
overcome her.

"Your letter telling me of your marriage and thauywere the father
of a baby son was a great surprise, Domenico."él'\was no note of
censure in her voice and her features remained asegpas she
spoke, but the hurt in her faded old eyes was uakable, and
Caroline heard Domenico draw his breath sharplyt lBfore he
could speak she turned to Caroline, hastening #alspefore he
could break in, and continued as if the pain in éy#s had never
been.

"For the past few years | have been expecting onbpth, of my
boys to bring an intended bride to meet me. Itigsed me that they



both took so long in making up their minds to mahbyt | think they

were both a little spoiled in that; the life whittey led for the past
few years succeeded in making them a trifle blpsghaps. So much
travelling, meeting so many beautiful women andiigguch a gay
social life made them both a little wary of matrimyo Perhaps they
thought that marriage would curtail their fun. Elgmenico?"

"Perhaps,” he smiled, "but then again, perhaps etega® high a
standard, for we had you to use as a criteriongneloer, and so many
of the women we met fell short of your perfectiodant."

"Flatterer!" she decried, but Caroline could seeshs pleased, and
she sensed some of the tension go out of Domeaibsaunt smiled
again.

Emanuele entered the room, after giving a lightdaghe door, and
stood uncertainly beside Aunt Rina's chair. He asasld as she, and,
as Caroline learned later, had been in service thehVicari family,
and his father before him, since he was a boyt&fised, wrinkled
face lit up as he observed the old lady's obvioyspness as she
nursed the child, and a delighted smile creasetigssas baby Vito
looked up at him and gurgled in his direction.

"He is a true Vicari," he murmured in a pleasedgol'A true son of
his father.”

Domenico reddened slightly. "Thank you, Emanuelgt IBhope he
will not give you as much trouble as | did."

"Trouble, Signor Domenico? Would that all our trtasb be as
pleasantly overcome as those small indiscretionsyanfrs,” he
avowed. He shuffled his feet anxiously.

"Yes, Emanuele? What is it that troubles you?" Arima asked him
impatiently.



He looked back at her defiantly, with the confideio¢ an old friend
rather than that of a servant. "You know what tleetor said,
signora.You are to have your rest each afternoon withaiit\Would

you not wish to retire to your room now? | shalll gau in time to

dress for dinner."

When he saw that Aunt Rina was about to argue Ipeapd to
Domenico. "It is the doctor's express wish that shst each
afternoon, Signor Domenico. And all day she hasnbea
tenterhooks waiting for your arrival. Please insistt she carries out
the doctor's orders, for he has pledged me tdseshe obeys them."

He waited anxiously for Domenico's reaction, andesngratefully
when he took over. Domenico gently disengaged kthéady's arms
from around the baby and handed him to Carolimelyi ignoring
her protests that she was not the least bit taled that Emanuele was
an old fusser, and he lifted her up bodily andiedrher towards the
door which was being held open by a grinning Eménude carried
her, still protesting, up the stairs to her roord bt her in charge of
Emanuele's wife, Adelina, who swept her firmly desand closed the
door with a no-nonsense expression upon he# face.

He was still smiling as he entered the room wheredd left Caroline
and the baby. She looked up at him as he stoochwatthe picture
they made as the sun filtered through the treesidmithe window
and played upon their heads, one so small and béack the other
dazzlingly fair and beautiful. The cold arroganeel lyone from his
voice and he seemed to have ridded himself of ligig shadow
which had clouded his expression throughout the 8hg knew that
he had been as worried as she about his auniisgedleing hurt by
the secrecy of his marriage, and by the descert rdady-made
family upon her unsuspecting head, but the gemwigleome which
she had shown to them both had set his mind gtaekast for the
moment. The day of reckoning was still to comehasvery well
knew, for it was too much to hope for that once théial



introductions were over she would not expect toehavdetailed
account of their wedding and what had gone befor&he largest
hurdle was overcome, however, and the relief ghawed itself in
the warmness of his gratitude to Caroline.

"Thank you for being so sweet to Aunt Rina," ha&lsai

"You don't need to thank me, Domenico. | think sha\e of the
nicest people I've ever met. | only wish ..." sksitated.

"Wish what?"

"l only wish," she went on slowly, "that we couldJe met without
this shadow of deceit hanging over us. She's to®toibe deceived in
this way. Surely she's big-hearted enough to aclkeptgrandson
without rancour? Even though his parents were natried she
wouldn't hold it against the baby. I'm sure of it."

"You mean that you think that it was unnecessaryfoto marry in
order to bring him into her orbit?"

"Yes," she said quietly, "I think it was quite uassary."

"It is rather late to think of that now," he anseetharshly. "In any
case, how do we know how she would react if shavkhat the baby
was Vito's and not mine? She would not turn yohior away from
her door, | know that, but the shock could veryl\#llher, and | am
not prepared to risk that."

CK"It hasn't affected her adversely to know that by is yours, as
she thinks, Domenico. And she must be suspiciotiseofime which
has elapsed between her knowledge of our marriagj@ia birth, and
the fact that she was told nothing of either. Ham gou tell her that
we married more than a year ago and that you dithiik it
imperative that she should be told?"



"l have already told you the reason | shall givefbemy silence," he
answered her coldly, "and if she is suspicioussitlenot question

me. | know her too well for that. She will be huotit as you very well
know, that cannot be helped. She has always tremaéeds her son,
and everything Vito had in the way of love and etfifen was given to
me in the same measure. But, just the same," ha lsatall look of

hurt in the back of his eyes which tortured Camlithe was her real
son and | was not. There is a difference, CardliHe.turned so that
she could not see his face. "There is a bond betwexher and son
which nothing can breach, but which no one caneslether."

His words gave her an insight into his mind. Sheld¢d@lmost hear
the small boy crying out for someone of his owrotee and to love
him. He had not got around to telling her about ¢hddhood in

detail. All she knew was that his mother and fathad both been
killed in a car crash when he was about seven y#drsie began to
explain in more detail.

"My father was Vito's father's brother, and whevak orphaned Aunt
Rina and Uncle Arturo opened their hearts and theme to me.
Uncle Arturo died, suddenly, when Vito arid | werearly twelve —
there was only three months' difference in our agesd Aunt Rina
bravely bore the burden of bringing up both of utheut the help of
her husband. She fiercely resisted the attemptahar relatives to
take me from her, and insisted upon keeping ourllsfamily
together, to my everlasting gratitude. So you deegxplained, "why
| felt it incumbent upon myself to marry you. Vit@as generous
enough to share his father and his home with mis.fitting that |
should do anything within my power to help the giHo was to have
been his wife. Nothing is too great a sacrificgpéy for the security
and love which they gave to me."

He turned to her abruptly and looked hard at héfe ‘were never
short of money, Caroline, there has always beentylef that. But



money could not buy what | received from them. Anadney could
never repay them."

The tightness around Caroline's heart worsened asiiifirmed what
she had thought a few moments ago. He had hadate &bve all his
life, at least from the time his parents had bedadk and now he
was, as he thought, again having to share with witat should have
been the most personal and intimate love of dlé-love of his wife.
She wanted to go to him and throw her arms aroumdrhan effort
to assuage the awful hunger for a love of his owmclv he had
unwittingly displayed. But she dared not. Domem@s a proud and
arrogant man, not a wistful orphan hankering ferdead mother, and
she knew that her overtures would be rejected inuncertain
manner. Her determination that he would be fremesday, to marry
the girl of his choice hardened, and she vowedeisdif that no
matter what it cost her he would be freed fromrtimeockery of a
marriage as soon as possible.

If only I knew where Dorinda was, she thought. Sted left
instructions with Mr. Wilkins that any mail shoulet forwarded to
her present address, but she had no great hopsaah from her
sister. She had not written for the last six morghd could not be
very worried about either her or the baby or shald/bave sent them
some money, knowing as she did how desperately Ufattiey had
been when she left. Caroline sighed deeply antkeshifito to a more
comfortable position on her knee.

He was getting to be quite a weight, and growimmidigt. Already he
was showing signs of wanting to be on his feet, hisdconstant
wriggling and bouncing was very wearing.

Domenico heard the sigh and saw her struggles th@hbaby. He
bent down and lifted him from her knee. "Here, dim to me. He is
wearing you out. | advise you to go up to your roama rest before
you meet the rest of my family this evening at éiniNow don't get



upset,” he added at her look of agitation. "Theyadr quite human, |
can assure you!"

He smiled his sympathy and her heart gave a geaptas their eyes
met. He was holding Vito with a tenderness whiahadt all Italian
men show to children, and she thought what a wduld&ther he
would be. If only ...

Impatient with herself for her wishful thinking,ehose to her feet to
ring for Emanuele to show her to her room. Shegielbby and sticky

with the heat and wanted to have a cool showenastbrt rest before
the ordeal of the dinner party which was to be hi#&t evening in

their honour.

Emanuele came into the room followed by his wifelena, who
held out her arms for the baby.

"l am to take charge of him, Signor Domenico. Theseries have
been prepared in readiness for the litdambino,and he is to be my
special charge. How wonderful it is to have a biabtyhe house once
more! Eh, Emanuele?"

"Itis indeed, Adelina, but please remember thasmet to be spoiled
as you spoiled his father and uncle."

"l spoil them? Why, you old rascal! You know verghlhat it was
you who spoiled them," she answered him indignantly

They went out, still wrangling, leaving Domenicoda@aroline free
to give rein to their amusement. When their miréld Isubsided he
held out his hand to her and led her to the'door.

"Come," he said. "l will show you to our rooms."

With some trepidation she allowed him to show herway.



Doifienico led her into the room which was to beshe

When he opened the door to let her precede himitirsfoe gave an
involuntary cry of pleasure.

She walked on thick blue carpet which stretchedhfiall to wall.
The furniture was of a pale silver-sheened woodh withate silver
handles on the drawers of the dressing table dibdyaTwo handles
in the middle of a length of the same wood indiddleat there was an
enormous wardrobe running along the whole of onk wad when
she opened the doors concealed lighting floode@pleeture behind
it. The great windows, draped with curtains thesairade of blue as
the carpet, were the full height of the walls amghehad a small
balcony opening out from it. The centrepiece of tbem was an
elegant four-poster bed which had three stepsrigadap to it, and it
also was draped with the same heavenly blue agutains and
carpet. The blue and silver decor was enhancedantlich of peach
here and there. The ornate carving around thengeias picked out
lightly and artistically in peach, and two masssier bowls held
peach-coloured roses which flooded the room wigr therfume.

To say that Caroline was overwhelmed was an uratersent. She
stood speechless as she drank in the beauty obdine which Aunt
Rina, in her kindness, had chosen for her.

"Oh, Domenico!" she whispered, then let her silesypeak for itself.

"Aunt Rina has certainly done you proud, Carolifee"said dryly.
"This room, as long as | can remember, has beahfos@nly very
privileged guests. To say that you have been giveaermanently is
indeed an honour, for she has refused many timies iiobe used by
the family."

"Does that mean she doesn't regard me as one ftarthly yet?"



"Certainly not. It means, my dear, that you areardgd as a very
treasured member of it."

With shining eyes Caroline savoured his last remaokbe treasured
by Domenico could be heaven, but to be a treasmesdber of his
family was the next best thing.

She walked over to one of the windows and steppgdnoto the
balcony. She noted, with pleased surprise, that \Werdows
overlooked the back of the house, and that ther® aviarge tiled
terrace which was set out with small tables andideable-looking
chairs with sun-shades to protect the occupantsly Gariped
umbrellas shaded the tables from the hot sun. Dfoovn the terrace
was a large lawn, with a fountain playing in theddte of it, and it
was dotted with two or three large trees which pasis of coolness
and shade. Ideal for Vito to play under, she ndddyhtedly.

She enquired of Domenico thoughtfully, "Is this yanly home,
Domenico? | mean, do you have a place of your @vdp you still
live here with your aunt?"

"I have a villa in the hills which is used when theat gets too
oppressive in the town. Aunt Rina usually useg the time of the

year, but since Vito's death she has stayed hdye teear the rest of
the family. | have never felt the need of a platenp own as | have
always travelled a lot. Vito looked after the bess here, in Rome,
and only occasionally travelled, but now that headonger with us
some other arrangements will have to be made. |l shae to stay

here and run the business and, perhaps, | shdllsgiyoung cousin,
Giovanni, who has been itching for the chance tmstvhat he can
do, in my place. In that case, | shall have toklohbuying a house
near here if you do not relish the prospect ohlivwith Aunt Rina."

"Oh, no, Domenico, don't think that. | shall lovargy with your aunt.
I'm just curious, that's all."



He still looked thoughtful, but said nothing mone the subject. He
walked over to a door, which Caroline had been weond about,
and confirmed her suspicions.

"This is my room," he said. "You will notice thatis nothing like as
sumptuous as yours, but my aunt knows that | peefeom which is
a little less ornate."

She flushed as she met his look and she thougtiteoflast rooms
which they had shared, and of the outcome of tiddimacy. She
hoped fervently that he would not continue with pisctice of

walking in on her when she least expected it, agdd with the idea
of turning the key, which she could see was inltic&, but thought
better of it. The thought of the fuss which Domenigas quite liable
to make if she locked him out was too embarrassir@pntemplate.

“Lie down and rest for a while, Caroline. | wilkthgou know when it
Is time to get ready. We are having a few friemdfor cocktails, and
to give them the chance to meet you. But only theediate family
will be staying on for dinner. | should wear thesk which you wore
last night. It is extremely becoming."”

"Thank you, Domenico, | will."

If Caroline had her way she would never have wbhedress again,
beautiful though it was, for it brought back too nwapainful
memories. But she had no choice, for the dresseshwdhe had
ordered from Brigitte had not yet arrived and, liheey did, the white
dress was the only evening gown which she possessed

With a small salute, Domenico turned into his owam and closed
the door. Caroline lay on the bed and tried to dufzebut her mind
was too active. Her eyes wandered around the roononder, she
still could not realize that this was to be her BoA temporary
home, no doubt, but nevertheless the place wherevsls to spend



some time until she could find Dorinda. She shieghya from
thoughts of the future. She was beginning to firat the best thing to
do, in this hopeless situation, was to live eacimenat as it came and
to worry only when she had to. The peace and cesloéthe room
began to have its effect and her eyes became he#tvysleep. She
turned slightly, and then, completely relaxed, slept.

She awoke about an hour later feeling wonderfudfyeshed. She
could hear Domenico moving about in his room andm$he looked
at her watch she saw that it was time to begingmeg herself to
meet the ordeal ahead.

Hastily she jumped from the bed and went into taghtoom to run
her bath. She luxuriated in the sunken green maubléor far longer
than she ought to have done. The tempting disgdl&giletries which
were arrayed on the glass shelf which ran alongsiddarge mirror
on the opposite wall to the bath had been irrddestand she had
deliberated which to choose before settling, finalon an
extravagantly made glass container which was fikéd bubble bath
liquid. The result had delighted her. The tub hadrbfilled with fine
soft bubbles which had a subtle, haunting fragramceshe had been
loth to curtail her enjoyment of it.

Reluctantly, she stepped out of the tub and towdlkerself dry with

an enormous fluffy pale green towel which enveloped almost

entirely. She used the talcum powder, which hadstéiae subtle
perfume as the bubble bath liquid, lavishly, andslas tried to see
through the bathroom mirror to attend to a few taésiebf her hair

which had escaped the hairpins she had used tegbiotduring her
bath, she found that it was steamed up. She detadgd into her

bedroom to use the mirror on her dressing tabliestoel had forgotten
her robe. Not to be deterred, she wound one ofatige bath towels
around her body, sarongwise, and walked into hemrdAt first she

did not notice the figure who stood looking outtleé window, but

when he moved she gave a gasp of dismay.



"Domenico!" she gasped.

He returned her startled gaze with an appreciatve and
deliberately let his eyes wander over her nakedlglees and down to
her feet which were peeping under the ends of thewinous towel.

"Charming," he drawled infuriatingly, as she triedsuccessfully, to
draw the towel higher over her bare shoulders.

She blushed fiercely. "What do you want?" she askeignantly.

He walked over to her, his eyes never leaving &ee,fand stood so
close that she had to lean her head back to lobkrmat

"What have you to offer?" he whispered in her ear.

She drew back as if she were stung. "Oh, you'rgici&sle! You love
to humiliate me, Domenico."

His nearness was having the usual devastating efffec her nerves.
She willed herself to stop trembling and with artemdous effort she
managed a look of nonchalance which seemed to ahiosdor he
laughed and said:

"You are no sophisticate, Caroline. So do not giteta play the
part.”

Angrily, she whipped around. "You have no idea wham. You
don't know me well enough to judge. Didn't you saply a short
while ago, that | puzzled you?" She jerked up Han aefiantly.
"How do you\nowwhat | am, Domenico?" she challenged.

His eyes narrowed as she shot this question attkemmade as if to
retort angrily, then hesitated and changed his ntiedsmiled, but his
smile had no warmth, and he moved close again)as® ¢hat his
breath fanned her cheek and she tensed, waitingisanext move.



She felt his hand on her back and an electric ntires through her.
She did not move and showed no trace of the emetiuoh was

chasing through her veins. His hand caressed her $lan and,
horrified, she felt the other one loosening the ehtthe towel which
she had tucked into the top of her self-made sat@hgld it firm. He

wouldn't dare!

But Domenico would dare anything when he was trymgrove a
point, and she knew that he had won.

Furiously, she jerked away from him, and hated Hon the
triumphant laugh which he gave when she did so.

"l think | have proved that | am right, Carolineoty are anything but
a sophisticated woman of the world," he mockedh&ochagrin he
walked towards his own room, still laughing, anttitber, "I shall

come back later when you have recovered your coanpos$ have

something for you which | wish you to wear this ewg, but

somehow | don't think you will appreciate it atstinoment."

As his door closed behind him she dropped downabimet stool
beside her and let the waves of anger which heataged wash over
her. She was trembling violently. Never in her hied she been made
to feel such a fool. "I hate him! | hate him!" slaowed. But a small
voice deep inside her was denying the words evah@spoke them
aloud.

Anger with herself because of her weakness as d$ahea was
concerned made her hands shake, and she haduiteistill and will
them to stop shaking before she could continueakenherself ready
for her meeting with the other members of his fgmil

When he returned to her room, a little later, sheé $chooled herself
into a more composed state of mind and felt abla¢e him with
calmness, so long as she avoided looking into s.eHe was



carrying a small box and he handed it to her tono@he took it,
wonderingly, and pressed the catch, which causetidho fly open.
Inside, nestling on a bed of dark red velvet, wasast exquisite
brooch. It was encrusted with diamonds and shapedhe likeness
of a rose with petals just unfurled. The greatadaly and intricacy of
design was a triumph of artistry, and she gavey atwonder as she
marvelled at it.

"But, Domenico, | couldn't possibly wear it! It'arftoo valuable.
Please," she thrust it back at him, "take it anditpn a safe place. |
should be terrified to lose it."

He took the brooch out of the box and pinned itooher dress, where
it glistened with a thousand facets of light assleeed to look at it in
the mirror.

"l want you to wear it, Caroline." He hesitated.Wwhs my mother's."

She put up her hand and gently touched the edgeeobf the petals
with a tentative finger. "Your mother's? And yowstvmeto have it,
Domenico?"

"Yes," he answered brusquely.

His hind went to the pocket of his coat and he ghbwout another
box, smaller this time, and took out the conteHtsreached out and
caught hold of her hand. He looked down at her Elegder fingers
for a moment, then slid a ring on to the fingerathbore his heavy
gold wedding ring. It was a fine diamond, tastgfgét, and was an
exact match for the brooch. "I did not buy you aigagement ring
because | hoped that you might like to wear this.'on

She looked down at it. "Was this your mother's gegaent ring,
Domenico?" she asked softly.



"Yes. Do you like it? If you would rather | bougydu another one
just say so. Perhaps you would prefer some othmme8t His
expression was quite serious as he waited for hewer. The
mocking amusement of the last hour had gone coeipleind he
waited, almost anxiously, for her reaction.

She could not help herself. She went to him andheutlips to his
cheek, her eyes swimming with tears for the litiley who was
parting with his mother's treasured possessiond, ahispered
huskily, "Thank you, Domenico, for the great commnt you've
paid me. | shall be honoured to wear your mothars"

For the first time since she had known him, Domem@s at a loss
for words. His hand reached up to his cheek andhied the spot
where her lips had glancingly touched.

"Why, Caroline ...!"

Hastily she moved away, already regretting her isipe action. If
he guessed that she was in love with him her plamdd come to
nothing. He needed restraint, not encouragemedt, faol that she
was, she had let him glimpse a little of the feghvhich she had for
him.

"Signora Vicari!" Thankfully Caroline heard the ei of Adelina
outside her door.

"Signora Vicari!" Adelina called again. "It is tim@®r you to go
downstairs to meet your guests."

"Thank you, Adelina," she replied with great reli#fim coming."

Without looking in Domenico's direction she madedods the door,
but before she could reach it he stepped in froitt learring her way.



"Caroline," he said urgently.

"Please, Domenico, | must go downstairs. Aunt Rwid be
waiting."

"She can wait for a few more minutes, darling. shwvio speak to
you."

It was the "darling”, spoken with such tendern@ssmuch as the
glint in his eyes, which made her panic. Hurriesthe called out:

"Adelinal Adelina!"
"Yes, signora?"

"Would you please come in for a moment? I... | $thdike your help
with my zip."

"But certainly,signora." The door handle was turning as Domenic
called out:

"It's all right, Adelina. | shall be of assistaniethe Signora. You
may tell my aunt we shall be down in ten minutes."

"Certainly, Signor Domenico."

They heard Adelina's soft footsteps padding albegcorridor to her
mistress's room.

"And now," he took her chin between his fingers aurded her head
so that she had to look up into his eyes, eyeshwia a determined
glint and a hint of questioning in their depthsoW you will tell me
how | managed to bring about the miracle of youualty taking the
initiative and voluntarily kissing me."



His hand reached up again to the place where g®had touched as
If he still could not believe that it had happengal a small smile of
satisfaction played upon his lips as he waitecharanswer.

What'could she say to allay his suspicions? Whptagation could
she give him which would convince him that her ifegd had not
changed? The only one that she could think of wbuldg back that
cold look of dislike to his face, the icy disdaiadi in his manner.
She could not say it! But for his own sake she hisisé turned away,
white to the lips and, hating herself, she lied:

"l always reward my admirers in that way when th®ing me
diamonds, Domenico! | adore them. You've heard shging
‘diamonds are a girl's best friend'? I've alwaysdiby the maxim, for
when the admirer has gone the diamonds are thexre@ssolation."

She could hardly believe that the harsh, brittleceovas coming
from her lips. A wave of sickness engulfed herlaswaited for the
condemnation which was bound to follow her words.

They had begun to find each other, in a way. Hedwdittned a little
towards her and, she had hoped, to change hisdiesant opinion of
her. But now--! What must he be feeling? She hearinovement
from him and dared not look around, for she kneat thhhat she
would see in his face would turn her heart to stone

When he did speak her worst fears were realizedlitHaot offer to
come near her, nor did he raise his voice evettia li

"You little tramp!" he said quietly.

She flinched as if he had hit her and, againsth&rshe had to look
at him. He stood with his hands in the pockets®tiousers, leaning
negligently against the door-jamb. He was rathdtemmder his tan,
but his expression did not show disgust, only ifiedénce. But his



eyes gave the lie to his expression. They were aolil bleak and
deeply pained. They might never have known the mesous
sparkle and teasing glints which she had comeve. lo

Oh, Domenico, my love! her aching heart cried @ty do | have to
keep on hurting you in this way?

She was not deceived by the look of indifferencbyothe quietness
of his voice. She knew that she had killed a skiaflling of regard,

which had held the promise of something much watmeome, that
had blossomed into being against his will. Well wauld have no
need to fight against his feelings for her now. 8&é killed it stone
dead. He had paid her the great compliment of gilier his mother's
jewels to wear, and she had disgusted him by theimahich she

had shown greed and avarice in her acceptancesdjithi How he

must loathe the idea of her wearing his motherssgssions! But,
knowing Domenico, he would not retract his gift erfne had given it.

Instinctively, she moved towards him with an un@oss plea for
forgiveness. At that moment she would have givengame away
completely by telling him that she had never knamy other men,
that the only diamonds which she possessed werentbe which he
had just given her, and that she loved them, nzdamee of their value,
but because he had given them to her. But befoeecshld find

words he broke in:

"If it gives you any satisfaction to know it, younest had me
deceived into thinking | had been wrong about ydiné absence of
anger in his voice was belied by the tightnesd®hijps and the effort
he was making to hide the bitterness in his eyes.

"When | went to England to look for you | must atithat | expected
to find a good-time girl who knew all the answeasid | acted
accordingly. When | saw you, however, and began,tasught, to
know you better, | was foolish enough to doubt mnggement and,



against my better nature, you began to attractimiaris," he went
on wryly, "I was convinced that you were not thpeywho would
lead a man on for what you could get out of hind #rat for reasons
of your own you had deliberately given me an altbge wrong
impression of your character. In fact,” he admittgeenly, "I was
ashamed of the way in which | had treated yourilgitt and,"” with a
bitter laugh, "could hardly bring myself to look wbu the next
morning because of the self-contempt which | wasrig. But now,"
he swung towards her and caught her shouldersvinealike grip
which hurt her so much it was all that she couldndbto cry out,
"now in Rome, | have found the real you. A womaithaut honour
of any kind - mercenary, cheap, out for all that yan get from any
man stupid enough to be fooled by the simplicitgt gnodness which
you can turn on like a tap. And stupid enough toktthat a woman
like you is fit to be brought into the heart ofglfamily and to be
treated as an honoured member of it by a woman evilogdow you
are not fit to walk in!"

The floodgates of his anger were now open and &ieedher nothing.
He did not once raise his voice, but the bitterasawhich he lashed
out found their mark each time. She did not attetmainswer him or
to justify herself. With a dull acceptance of thaility of trying to
break in on his angry recriminations she accepletia he charged
her with, without protest. Wasn't this the resuie shad tried to
achieve? Hadn't she deliberately tried to set lyairest herself in an
effort to achieve her object? There was no doubeinmind that she
had succeeded only too well. She need never agaan that
Domenico's attentions would become too ardenthat his charm
would pierce her guard. He despised her. She hadimi too much
for her ever to have to fight off his advances agai

She stood there straight and slim in her lavisminge gown, the
collar framing her face, which was as white asgben itself, and
accepted, unflinchingly, all that he said to herer Hcalmness
infuriated him and his fingers, which were diggingp the soft flesh



of her shoulders, tightened their pressure everemaotil she could
bear the pain no longer and she gave a gasp asgtry became
unbearable. His grasp eased a little, but he didehder go.

"Answer me one thing!" His face could have beervedrout of
granite as he bit out the words.

The constriction in her throat was threatening boke her. She
swallowed painfully and managed to whisper:

“If | can."

"Did you love Vito? Or was he just another gullifid®! who fell into
your trap?"

She did not know what to answer. She hesitateti@fied to gather
her scattered thoughts into some semblance of.ddéshe was too
late. Her hesitancy told its own story, at leasDmmenico, for he
flung her away from him as if touching her had sbed him. He
turned his back to her and fought to subdue thébterheat of his
temper. She dared not move, dared not speak. Sh&rwavn that
Domenico's temper would be a violent emotion, & sould not
have imagined the extent to which his wrath couldu#f him. She
wanted to run away out of the presence of his copteind disgust,
but her feet were rooted to the spot.

When he eventually turned to her he was in comglatérol - an icy,
calm control which was being maintained only byreag) effort of
will. She dropped her eyes to the carpet at her &agwhere rather
than meet the cold disdain in his eyes. She waited.

"You have played your game just once too oftené ifenace in his
voice was unmistakable. "At this moment | could hear to touch
you, but remember this, Caroline. In the past yavehbeen paid for
your favours. Well, | have paid with my honour, ity family



name and, to a lesser extent, with my mother'slgavi@nd forbid that
she should ever have known the type of woman wholdvavear
them!" he added savagely. "l intend to see taait ylou pay dearly for
your indiscretions. It may be some time beforen bang myself to
collect what is owing to me, but collect | shalb @epare yourself to
be called upon at any moment to honour your debt."

Her eyes had not left the carpet all the time leldeeen speaking. She
was frightened, badly frightened, by the deadlgmntin his voice.
The blue of the carpet became a heaving sea whigatened to
swallow her in its gyrations. She took a deep breaid the ground
steadied for a moment. With supreme courage diee lifer head and
gave him a look of scorn.

"You dare to touch me, Domenico, and | shall tedlury aunt
everything. | will not be made a whipping boy fauwy frustrations!"

He uttered an imprecation, but she ignored it aadtwn, fearful lest
her courage should desert her.

"You've wanted me since we first met and you'venlaeegry because
of it. You hate yourself for being attracted to aman whom you

despise. Face up to the truth. Domenico!" she ehgédd him. "It's

not me whom you despise, but yourself, and you wesimake me

suffer for it. But | won't let you make me a sldaweeyour whims!" Her

voice faltered as her courage left her and shiedibottom lip to stop
it from quivering.

Domenico looked down at her from his great heighs, black
eyebrows drawn together in anger, giving him arsatbbok. His
breath hissed between his teeth as he menaceyl S¥fé shall see,
Caroline! We shall see!"



CHAPTER VI

THEY reached the door of the great salon in which tduktail party
was to be held just as the first guests arrivecht Rina gave a sigh of
relief as she saw them coming down the stairs aedtgd them
eagerly. "There you are, my dears. | was afraitl ltshould have to
make your excuses to our guests. What delayed you?"

She looked enquiringly at Domenico and then at [Gwo The
ravages of the last few minutes could not have lapgarent, for her
face registered approval and a hint of pride asslteout her hand to
Caroline and exclaimed:

"Domenico, how beautiful your wife is! You will kae envy of all

your kinsmen tonight!" She turned to Caroline. éeghat you have
paid a visit to my dear friend, Brigitte, while yewere in Paris. No
one else has the exact flair for judging what istlmiited to one
particular person as she has, and that dress astemiece. Nothing
could suit you better, my dear."

Hurriedly she ushered them into the salon and th&gioned
themselves just inside the doorway where they woeldhe first to
greet the guests as they arrived.

Domenico's demeanour was suave and contained aschpted the
good wishes and congratulations of his friends tamily as they
were introduced to his wife. Caroline shook handd exchanged
polite kisses with a bewildering parade« of auntgles, cousins,
some of whom were two or three times removed, asspaired
entirely of ever remembering their names or thegrde of kinship.
She had the feeling, however, that they were alugely pleased to
meet her and jo welcome her to the heart of thelyamot that it

would have mattered if they hadn't, for nothinglddwave penetrated
the hard cocoon of hurt which had encased her sireescene with
Domenico. The agitation which she had felt at Hoaight of meeting



all these people had gone completely, leavingsmlace an utter
indifference to what they might think or say. Noipicould transcend
the searing ordeal of fire which she had so reganttergone, and
the experience had left her with an armour of gesdéftconfidence, in
that she felt that no one could ever hurt her castenuch again.

At last, the first of the guests not invited fonder began to drift
away and, as if a signal had been given, the raaokly emptied of
all but the members of the family who were to dimere. Aunt Rina
began directing them into a smaller room next delich was laid
out with an enormous table set with silver candaabnowy napery
and tastefully arranged flowers and dishes of .frliite chandelier
above sent spears of light which were caught uphkysparkling
crystal goblets that were arranged periodically wldive length of the
table.

When-everyone was seated to Aunt Rina's satisfasti@ gave the
signal for dinner to be served. Domenico sat omahist's right and
Caroline on her left, facing him. The chair by lsise remained
empty and she saw him pick up the card, which wathe table in

front of the empty space, and when he had readahe printed on it
raise an enquiring eyebrow to his aunt in silem¢rmogation. She
replied with a shrug of her shoulders and a froWramnoyance.

Caroline wondered who it was that was missing d&edtsrned to the
young man at her side, who turned out to be Doneé&nigoung

cousin Giovanni, to enquire of him. But before bld the chance to
ask him the door of the dining- room was thrown rond a

laughing, apologetic girl swept through it, follodvey a man who
looked as if he would much rather be anywhere &ighat moment
than in that precise spot.

Caroline caught her breath as she, and the reaeedamily, caught
the full effect of the girl's impressive beauty whghe paused for a
moment to wave gaily to the assembled party bafoneg up to Aunt
Rina in a rush and tendering her apologies fordkite.



"Darling Aunt! Forgive me for my bad manners. | ditend to be on
time, for | know how you hate to be kept waitingit b've had a
terrible rush!"

The displeasure on Aunt Rina's face did not dirhimiken she turned
to Domenico, who had risen as the rest of the nahvahen she
appeared, and threw her arms around him with afgpjeasure.

"Domenico! My darling Dom! How | have missed you!"

Caroline felt an unfamiliar pang of emotion as slached the little
tableau enacted in front of her eyes. She wouldadotit, even to
herself, that it was jealousy, but she took annoste dislike to the
girl with the raven-black hair and green predatygs of a jungle cat,
dressed in an almost indecently daring gown of @ewut flame

colour, who had thrown her arms around her husbanal most

possessive embrace.

Domenico seemed to be enjoying it. He smiled downher
indulgently and his hands spanned her minute waiste bent down
to return her kiss.

"Candida! As impulsive as ever!"

Aunt Rina's tart voice broke through their absanptof each other
and stopped the speculative buzz which had begen tife short
surprised silence which had heralded the dramatraece.

"Would you introduce your companion, Candida?" a$leed icily.

"Oh! Jeffrey darling, | am so sorry. Everyone, tilsideffrey Graham!
Jeffrey, | shall introduce everyone individuallytda" The young
fair-haired man gave a wry smile and a slight boetveryone" and
advanced up the table to meet his hostess. He medmt
apologetically as Aunt Rina gave him a frigid smaled explained



that as all the places were taken at-the heacedbthle she could not
seat him beside his companion, but would be hombifiree would
take the place which Emanuele was setting for lirthér down and
join them for dinner.

She waited until he was seated before giving a sigmanuele to
proceed with their interrupted meal. Everyone sthtb talk at once
as if to cover up an embarrassing incident and nbesm one
speculative glance was thrown in Caroline's dicgtias the meal
progressed. She tried to look unperturbed and edhateemingly
unconcerned, to Giovanni, who was a balm to hemdaed spirits as
his admiring looks and attentive manners proclaimdzhd case of
calf-love in the offing.

She treated him kindly, not just because of hisimis/ signs of

infatuation, but because he looked so much as rslagined the

young Domenico must have looked before he had gathes veneer
of blase sophistication. She gave him her undivid&dntion and

tried to forget the way that Domenico's eyes haddiat the sight of
the girl opposite and that, even now, he had foegdtis manners so
far as to omit to introduce her to his wife.

Aunt - Rina had not forgotten, however. Her puzzigahce went
from him to Caroline as she sensed the coolnesgekeatthem and
her annoyance grew as Domenico made no efforctade Caroline
in his conversation.

Candida, too, showed no interest in anyone but coe although
she must have been aware that the purpose ofritherdparty was to
effect Caroline's entry into their family circle.

Aunt Rina broke into their conversation determigedind
Domenico's head jerked up from his companion's éadee heard the
unfamiliar note of censure in her voice.



"Domenico, you have not yet introduced Candida éwoline. She
will be thinking that as a family we are totallyrb& of manners. Will
you remedy this or shall 1?" Her displeasure wasials, but
Domenico was not put out. He smiled across at @erals if nothing
untoward had occurred between them and said:

"Sorry, darling, but | have not seen Candida féorag time and we
have a lot of mutual acquaintances to enquire albaugive me." He
glinted at her across the table, daringher to shawnosity, and
seemed satisfied when she returned his glance egtranimity.

"Candida is a very distant cousin, but she hasyavib®en a special
favourite. We played together as children - shdp\4nd | were
inseparable." He turned to Candida. "l should k& to meet my
wife, Caroline. | hope that you will become frierids

The green eyes that were turned on Caroline diaugar friendship.
There was a hardness in their depths which couldedlisguised
and the smile which she forced to her lips as stie@wvledged
Caroline twisted slightly at the corner of her nigugiving the lie to
the warmth of her answer.

"But of course we shall become friends, Domenicshauld like
nothing better than to become better acquainteld yaur wife. We
must come to some arrangement after dinner, Carolhereby we
can meet to allow me to show you the best placebdp and so on.
And you simply must meet my friends. They are gihd to meet the
girl who has captured the wiliest bachelor in Rdme.

This last remark was accompanied by a look whick seen only by
Caroline and Giovanni, and it had the effect onolbae of making
her feel dowdy and insignificant. The insolent glaseemed to take
in everything about her and to find her wantinge Shffened. She
had too much spirit to be cowed by the jealousy wbman who was
obviously out to deride her without waiting to getknow her well



enough to see if she deserved such treatment,arathBwer showed
that she, too, had claws when she found it necgssaise them.

"Perhaps he was exhausted by the chase whaptliredhim." The
small emphasis she laid on the word was enoughdicate plainly
her contempt of females who made all the runnimgl &andida
flushed with anger as she recognized the implioatio

Giovanni, who was an interested spectator of ttussng of swords,
almost choked on his soup at Caroline's rejoinaer e caused a
minor diversion as he tried to control the boutcotighing which
overcame him. Caroline was glad to minister to amd for the rest of
the interminable dinner she studiously avoided dpainawn into
conversation with Domenico or Candida again.

Aunt Rina, when she entertained, did so on a lasgdie. On this

particular occasion she offered to her guests difierent kinds of

hors d'oeuvres, and choice of three soups, twoskofdish, three

types of omelette, two entrees and a vast seleofiealads besides
dessert and fruit. She explained :

"We are such a large family, Caroline, and all hing@r eating fads.
Candida, for instance, merely plays with her foawl aefuses
starches of any kind, while the men, as is usuil ltalian men when
they are indulged, will eat a gourmet's feast. Aod cater for all
tastes."”

"But isn't there an awful lot of food wasted?"

"My dear, nothing is ever wasted from our kitchEmanuele and
Adelina have a huge family of grandchildren and/tivél be in the
kitchen at this moment demolishing everything whishreturned
from the table untouched."”



Hours later, it seemed to Caroline, the meal waistfed. The older
members of the family sat around, comfortably repleontent to sit
in groups exchanging chit-chat. The younger onesgeher, began to
get resdess and someone suggested that they the cecord player
in the smaller salon which was often used for damciThe
suggestion was enthusiastically received and thésoaped out.

Caroline was sitting with Aunt Rina and her contengpies and
trying hard to resist the temptation to look form@enico, who had not
left Candida'’s side since the dinner had endedw&lseébeginning to
feel very angry. It was becoming obvious to alltthea was quite
content with his beautiful cousin's company anaytmre his wife.

She looked up with relief as Giovanni came towdnels

"Will you dance with me, Caroline?"
"l should love to, thank you, Giovanni."

He led her towards the small salon where the otherg already
enjoying themselves immensely and swept her dmetdidor. He was
an excellent dancer and the old magic of dancitedagpon her as a
balm. Gradually she relaxed and gave herself upae@njoyment of
the music. Someone dimmed the lights and the stomantic strains
of a waltz echoed sweetly around the room. Onewar of the
younger couples were dancing cheek to cheek, héallyering to
move from the spot where they stood. She avertedyss from them
as she danced past in Giovanni's arms. She digarttto remember
with nostalgia the heaven of her first dance wittnig@nico on their
evening in Paris.

Giovanni turned as a hand tapped him on the shouB#eoline saw
with surprise that it was the man, Jeffrey Grahatmyp had arrived
with Candida.

"May | cut in?"



Giovanni was not pleased, but gave in with as ngrabe as he could
muster and she was guided gently away from him ey tall
fair-naired Englishman.

"Do you mind?" he murmured.
"Why, no. I... I'm flattered," she stammered.

His bold eyes travelled over her face and lingeyedhe perfectly
shaped lips which were parted to give a glimpsgeaily white teeth.
Their steps matched and they moved as one. Theotefrthe music
changed from the languorous mood of the waltzeajthick pulsating
beat of a primitive latin tune, and Caroline felieady excitement as
she was twirled and led impeccably through thecate movements
of the dance. The music went to her head. Her fdktwed his
unerringly and he drew her closer and closer astin@o quickened,
and when the climax came, with a clash of cymbaisd a
long-drawn-out throbbing of drums, he pirouetted Asound the
floor until she was dizzy and they collapsed, langhon to a
convenient couch at the side of the dance floor.thWan
unselfconscious gesture she held out her hand laitghing, and
said:

"Oh, thank you, Jeffrey. That was marvellous!"

He raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. blikk lwas naked in its
admiration as he watched her animated face whichsiih glowing
with the excitement of the dance. Her breast rosefall quickly as
she strove to regain her breath and her pansy-@aloeyes were
shining with happiness.

Suddenly, as if a cloud had gone over the sunlighewent out of
her eyes and a slow blush suffused her lovely tdedooked over his
shoulder to see what had caused the quick charger imanner and



saw Domenico, with a brow like thunder, glowerirgaah at them.
He rose quickly and spoke before Domenico foundiaor

"I must congratulate you, Signor Vicari. Your wifdances
magnificently."

"There is nothing that you can tell me about myewitiat | do not
already know, Mr. Graham!" The ice in his voice wasnistakable.

Jeffrey was unperturbed. He was used to jealousamas. Still, this
one looked a sight more dangerous than any he legelum with in

the past and he thought it expedient to soft-padat. He smiled at
Domenico a little apologetically and moved awayeere Candida
was standing a few feet behind Domenico.

She had heard Domenico's remark and looked thaubyhdit Jeffrey
as he sauntered up to her. "Why can't you behatfeey? Must you
make yourself conspicuous with every woman who cimt® your
orbit? And such a choice! | don't know what you nsee in pale
insipid creatures such as she!"

"Sour grapes, my love," he answered with the intynaf long
acquaintance. "You know she is divinely beautind | envy the
man who melts the ice around the furnace whicklldare is burning
away under that cool exterior." She gave him aofigilook and
flounced away in Domenico's direction.

But she was too late. Domenico was leading his wif¢o the dance
floor and she watched jealously as he disappeartdher into the
middle of the floor where they were alone in anioagspace where
they could be unheard."What do you mean by yougrdceful
behaviour?" he asked her through gritted teeth.

"My what?"



"Must you make such a display in front of my famaéyd with a man
who is a complete outsider?"

"How dare you! To accusme of disgraceful behaviour when you
have behaved all evening like a lovesick calf mograver youwvery
distant cousin. From what | have observed this iegeshe is only as
distant as you wish her to be. In fact," she addeHlessly, "it would
not surprise me to know that she has been anythuhdistant in the
past!"

"That is unforgivable P The arms which held hepged painfully
and she sensed his temper rising. "Candida isalvel/s has been, a
very dear friend, but that is all. How can you khatherwise? Did she
not offer you her friendship also?"

Caroline took a deep breath and wondered at tHa#igity of men
where a woman was concerned. She drew herself aprtéull, if
insignificant height, and looked at him scornfully.

"l would rather be friendly with a rattlesnake!"essaid.

A muscle twitched in his cheek and she knew thathsid gone too
far. He was fanatically loyal to his family and died insulted one of
them in no uncertain manner. But she did not CHne.evening had
been an intolerable strain on her nerves. The siceher bedroom

and the ordeal at the dinner table had been badgéndut to add

insult to injury he was now accusing her of theytbing of which he

was "the most guilty. One innocuous dance with rangler was

classed, in his eyes, as disgraceful behaviouttewle, who had been
the cynosure of all eyes because of his obviowsast in his exotic
cousin, had the gall to censure her as if she vilas’af a heinous

crime.

"You will apologize for that disgusting display dfildishness."



"Never!" she threw back at him.

No one could see, beyond the dimness of the ddmoe the sparks
which they were striking off each other. To the amiers who
watched the dancers idly, they were merely danearaund in a
normal manner and exchanging a few words now amghadhey
could not see the cold fury in Domenico's eyescooid they tell the
indignant expression on Caroline's face as she emesiwhim back
defiantly.

With relief, Caroline saw that Candida and Jeffreye making their
way across the floor towards them. They were dantagether in
their direction with a look of fixed purpose onittfaces. She gave a
frantic signal in Jeffrey's direction which did ngd unnoticed by
Candida, and a smile of satisfaction curved hex $&ip she reached
them.

"Dom, darling, shall we change partners? We have damced
together for months and | am sure that your wifd not mind
dancing again with Jeffrey. They are so well madchson't you
think?"

Caroline's relieved smile obviated the need fapyrand she moved
eagerly away from Domenico's encircling arms angdped into
Jeffrey's before he had realized her intention. ¢gtisn smile as
Candida changed places with her boded no good tatlzelater date,
but she ignored his obvious displeasure. He coaolldathing without
making a scene which she knew would be distastefim; as for
later - well, that could look after itself!

The dancers were thinning out. It was very late/amak Rina and her
companions had long since excused themselves, ipipéatigue,
and left the younger members to make their own \Wwayne.
Arrangements were being made to give lifts to thesowho had no
car at their disposal and the party began breakmpm@s one group



after another said farewell and made their noispadere in
whatever transport was available.

Jeffrey danced Caroline towards the open frencllaws and led her
on to the terrace outside. She breathed deepheaiight-scented air
and they walked, as if by mutual consent, downghallow steps
which led to the garden. The path ran parallehlawn for a short
way and then took a course through bushes and shoud sunken
garden which had seats placed at convenient inger@aroline sank
down upon one of them with a sigh of satisfactiod drank in the
beauty of the garden which was bathed in moonliggftrey placed a
tentative arm around her shoulders.

"No, Jeffrey," she said without emphasis, but heaning was plain.
He shrugged negligently and removed his arm.

"Why not?"

"Because | don't go in for promiscuous relationshibcan offer
friendship, but if that is not enough then you batter go."

"Do you think that Candida will be offering your $hand
friendship?" he asked wryly.

She turned sad, pain-filled eyes to him and saiplsi, "I suppose
not."

"Oh, Caroline, you little fool! Can't you see wiiner game is? She is
as jealous as hell of your marrying Domenico. Fearg she has
looked upon him as her exclusive property, andveiet let a little
thing like a wife get in her way."

"Do you think Domenico loves her?"



"You ask me that! Don't you think that your husbdades you,
then?"

Too late, she realized that she had slipped ufreyefvas looking at
her with surprised astonishment, waiting for hesveer.

"Yes... | suppose he does," she stammered.
He laid a gentle hand upon her knee.

"Look, Caroline. It is plain that all is not assitould be between you
and Domenico. Don't bother to deny it!" as shadtie interrupt. "I
have been involved in too many unhappy marriagéson@cognize
the signs when | see them."

His voice was bitter, as if the pictures conjurgdoy his words were
not pleasant ones.

"But | can also tell," he gave her a keen lookattim this instance it
would take very little for you to fall into eachhetr's arms. Candida,"
he said flatly, "is a bitch. She will do anythirggget Domenico. No
other man has a look in as far as she is concedvad.| should
know!"

His bleak look informed her that here was a kindyeuit. He was in
love with Candida and she did not want him. Shelted his arm
lightly, in sympathy, and they sat wrapped in thewn thoughts,
silently consoling each other in their unhappiness.

Jeffrey continued where he had left off. "Whatekas gone wrong
between you two | advise you to try to put it rigistsoon as possible,
if you want to keep him. For my part, | shall dbladan to spike her
guns ... for both our sakes."



Caroline shivered slightly and he pulled her tofeet and urged her
back to the house. The windows were still blazinthwghts, but
there was a stillness which indicated that theddshe dancers had
left. They walked towards the french window to emibe room where
they had left Candida and Domenico. Jeffrey caulgbiid of
Caroline's arm as she would have walked rightnd, @ulled her into
the shadows where they were unseen by the twaeitisedroom who
were so engrossed in each other.

Caroline did not intend to eavesdrop, but surgtese her silent. She
looked through the window and her heart seemedrtodver.

Candida had her back to them and Domenico's fasdrasned in her
cupped hands, his eyes upon her face. She wasiispeagently.

"Why did you do it, Dom? | know that it is | thadby love - have
always loved! Why did you marry her?" She did ndaitwor his
answer but threw her arms around him and kissedphassionately.

Caroline did not wait to witness any more. Withistréssed cry she
turned and ran from the window. She saw that thedaw of the
dining-room was still open and, thankfully, sh@géd through it and
ran up the stairs to her room.



CHAPTER VII

CAROLINE was stretched out on one of the sun-chairs orethace.

A writing pad rested upon her knee and she heldera glackly

between her fingers. Baby Vito was playing happilthe shade of a
tree on the lawn and she watched him idly as hesathbhimself with

the toys that Domenico had hought for him. Eachaaynall parcel
was left for him in the nursery when Domenico cdroee from the

office.

She had seen hardly anything of him in the dayshthd passed since
the night of the party. She knew that work haddig during his
absence and that double pressure was being putnamawv that Vito
was no longer available to play his part in the agamg of the
business, but surely, she thought, he had someofifpe

He paid a flying visit to his home each evening, ierely to bathe
and change before hurrying out again. He went sodffice each
morning before anyone in the house was awake ahahati arrive
back from his evening engagements until the smaillr$ of the
morning. On the rare occasions when she had chaocegket up
with him he had given her no more than a curscaypcg and a terse
greeting and had made no excuses for his absences.

Aunt Rina was outraged. She spoke of remonstrawitg him
because of his neglect of his family, but Carohiael dissuaded her.
She, too, needed a breathing space in which tocosber feelings
and to plan out a course of action.

One thing she knew. She must get away! Anywheraeviige might
get some relief from the heavy aching of her h&otmewhere where
Domenico would not find her.

But first of all she must find Dorinda. Once thaisndone she would
be able to tell Domenico the truth and he wouldfriee to go to



Candida. She shied away from thoughts of that nigien she had
discovered that they were in love. The passiomekiss which they
had exchanged had told its own tale and she haé siowed to the
inevitable and accepted the fact that her wistfubachs that
Domenico would some day come to love her enoughatat her to
stay, even when he was told the truth about thg,batnished. She
had played her part too well. Nothing would eveaserthe opinion
which he now held of her. Especially now, when hd Randida to
console him.

She picked up her writing pad and began to writ. fiist, and most
Important, letter was to Mr. Wilkins, asking himémploy someone
to find Dorinda. She underlined the urgency of heed by telling
him to spare no excuse in his search. She justthesl by telling

herself that although she had vowed not to touehntibney which
was in the account that Domenico had opened fqrheewould be
the one to benefit from its use.

The second letter was to Jane. This was a hartler te write and
took much thought. In the rush before her marrglgeehad penned a
hasty note to Jane telling her the bare outlindseeoSudden departure
from England. She had promised to write more fulhen she was
settled, but now she did not know where to begimaay much to tell.
Jane was so astute and, besides that, she hadimdondeceive her.
The mountain of deceit which she had had to practisace her
marriage sickened her, and she had no intentidyirgf to Jane. At
the same time, she could not enlarge upon the wholedible story
without breaking Dorinda's confidence. She cheweddnd of her
pen as she deliberated what to" put in and whegaee out. Finally,
she contented herself by writing a cheerful letdrich gave no
indication of her present misery and gave her friarpromise that
she would pay her a visit as soon as she possioilgl @and that she
would then fill her in with all the details. Hopiragainst hope that it
would satisfy Jane's anxiety about her hasty ngeri@ a man of



whom she had never heard, she pushed the lettde iaB envelope
and sealed it quickly in case she should changenivet.

She heard footsteps tapping against the tiled #odrturned as Aunt
Rina appeared from inside the house to join hetherterrace. She
had been visiting one of her many friends and, @s wgual when she
omitted to take her afternoon rest, she lookettla tired.

Caroline jumped up to help her into a chair bebeels and chided her
gently.

"Darling, | do wish you would rest more and obeg tloctor's orders.
You look washed out. Sit there and rest and Hif fior Emanuele to
bring you some refreshment."

Aunt Rina accepted her suggestion gratefully andisied thankfully
into the chair which Caroline had pushed forward.

"Thank you, Caroline. That would be lovely. You ateh a comfort,
child." She caught hold of Caroline's hand and dgasea look of
genuine affection as she spoke. Caroline felt xes erick with tears
as she returned the kind look and thought, notiferfirst time, how
fortunate she was to have the old lady's love.

"Why do you tire yourself in this way, Aunt Rina?"

The old lady closed her eyes and leaned back iclmar. Her finely
veined hands seemed weighed down by the enormigs which
she delighted in wearing and they struck an incomgs note as she
plucked nervously at her stole.

"Why? | don't really know. | find it impossible t@lax. Always |
have to be doing something, or going somewhet@nk{' the tears
were not far away now, "I think it is because lmainget thoughts of



my son out of my mind. If only | knew what had happd to him -
how he died, and where! Then | might get some peao@nd."”

Caroline went to her and pressed her hand in symp&he felt so
inadequate in the face of the old lady's grief.sTWwas the first time
that she had let slip the guard which she put uipeateast mention of
Vito's name and she didn't quite know how to cope.

"Would it help to talk about him P" she asked hamtty."l don't think
anything would help,” Aunt Rina answered with heariding
simplicity. Presendy, however, when the silenca/bet them began
to make itself felt, she began to speak of him.

"He was our only child. For years we had prayedfbaby and when
he arrived it was as if he were a living miracleah't tell you the joy
which his coming brought to his father and mysaifid when,
eventually, Domenico came to live with us it wasfasir cup of joy
were running over. Both of my boys were so handsosw
devil-may-care. | was so very proud when the matludrthe girls
whom they escorted to parties and dances came &mdpraised the
way in which they behaved with their daughters. ff@ars | half
hoped for, half dreaded the day when they wouldectonme and say
that they had chosen the girls who were to bectwsie wives."

She patted Caroline's head which was near to hes.Kifflow happy
it would have made me to see Vito with a wife sastyou, my dear.
But that can never happen now." She took out a wfslace and
dabbed her eyes. With a brave effort she managethile and she
shook herself as if determined to shake off theekgion which held
her in its grasp.

"Did they resemble each other?" Caroline askedausly.

"In looks they did. They were both Vicaris. Domariscfather was
my husband's brother and they were both very dadkhandsome



men, so it was not surprising that their sons gshoesemble each
other. But in temperament they were very dissimiard so it was
with their sons. Vito was a more volatile boy thBxomenico,
although | sometimes think-that the tragedy ofdasents' death had
a lot to do with the solemn manner which Domenmmatimes has.
He adored his parents and, of course, he was aldartember them
and to remember the happy times they all had tegetie tried our
hardest to take their place, but | don't think werecompletely
succeeded. Even in his most carefree moments Dgoismyes can
become overshadowed as if he still feels his legen now. | was
hoping, my dear," she hesitated a little as if wafrgffending, "that
you would succeed where | failed and that you wdade managed
to chase those shadows away for ever."

Caroline looked away from the wise old eyes whiatv $00 much,
and when she did not answer her unspoken questiohRina sighed
but did not attempt to force her confidence.

Baby Vito caused a diversion by falling over onehi toys, and as
his woeful voice reached them they both sprangougotto his aid.
He was not hurt, but Aunt Rina, who loved a chaondess over him
without appearing to spoil him, gathered him upher arms and
carried him to her seat on the terrace. Caroline medieved. The
moment for confidences was over. She had beentoesilling out

all of her misery and fears into the ears of theewdld lady who had
seen through the pretence which she and Domenidcshiaouded
around the discord between them. Aunt Rina knewdhavas not

well with them, but Caroline had no doubt thather wisdom, she
would not attempt to pry. She would wait until thegre ready to
confide in her.

A peal from the door bell sent Emanuele hurryingnswer it. For
fully five minutes there were sounds of feet comamgl going in the
hallway and down the shallow stone steps whichiddtle pavement



outside. Curiosity overcame them both and theyugotrom their
seats and went into the hall to discover the catiaél the activity.

Pile upon pile of grey boxes with a distinctive tetscroll across one
corner were being stacked against the wall by Emla@rand a man in
a uniform of the same grey as the boxes. Caroliagped as
realization hit her. Her clothes had arrived frorgte! She turned a
puzzled face to Aunt Rina.

"But there must be some mistake! | didn't ordertladise things! |
must explain to the carrier that they can't pogdilel mine."

But the man was insistent. "Each box," he said s"marked on the
invoice. There is no mistaksignora.They are all for you."

In a daze, she put her signature on the invoiddinhanded to her to
sign and thanked him as he made his exit.

She looked again at the staggering amount of cotineich were

contained in the mountain of grey and white bosts had ordered
six day dresses, two evening dresses, some beaclane a quantity
of lingerie and nightwear, a fraction of the amotlnatt had just been
delivered, which would fill her massive wardrobeoteerflowing!

Then she remembered the interval which had elapbdd she had
visited the hairdresser and Domenico and Brigitid been alone.
The slight air of conspiracy which she had sensevéen them
when she had walked into the room had not realhefrated the air
of excitement which had surrounded her at that nminigit now she
thought of it, and wondered. Could this be Domesiclwing? Was
he responsible for this extravagant gesture?

Emanuele carried the boxes upstairs to her bedré&xeitedly she
began unpacking the contents and Aunt Rina joireeddn give her
opinion of Brigitte's creations. One dress afteothar was taken



from its swathe of soft grey tissue paper and hgldor approval.
Every colour, and variations of each, was presetme@aroline's
bemused gaze. Wonderfully soft velvets, dreamyf@hjfcool linens,
all superbly cut and tailored, each one a dreaitsaown.

Two large boxes she left to the last. Tentativelyg opened one and &
gasp of delight escaped her as she beheld theessimalky-coloured
skins of a magnificent fur coat. She held it upher face and
delightedly stroked the rippling texture, revelling the sheer
unadulterated luxury of it. She could hardly begput it down while
she opened the other box which was still a tantaimystery. It, too,
held a fur — a white, madly expensive fur evenitadeswhich looked
as if it had been made for a princess.

Caroline was speechless with wonder. Aunt Rinaedakter hand
gently, laughing openly at the expression of inahég and awe on
her face. "l see Domenico's present has pleasedvynumust thank
him in the nicest possible way," she twinkled.

"Oh, Aunt Rina! He must have spent a fortune! Heser seen such
an amount of clothes in my life before, not everaishop. | can
hardly believe they're all for me. When will | wehem all?"

"You will have ample opportunity to wear them, chifs the wife of
one of Rome's most prominent business men yolwitalled upon
to entertain and to be entertained. Have no feau Will be surprised
how quickly you will tire of them when you find ymelf in the
middle of the social whirl. And again, you owedt@omenico to be
one of the foremost leaders of fashion. It is urkhble that the
Signora Vicari should be regarded as dowdy."

Some of the pleasure of the gift was dispelled amtARina,
unthinkingly, pointed out the reason for Domenica$ravagance.
He had not bought her the clothes to give her pledsut to impress
his business associates and their wives. She wgshtald the Vicari



prestige with her fabulous wardrobe and pricelesgejlery — a
mere statue on which to hang the trappings of Wwewith which to
Impress his competitors.

When Aunt Rina had gone she began placing herdeaws for that
was what it was, in the capacious wardrobe. It éoogatisfyingly full
when she was finished and, instead of closing teesj she began
picking out dresses at random just for the shesasuire which it gave
to her. The jeans and T-shirted girl whom Domeried deplored
was lost in a dream where a startled Domenico wafanted by a
dazzling vision wearing a different dress each tirag¢urned to look
at her, his face a picture of abject devotion as di@arms were
displayed to their best advantage by the wealthreathtaking
materials and costly furs. She amused herselfi;mmway for quite
some time, and a tap at her door came as an antclwhich
brought her back to earth with an abruptness wtidsed away the
bemused look that her day-dreams had brought tddoer"Come
in!" she called out.

It was Adelina. "There is a gendeman on the phsiggora. He
wishes to speak with you."

"Thank you, Adelina. | shall be right down."

Hurriedly she closed the doors of her wardrobe,sind in with the
fabulous collection her fanciful dreams. She spedvrd to the
telephone in the hall.

"Hello?"

"Caroline? This is Jeffrey. | wondered if you weteing anything
special. If not, would you be a darling and takey pn my lonely
state? I'm bored to distraction and need a playthate

"Oh, I...  don't think so, Jeffrey."



"Why not? You're not frightened of what your lomdamaster might
say, are you? The only reason I'm at a loose et iact that he has
pinched my best girl. Every time | call for her ghakes the excuse
that she's meeting Domenico."

The note of chagrin in his voice was very markedhasspitefully
volunteered this information, but Caroline ignoit@d implication
and said, more firmly this time:

"I'm sorry, Jeffrey, but | have such a lot to dastjnow. | couldn't
possibly come out with you."

She would not listen to the voice inside her whigs whispering,
Domenico is enjoying himself! Why don't you? Shentea to be
here when he came home this evening to thank hirhifopresent.
The warm aura of well-being which her self-inducky-dreaming
had brought still clung to her and there was nogfar Jeffrey in her
thoughts.

A sigh reached her from the other end of the plaaniee realized the
futility of pressing her further. "All right, then. know when I'm
beaten. But I'll call again later to see if youtlenged your mind."

"Oh, but..." Caroline was about to protest, but lihe went dead.
Jeffrey had hung up.

She forgot about him, however, as she went bactaupsto decide
what she would wear that evening when she confdobBt@menico.
She knew she would have to be quick to catch hilorbdne went out
to his evening engagements, but she intendedtém lfsr him as he
ran his bath and to waylay him before he couldswriitly down the
stairs and race off in his car, as he usually did.

She spent a long time deliberating on her choicautfit. Aunt Rina
Insisted upon changing for dinner, even when tiaag just the two



of them, so she looked through the evening dresgles speculative
eye. Most of them were in pastel shades, but thassone delectable
creation in black which Caroline finally decidedomp

It had a top made of finest lace with a scoopedlmexthat left her
shoulders bare. Her skin looked like white alalbrasigainst the
contrasting black bodice. The skirt swirled arotedfeet as yards of
finely pleated black nylon fell from the tiny nipghén waist. Her
delicate black lace evening shoes felt like wingsher feet as she
twirled in front of the full-length mirror to seéd effect in full and
her eyes sparkled with pleasure as she lookedratefiection and
knew that she had never looked lovelier. As a liimg touch, she
pinned on the brooch which Domenico had given dwed, felt a thrill
of satisfaction when she saw how beautifully itdsee its black lace
foil. When she was satisfied that everything was$egot she took off
the dress and donned a soft pink negligee to begipreparations to
her hair before having a bath. She liked to dohaer, for she could
manage it to her own liking. Aunt Rina always wena hairdresser,
for special occasions, and had Adelina dress h dag, but Caroline
had refused Adelina's offer to do the same for ke had merely to
wash it and set it in pin curls while she had hethkand then use a
hair dryer for a few moments, after which she carddb it to any
style she wished without trouble. She had beerkfobbmany times,
when she had been hard up, that she had such nadumageir which
needed so little professional attention.

She did not ask herself, as she bathed and mademuface with
hands which trembled with anticipation, what shentsd of
Domenico. Nor did she stop to wonder why she shbelthking such
pains for a man whom she had done her best tcaddiehhe past few
days had brought with them a feeling of unrest Wwigbe did not
recognize as loneliness. With only an old lady, etvées she was, and
a young baby to keep her company, the days haegasswly, and
she felt frustrated and misused each time Domeswapt in and out
of the house as he went about his business wittlyharlook or a



word to spare for her. This evening she was feslowghg and full of
life and she wanted someone young and eager te sharth her.
Someone like the Domenico of Paris who had laugimedjoked and
even flirted with her.

At last she was ready. Her hair shimmered undetigies of her

bedroom as she moved her head from side to splade a light daub
of perfume behind each pink shelllike ear. Thers wathing left to

do now but to wait for Domenico's arrival, so sla, fier hands
clasped lightly in her lap, listening for the barfdnis car door and for
the light, quick footsteps which would announcehosecoming.

She was still there, much later, when Angelina ¢égjppn her door to
tell her that Aunt Rina was waiting dinner for hBeing pleasantly
engrossed in her thoughts, she had not realizédhbalinner gong
had sounded a good ten minutes before, withouh&aring it, and
she apologized for her lateness as she hurriedkgdderself at the
table.

"That, is quite all right, dear," Aunt Rina repliédfou are well worth
waiting for. You look ravishing tonight, Carolineshall insist that
Domenico takes you out after dinner to see somgtbiithe city. It is
disgraceful to think that you have not been ouhefhouse since your
arrival, and | shall be very angry with him if thisate of affairs
continues for another day."

Her mouth set in a mutinous line, waiting for Carelto demur, but
this time she did not make any attempt to dissinede

They dawdled their way through dinner, each busth wier own
thoughts and speaking hardly at all. Even when #drege from the
table to take their coffee on to the terrace Doc®hiad not arrived
home. It was only when everything had been cleasgay and the
dusk had began to creep in that they heard histoprat the front of
the house.



His aunt rose swiftly with a determined look upaar face and went
out into the hall to meet him. Caroline heard Ipsrak and then give a
small cry of what sounded commiseration. Domenigoke only
once, but she could not hear what he said; hiswsmanded different,
somehow, without his usual vigour and command. fd@steps
sounded on the stairs and Caroline jumped up towdiim to thank
him for his presents, but Aunt Rina came into i@ and held up
her hand to delay her.

"No, don't, Caroline!"
"But | just want to speak to him for a moment, A&kma."

"Some other time, my dear. Leave him for a while.iginot feeling
well, just now."

The blood drained from Caroline's face. "What'swg®' she asked
sharply.

"Nothing that a few hours' rest and quiet will n@nd, | assure you.
Don't look like that, darling. It is nothing sermujust a migraine
which he has been cursed with since he was sean géage - just
after his parents' death, in fact. | have often dewad if there could
be some connection."

"Migraine?" Caroline repeated. "Oh, poor Domenico!"
"You have suffered from it, then, Caroline? "

"No. But | have often nursed my father through #iack. He was a
martyr to it. Sometimes he prayed for death while pains in his
head were at their worst, and | could only comforh by putting
ice-cold towels upon his brow and by massagingnkeisk lightly.
After that he would fall asleep for a couple of roand when he
wakened he was full of life. | often used to thihlat the pain must



have been so tremendous that the relief when sigghisiade him feel
twice as well as before the attack "

"l wish you could do the same for Domenico, my @¢hBut when he
is like this he will not allow anyone in his rooHe draws the
curtains and lies waiting for the pain to ease, dmuhetimes | hear
him moving about for hours. He has been given tapté course, but
they give him no ease, so he refuses to take tlwm The doctors
say that it may be an allergy, or that it may besea by overwork or
strain, but whatever the reason they have not ablento cure him of
it."

Caroline wanted to go to him, but Aunt Rina pergdaler not to.
"He would be very angry," she said. "We know noat ihis better to
leave him alone. He prefers it."

They sat a little longer before deciding to reto¢hen- rooms. Aunt
Rina was upset because of Domenico's illness arsdgleal to go

upstairs to rest. She kissed Caroline good nigtgidel her bedroom
door and begged her not to worry as he would bie@y fit the next

morning.

Caroline returned her kiss and left her. She walktdher own room
and began to undress. She could not hear a soomdOomenico's
room and she hoped that he had managed to fa#pasEhe tiptoed
gently across to the door between their rooms amdher ear to the
panel in an effort to hear a movement which woeltltier that he
was not sleeping, but there was no sound. She dbaikidne key in the
dooK .and wondered if she dared open it. Her haveited over the
handle and dropped to her side as she rememberatl Rina's
words, "Leave him alone. He will be very angryaiuygo to him."

She kngw that she could ease his pain. Her fatheishid that if she
had not been by his side when the pain was atatstiwe would have
been tempted to shoot himself. But she and heefdtad been very



close. Domenico, on the other hand, would hatetbesee him
showing what he would consider to be a weaknessti®hed away
from the door, slowly.



CHAPTER VIII

HouRrs had passed since Caroline's decision had been. i5hdday
in her great canopied bed and stared unseeingiheairnate ceiling.
How was he? Had he fallen asleep at last?

She could not sleep for thinking of the agony whiehwould be
going through in the next room. And she could Hetp. She knew
that she could.

A thump as something fell to the floor in the nextdm brought her
swiftly to an upright position and she listened ikgdor any other
sign that he was still awake. Her heart was ratumgusly as she
jumped out of bed and went over to the communigadwor. All was
quiet. She could stand it no longer! Her negligess wpread across
the foot of her bed and with one quick movement Sipped her
arms into it and fastened the belt at her waisth@¥it further thought
she went over to the door and turned the handlanH lgoodness, it
wasn't locked!

The bedroom was dim. The curtains were drawn at¢hess/indows

to shut out as much light as possible. As shediptver to the bed
she saw that a glass lay by the side of it anda pbwater was

spreading over the thick carpet. Her glance wethédoed. He must
have attempted to get a drink and had spilled theen She went
forward to ask him if he would like her to get hdmme more water,
and gasped ,with sympathy when he opened his eysbalooked
down at him. They were mirrors of pain. His eydwags dark, were
deep pools of pain. It had creased furrows in hosviband his skin
had a pallor which showed through his deep tan. sk hair,

which was usually scrupulously groomed” was a deoupled mop

where he had run his fingers through it in an ¢ffortry to ease the
tight band of pressure which was sending wavesaof poursing

through his head. The bedclothes were a tangled ofasheets and
covers and were half on, half off the bed.



He tried to insert command into his voice as he kawstanding
there, but his voice echoed the pain in his eyes.

"Go away," he said weakly. "Leave me alone!"

Caroline moved towards the door. "I'm going dowmnstd®omenico.
But | shall be back in a moment."

He lifted his hand to wave her away, but she heghdly turned her
back on him, and anyway, she would not have takéoanif she had
seen him.

In a matter of minutes she was back carrying a lebwiater in which
ice cubes floated. She put it down at the siddefaed and dipped a
clean white hand towel into the icy water. Genthe ressed him
back against his pillows when he would have satouggemonstrate
with her, and with a dull groan he gave in to Imsistence.

She knew better than to try to rearrange the bedresaand pillows,
for the least movement would cause the sliversaof fp stab away at
his defenceless head.

She wrung out the towel which was by now thorougmgregnated
with the chill from the ice and smoothed it on te ¢orrugated brow.
A sigh escaped him and, on a long- drawn breatkidied, "Oh, the
relief, Caroline. The blessed relief!"

Patiently, she ministered to him, smoothing the&l ¢olvel across his
brow until it began to feel warm and then changirigr another one
which she alternatively soaked in the bowl. He miodl speak again,
but she knew that her treatment was having theeatésifect, for he
was lying quite still and the lines of pain werd as deeply etched in
his face. She could not see his eyes, for hiswieie closed as if in
sleep, but he was not sleeping, for now and agawen she would



have withdrawn the cold compress, he lifted hischemhold hers
where it was for a few seconds longer.

She sat upon the edge of his bed while she wasgdtis brow and,

presently, she left the towel where it was and bdgamassage the
side of his neck where the muscles were bunchedckimits with the

tension which the pain was causing. Gradually ha&xesl and his

breathing began to get deeper as he slipped imtefiee sleep. She
continued with the massage until her arms wer€ Siife was sitting

in @ most uncomfortable position, with her feettiba floor and her

body screwed around to enable her to reach tha bBaswas needed
again, and yet to continue massaging his neckniescles began to
protest at their ill-treatment and she stopped ritessage for a
moment to see if he was really asleep.

As she waited he murmured and moved on to his flidging his
arm around her waist and effectively pinning hewdoShe dared not
move for fear of wakening him and starting up tbenghnt pain once
again, so she sat very still and waited until heutdh move again,
when she would make her escape.

Domenico, however, was now sound asleep, a dedpmtess sleep.
His arm began to feel as heavy as a log againdlinexvaist and the
beginnings of cramp numbed her toes. She wrigdlechtin an effort
to send the blood circulating through her feet, loert toes stiffened
ominously. Desperately she tried to slide out @& tlonfines of his
arm, but he moved his head and murmured somethuhgtinctly

when she disturbed him. She could not risk moviggira so

cautiously she lifted one leg up on to the bed.t Télh much better.
She then managed to get herself positioned sattegatould lift the
other one, and as she lay prone beside his sleégurg the dreaded
cramp eased away and she settled herself comfpréafainst the
pillows. Domenico's. breath fanned her cheek amchbart swelled
as she looked at him. How he would hate the thoagher seeing
him defenceless, as he was now! There was no tfaite arrogant



Roman in the face beside her own. Now that the Ipajireased away
he looked pale and very vulnerable. The dark crgsothis thick
lashes lay against his cheeks and his mouth, wdfithte had been
stern and uncompromising, was almost boyish inaesg.

Daringly, she moved her head and placed a whidpgkiss against
the side of his mouth, and smiled down at him lfer first time with
all the love which she felt for him visible in heyes.

As the first fingers of light began making their ywtnrough the
curtains and on to the bed, she moved stealthoiy finis encircling
arm. He slept on, oblivious of her presence. Sifershe moved
across the room to the door and slipped througb hdr own
bedroom.

Her eyes were gritty with lack of sleep and as sasrshe laid her
head against her pillow she fell into a sound sleimb

Hours later she was awakened by the sound of lmmgatireakfast
tray, and was amazed to see Adelina smilingly acingrtowards her
bed.

"Good morningsignora.You have slept well?"

"Goodness, Adelina! Why are you bringing me my kfast up here?
You know | always eat downstairs. What time is it?"

"It is ten o'clock,signora.And Signor Vicari insisted that you were
not to be wakened before now, and that you werbaatee your
breakfast in bed."

Caroline blushed a rosy pink. "Signor Vicari? |shetter?"



"Better? He was up with the lark and off to workdse eight o'clock,
and he was whistling all the time before he werit Better? Yes, |
should think so!"

Adelina's eyes were twinkling gaily as she answe@Gadoline's
questions, and she blushed even deeper as she iedrjdst how
much the faithful old servant knew about her mé&stbusiness.
Judging from the knowing look in her eyes there walsmuch that
she did not know. But she would keep her own cduasewnould her
husband Emanuele. Their loyalty to the family tresrved was
fanatical.

She enjoyed her breakfast enormously. When shdimabed it she

had a shower and dressed in a gay sundress whihsuaright as a
burst of sunshine and went downstairs to join ARma on the

terrace where she was watching over Vito as hesglaythe garden.
She wondered how much Aunt Rina knew of the presseiening's

happenings, and she was a little shy as she ap@odder chair.

She need not have worried, for the old lady's eye® guileless and
her first words relieved Caroline's shyness.

"You will be pleased to know that Domenico's migeahas left him,
my dear. Didn't | tell you he would be as well asrethis morning?"

"Have you seen him, then, Aunt Rina?"

"No. But Adelina told me that he was up early dmat he was singing
in his bath, so he must be well." She looked ke ltttoughtful as she
added, "I must admit | have never known Domenicsirig after one
of his attacks. But perhaps it was not so sevasetitine. Yes, that
must be the reason."



Caroline smiled a slow secret smile. Poor Domersbe, thought, if
that was a mild attack then heaven help him whehdwea severe
one!

The day passed on leaden wings as she waited enggtfor him to
return home. She filled in her time playing withid/and she spent a
little time in the kitchen with Adelina, who lovenh audience as she
worked, and was more than willing to tell Carolitedes of the
mischief which the young Domenico and Vito had gptto when
they were boys. She had a willing listener, fordliae loved to hear
about him, what illnesses he had had, the thindsbesaid and done
to amuse the household and, most of all, how manrignds he
had brought to the house before his marriage. Adelias a mine of
information in this respect and Caroline beganuitdlup a picture of
a Domenico who bore no relation to the grim-faceshnvhich he had
become since the night of the dinner party. Itrdgemble, however,
the Domenico she had known for a few short houRans, and she
felt a pang when she realized that if he had chédhgiethe worse it
was only since he had met her. But perhaps afienight they could
declare a truce. Perhaps he would come home fremwdrik and tell
her to get dressed in her prettiest dress as héakimg her out to see
some of the night-life of Rome. The Eternal Citydwishe longed to
explore it!

She dressed with care in the same dress which athevbrn the

evening before, but which he had not seen, and demih to dinner.

She had not heard the car, but perhaps he hag@hme while she
was in her bath and she had missed the sound afathleraking in

front of the house.

She looked into the small salon where they genesgént half an
hour chatting and drinking a glass of sherry befmwiag in to dinner.
It was empty.



Aunt Rina's voice echoed down the stairs as shkespadeparting
word to Adelina when she left her room to come dstams.
Caroline's heart sank. If Domenico were home helavbave joined
them by now for a pre-dinner drink. Tears pricketlind her eyelids
and she swallowed the lump in her throat in onésling gulp.
Two nights in a row she had dressed up, willing tencome home
and to take her out for the evening. Even if hete@mo be cold and
distant she wouldn't mind. The frustration of atijulaving on the
doorstep of some of the world's most phenomenditsigiithout
seeing anything of them was more than she could & would
have it out with him! She would wait, all nightiécessary, for him to
come home and then she would tell him that sheadkidhtend to stay
cooped up any longer!

In a short while she hoped to hear news of Doriadd,when she had
contacted her, she would be leaving Rome for evet,not, she
hoped, without first storing up some memories @f ¢ty in which
Domenico lived and worked. She badly needed somgtta look
back on when she had left him for good, some hapegnories to
sustain her in what would be an empty, aimlessexce.

She waited for hours for the sound of his car dngwip outside of
the house. Aunt Rina had long since gone to bedGardline was
listening to music which she was playing on theord@layer. The
haunting strains of a particularly beautiful pietdl lingered in the

air as she heard the sound of his key turningaeddbk. As it was so
late, she had dismissed the servants and had d¥sor@nuele that
she would get anything which Domenico might requiteen he

arrived home. She shook herself slightly to dispeh® drowsiness
which had overtaken her during her long wait antdgnfrom the

floor where she was sitting, her head on a cuskiamair, as she
listened to the music.

Domenico's footsteps seemed to be going up thesstaid she
quickened her pace in order to reach him befordiseppeared into



his room. When she reached the door he was alfestiyay up the
stairs and he turned with a start of surprise asdaed his name.

"Domenico!"
"Good heavens, Caroline! What are you doing upiathour?"

She hesitated for a moment and then gathered upooeage. "I've
been waiting for you to come home, Domenico. | wistspeak to
you."

He took in the picture she presented in her blaskrgwhich belied
its sophisticated style and gave her the lookyadung, beautiful, but
rather wistful child. His voice was irritable as tugned away from
her anxious gaze.

"Won't it do in the morning? | am rather tired."

"No, Domenico," her voice surprised her by its fiess. "l want to
speak to you now."

He gave a shrug of his shoulders and turned to dzank down the
stairs to where she stood. He followed her intesilen and as she
seated herself upon the couch he walked over térégace which
dominated the room and stood, rocking on his heeld waited with
barely concealed impatience for her to speak.

Now that he was actually here in front of her &lé tcarefully
rehearsed speeches she had prepared fled fromietiand she cast
about frantically for an opening. He gave her doeas he groped in
his pocket for his cigarette case he said casudlythe way, thank
you for your kindness last night."

Just that! Nothing more! She had not expected owelwing
gratitude, but his casual attitude hurt out ofpatportion and she



masked her tell-tale eyes lest he should see thiehbthad inflicted
with his impersonal dismissal of her efforts on iehalf.

She tried again, after murmuring a non-committatvaar to his
thanks, to open the subject of her incarceratiother house, and
remembered, with relief, that she had not yet ha&dopportunity of
thanking him for the clothes which he had boughtHer. In her
eagerness the words tumbled out in a torrent.

"l want to thank you for the clothes which you bbupr me. They
arrived yesterday and | waited up last night tankhgou for them,
but," she faltered, "you were ill, so | had to waatil tonight. They're
so lovely, Domenico. | could hardly believe my eyd®en | opened
all the packages. The fur coats! They took my lbraatay, and all the
other things! | really can't thank you enough."

The look of cynicism which passed over his fac@eat outpouring
dampened her enthusiasm in a moment. She had daydd herself
into thinking that they could be friends for theodghtime that she
intended to remain in his house, but his look selainly as any
words that his attitude towards her had not changt had no
intention of allowing her ministrations of the piays evening to
change his mind about her.

"Is that all you wish to say to me?" He ground lostcigarette with
an air of finality and moved towards the door abé interview was
at an end, as far as he was concerned.

"No, Domenico - wait!"

He turned, one black eyebrow lifted in interrogati®he stumbled
on. "Please, Domenico, | should like to go out sdime. Do you

realize," her voice rose a little with indignatidihat | haven't been
out of this housat all since our arrival?"



"Ah, so now we come to the crux of the matter! Ywa bored with
your own company. Perhaps you are pining for ttendbns of your
fellow Englishman, Mr. Graham?"

"Jeffrey? Why should | pine for him? | hardly kndwm."

"You seem to know him well enough to be on Chrstiame terms
with him," he countered angrily.

"Oh, that! He asked me to call him Jeffrey thastfinight and
somehow | just slipped into it. Perhaps it's beeaus're both exiles
from home," she said confidingly, "or maybe it'stjthat he's so easy
to get along with. Anyway, there's nothing to itan assure you."

"l don't need your assurances," he answered stifflutend to see to
it that nothing comes of your unfortunate friengshiith this man.

His reputation is notorious. No woman is safe \kitin and in future

he will not be welcome in this house. | have giirestructions to the
servants to that effect, so, if he should callndbbe surprised if he is
refused admittance."”

She gave him a look full of indignation. "How cowyidu, Domenico?
What has Jeffrey done to deserve such treatmentfadebeen a
perfect gentleman always and has done nothing toamasuch a
snub. As for his reputation, | might remind you ttlitawas your

cousin who introduced him to me in the first pla¢eu don't seem to
object to her seeing him!"

Domenico looked thoughtfully at her as she voicedihdignation on
Jeffrey's behalf. He took another cigarette frosrdase and lit it
before answering her.

"Candida is answerable to no one," he replied hidlyghwhereas
you are my wife and your conduct reflects, favolyalor
unfavourably, upon me. If you cannot be trusteddbin a discreet



manner then it is up to me, as your husband, tasdethat your
activities in that respect are curtailed."

"Act in a discreet manner?" Her puzzlement was alwias she
queried his last remark. "When have | not acteti dascretion? Will
you kindly elaborate on that last remark?" she @skédly.

A chill of fear was beginning to creep into herngiThis was not the
way that she had expected their conversation tevigen she had
waited up so patiently for him to come home. Shd mdended
offering him an olive branch, to appeal to him,iradtly, for a truce
and for an easing of the tension between them. Hgutwas as
implacable as ever, and she felt a wave of futiliash over her as she
looked up at his grim face. She was still waiting &n explanation,
and began to tap her foot impatiently when he slkoa@ sign of
answering her.

He glanced down at the tapping foot and seemedearusit and by
her haughty demeanour, for he smiled, at leadigsdwisted a little,
but there was no humour in his dark eyes. His niegmit dark eyes,
which were like deep pools in which she felt sheldsink fathoms
deep, were shadowed by the moody troubled thouglish
oppressed him.

"You deny that your exhibition with Mr. Graham dretnight of the
party was indiscreet?"

"My exhibition?" She began to laugh with genuineuaement. "But

you can't possibly be serious, Domenico? We enjay@ddance

together, Jeffrey and I, but to call it an exhiniti" Words failed her

and she gurgled with laughter at his descriptiowlo&t had been, at
most, a fairly lively and very enjoyable dance.

Domenico was not amused, and in a few secondsabghter faded
and anger began to take its place.



"You really do mean what you said about my beirdiscreet, don't
you, Domenico?" she said quietly.

His only answer was an impatient flick of his fing@s he sent the
butt of his cigarette spinning into the fireplaei did not bother to

look at her and her anger grew as his silence woadl that her

surmise was correct. He thought her incapable ghiti and the

injustice of his condemnation stung her to retaliat

"Caesar's wife must be above suspicion. Is thatwig of it,

Domenico? It doesn't matter that Caesar himselfelea lot to be
desired, in that respect, but his wife must newerghilty of the
smallest digression."

"What does that mean, exactly?" he asked with dangejuietness.

"It means just this - that although | may be guifyenjoying a dance
with an excellent partner | did not lose myselfiig arms to the extent
that you were able to with Candida! You, perhajpdn'tirealize that

you had an audience on that occasion? Or perhapshhems are

such that you didn't care?"

There was no doubt that she had flicked him onr#ve with her
counter-attack, for his face betrayed his feelindggen the colour
began to rise beneath his tan. He turned to faceherrent of angry
words trembling on his lips, but then he pulled $&fhup with a great
effort of will and bit off what he had been aboustay with a snap of
his white teeth. He made a visible effort to regas\composure, and
his next words showed that he had decided to igheraccusations
and treat them as unsaid.

"You will remain in this house until | give you peission to leave it.
That is part of the plan which | have formed inearth educate you in
the ways of decent people who live with honour at@se motives
are above suspicion." He ignored her gasp of ha@marwent on, "I



can think of no better tutor for your lesson thay aant, and | am
hoping that living in close contact with her wiieav you the error of
your ways and that perhaps some of her qualiti#swiai off. .on you.
When, or rather if, | am satisfied that you aresdbltake your place
In our society without disgracing the name that pear, then, and
only then, will I allow you to take your place atyrside and to
entertain and be entertained a wife should. Youabe what | might
call... on probation. So if you learn your lessagllwour release will
come earlier than it would if you were to decidedsist my plan.”

Caroline listened with growing amazement to thiogant decree,
and when he had finished she still sat quiet,Herwords which she
was groping for would not come. Sheer anger andkshwade her
inarticulate, and Domenico waited with patent uroewn while the
emotions chased across her face. She found hee abitast and
choked out her words.

"Why, you insufferably arrogant prig! How dare yspeak to me in
such a way? How dare you even think of me in sualag? | shall
never forgive you for those remarks. Never!"

He shrugged his shoulders negligently and turnegbto

"If that is to be your attitude, then so be it.d @ot intend to argue.
But | can assure you that the longer you take togeize who is

master and that my orders are to be obeyed thefotiyer your

self-imposed confinement to this house will be."Resturned to go
out of the door she asked him sharply,

"Does Aunt Rina know of this diabolical plan of yef"

She waited with bated breath, she felt that shédamot endure it if
Aunt Rina had the same low opinion of her as he Baé loved the
old lady dearly and she felt that her love wasrretd; she had to
know if she was a partner in his degrading scheme.



To her great relief his answer was an emphatic hieed, she has
been taken in by you to such an extent that shddnmat listen to
anything said against you. And | do not want helbbeaupset by the
thought that all is not well in our marriage. Altilgh," he said with
feeling, "she must have an idea, for she is no, faotl | have had
some bad moments with her lately with regard to soycalled
neglect of you."

"And do you honestly think that I'm going to allgwu to dictate to
me in such a manner, Domenico? Because | can peoyois | shall
fight you every inch of the way. Good heavens,"ihdignation burst
from her, "do you think that this is ancient Ronm&l dhat you are
Caesar and | a slave girl? If the situation weresaatragic it would
be comical! You must be mad!"

So saying she picked up her stole and hurried faoiltecsalon and up
the stairs to her room without another look indirgction.

She could not be sure, but she fancied she heardaind of soft
mocking laughter following her until she had clo$edl door.



CHAPTER IX

CAROLINE's fingers trembled as she dialled a number on t
telephone. It was nearly midday and the house \wasrted except
for herself and the servants. Aunt Rina had taleyVito with her
on a visit to some of her friends. They had beemegabout half an
hour and were not expected back until late aftemn@ant Rina's
friends had their grandchildren staying with thend ahey had
begged her to bring along the baby, who would b&dd after by the
children's nurse while they lunched and exchangeddly gossip.

Caroline had been invited too, but she had declisbd had other
plans which she was at that moment putting intmact

"Hello,' is that you, Jeffrey? Caroline here."

"Caroline, my sweet! How nice of you to call me.ilsknthusiastic
tones were a balm to her bruised spirit and shenoué feeling than
she knew into her voice as she returned his gigeetin

"Jeffrey, are you doing anything special today?"
"Not a thing. Dare | hope that you require my preseas an escort?"

Her heart thudded violently as she realized thatwias the moment
to retreat before the die was irretrievably calse Besitated for only a
moment before answering determinedly :

"If you're still available."

Jeffrey was a great one for seizing his opportesiéind his reply was
typical of him. "Get your glad rags on, darlingshall be around for
you in ten minutes!"

She slammed down the phone and ran upstairs toder. Hurriedly
she surveyed her wardrobe and chose a leaf-gress df cool linen



with a scooped-out neckline and white strap shaésaahandbag to
go with it. A hasty shower helped to cool her dovan,the heat was
oppressive, and a very light touch of make-up gslitk completed
her toilet. She looked sweet and very appealidgtvey's jaded eyes
as she opened the door to his summons. She hadbnmguattten
Domenico's statement about his being refused aaimaittif he should
call, and that was the reason she had rushed throegtoilet; she
wanted to be the one to open the door to him wieearhved.

She had forgotten nothing of the previous nighdtsversation, for it
had buzzed around in her head all night and hadechaway all
pretence of sleep. She had been awake when thefifigers of
dawn's light had fallen across her bed and it vaas,tin the cool
hours of the early morning, that she had made uprived to defy
Domenico.

Two or three times that morning, before phoningrédgf she had
nearly backed out, but then she had recalled Darosnhard and
unyielding tone as he had dictated his terms andrésolve had
hardened until she had finally rushed to the pHmefere her reason
urged her, once again, to change her mind, andvete her plan
concrete. Now she was committed. There could b@ming back.

A sharp whistle of appreciation from Jeffrey discerted her for a
moment, but then she smiled at him and held oub&ed in a warm
gesture of friendship. He took it and lifted it hes lips, his eyes
suddenly serious, and kissed it lightly. Then he ter down the
shallow stone steps and handed her into the sitiéetdports car
which was standing at .the kerb. She settled Herdgel the bucket
seat and was driven off for her first real glimpsé&ome.

Unfortunately, Jeffrey's idea of sightseeing wasy/ \different from

her own. It mattered nothing to him that twentywesecpnturies had
gone into the building of the mother of cities, fois car went
whizzing past the imposing buildings and cool tinglfountains, the



majestic churches and picture galleries, and hddahher out of the
car in front of a restaurant which proclaimed fitselbe the Castello
dei Cesari.

Caroline turned to him with a small frown of disapgment as he
urged her into the restaurant.

"But, Jeffrey,” she protested, "I thought we woub& going
sightseeing. There are so many things | want to #ee Colosseum,
the Baths of Caracalla. And | should simply loveh&ar the sacred
music in the Sistine Chapel.”

He looked at her with horror. "But, my love, onlyettourists go
there. Surely you don't want to be smothered iroaa of gawping
foreigners all jabbering away in different langusgead flashing their
cameras in every direction?"

"Why not? I'm a foreigner and | don't speak Italiso | should feel
quite at home in their company. You don't know Hwe longed for

the opportunity of seeing all the wonders of Roar® now, when
I'm in the very heart of the city, I'm whisked tbgh it and scooped
into yet another restaurant!”

Jeffrey had to smile at her indignation, but hisotation did not
falter. He put his hand under her arm and propéiedyently through
the door. "How will it do if | promise faithfullya take you on a
conducted tour tomorrow if you'll come with me namd meet some
of the crowd that | hang around with?"

"Well -" she pondered.

"Good," he answered hastily. "It's a promise, thamd urged her
inside before she changed her mind.



Once inside, Caroline's eyes were drawn to the rhegmt view
from the restaurant window. Her delight was obvitmusveryone, for
she could barely manage to tear her eyes away ifreongreet the
many friends and acquaintances which Jeffrey iniced to her
while they had a pre- lunch drink and waited fa Waiter to indicate
that a table was ready for them. In a short spddene she had
enough invitations issued to her to keep her emtextl until
Christmas, if she had wished it, but she prevattaith her
would-be hosts, telling them that she must firadfiout whether
Domenico would be free on the dates suggestedr&uased to let
herself think of Domenico's reaction when he fowud about her
digression. It was enough to live for the momer tmenjoy herself
while she could.

And she was enjoying herself. To her surprise itne simply flew

past. Meeting and talking to new people revivedflagging spirits

considerably, and she was astonished when Jeffiidyitswas time

for them to go. But before they were allowed toveedwvo young

friends of Jeffrey's insisted that they must havpramise from

Caroline that she would attend a fancy-dress pahtigh they were

throwing that night. The small dark Italian girlhase name was
Maria, pleaded with her young husband to make thigmtheir word

that they would be present.

"How about it, Caroline? Will your lord and mas#diow you to go?"

Caroline stiffened. She had not intended to actegtinvitation,
pressing though it was, but Jeffrey's words neeléd

"Of course, | shall be delighted to come to yourtypa she told
Maria, and then, for some reason, a shiver ranugirdher which
brought with it a feeling of foreboding.

It was only when she was in the car and speediok tioethe house, at
her insistence, for she wanted to be there whert Rura and Vito



arrived home, that she remembered that she hathgdthwear for
the party. She gave a gasp of dismay which calwef&eylto turn and
look at her.

"I've just remembered! | don't possess a fancysdies

"Is that all?" laughed Jeffrey. "Just you leave thame. I'll hire one
for you. As soon as I've dropped you off | shakkatl to it. Will you
trust me to choose something suitable?"

"l suppose so," she answered a little doubtfulbyt"how will you
know my size? And when will | get it?"

With a wicked glint Jeffrey sized her up and he egavshout of
laughter as he noted her confusion. "You arele [tude, aren't you,
Caroline? | was merely checking your measurem@&nus:t worry, |
think you can safely leave it to me to see thatsike is correct. I'm
good at weighing up vital statistics; as for thieestmatter, | shall ask
the firm who hires out the costumes to deliveo your home in time
for the party."

Caroline had to return his cheeky smile and shekié him as she
got out of the car.

"Don't mention it, my sweet. | shall be aroundyou later - and see
to it that you're ready, for | don't relish meetitigat grim-faced
husband of yours any more than is absolutely nacgSsWith a
wave of his hand in her direction he shot away ftbenhouse with a
roar from his exhaust which would have wakenecites.

Everything combined to smooth Caroline's path ¢éivaning. Shortly
after her arrival home Aunt Rina brought the babgkband handed
him over to Adelina to be bathed and fed beforevhae put to bed.
She had just done this when the phone rang ang@isked it up to
answer it. Caroline heard her say, "Very well, Damoe, if you must,



you must. But | have arranged to go out to dinher ¢vening, and
that means that Caroline must either come with ntele bored to
tears listening to a lot of old cronies reminiscimgbe left to dine
alone. | really do think that you are treating heominably!" She
slammed down the phone, leaving Domenico, at therand, in no
doubt as to her disgust with him. She turned toliee.

"You heard?"

"Yes, Aunt Rina. But please don't worry about mes been invited
to a party this evening, so you can go out andyeygairself without
worry about me."

"That is wonderful, darling. But who will be yous@rt? Domenico
Is tied up with a business partner for the reshefevening."

“It's all arranged, Aunt Rina. Mr. Graham is takimg - you know,
Candida's friend."

A small cloud passed over Aunt Rina's face at tlen-tion of
Jeffrey's name, and Caroline thought that she wegdo raise some
objection to her partner. Then suddenly she snaledl gave her a
knowing wink. "He is a charmer, that one. Whattg Pomenico will
not be at the party. A little healthy jealousy ntigk the very thing to
nudge him out of his tardy ways."

Caroline ran up to her and kissed her. "You reallg an old
mischief-maker, Aunt. But | love you for it!"

The old lady returned her kiss and then shooedhéne stairs to get
ready for her party. On her way upstairs she padsetina coming
down and asked her to bring the box which she wpeating up to
her bedroom, as she was going for her bath, andinradsmilingly
agreed to do so.



Caroline had a long luxurious bath and when shdletr into her
bedroom she was happy and relaxed. She saw imraldihat her
dress had arrived for a large box was placed icéimére of her bed.
As she opened it she stood aghast.

At first glance the contents seemed to consispttiing more than a
few wisps of nylon and a bikini-type costume entgdswith sequins
and with two jewelled shoulder straps. She liftecbut. It was

obviously meant to be some kind of harem girl autfir a yashmak
lay in the bottom of the box, and a large selectibpaste jewellery.
With growing dismay she tried it on. A heavy jeveellband clung to
her slim waist from which the wispy nylon skirtdl te just above her
ankles. Her midriff was left bare and the brasstuag revealingly

and outlined her firm young breasts. Flat singtaggted sandals
went with the costume, and an ankle bracelet whiak hung with

tiny metal discs which tinkled when she walked. $iwed on the

overwhelmingly ornate necklace and earrings and sheod back to
judge the effect. "It's barbaric!" she gasped.ftégfmust be mad! |
simply couldn't wear this!"

She jumped as the phone shrilled its summons aadhey eyes away
from the mirror. As everyone was out the call hadrbput through to
the extension in her room and automatically shekehlover to
answer it.

Domenico's strong, vibrant voice came over the siemd she
instinctively grabbed at her negligee to cover apdostume, almost
afraid that by some psychic process he would see it

"Aunt Rina?" he asked.
"No," she stammered, "it's Caroline. Aunt Rina pase out."

"Oh? Well, it doesn't matter. | shall contact leget. Are you alone?"



"Yes," she answered a trifle resentfully. She whitepingly for him

to say that he would come home rather than havsitell alone for

the evening. But even as she waited she heard €asdoice urging
him to hurry with his call, and the cloying possessess in her voice
revolted Caroline. Domenico started to say somgtkise, but she
put down the phone carefully on its rest and walkedr to her

dressing table to begin determinedly to make up faee in the

mirror.

When she had done so she did not once look intmitrer again, for
the dress which she was wearing embarrassed hedfdilg and she
did not want anything to deter her from going othwier plan.

She slipped on a cloak and walked down the stastsgs he rang the
doorbell. She quickened her steps and almost ramtmthe night
and Jeffrey's arms. He took one look at her facedmtided to say
nothing for the moment. When he had driven a httés he asked her
tentatively:

"Was the dress all right, Caroline?"
"But of course, Jeffrey. It's just perfect!"

He gave a sigh of relief. "You're a little sporgr@line. | would have
thought no less of you if you had refused to weaKot that it isn't
suitable,” he hastened to add, "it's just that sgirie wouldn't have
the poise to carry it off. Besides that, | had dleeil's own job to get
you fixed up. | think everyone in Rome must be goio Maria's
damned party tonight."

He looked down ruefully at his own rather mundamate outfit and
Caroline began to smile. Her smile turned to algigomd finally to
helpless laughter which was so infectious thatrdgfivas caught on
its wave and he joined in. He pulled up his car stafety’'s sake, and
they laughed like children. Tears came to theirseged they held



their sides as their laughter rocked them. It wasaavellously gay
and happy moment and it made them both feel youn light-
hearted and full of fun.

Jeffrey was the first to sober up. He looked dowmea and said, with
shining eyes, "Thank you, Caroline. Thank you fakimg me feel
that life is suddenly worth living. | feel marvells! Blooming
marvellous!" With a happy grin he started up theared moved on.

The house where the party was being held was a bldghts when
they arrived, and Caroline's heart beat faster hatbpy anticipation
as she heard the sound of music and the soundighitag voices
floating out to where they were endeavouring tkpghe car. When
Jeffrey had managed it to his satisfaction, thelkedthrough the
wide- open door to be greeted by their host andessswho were
dressed to represent Antony and Cleopatra. Magiagn was as
insubstantial as Caroline's, and as she lookedndrahe felt her
shyness leave her, for, compared with some of tegsds on view,
her own was positively puritanical.

Maria directed her to a room where she could Idarecloak, and
when she had done so she walked out, rather sioyjgin Jeffrey,
and was gratified by his involuntary gasp of adtora

"Wow! You look simply gorgeous, Caroline! That autfis a
knockout!"

Before he could say another word they were sweptancrowd of
happy, boisterous people, all intent on having @dgiime, and from
that moment the party, for Caroline at least, weitih a swing. She
saw very little of Jeffrey, for she was very muchdemand as a
partner and as the party progressed she felt hiadirf on the top of
a wave. Her exotic costume, her flashing deep bles and her
lovely flushed face, which was a picture of anirdasnjoyment,



drew a multitude of partners, and for the firste¢im months she felt
utterly and gloriously free.

After a while Jeffrey made his presence felt. iHdignation at being
pushed into the background while she danced evangel with a

different man knew no bounds, and he pushed histivayigh her

throng of admirers with a strong look of purposehanface. "l say,

you lot, it's a bit much, | must say! | bring th@sh attractive girl in

Rome to the dance and | haven't been able to gethas. Just push
off and find your own partners! The next dance isafi

She went willingly into his arms and gave a gay evaf’her hand to
her disappointed admirers. As they circled the rfldtere was a
tremendous clash of cymbals and the music stopyeakesly so that
the bandleader could make himself heat8ignore! Signori!

Attention, please!" Everyone was quiet as they adhifor his

announcement. "The next dance will be a music&itdr There was

a cheer of delight from the crowd and Jeffrey eixygd to the puzzled
Caroline that a man would walk in given directicaimongst the
dancers and when the music stopped the couplestdarhis right

hand would be asked to answer a question. If thenewot able to
answer it when they would be asked to pay a forfeit

The band began to play once more and the exciteple® tried to

dodge the man, who was taking so many paces togiie so many
to the left, and so on, in case they were leftditanbeside him when
the music stopped. It was all great fun and theplesuwho were
unfortunate enough to fail to answer the questiasiseed were all
sporting enough to endeavour to carry out the &wefvhich they
were given. A young man who looked as if he shdwalde been able
to sing an operatic aria went up on the stage evaked out the first
verse of a popular tune to a chorus of cat-calts good-humoured
boos, while his partner, a young, attractive ¢ad the misfortune to
be asked to conduct the band,to the detriment @rybody's

eardrums.



Caroline and Jeffrey were enjoying it so much thay were unwary,
and to their chagrin, they were the next couplddocaught. The
qguestion which they were asked was one which aeusity don
might have balked at and, although they tried a pewic-stricken
answers, they failed to get the fight one.

Jeffrey's friends were delighted when he was taddance a
hornpipe, of which he did a creditable imitationdato Caroline's
dismay, her forfeit was to dance any dance appatgpto the costume
which she was wearing.

"Oh, no, | couldn't! she protested. But the crowdre adamant.
Jeffrey gave her a push into the middle of the ddloor and they all
gave her encouraging shouts and wolf whistles@agwhaited for her
to begin.

The band began to play, or rather, just the wirstkirments, and the
air was reminiscent of eastern potentates in dgsseces being
entertained by dusky maidens while they loungedilien cushions
and snapped their fingers for attention. One catrftbst imagine the
handsome desert princes waiting for the dancirgepn.

With a laughing, resigned shrug of her shouldeespline fastened
her yashmak across her face and stepped intoritle of laughing
onlookers. She began swaying to the almost hypmatsic, and as
she danced the voice of her old dancing teacheyeechn her ears.
"Listen to the music! Forget yourself in the rhytlamd let your body
tell the story that the music is meant to conveslak, girl! Relax!"
She was carried away by the musical fantasy ancdhwine music
stopped suddenly she was aware, with a jerk, ttateathe heads of
the wildly applauding guests a pair of dark, corgrous eyes were
boring into hers. She stood as if mesmerized anceyes dropped
beneath Domenico's coldly furious gaze.



He was lost to sight in an instant as the congatdy crowd merged
upon her. Thankfully she lost herself in their niidad tried not to
show the sick feeling of dismay which knowledgeD@menico's
presence had brought to her. Desperately, shettrikx$e herself in
the melee, but she felt no surprise when a hanld avigrip of steel
closed around her elbow and began edging her fitowards the
door. She caught a glimpse of Jeffrey's constematihen he saw
that her escort was Domenico, but she had no apmtytto speak to
him.

In a matter of seconds she was propelled into #tleHer cloak was
produced and laid across her shoulders and a surapégcable

Domenico made their goodbyes to her host and h®atas$ escorted
her grimly to his car which was standing in frohttee house. Only
when he had ensconced her safely in the frontadale car did his
grip relax, and subconsciously, she rubbed thatgbdwer arm which

had felt his savage grip, with fingers which weod&owith fear.

He walked around to his side of the car and gotSiil without
speaking, or even glancing at her, he started apc#n and drove
swiftly down the drive and on to the open road. 8arsd a look in
his direction and the stern outline of his profieused her to turn
away quickly and to look, unseeingly, out of henaow, her heart
thumping like a mad thing as she waited patientlythe storm to
break over her head.

He drove on. The ribbon of road was eaten up bytrgrmendous
power of the car which was being driven at a speech in excess of
that at which Domenico generally drove. She wadnigttened, for
strangely enough she had the utmost confidendweilstrong brown
hands which were settled so competently on theistee/heel, but
she felt uneasy. The speed at which he was goitighenlong empty
road which was climbing upwards all the time wag sbe felt sure,
the way home. Houses began giving way to open cpamid panic



began to rise in her as she realized that, wherevesas taking her, it
was not to the comparative safety of his aunt'séou

Still he did not speak. The frivolous piece of nemse which had
been her yashmak was twisted out of recognitiomen agitated
fingers as the oppressive silence grew. This iscuidus! she
thought. Why am | so frightened? He wouldn't dotamg to harm
me. Even if he does look as if he could murdermeeayon't!

She gave him a startled look as he suddenly puillatithe roadside.
He switched off the engine and took out a cigarétta until he had
taken a few quick draws from it did he turn to ladkher, and when
he did, her mouth, all at once, went dry and she dhifficulty in
swallowing.

His eyes raked her, missing nothing of the costumieh now felt
cheap and gaudy and, out of its environment, mohdvealing. She
dropped her eyes, not daring to meet the savagssasent in his,
and a deep painful blush rose to her cheeks dagllies contempt as
a living thing which filled the small confines dfd car until she felt
stifled by the force of it.

His voice when he spoke made her jump, for it haika controlled

tone which unnerved her. Blazing anger she hadategeand was
prepared to meet, but he was not merely angry,adegone two or
three stages past that.

"Would you care to explain how you forgot yoursklf enough to
make me the laughing stock of all my friends analaject of pity to
my family? And why you flouted my express instroas that you
were to see nothing more of Jeffrey Graham?"

He waited, seemingly patiently, for her answer. 8wt could sense
the temper which he was holding in check with amgzontrol.



With a cowardice of which she was later ashameatstélled her
eyes and she began to cry softly.

She made no attempt to disguise the sobs whichhtauder throat
or the fear she felt at the bite in his voice amlunleashed violence
which showed itself in the whiteness of his knuskés his hands
clenched on the steering wheel. She flinched afuthein his black
eyes as he turned on her.

"Tears won't help you now, Caroline, so save thantefter. | am sure
you will need a safety valve when | have finishathwou!"

Her wet lashes flew up from her tear-filled eyes has words
penetrated her misery. Panic showed itself in tdepths as she
asked him:

"What do you mean?"

"I mean," and there was an immovable determinaitiohis tone,
"that the time has come for me to collect whatigng to me. Time
for you to pay your debt, Caroline! | will have setiing from you in
exchange for the disgrace which you have brougbhupe. And |
will have it tonight!"

Horror-stricken, she watched him as he turned #yeahd started up
the engine. He edged the car out on to the opahand she knew,
with the knowledge of fear, that this time he hadrbdriven too far!

The car swept on, climbing all the time, througheyiards and past
solitary villas which Caroline could just distinghiin the deepening
gloom of the evening. Domenico had not spoken agjaite starting

up the car and she still had no idea where heakarsg her. She had a
wild impulse to fling open the door and jump oakihg a chance that



she would not be badly hurt, but she knew thabitilet serve no good
purpose, for he could quite easily catch up with dred bring her
back again. The night was. warm and she had letcloak slip

backwards from her shoulders, but now a chill af f@n through her
and she fumbled for the warmth of the cloak ast @ffishivering

caught her.

Domenico made no attempt to help her, and whehatienanaged to
cover her shoulders with her wrap she snuggled dawenher seat
and tried to control the trembling of her limbs.eStas badly
frightened, and however hard she tried to reasstamelf that
Domenico was, first and foremost, a gentleman, gt look of
purpose on his face and the frightening importiefdst words killed
the faint flicker of hope which had lit within her.

The car seemed to be slowing down. Domenico tumeda
driveway and drew up in front of a pink-washedavglurrounded by
flowers and shrubs. In the dim light she couldses the full glory of
the garden, but the scent of the flowers was oweepog. The moon
came out from behind a cloud and bathed the willan eerie glow.
No light shone from the windows and no welcomingtéteps came
to greet them as they stepped from the car.

So she waited silently while Domenico took his kagd inserted one
of them into the lock of the front door. She did nmve as he swung
the door open and stepped to one side for herecede him, so he
took her elbow and guided her firmly into a halktwa black and
white tiled floor. In the centre of it stood a wght iron and glass
table with a telephone standing upon it. Caroliegss immediately
swung to it. This might be her means of escapgthdf could manage
to put through a call to Jeffrey he would come fetch her. Then she
realized that she had no idea where she was, ahe dlid manage to
phone Jeffrey she could not tell him how to reaeh h



She stifled the sob of panic which rose to herahend fought the
tide of hysteria which threatened to overcome heemshe dared to
think why Domenico had brought her here. Her nejweged when

he spoke.

"Come in here and sit down," he said curtly. "I lwilake some
coffee." So hdnadnoticed her shivers!

Mechanically, she moved forward and followed hitoia tastefully

furnished room lit only by two lamps which Domeng@itched on

before disappearing into what she supposed musiedatchen. She
subsided gratefully on to a colich near one of ldrge windows

which looked out on to a garden. The curtains wetarawn and she
could see the moon sailing across the night skytlaadark shadows
of the trees and shrubs outside gave her a ciieeiihg, as if she and
Domenico were the only two people in the world.

The door opened and Domenico came into the roomyingra tray
with the coffee. He set it down beside her on a lale and
proceeded to pour out.

"I'm sorry there are no biscuits. The villa hasrbeaoccupied for
some time and there are very few provisions. Shik will warm
you."

He sat next to her and handed her her cup. Hershatitidrembled as
she took it from him and she spilt some of it ondleak. Hastily she
rubbed it off before he could touch her and his ke smile made
the blood run to her face as she read his thoughts.

"l see | am to be subjected to another of yourrslayden acts," he
drawled hatefully. "Still, it might add savour teetchase." His black
eyes dared her to challenge him, but she did settad his bait. The
hot sweet coffee was burning her throat, but staegut down in an
effort to chase the frozen apprehension from neldi.



Gradually her coldness dispersed and a hot fluglarbé envelope
her. Her palms began to sweat and her cheeks flasidus eyes,
which had not left her face, began to glow withtaargge light.
Confused, she made a move to stand up, but heupttihand to
detain her. She jerked away from him and her cliedikirom her
shoulders to lie in a crumpled velvet heap onlivar f He reached out
and caught her and left her helpless to resisegsutied her into his
arms. She closed her eyes, waiting for the kishabé which she
knew was to come, but instead she felt his hanberahroat and her
eyes flew open in time to see the gaudy paste aeeklvhich she had
forgotten about, lifted and flung into the far cermf the room.

His eyes bored into hers, sending out a messagmspeakable
contempt for her costume and for her actions thehieg, and his
kiss, when it eventually came, carried the samesags

A hot searing flame devoured her as his mouth tbhegs to respond.
His hands caressed her as his kisses drew thewsoofl her body, but
he did not speak one word of love. He was methdgicand
cold-heartedly breaking down her resistance tddvsemaking, not
even trying to mask the fact that it was an exeroplanned and
devilish punishment.

She began, frantically, to struggle. The wave aspn that he had
aroused left her when she sensed his purpose, aioi &eeling of
shame was all that she could feel, at that moment.

His arms tightened around her, holding her a pasoand her
struggles only served to make him more determiodtbtd her.

"Please, Domenico!" she managed to gasp. "Forae ¢f heaven,
don't!"



His brooding eyes looked down at her as she hekkhleas far away
from him as his restricting arms would allow and hnswer came
through clenched teeth, as if his patience weresi@mxhausted.

"Why shouldn't I? Am | such a fool as to allow gvether man to
enjoy your favours while | am rejected at everyaymity? You are
my wife, remember? And | have paid in advance fa tavours

which | am about to receive! Did you seriously extpee to stand by
and watch you flirting with any man you fancy witlianaking my

presence felt?"

"l haven't flirted with anyone, Domenico," she mled. "l went to the
dance tonight with Jeffrey because | was so terrilbhely and
because you tried to dominate me by making thatuidus decree
that | should be a prisoner in the house. You guwelldn't expect
that | should take you seriously when you said! tA&'re not living
in the Dark Ages. You couldn't have expected meoldey that
ridiculous request f"

"Enough! | do not wish to hear any more. You knkat twhat you did
would anger me, so now you can reap the fruitbaféanger. You are
a mass of contradictions, Caroline! Frftm the fday that we met |
have not been able to tell which is the real youtli® one hand, | see
the happy young mother with a child who adores HAéen, to
confuse me, you tell me that you did not love Vaod | can only
surmise, therefore, that you are a woman of veygdanorals. Again,
you confound me by saying that you accept diamdnmas your men
friends as an insurance against poverty and yograe me by
dancing like a harlot in front of everyone in Romkeo knows me.
What surprises me most is the way in which you haamaged to
ingratiate yourself with my aunt; of all people bwd have said that
she would have seen through you. If she had seetoyaght in that
costume," his eyes flickered over her with contertgite would have
felt as | did. | could have killed you!"



The next moment he swept her off her feet andexhtver over to the
couch. The flicker of light which she had seenigsdyes earlier was
now a smouldering fire which reflected her terdfface as she gazed
into them. She knew that it was useless to saynaore and deep
despair filled her heart. She loved him so muahmsach that she had
been willing to let him go to Candida even thoulgé thought of it
was enough to break her heart. She desperatelyedéirn, for the
first time in his life, to have someone who was ihbis. Someone
whom he would not have to share as he had hadat@ shmother
with Vito, and a wife and child with Vito.

As she thought of Vito the solution she was seekiegented itself.
The one person who had been the cause of his mgrhgr might
help her to save him for Candida. If she could aagvince him that
she had loved Vito then the way would be left oden the
annulment. With the speed of light the thoughtshHéad through her
mind.

She stopped fighting him and closed her eyes aswaan,
demanding mouth claimed hers. Gradually, so agmatrouse his
suspicions, she began to respond to him. His kiskaaged from
savage intensity to warm passion as she surpriged by her
surrender, and for one infinitely sweet moment ttleyg together as
lovers lost in each other's arms.

Weeping inwardly, Caroline caressed the back ohbik and, with
closed eyes, she whispered, "Vito, my darlingMegou so much!"

Domenico was so still that she had to open her.efel®ok of
shocked bewilderment chased across his featurethanddawning
realization. He placed a hand on her shouldersaakdd her dully,
"You loved him?" and, hiding the heartbreak of tvasted heart, her
answer so low that he had to bend to hear it, sheed out a
whispered, "Yes ... | think | always will!"



She was alarmed by his stillness. His shocked iniimofryightened
her and tears of misery filled her eyes. She tulmexchead away to
hide them from him and her movement seemed to lriimgback to
reality. He lifted his hand to her wet cheeks attdked away the
tears with a gentle hand. He was about to speak Wageoline, who
was just about at the end of her tether, jerkechbad away from his
touch and cried, almost hysterically, "Don't toucé!"

Quickly, he withdrew his hand and walked away fritve couch. He
stared out of the window where the dark shadowth@& moonlit

garden seemed to hold his attention for a longevhithen he turned
around to face her his face was stern and a wimédround his
firmly compressed lips was the only indication loé tshock which
she had given him. He spoke gently to her, theipadse had felt
earlier completely gone, his eyes grave and raher

"Come, Caroline. | will take you home!"

He did not ask her why she had lied to him aboufédwdings for Vito.
He had accepted unquestionably the fact that tin thad been
forced out of her by the passion of the momentthatlhis arms had
brought him poignantly back to her as being the omhn she could
ever truly love.

He helped her up and folded her cloak around heuldbrs. His

fingers touched her lightly as he did so and agahiver ran through
her. He took it for a shiver of revulsion and dregghis hands to his
sides. He looked long and deeply into her tortwges with a flicker

of the same pain reflected in his own. He gavela and told her:

"You need never again worry that | shall force mywalcome
attentions upon you, Caroline. And please acceptapuologies for
my behaviour in the past. If | had known that yaua toved Vito so
much it would never have happened. Can you forgig&"



She could not trust herself to speak, for the geets of his voice
tore at her heart and she broke down completelylakdehis arm
across her shoulders, protectively, and led hérdcar.

The journey home was swift and silent. Domenicarsze lost in
thought as he drove skilfully along the windingadsand Caroline
was too tired with emotion to take any interestti®e passing
countryside. It was the early hours of the mornuingn they drew up
in front of Aunt Rina's house, but the lights wetdl blazing at the
windows. Domenico gave a startled look at the sighsctivity

within the house and when he had helped her otheotar he ran
quickly up the steps to the door and rang the bell.

Emanuele opened it, and when he saw them on thstdpdie threw
up his arms and gave thanks to heaven before nghéem inside.

"What is it, Emanuele? Has something happened td Rina?"

The old man shook his head. He seemed to be igrtpeof some
powerful emotion, for his tongue could not form therds he was
dying to speak. Finally, after an impatient gestinoen the waiting
Domenico, he broke out:

"It is the Signor Vito! Word has come that he hasifound! He is
on his way home! The Signora is prostrate with yog;had to put her
to bed, for the shock was too much for her old thdaut she is so
happy, so very happy. As indeed we all are." Eminweped a tear
from his faded old eyes and, at the same time eshtils joy as he
gave them the news.

Domenico turned to Caroline and he saw immedidtedyexpression
of incredulous joy which radiated from her animdtezk. He was not
to know that she was thinking of Dorinda's deligtiten she found
out about Vito's resurrection and of the baby wloal now have a
father to provide for him.



She could not read Domenico's expression as hd kioking down
at her joyful face. He showed no sign of the enmotinich he must
have been feeling at the news.

It was with a shock of horror that she realizedithgort of the event
to themselves, for he asked her in a deeply troliolee, "What of us,
Caroline? What will we do now?"

He did not wait for her answer but ran, two or éhseeps at a time, up
the stairs to his aunt's bedroom. She heard héiDaognenico!" and
then she was left, with silence all around heha@oown thoughts.

Slowly she walked up to her room and sat down,daze, on the side
of her bed. The full realization of what Emanuede said had hit her,
and the one thought which drummed through her thingbhead was
that Vito was coming home and that she must getydvedore he

arrived and showed her up for the liar and chesitgshe undoubtedly
was. The idea of staying to face Domenico's wrdthrmhe found out
about the lies which she had told him was terrdyamd it spurred her
to action. Frantically she began to pack a smaitase with the bare
essentials for her journey back to England andwfigc

Money! She would need money to pay her fare. The [@count
that Domenico had opened for her still remainesuctied, but the
banks did not open until later and she needed to ayey
immediately. But how?

Her eyes lit upon the telephone and thankfully stimembered
Jeffrey. Impulsively she dialled his number andegawsigh of relief
when his sleepy voice came over the wires.

"Jeffrey? This is Caroline. | need your help. Péeaeffrey, will you
help me to get to England?" Her anxiety commundaaself to him
even over the phone, and he quickly assured hehé&waould do all
he could.



"Do you want me to pick you up now?" he queried.

"Yes, oh, yes! I'll be ready when you arrive. Dandke a sound. I'll
hear your car and come out to you. And... thank, yefdfrey," her
voice almost broke. "You're a real friend."

She flung off the costume which had been the catise much strife
and changed quickly into a travelling suit of fibkie and white
tweed. With one last agonized look around her biedwbom she
crept stealthily, like a thief in the night, dowretstairs.

The servants were nowhere to be seen, but sheditnxiously for

any sound from Domenico, who was still with his a®he prayed
that he would not appear before she had left thisdycand luck was
with her. She waited, her nerves near to screamangt, until she

heard Jeffrey's car pull up outside. Nervously feimebled with the

door catch and when she was outside in the coleshimpiir she let
the door close behind her with a dull thud. Nopptog to look back,

she ran down the steps to where Jeffrey was waatimwas quickly
driven Sway.

"l haven't had time to phone the airport, Carolih#fink it would be
better if | drive you back to my flat for some bké&sest and then we
can make enquiries about the earliest flight ab&lto you. What do
you say?" His worried face was turned to her farficmation and she
gave him a grateful look and agreed to his suggesti

"l don't know what | would have done without yoeffdey! | hardly

like to ask, but | have to have some money for amg.fCan you lend
me some? I'll pay you back as soon as | get aljbhve a terrible
cheek, | know, but,"” she hurriedly steadied thevguin her voice, "
have no one else to turn to."

Jeffrey looked angry, angrier than she had eveginea he could
look, for he was a happy-go-lucky type by natureowdilowed



nothing to touch him very deeply. He skimmed théase of life and
was well satisfied to avoid the heights and thetliemwf living,
content just to be what he was, an elegant souaté&ifly.

"What do you mean, until you get a job? You dorgamto tell me
your husband would allow you to work when he is ohthe richest
men in Rome?" he asked her angrily.

"Domenico won't know. I've left him for good! | dbexpect | shall
ever see him again.”

The brave look of indifference with which she trieml mask her
feelings did not deceive him for a moment, but éptlsilent. First of
all he wanted to get her to a warm place wherecehkl have a meal
and relax, and then he would get to the bottomtwitwas troubling
her. One thing was certain, she was desperatepyhand badly in
need of someone to look after her.

When she was seated in one of his comfortable <hairustled up
some breakfast for them both, refusing firmly h#eioto help him.
She tried manfully to do justice to the meal thafdnovided, but the
food stuck in her throat and she finally gave updttempt to eat and
put down her roll with an apologetic smile.

"I'm sorry, Jeffrey, but | don't seem to have appetite.”

He poured them both another cup of coffee and tkdmaek in his
chair.

"All right. Tell Uncle Jeffrey all about it.'

"There's so much to tell that | don't quite knowandto start. Hadn't
we better phone the airport?" she procrastinateerHaps they may
have a seat vacant today. | must get away, Jefioeyf I'm still in



Rome when Domenico finds out I've left him he'll e to find
me!"

"And would that be such a terrible thing?" he asgently.
"Yes," she whispered. "So terrible that | don'hkni could bear it."

At that, he picked up the phone and dialled thpaair After a-few
exchanges with an official at the other end hedpwn the phone and
nodded an affirmation to the anxious Caroline.

"There is a seat vacant on a plane which is leaatrgjght o'clock.
I've booked it for you."

She gave a tremendous sigh of relief, and foritsetime for hours,
relaxed completely.

"Now," he said firmly, "would you mind telling mehat this is all
about? You have plenty of time before | need taketp the airport,
SO you can start from the beginning. Shoot!"

She looked undecided, then, knowing that she owkxhim to put
him in the picture, she began to tell him all tiad happened,
beginning from the day of her father's funeral anding where he
had picked her up from outside the house that mgriwhen she had
finished, his coffee was cold in his cup, his ie&tin her story was so
strong, and he gave a "Phew!" of astonishment wieenfaltering
voice came to the end of her tale.

He rubbed his hand across his brow as if bewildaretigave her a
rueful look as he said, "Poor old Domenico! | hdlyasever thought

that the day would dawn when | would feel sorryton. But it has.

You've fairly put him through the mill, haven't yabaroline? And do
you mean to say that although you're married tolenthinks you're
in love with his cousin? The poor mutt!"



"Oh, don't, Jeffrey!" she cried. "Can't you sed thHaad to do what |
did? | couldn't let him take the baby away from fnlead to let him
think | was Dorinda, and then one thing led to heotand | was
caught in a web of deceit which has finally trappssl You can see
now why | must get away, can't you?" she entreated.

"But are you absolutely sure he will be as angryaasthink, when he
finds out? He may love you too much to let it stémmtween you.
Why don't you at least speak to him before youdeBome? Give
him a chance to hear your side of the story be¥tiiee comes home.
Tell him yourself, first, Caroline!" he urged.

She jumped up in agitation. "No! No, | couldn'must get away! |
must!"

She had not told him of her belief that Domenicas walove with
Candida, for she knew that he was in love withHierself and she
did not want him to be hurt. He would find out samough that the
girl he loved belonged to Domenico.

He persuaded her to sit quiet while he cleared atlvaybreakfast
dishes and washed and shaved ready to take Hex torport. When
he was ready he took her down to the car and teegfE Greedily

she drank in the sight of Rome which she had nibaigund to seeing
in detail, and when she thought of the long longdars which

stretched ahead of her without Domenico, her tseetled so much
that it felt ready to burst within her.

Goodbye, my darling! she called to him silently,ths car left the
outskirts of the city, and then, goodbye, my darlbaby. | needn't
weep for you, for | know you will be well taken eaof!

They reached the airport with time to spare andrajeffrey had
purchased her ticket they went into the loungelrendrdered coffee.
She sensed his anxiety on her behalf, for he ketgyher quick



looks and a worried frown marred his usually brifgattures. She put
her hand over his and looked at him squarely.

"Don't worry, Jeffrey. | know what I'm doing. Pleadon't fret about
me."

"l can't help it, darling. What will become of yevhen you reach
England? Where will you live? How can | keep indbwvith you?"

"l shall write to you as soon as | can, and, thaokgur generosity, |
have enough money to get me to my friend's housereM know [I'll
be welcome. I'll be all right, | promise yob!"

"Well, if you're sure," he gave in reluctantly,slippose | shall have
to let you go. But remember, darling, if you eveed me just whistle
and I'll come running."

Her expressive face showed how touched she wais abhcitude,
and he squeezed her hand for a second and thekiygeit her to go
over to the kiosk where he bought her a huge bakotolates and a
bundle of magazines. With a swift glance he toothmheadline on
one of the English papers and he took it over toviiéh a wry
grimace.

"You're getting away just in time, Caroline. It sdyere that Vito is
expected to land at this airport today and that hehging his wife
along with him. Say, what did you say your sistadse is? Is this
her photograph in the paper?"

Startled, she took the paper from him and saw Dargxsmiling face
gazing up at a dark young man with the unmistak&imé& of the
Vicaris. The headlines screamed the news that th&ar's
companion had searched unceasingly for news of dmah had
followed every trail, against all advice, until shead been
triumphantly successful in finding him, sufferingoin slight



amnesia, amongst other things, in a remote Miskaspital in the
heart of the African jungle. The paper made gréat of the fact that
Dorinda had overcome tremendous odds in her sdardter lover,
never giving up hope that one day she would find.hfhey gave
details of the wedding which had taken place inic&frafter Vito's
doctors had given him the go-ahead, and the rada®s which
smiled from the newspaper photograph left no dashb their future
happiness.

Caroline's eyes filled with tears of joy as shedrea. No need to
wonder, now, why she had not received the moneylibanda had
promised her. It must have cost every penny sh&l mape up to
follow all the false trails which had finally ledehto Vito. Her

greatest joy was the fact that her beloved babyldveoon have his
mother and father to make a fuss of him, and ti&at tould fill the

gap which her sudden departure was sure to cause.

She stood up, still clutching the newspaper, winenheard her flight
number called over the airport Tannoy, and the flaaeshe turned to
Jeffrey was serene and almost happy as she madiaré&eell.

"Goodbye, Jeffrey darling. This is the best goimgag present you
could have brought me. I'm quite resigned to goiog that | know
that everything that has happened hasn't beennn Atleast two of
the members of my family are happy, Dorinda ancbtigy. Promise
me you won't tell Domenico where I've gone, Jefffey

She waited, insistently, for his promise before mgwowards the

barrier, and he gave it grudgingly. She stood pio#& and gave him a
swift kiss, then moved in the direction of the wagt plane. He

watched her go with a heavy heart and, when shgusta speck in

the distance, he walked moodily to his car. He &chthere until he

saw the plane was airborne and then he let inliishcsavagely and
drove away in the direction of Rome.






CHAPTER X

THE taxi-driver who was hailed outside Southamptorticgtaby a
slight slip of a girl was not a sentimental mannagure. He had, of
necessity, to be hard-boiled, for he had to contsitd many odd
characters in the course of his job, but this g&l him thinking,
fancifully, of a startled young fawn. Her wide blages seemed to
appeal to him to be kind, and she had a lost, altma&l look which
brought out in him a most unfamiliar feeling of f@ctiveness.

"Where to, miss?" he asked gruffly. Caroline took @ slip of paper
from her pocket and read out Jane's address.

"Have you there in ten minutes I" was his gratifymeply, and she
sank down, with a sigh of relief, into the roomyrdort of the back
seat.

It was not until the taxi had drawn up in fronteofieat semi-detached
house with gay multi-coloured curtains at the wiwddhat she began
to wonder whether it wouldn't have been wiser tadsa telegram
before descending upon Jane in this manner. Whiayfwere out, or
away on holiday?

She told the obliging taxi-man to wait and wentwgbme trepidation
up the garden path to the front door.

It was opened by a tall nice-looking man with the teeing eyes of a
sailor, and just for a moment she wondered abautvekEome, for he
looked at her with polite blankness, then recognittame and both
together they spoke.

"Jim, ..."

"Caroline, by all that's wonderful! | didn't knovoy for a moment.
Come in!"



He called out to Jane to come and see what the maddblown in,

and as he pulled her eagerly into the tiny halltthe-driver gave a
hoot of his horn and drove away with a smile ofs$attion. She has
friends, anyway, he thought to himself, and boygshe look as if
she needs them!

Jane ran through from the kitchen and when sheGangline her
delight knew no bounds. With a cry of joy she ramfard and folded
her into her arms and for a moment everything waes.

"Darling! Why didn't you tell us you were coming?"

"I... I left in rather a hurry, Jane. | do hopealven't inconvenienced
you by descending upon you so suddenly, but | éaays go to a
hotel."

"Hotel? You just dare! We've been simply dyingé¢e sou. In fact, |

was saying to Jim only the other day that if | digdaceive a more
explicit letter from you soon | would go to Romeseif and see how
you were getting along."

She held Caroline a little away from her and Camlried to evade
her searching eyes, but Jane's womanly percepbiaa immediately
the too-bright eyes and the near-tremulous mouticlwivas being

set, unsuccessfully, into a firm bright smile. Akoof deep concern
crossed over her face at these signs of unhapperes$swith an

imperceptible nod in her husband's direction tichieh to keep out of
the way, she led Caroline gently into a tiny sgtimom and sat her
down in a comfortable chair. She pulled a chairmne&aroline and,
when she was settled, said, "All right, darling. Yo want to talk

about it?"

Caroline should have been used to Jane's forthvigiyt of going
straight to the heart of a problem and bringirauitinto the open, but
her friend's sudden attack unnerved her and, watty af heartbreak,



she slipped from her chair on to her knees andefiuner face in
Jane's lap, then sobbed out the whole sorry stboyhier willing ear.

When-'she had finished and the sobs had ceaseartohrough her
racked frame Jane picked up her chin between heffihgers and
looked down at her in amazement.

"Do you mean to tell me you love that husband afrgoand yet
you've left that Candida woman with a clear field? ashamed of
you, Caroline! | thought you had more spunk!"

Caroline looked aghast. She had expected sympattiysaothing
words, but Jane left her in no doubt that she damed her to be weak
and a coward for running away.

"How could | stay?" she asked, a vein of indigmationning through
her voice at the injustice of her friend's attd¢ke'll despise me!"

Jane hid a smile of triumph at her show of tempgg&hne had
deliberately provoked her into this show of spibécause she had
realized that it would take very little to make hemreak down
completely. This was more like the Caroline shevka¢he slip of a
girl with an indomitable spirit. She could not sopgs a broad smile,
and Caroline looked at her with suspicion.

"Why, you schemer, you!" The dullness of her eyiesvith the
beginning of a sparkle. "You tried deliberatelyaonoy me, didn't
you?"

"Yes, darling. And you must admit you feel all thetter for it. Am |
right?"

She waited for an answer, and Caroline began tie sanweak smile,
like the sun struggling through layers of cloud;, ibbwas a beginning,
and Jane was well satisfied.



In the days which followed she provided the torhiattCaroline
needed to lift her from the depths of depressioitivbame over her
at the least provocation.

A familiar giggle of laughter from one of the twiosuld twist a knife

in her heart as it brought back memories of balig.Viihe sight of a

tall figure striding away in the distance was erfotg set her heart
fluttering and her nerves tingling until she reatlizthat it was not
Domenico but simply a passing stranger. The hureimheart did not
get any lighter, but gradually she learned to hideven from Jane.
She put on a show of being gay and carefree aplalied with the

twins and chatted with their parents, as she h#dkinlays before her
marriage.

She had been with them for nearly four weeks aedighnot want to
outstay her welcome. She suggested to Jane thas itime for her to
get a job and a place of her own. Jane pleadedhsitto stay, but she
was adamant. She knew that Jim had waited a lomg to have his
family with him and that, although he was as imsisas Jane that she
could never be unwelcome, her presence in his tionaan indefinite
period would be an unfair imposition on his goodur& So she
began to plan. The first thing she must do, shaldd¢cwas to let Mr.
Wilkins know that Dorinda was no longer lost, afmn, as she
thought of Mr. Wilkins for the first time since hesturn to England,
she remembered that he was still holding for hemtioney from the
sale of her home and furniture. She felt light-fezhdith relief as she
recalled that she had told him she would contant then she
wanted the money sent to her. What a godsend itduoei to her
now!

The next day she travelled to the small town wivreWilkins had

his office. She was tempted to call to see Aliné ber husband, but
decided against it as the thought of answeringjtiestions they were
sure to ask her about Domenico was too much likbipg a recent



wound. She went straight to Mr. Wilkins' office amghen she had
given her name, was ushered into his austere presen

He peeped at her over his ridiculous spectaclesnwdiee went
forward to greet him, and his first words came akack.

"Have you seen your husband, young lady?"

"No," she stammered, and then in a panicky voibe, you mean to
say he's in England?"

"He most certainly is," he answered disapprovingie was in this
office more than three weeks ago asking for newgoof As you
know, | could not help him, for | had no idea toly whereabouts. He
left the address of the hotel at which he is sgynd asked me to
contact him immediately | had news of you. And,ight add," he
continued with a look of grim satisfaction, "thétever I've seen a
determined man it was he. He means to leave ne stoturned until
he finds you!"

She gave a gasp of dismay and put out her hanas$p ghe back of a
chair to stop herself from swaying. Her head wasmswng
alarmingly with the shock which the news had givian. She had
thought she need never see him again, and that itidvidual
solicitors would carry out, between them, all tleeessary dealings
which would be needed to have their marriage aadull

"You mustn't tell him I've been here, Mr. Wilkinsshe entreated.
"Please! | don't want to see him ever again!" Shs as white as a
sheet when she said this, and Mr. Wilkins hurriegtigbbed a chair
and pushed her into it before ringing for his stggeto bring a glass
of water.



When she had had a few sips and the room had stoppeling
around her she begged him again not to communigate
Domenico.

"But, my dear," he cleared his throat in embarrasgnil really think
you ought to see him and get whatever is wrong éetvwyou sorted
out. Even if - and | don't believe for one moméwatisuch is the case
- but even if there is no hope of a reconciliatipoyy must meet to
discuss what settlement he is prepared to makgfoand you must
let him know what your plans are for the future."

"l won't accept a penny from him," she answerecewsntly. "And
when our marriage is over he won't be responsdslent in any way,
so | don't see what possible interest my futuregptzan be to him."

She stared him out defiantly, and he was so takackaby her
statement that he sat gaping at her with his mbattying open with
amazement.

"Then how will you live?" he stuttered back at h&fou're not
trained for a job. In fact, my girl, you are backwhere you were
when your poor father died — untrained and praliyigaenniless."
He shook his head as if despairing of ever makergske sense. She
had a husband who, if actions were anything toygoMas eager to
have her back, and yet she was stubbornly refusiegen see him.

He gave a resigned shrug and gave up wonderig &olhardiness
of the present generation, then proceeded to attetite rest of her
business, but only after having given her his r@loicpromise to say
nothing to Domenico if he should call again.

When she got back to the house she was tremblitiy neaction.
After hurrying from Mr. Wilkins' office she had glaed over her
shoulder every few minutes in case Domenico shioailstriding after
her, and she had been violently startled at thbt 3§ every tall



broad-shouldered man who had passed near her.risded hide
from Jane the shock that she had received, anénsurprise she
succeeded, for Jane had a very preoccupied mandeshe had to
speak to her twice before her voice penetratedibsiraction.

"Oh, I'm sorry, darling." Jane jumped. "What diduygay?"

"l said," Caroline repeated patiently, "that I"'e=s Mr. Wilkins and
it seems that | have a decent sum in the bankcso ktart looking
around for somewhere to live."

This seemed to jerk Jane right out of her day-dsgaior she
entreated her earnestly, "Not yet, Caroline. Wast p little longer."

"But why, Jane? | can't put it off for ever and,odoness knows,
you've been an absolute angel to have me for gp lasimply can't
Impose upon you any longer."

"Just a little longer, Caroline. Please!"

She was bewildered, but decided to give in to mend's plea.
Another few days would not make much differencevany so she
shrugged and said, "All right, Jane, if you insi&tt | hope Jim won't
think he's got a permanent lodger."

Jane's beaming face and happy rejoinder, "He Wwonédte Caroline
look at her suspiciously, but her expression gasbing away and
she returned her look blandly.

Jim remarked upon Jane's expression as beinghigteof a cat who
had eaten the cream, when he came home latenviraing, but even
he, though he teased her unmercifully about whatdlkeed her
"complacent feline" look, got no more satisfactiban Caroline had.



She decided to make no mention of Domenico's poesam the

country or that he had been looking for her. Shetectime to think

about Mr. Wilkins' insistence that she must meetmBnico some

time or other, before anything could be decidedvben them, but
two or three days passed and she had still noeddrerself to accept
the fact that she must see and speak to him once. rBbe had
thought that the hateful wrench of parting from has behind her
and she doubted if she had the courage to meejustip go through

the same agony of parting yet again.

She was no nearer a decision on the day that 3&keel &er if she
would mind baby-sitting for them that evening a® dimd just
received a delayed invitation to a party which wasg held that
evening. The friend, whose invitation it was, haddea that they had
a guest staying with them and, strangely, Janendidmmediately
suggest that she should phone her and ask if gt bming Caroline
along. The omission brought Caroline a small twiagkurt, for she
was beginning to feel a little sensitive about jeatracted visit and
wondered if, perhaps, they were looking for an erdiw be alone for
a little while, but she immediately pushed thisaideit of her mind as
being unworthy, for she had no doubt that both '$aard Jim's
repeated assurances that she could never weaeiowelcome were
genuine. So she gladly agreed to stay with theswhat evening and
Insisted that Jane went out that afternoon to havéair done and to
have a leisurely wander around the shops, somethimgh it was
impossible for her to do with the twins in tow.

Jim came home early and in high spirits, and whemdd spruced
himself up ready for the evening he confessedtddelt like a young
man on his first date, it was so long since they/been able to "live it
up" as they had since Caroline had arrived to lsbier them. She
welcomed this assurance that her presence wasnud si3e, and
waved them off gaily, telling them not to dare timme back before
morning.



She ran up the stairs where the twins lay sleepiacefully to
change out of her suit. She put on a pair of jeantsa short-sleeved
pink jumper, her favourite outfit for lounging, aad she was running
the comb through her bright hair she heard thels®biShe grinned
to herself, thinking that it would be Jane, who aj® seemed to
forget something when she went out, much to herbdm's
annoyance, and went downstairs to open the docr. \&is still
smiling broadly, ready to tease Jane about heetbry ness, when
she opened it.

"Jane, you ...I" Then she stopped and clutcheldeatibor-frame as a
hand seemed to tighten around her heart.

"Domenico!” she choked out.

He stood there gravely and waited. When she madeave and did
not speak, he forced a smile, a rather humourtess,sand asked her
quietly, "May | come in?"

"Yes... Yes, of course." She hardly knew what she saying as she
moved like an automaton towards the sitting- roamd sank down

upon the couch, grateful that her unsteady legschaged her that
far. Domenico followed her and took a seat oppoSitee looked at
him squarely for the first time, and was shockedh®ysigns of strain
around his mouth and by the shadows, which hadyasiuaked in his

fine eyes, but which were now there in full forel® moved his head
as he searched in his pocket for his cigarette @adeshe saw a glint
of silver in the dark wings of hair at his templ€ke force of her love
for him swelled up like a tide, but she willed hedf$o speak calmly.

"How did you find me?"

"How?" he repeated harshly. "By scouring the coufdr the better
part of a month and by pestering your friends asgliaintances for
news of you. | finally had a letter from your sisseiggesting that | try



to find Jane as she was fairly certain that yould/be with her. And
she was right. | called here a few days ago andlsa& and managed
to convince her that it was imperative that | tedkyou. Then she
promised to arrange for me to see you alone. We havtalk,
Caroline. You realize that, don't you?"

"Yes... | suppose so." She could not blame Janediodeception. She
realized that she had done what she thought wasamesnow that he
was here she was not sorry. The meeting had to emheshe could
get it over with and say goodbye to him for whauldoreally be the

last time.

"First of all," Domenico went on hardly, "I want &pologize for the
way in which | treated you. When Dorinda told meaivyou had been
through on her behalf I..." Words failed him. Heat up, his back to
her, and ground out his cigarette in an ashtrayant of him. She
could not see his face, but she could see a mustlhing in his
cheek and his hands were clenched tightly as lghtdar composure
before going on.

"You married me because you were afraid | woulcettke baby
away from you when | found out that you were natrnpther. Is that
so?"

"Yes, Domenico, | did. I'm so sorry | had to deeewou, but |
thought that if you supposed Vito was my baby dnad t had been in
love with his father you wouldn't try to separase khated myself for
the trick | played upon you, but | had to do it,/@nico. It was the
only way!"

He was tense with anger as he lashed out, "Anddwyou propose
that we spend the- rest of our lives? | impresgehyou the fact that
there is no divorce in my country. Am | supposetivi@ alone in Italy
while you reside here, in England? Or are you pexpto come back
with me and to try to salvage something from thess?"



The hurt in his eyes belied the anger in his vagde said this, and
Caroline jumped eagerly at the chance to tell imat he need not put
up with her for much longer.

"But don't you see, Domenico?" Her eyes shone stiynas she
leaned forward to state her case. "We can getamment. That's the
reason | wouldn't let you ...I" She pulled up shamtd a cloud of
colour stained her cheeks as she tried to thin& oy to put her
thoughts into words.

She tried again. "That's why - in Paris, and avitla —"

She could not go on. Domenico had no intentiorsegémed, of
helping her out, although she could tell that hevkexactly what she
was trying to say.

"You wish to marry someone else?" he rasped.

“"No, of course not! But don't you see, Domenicdye salmost
stamped her foot with rage at his stupidity, "dgot see that if we
get an annulment you'll be free to marry Candida?"

He looked at her in astonishment. "I have not fightest wish to
marry Candida," he answered coldly.

She took a step back. "But you love her, Domeniémow you do.
That evening when | saw you kissing her, | knewttheat you loved
her."

His black eyebrows drew together in a frown andembarrassed
look crossed his features. "If you had lookedtkelitloser that night,
Caroline, you might have noticed that | was morssé&d than
kissing," he retorted dryly.



"But you were out with her every night - Jeffreydtane. And that
evening when you phoned me before | went to thiy psine was with
you then. | heard her!"

Her pansy-blue eyes looked accusingly into his daes, daring him
to deny it.

He gave a sigh of exasperation and sat down besidgaking hold
of her shoulders in his firm hands as if to emptaghe point which
he was about to make.

"Look, Caroline, | don't know what Candida has w with our
affairs, but it seems that we must dispose of leéore we can get
down to facts. She is a director of the firm aslhaslbeing one of the
family, and while | was away she had managed tdgetffairs in a
terrible mess. She asked me to straighten thenfoouter, which
entailed a lot of work, and the only time | hadsfmare was in the
evening. You must remember that the business had beglected
during my absence and the work had piled up foattlee office, so |
had no option but to work with her each eveninadrit," he added,
rather shamefaced, "that she began to get ratlssepsive on the
night of the dinner party, but, if you had waitgdu would have
heard me making it quite plain to her that my iestrin her was
solely of a business nature. | have never thoughgioin that way. To
me she has always been the playmate who sharetiitdiiaod, and
nothing else. Does that satisfy you?"

A wild sweet hope began to struggle for existencgaroline's heart.
She looked up at him with dawning hope and thensst of her eyes
disarmed him. With a groan of anguish he tightdmsdhold upon her
and pleaded:

"Please come home with me, Caroline! These pasweeks have
been hell. | promise not to make any claim upon iygou will just
say you will give me another chance. | know | dde'$erve it, in fact



| could not really blame you if you said no, buti$ voice dropped to
a whisper, "l love you so much, darling. So mucdt tlcan't bear the
thought of a future without you!"

Humbleness from Domenico, her arrogant Roman, was than she
could bear. She wanted him badly, but not like! thsmenico, who
had never pleaded in his life before, was sayiraj tte would be
content with any crumb that she might feel inclin@dhrow him!

With a wildly beating heart she melted towards h8he lifted her
soft lips to his and murmured as she did so:

"Oh, Domenico, my dearest love!"

For one stunned moment he looked at her uncompadaigdy, and
then, with a swift movement, his arms slipped filo@n shoulders to
encircle her slim waist and he pulled her forwautd the haven of his
arms. His lips came down upon hers in a searirgtkist lifted them
both into an ecstatic world in which there was rofon only
themselves. Desperately, they clung together &s efkpiate all the
hurt and pain that had gone before, and their &ig®re a dedication
to one mother that, come what may, they would nbuereach other
again.

Domenico, when the first surge of passion had abateugh to
allow them to speak coherently, found his voicgtfigtill holding her
as if afraid to let her go, he charged her daze@lg,you mean to tell
me that | have suffered all these months, and yetigve me?"

She twined her arms around his neck and snuggtechim with an
assurance which delighted him, and answered:

"I've loved you since that night in Paris, my daglibut | dared not let
you see it. When did you fall in love with me?"



He smiled down at her, the shadows gone for ewen fiis eyes, and
told her, "The first time was in a garden, my detaleve. You were
wearing the same monstrous outfit as you are wgarow, but it

made no difference. | fell in love with a harum+goa in jeans and
with the bluest eyes and most heavenly figure &mgt man could
wish to behold."

She began to make excuses for her informal dres$idostopped her
with a kiss which threatened to draw her soul fraanbody. When he
lifted his head he continued, "The second timdl lafdittle deeper in

love, and it was on the day that we were married.iB Paris ...! In

Paris, | was completely lost. | carry a picturewaho my mind of that

night which will never leave me."

She blushed a brilliant scarlet as she recalleddafiusion at waking
up in a black diaphanous nightdress, and she haduat, now, who
had put her to bed that night.

His loving smile chased away her shyness and wieedemanded
that she kiss him she told him before obliging:

"It shall be done, my lord and master! I'm yoursbey!"

Suddenly the laughter went out of his eyes andutieg her closer
with an almost desperate fervour. She withstooddrg searching
gaze unflinchingly, her love shining unashamedbyrfrher eyes, and
was moved almost to tears when he whispered sojeftifl had to
choose one moment to live within my heart it wolddthis one, my
darling. All my life | have searched for you, ard had to suffer to
find you then | accept it. | do not deserve youestmess and your
love, but all my life will be dedicated to takingre of you."

Her heart was too full of words and she was salvedhéecessity of a
reply when his lips claimed hers tenderly. Shemadoubts left. He
was hers completely, and she gave silent thankisi¢dove. All the



torture of the past weeks was forgotten as his\wa®communicated
to her in abundance.

He nuzzled the white column of her neck with seiaghips and she
felt him begin to tremble. He was demanding hermete surrender
and he admitted to her hoarsely, "I am jealousrefyeman who has
ever kissed you, my heart's darling. Tell me ad¢jaat you love me!"

She sensed again his insecurity and her whole gesérature went
out to him.

"Domenico," he looked up into her serious eyes.n'Dioe jealous of
my father."

"Your father...?"
"He is the only other man who has ever kissed me."

To her Adismay, he went white and looked away fln He was
humbled by the thought of how his cruel kisses niaste offended
her gentle innocence. The slow tide of colour creqter his skin as
evidence of his mortification. She caught him to tvéh a sob of
compassion and kissed him until the ardour retutnduds embrace
and he no longer felt the lash of his own conderanate held her
heart in his hand and was convinced, at last,sfhatwvas his alone.

"Do you know where we are going, my love?" he muedun her
ear.

She shook her head bemusedly, not caring so lostp@svas with
him.

"We are going to Paris-on our honeymoon. Only tinie it will be
different.Very, verydifferent!"



She gave a sigh of contentment and said with supreappiness,
"Oh, yes, Domenico! Please!"



