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THE CASTLE OF THE
SEVEN LILACS

Violet Winspear



When the handsome Baron Breck von Linden offerednSa job
which involved staying at his fairy-tale home, thees@e of the Seven
Lilacs, she knew that it was attraction betweeséléand the Baron
that was taking her there.

But Breck's younger brother Kurt made no secrétisfopinion of
Siran and her motives.



CHAPTER ONE

A BUSY morning at the Danube Coffee House had just tapefke
and the young English waitress was taking a welte@rest in the
kitchen when Rudi, one of the musicians, cameltbée that a Baron
von Linden was asking for her by name. The HeroBaequested an
interview with her right away.

Siran stared at Rudi in amazement. 'Whatever cakuatrian baron
want with me?' she exclaimed. ‘Do you think heiglang to do with
the Opera House?"

Rudi shrugged his shoulders. 'He could be. Nowwatifi your cap
and apron, and go at once to speak with this rRardi broke into a
smile. 'He looks very important, and rather impatie

'‘Oh dear.' Her hands fumbled nervously with thdr sdsher apron,
and her cap. 'There, do | look all right?'

'For a girl who has been busy all the morning ymaklamazing to
me.'

She smiled. Rudi was her kind friend, and havingked at one time
in London he could speak to her in her own tongieesaid always
the encouraging thing, but before entering thendgioom of the cafe
she took a quick look at herself in the wall mirréter glossy

red-brown hair was bobbed smoothly to the line &f theekbones,
and her face had a delicate kind of strength adépandence. A
small cross on a chain filled the hollow of herothty where a pulse
beat nervously as she left the kitchen and madetier large

dining-room, now empty but for a couple of waitefeacing the

tables, and a tall figure standing near the door.

Siran hesitated to approach him, for he lookedniatating in a grey
overcoat with an astrakhan collar. He beat impatiere with a pair
of driving gloves, and the cool sunlight through thindow shone on



his crest of silvery hair. Siran thought he mustibddle- aged, then
he met her eyes and she quickly changed her mindreTwas a
piercing quality to his look; a gleam of lake-gi@gneath his heavy
eyelids.

He was a man in complete command of himself, atuded stranger
to her.

‘You are Miss Siran Winters.' His English was fimsls, his accent
slightly grating. 'The young woman who was amongséh saved
from a hotel fire about five weeks ago, in a cout off the

Ringstrasse?"

She stared at his firm features, tanned no doubthbymountain
sports indulged in by men of his virile stamp. "Yebke spoke clearly,
though he made her heart thump with a certain athmas staying at
the hotel which caught fire, and my name is Winters

‘Guten tag.'His look of autocracy gave way to something mol
human. With a click of his heels he gave her a &fmow. 'l have had
some trouble finding you, Miss Winters. Why are yoorking in a
kaffee- hausvhen | am informed that you are a dancer? | utaeds
that you were to dance in the corps de balleteaQpera House.'

His grey eyes took in her black silk dress withfiitsy white cuffs,
the copper shine of her hair, and the wand slimpéssgirl trained
for ballet dancing.

'l hurt my ankle at the time of the fire and anotiiel took my place
in the company. | am working here until "therensther vacancy for
a dancer ... | thought, Herr Baron, that you migitconnected with
the Opera House. Aren't you?'

'‘Not in any capacity.' A trace of a smile touchedlips, as-if the idea
amused him. 'My business with you has nothinglabao with your



career, except that it might be said that it waseexely fortunate
your career brought you to Vienna. Why was that?'

‘The ballet company | was dancing with in Englaradl hhe sad
misfortune to lose its Director, and there weretsiéd pay off. All of

us, apart from the principals, found ourselves olu@a job. My

teacher, who is Austrian, arranged that | dance imeYienna ... then
the night | arrived the fire broke out.' Siran gaveieful little shrug. 'l
twisted my ankle climbing out on to a windowsilltlvia baby in my
arms ... anyway, you don't want to hear about'that.

'‘On the contrary,' his gaze seemed to pierceltan here because of
the child you saved from the flames that night.’

Even as she looked astonished by what he said,aseglancing
around the caff at the bare tables, and frownitigedtngering aroma
of food. 'Can you get away for an hour?' he askauimly. 'We
cannot talk here, and | have something to say totlat requires a
calm, unhurried answer.'

Siran hesitated, and then remembering the child witom she had
crouched on a windowsill that night, she becam&asrabout this
tall stranger whose white-gold hair was so in casttito his sun-
weathered features. Her eyes flicked his mouth sir&felt that it
expressed a man of deep, controlled passions. dkedioa man who
could be kind to those he cared for, but mercitessrds those who
made an enemy of him. This she felt keenly. It wthshere in his
strong face with its thrusting cheekbones.

‘Yes, | can get away for a while, but | must bekdayg teatime, when
trade picks up again.' Her brown eyes met hisasialyintrigued, and
aware of him as a haughty baron. 'Will you excusenhile | get my
coat?'



He inclined his head. 'l will await you in my caich is parked just
around the corner.’

She hastened to the cloakroom, where Rudi wassmakiigarette
and awaiting her with a friendly smile. '"Well, is & patron of the arts
who has offered you a fabulous contract?'

'‘Nothing so good." She smiled regretfully as shppsld into her
tweed coat and buttoned the collar high about rerdsr neck. 'l
think the Baron von Linden is some connection efchild | snatched
out of his crib the night of the fire. | expectlmas traced me in order
to offer me some sort of a reward... he's very &d@and serious about
it all. I couldn't refuse to take a short drivehis car.’

'‘Be careful]iebchen.Rudi's smile faded. 'A certain arrogance linge
still in these men of the old Austrian nobility. 8ttsavoir reinis not
assumed, and young women are impressed by itpdt's of the
privilege of being born with a crested spoon inyaouth.'

She laughed, for Rudi disarmed her rather thamadher. He made
her feel the security of having a good friend tmtto in a strange
city. 'I'll be careful,' she promised. 'l don'tlgahink the Baron has a
roving eye, but I will admit that a girl can't alygbe sure of a man's
motives. Anyway, I'm probably too slim to appealao Austrian.
Don't you like your women to be blonde and buxom?'

' am Viennese.' Rudi took her hand and kissedvinest. 'We admire
a pretty face and a fine-boned ankle.'

'‘Which is all very nice, Rudi, but | haven't tineedtay and be flirted
with. The Baron is waiting for me.'

She ran through the cafe and out of the door lmgacbol sunshine of
Vienna in the autumn. As always she was aware wfagic and
charm in the air, memories of the waltz kings, d&he Imperial
guardsmen. There still hung about an old courty@s&he passed by,



an air of having seen exciting times. Here the bangkkavaliershad
leapt upon their black horses, resplendent in thearlet and blue.
Der Rosen- kavalienad been alive in all its gaiety ... and yet Vignr
still whispered of romance. Of lovers who met ire twoods of
Wienerwald in the springtime, when the lilacs andéns were out in
bloom.

She paused beside a black Mercedes and the ococopaméd the

door for her. She slid inside and was at once awfitee things Rudi

had warned her about. She cast a faintly nervargcglat the Baron's
aloof profile, and was reassured. He was not isteckin her as a
young ballet dancer, a stranger to his countryh&t something else
on his mind.

He drove along the Ringstrasse in silence, leav@rgo her thoughts
.. and suddenly they were filled again by the clanud firebells, the

cries of people in distress, and the frightenedssaoba child left

abandoned in a hotel room. She kept her eyes avieam the court
where the burned hotel was boarded up; silent rempty and

forlorn, its scorched signpost still hanging abtwe door.

It still seemed a sad omen to Siran that a thingidle should have
happened on her first visit to Vienna. She hadradriwith such high
hopes, but they had tumbled down, and her singhsatation was
that she had awoken to the smell of smoke and stneetife of a
child.

'‘What impression have you formed of Vienna?'

She gave a start as the Baron spoke, and saw thgd@ten looming
ahead of them, a rambling place of lawns and lards$ half-hidden
steps leading to secret places. 'Vienna has an ottithwharm about
it,' she murmured. 'l love it.'



'You young people find the word "love" very easgé&y.' There was a
sardonic note in his voice, as if he thought hévenand unaware of
what love really meant. Her heart felt that fanmiaahe. She had been
privileged to know Cassian, the gregaemier danseurand in her
young and unawakened way she had loved him. Hedaa so wise,
and so kind at times, and had predicted that ogeskda would be a
real ballerina. It was still her cherished dreah& would not let go of
it for anyone, not in any circumstances.

'I'm not a child, Herr Baron.' She spoke stiffifou asked my opinion
of Vienna.'

"You appear from your reply to fall in love verysdg.'

'It's in the nature of a dancer to have lots of gmation," she
defended herself. 'l can feel the magic in the aphere of Vienna. |
can see it in the lovely old buildings, and in thees of the people.’

'‘What do you see in my fackeaulein?’

His question startled her, and she had no way efvaring him
frankly. She saw strength in his face, a controjpedsion, and a
certain relentless irony, as if at some time soradwad made it hard
for him to forgive a broken dream. Siran knew abdngtams. As a
mere gqirl of fifteen, straight from ballet schoa the Cassian
Company, she had looked at the lean, dark, gifteeécidbr and
dreamed of growing up to become his partner .hages his girl. She
had known there were other women, ballerinas ity looks and
graceful talents, but always when he spoke tolierethad seemed a
waiting look in his dark eyes.

A Hebrew on his mother's side, he had given hepegial name.
Feigileh little bird.

'l see a question in your eyes, Herr Baron. Youtwaask me about
the fire.'



‘Can you bear to talk of it?'
'l think so, although it was very terrible. Someple died.’

'l know.' His tone was sombre, and he was driviegaily towards
the outskirts of the city, to where the Vienna Wetabmed in their
autumn colours against the distant mountains. Tlvasesnow on the
peaks, and soon it would mantle the sides of tihednd the long ski
trails would gleam darkly against the white.

Her bobbed hair swung against her cheek as shegglaat the Baron.
‘Are you a relative of the little boy's?' She rés@lthe very fair hair,
the large blue eyes filled with tears, the expemsivawl in which she
had wrapped the child in order to carry him to safe

‘Yes.' There was a long pause, and the car wetet fas if he needed
to feel in control of the life and force of the pedul engine. Soon
they were on the edge of the woods, driving in shadow of the
slender trees of Wienerwald, where masses of tiftkage etched
itself against the autumn sky, gilded like the bafore sinking to the
ground.

All at once the car came to a grinding halt, andtres engine
throbbed, the Baron turned to look at Siran, hesygryes piercing
her, a deep groove between his brows. Then heddaggockets and
took out a cigarette case. 'Will you smoke, Missiafis?'

'No, thanks. It's bad for a dancer, who needseaalihind.’

"You will permit me the indulgence?' Again his ssnivas saturnine,
as if her youthful seriousness amused him. As lfd@ dancer was a
flighty thing.

He applied the flame of his lighter to his cigagedhd smoke jetted
from the nostrils of his dominant nose. He wasxéicdy a handsome
man, but he was distinguished, well-built, and vde##ssed. A man to



be obeyed rather than liked at first glance. W&l& had come this far
with him, but if he meant to offer her some rewsmda humane act,
then she would have to refuse him. It would be rerdugh to talk

about that night.

'So you have had bad luck since arriving in Vienhki®?leaned back
In his seat so he could study her. 'And now youvaneking as a
waitress. Such work cannot be too congenial foalletbdancer. Did
you not think of returning to England?’

‘Yes, | thought about it." Suddenly her heart walsiag again; she
lowered her gaze and her lashes made shadows ahéeks. 'But
my reason for leaving was to get away from a peakssadness, and
there seemed little chance of finding a place ioalkiet company.
There are only a few good ones and they are fibechpacity. It was
a choice between dancing in pantomime, or cominyienna. |
chose to come here and | shall stay if there isasm@e of dancing at
the Opera House. If not, | shall work at the cotfeese until | have
saved enough money to go on to Paris. | am ambitipou see. |
have made up my mind to become a dancer with a goawgbany.'

‘There is no one in England to raise objections?'

'l was brought up by a couple of kind, elderly aumtho have since
died. | have no one, Herr Baron.'

‘Then the girl who falls in love with cities is n&xd vulnerable when it
comes to young men, eh?' Blue-grey smoke driftexitathe grey

eyes etched by lines of authority. 'You have ndeerove for a

person overrule your desire for a career?’

Siran thought this conversation had taken a verggual turn, and it
faintly annoyed her that he should talk about Idkat gift you gave
without asking that it be returned. It couldn't bet always, and this



man looked the demanding sort. He would see loeddifferent light
from her.

'So you intend to stay in Austria for the next f@enths, working as
a waitress, carrying trays from table to table, toadtired at the end
of the day to keep up with what | believe is acstmaining.'

'l have to live,' she said defensively. 'l havepay the rent of my
apartment. | am untrained for anything but beiniglqon my feet.'

'‘Quite so.' He stubbed his cigarette and was roiihg at her as he
said quietly: 'Tell me about that night at the hotavish to know
exactly what occurred.'

'You speak as if you have a right to know.'
'‘Believe me, Miss Winters, | have every right.'

Again that sombre note grated in his voice, andnngtee looked at
him she saw a profile hard with tension, excepttiermovement of a
muscle in his jaw.

'You said you could speak of it ... it is equalbrti for me to listen.’

Her hands clenched together on her lap and she figegaze on the
trees of the Vienna Woods, as if it helped to labKiving things
when she had to speak of fire and the terriblehdiégdiad brought to
three people.

She heard the sound of her own voice, speakinggortan who was
a stranger yet who was strangely linked to what lregbened after
she had awoken that night to the choking fumessamoke. She had
scrambled into her dressing-gown and dashed oaittin@ corridor,
where the smoke was even worse, catching in heathsmarting her
eyes, and alerting her to the fear of fire in evargnan being. She had



run towards the staircase in the hope of escapmigniay, and it was
then she heard a child crying in a room with iterditung wide open.

By the time she had snatched the child out ofritsethere had been
no one else in the room—the flames had reachedtéues and she
had returned to her room, closed the door, andbe&drout on to a
fairly wide windowsill where she and the baby coatdeast breathe
freely.

It had seemed like hours, crouching there on tlhersipain from a
twisted ankle, trying her best to comfort the chilthen out of the
smoky darkness, shot with flame, filled with criég®d loomed a
ladder and the reassuring face of a fireman.

‘You are a brave young woman,' they said to hert ¥ho is the
child? Is he yours?'

She could only shake her head. She knew nothingtdidm, beyond
that he was well cared for, and about a year olel.ws also a
handsome youngster, with a pair of deep blue eydsair so fair it
was silvery.

Had she noticed the number of the room in whichhsttefound him?

No, but she could tell them it had been about fimors away from
her own room. And later, after checking the dupéazgister found
undamaged in the safe, it had been found thativ was part of a
suite booked by a Frau Kristy. Whoever she was,ewboshe had
been, was uncertain. She had not been among tpé&pescued, and
when later a woman's remains were found in the kage, it was
assumed that she had abandoned the child and beghtan her
flight by the flames.

Siran gave a shiver. What sort of a woman couldddeer child all
alone like that, to perhaps die from suffocation?



Silence followed her story, and when she glancetthie@atBaron she
found him looking rather drawn. In his hand he wedding a
blackened chain and pendant, and with some diffictdr the catch
was damaged, he opened it and showed Siran a paaioted
miniatures inside. Though somewhat blurred theyewecognizable.
A young woman with a pretty oval- shaped face freuiog soft gold
hair, and a young man with a rather dreamy dar& faandsome in a
Byronic way.

Sitan gave the Baron a questioning look.

‘This was found on the body of the dead womansdi huskily. ‘It
belonged to my young sister Kristy, and was tratmedur family
about a week after the fire.'

'How terrible!" Siran touched his hand with invaiary sympathy. 'l
am so sorry for you ... then the child...?"

‘Unquestionably the child was hers.' He snappedoitiest shut and
plunged it into his pocket. 'Kristy was not hapgyhame. She ran
away from Mayholtzen about twenty months ago. Métglea is in
the mountains and something occurred around thattthat made her
hate the place. She may have known that she wes/toa child ... we
certainly didn't.’

He drew a deep sigh. 'lt was not until | saw the that | realized the
truth. The boy's likeness to his mother, combineth \the locket
found on the dead girl, confirmed my own and offi@pinion that
she had been my sister. The name used by her wa¥Fisty, and |
now believe that she may have been on her way hoMayholtzen.
She had stayed away from us long enough and hadedeto bring
her son home.'

He gazed sombrely from the window of the car. 'Toame the fire,
and it was typical of Kristy to run away again. Alyg she has run



away in a crisis, thinking of no one but herselhisltime," he
shrugged his broad shoulders, 'she ran into songetinom which
there was no escape.'

'Did you never try to find her?' Siran asked.

'Of course | did. | am not quite a man of stone'lébked angrily at
Siran, and she drew away from him, seeing the powais body and
sensing something of the fear and uncertaintyrthet have been felt
by his young sister when she found herself in tl@ub

'l found her soon after she left us,' he went8he'was living with a
friend at Interlaken. | told her she could come koamy time she
wished, but she refused. She said the castle asltinoundings had
grown hateful to her. She would do as she pleasetl| could return
to Mayholtzen and tell the rest of the family teshe was now living
her own life. My mother was extremely upset, ofrseu And later on
Kristy told usnothing of the child we had some tighknow about.

You see, Miss Winters, she had a sweetheart, andidtefrom a

mountain fall. He was the father of the boy. | amesof it. If only she

had let me know she was in Vienna | could have clamker and the
tragedy need never have happened.'

His eyes dwelt broodingly on Siran's face. 'She seasnpulsive, and
it worries me that she may have been a little tegled of me. Do |

look such a bear? No, she kept everything to Heeswl chose to
conduct her life as if it were an operetta. Shet keg from knowing

my nephew for a whole year ... he is a fine chitdink she must have
been proud of him, in her way.'

Siran supposed so, and tried not to think of tHeylzaying all alone
in that smoke-filled room.

‘You could not have run and left your child in tiaaty, eh?' Suddenly
he reached for Siran's hand and enfolded it im¥ws. ‘We have you



to thank for the boy. You saved his life, Miss Virst, and you must
be rewarded --'

'‘No," she broke in, 'it's reward enough that heth wou, safe and
sound.’

'l have to insist.' He smiled, but she saw the lobkommand in his
eyes. 'l came looking for you so | could expressawy gratitude,
and my mother's. She invites you to come to Mayeolto meet her,
and to perhaps stay for a holiday.'

"That's so kind of her, but | couldn't ---'

"You are full of refusals.' His smile became sliglitangerous. ‘It is
hardly good for a dancer to work as a waitress. dldy is the
occupation a tiring one but you will find no tinekeep up with your
training.' He paused as if to let these words smnKYou are aware
that your talent could become impaired ... thentwhlh happen to
you?'

'l am young, Herr Baron, and only as yet a dancardorps de ballet.'

'‘But all the same you value your talent ? You hialeed of being
ambitious for the future.'

'Yes --'

‘Therefore would it not be better for you to enjog freedom of our
mountains for a few weeks, where you will not behed off your feet
in a coffee house?'

'l need the money | earn. It's kind of you to ievihe to your home at
Mayholtzen, and I'm sure | would have enjoyed saathange of
scenery, but it just isn't possible.’



'l see no impossibility,' he said suavely. 'If yam@ concerned about
money, then it is no effort for me to write a chequ

'I'm sure it isn't!" Colour stormed into her cheéBsit | happen to be
an independent person and | wouldn't dream of dicgeponey
from you.'

‘The boy's life is worth every penny | have, Misers. It would
give me pleasure to make you financially securafgear, let us say,
until you are established with a good ballet conygan

'‘No."' She shook her head firmly, and her pewter Ibalbbed against
her cheeks. 'l like to stand on my own two feetl bdon't wish to be
known as a dancer who was kept by an Austrian baron

He laughed sardonically. 'l would not advertisdrégulein. It would
be our secret.’

'When a thing is kept secretive it always seemsa@hen someone
else stumbles on to it. You're generous, Herr Basahmy answer is
no, thank you. I like to work for my living. | likéhe feeling of self-

respect.’

‘You are very British,' he said, and his grip tegied on her wrist.
"You won't give in without a fight.'

'l won't give in if we sit here till the moon rideShe tried to pull her
hand free of his and found steel in his fingersr'Will | beg, Baron.
But | will remind you that | am a visitor to Austtiand so far | have
found only courtesy and gaiety, and respect for wags of a
stranger.’

'‘Obstinate as well as fearless, en?' He smiled doterher eyes, and
she was abruptly aware of being alone with himsrchr, on the edge
of the Vienna Woods.



'I—I must be getting back to the coffee house,'sshd. 'Herr Wilder
will sack me if I'm not there to serve the teatioustomers. | had
trouble finding work, being English, and | can'toafl to lose this
job.’

‘What if | offered you another... at Seven Lilacs?'

Her eyes looked into his, large and startled. Brayas with little
gold lights in them, and a faun slant to their epsn Rather unusual
eyes for an English girl, but then her mother hadrba rather wild
young Cornish girl who had liked to wander the Iescand the
moors, and who had pined away the winter her ydurspand Tor
did not return from a fishing trip to Arctic watekde and all his crew
had died at sea in a fearful storm, but Siran resshlbut a baby and
all she remembered of her childhood was being debyea pair of
kind, elderly aunts who without spoiling her had stopped her from
following her dream of becoming a dancer. She hadatural,
willowy grace inherited from her mother, who hanintled the cliffs
and roamed the moorlands up until the day Siranbwas. The aunts
said always that she had her mother's eyes andgiay, but from
her seaman father she had the heritage of indepeadand the will
to face up fearlessly to life.

looked at the Baron von Linden and thought of tinange twist of
fate which had brought about their meeting. She tbatvhe had the
strength of will to get what he wanted, and equtdly pride to turn
his back if he-found himself unwanted. He had danmhe case of
his young sister, Kristy.

He was an intriguing man, Siran had to admit, ahdugh

capitulation would be easier than argument with, itmy should she
give in to him? What possible sort of a job cou&ldifer her? And
what sort of a place was Seven Lilacs? It was artit name, but
she mustn't be carried away by that.



He must have read the questions in her eyes, foeieed to them
without being asked. 'Our castle in the mountasrigiown as Seven
Lilacs. The trees were planted by an ancestressireé, and in the
springtime they bloom all shades of mauve, viotet pink. There is
a legend that while the lilacs bloom at Mayholtdesre will always
be Lindens at the castle. You have made the legent true for
young Lorenz. Now he will grow up at the castled &find it hard to
put into words the gratitude | feel. Miss Wintetspffer you a
position in my household if you will not stay as gyest.'

'‘What sort of a position?' Though interested shesid herself to look
and speak coolly. As she had admitted to Rudigirl@ould never be
really sure of a man's motives.

'‘As dancing teacher at the local school in theeyallt's a rather
delightful place, and | am sure the young girls lsdoenjoy being
taught ballet. What do you say, Miss Winters?'

'l don't know what to say, Herr Baron. Surely theffsat the school
are chosen by the local authorities, and it woaddr them to add a
dancing teacher to the pay roll.'

A trace of a smile quirked his lip. 'Mayholtzen ahé valley belong
to my family. | am part of the local authority, atfidl put forward the

idea that it would be educational for the schotdgw learn the art of
ballet, then very few objections will be raised.’

'You mean you hold a rather feudal position at Mdigen?' Siran
said drily. "Your word is law?"

'‘My suggestions are not enforced, nor do the pelogtemy boots,
but as the head of an old-established family | heaw®ice in what
goes on. Though the old titles mean less in thisleno agethe
people of the mountains like the idea of a barowhom they can
bring their troubles. My brother Kurt is alwaysitdlé amused, or he



pretends to be. You may have heard of Kurt von &iritiHe risks his
neck bob-sledging and winning ski trophies whensné climbing
mountains.'

'l know the name of every renowned dancer," Siraitedl, 'but I'm
afraid | don't know much about sportsmen.’

‘Then it will make a change for Kurt to meet a ygpwwoman who has
not fallen in love with his picture in the magaztrie

'l haven't said I'll come to the castle.’

‘But you will come.’

'You don't ask, you command.'

'It is only my way. Does it stiffen your resistafite
'Yes, a little. Do you intend to pay my wage yolffse
‘Would you object to that?"

'‘Only if you offer me a ridiculously high sum.’

'l promise not to." He smiled sardonically. 'l daw@ corrupt that
shining independence of yours.'

'l suppose | shall be expected to live at the eastl
'‘My mother the Baroness will expect you to do so.’
‘Your brother Kurt is also staying there?'

‘At present. He plans to climb a mountain we dadl Glass Turret.
Some time ago he attempted it with a party Whidtiuiled that
young man of Kristy's. Helmut fell, and Kristy blachKurt for the



accident. He feels he must conquer the mountaid, |ashall not
persuade him to abandon the climb. He must makesupwvn mind.'

‘You are not allowing me to make up mine," Siraotgsted. "You
want me to say right away that | shall come to Madigen. You feel
you owe me something, but you don't owe me a thing.

'l perhaps owe the world a dancer. With us you dduhve the
freedom and the atmosphere in which to keep in, tsionthat when
the time comes for you to join a corps de ballet waill be ready for
it. You will not be run down and tired by a tedigob. Come, your
dancing instincts must respond to what | offer you.

‘They do,' she admitted. 'lI'd be foolish to turevdsuch a chance, but
| can't come right away. The proprietor of the eefhouse was good
enough to give me a job, so | must give in my reoiad work there
another fortnight.'

Baron von Linden frowned. 'If | spoke to him he Wbtelease you
from the necessity to work off your notice. Wordtypermit me to do
s0?'

Siran shook her head. "You must play feagin herr.You are a little
too ready to take control of people and events, taatl may have
been why Kristy was afraid of you.'

‘Are you afraid of me?' His eyes challenged heo. 'Beem a hard,
demanding man to you, one who has no understaraditige fears
and affections of a young woman?'

‘You are one of the strong people,’ she repliede '"World can't
frighten you, so you are yourself a little frighitegn People sense
your impatience with their weaknesses.'

'‘What a brute | am," he drawled. 'Dare you comeradtl to Seven
Lilacs?'



'If you dare me, Herr Baron, how can | resist?' Sheled, but
meeting his lake-grey eyes beneath those broodisgshe felt her
heartbeats quicken with the alarm he engendergdolir brother
Kurt like you?'

'‘Does it worry you in case you find yourself in thheuntains with a
pair of tyrants instead of one?' A smile of ironigagned in his eyes.
'‘Well, Miss Winters, | am going to leave you to diecfor yourself

about Kurt. | am but a man, so what would | knoww#lihe reactions
of the female heart?'

‘You are too modest, Baron. | am sure you are yatla loss to
understand women. You struck at my weak spot raylay; you
knew | couldn't resist anything to do with balkst,you contrived this
job for me. What if | am a bad dancer?'

'l am certain you are a good one.' His eyes flidkexdslender body in
the tweed coat, and dwelt on her face with its farown eyes above
the delicate definition of her cheekbones. An elelyi attractive face,
lighting up in a smile, a little sad in repose. @&nder's face, just as hel
legs and ankles were fine to look at and yet sujgplé sure in
performance.

'l imagine if your ballet company had not come tfgyou would
soon have danced solo?'

'l hoped for that. Our Director had confidence i # She bit her lip,
for it hurt to talk about the lean, dark man whd kald no one that he
was suffering heart pains the night of 8leeping Beautyallet. Dear
Cassian, exciting and terrific, who had died aftancing the Blue
Bird pas de deuxStill with a flying movement he had entered th
wings, and there he had dropped like a shot bitceyThad been
stunned, all of them, and then had come the gaagruel realization,
that never again would Cassian, the kind tyramcdaor direct, or
look at a girl with a waiting smile deep in his klayes.



‘There will never be another Cassian,' she saieklgui
‘You cared for him?'

'Yes." She met with a frank directness the greys efeBaron von
Linden. 'To know him was to love him.’

'Such people are raréraulein. One usually needs to adjust to a
attraction,to assess its meaning; to feel the magic deepenctinde
Perhaps your feeling for this man was a form obheorship ... you
are but a girl even yet.'

'Girls grow up fast in a ballet environment. Baletan art in which
the body has to be understood if it is to expremsectly all the
emotions.’

The Baron stared at her, the glint of his eyes utideheavy eyelids a
disturbing combination. Then with a startlingly ckimovement he
caught her by the shoulders and pulled her to Hien.swift reaction

was to fight his touch. Her entire being was shdakéo protecting

itself ... and then he started to laugh.

‘You are as innocent as the day you were weanedyidtked. ‘Do
you need this pretence because | invite you to asyle€? The wicked
baron and the ballerina!" He laughed drily. 'Yoa arnervy young
thing. Not at all the controlled, efficient heroihexpected to find.'

'I'm sorry to disappoint you.' She felt his hantl$ lsolding her and
wanted to wriggle out of them, to retreat into eneo of the car, away
from the power of his body. To be close to him tealse aware of the
primitive things between a woman and a man. Duskfaidiing in the
woods, and he was a masterful stranger.

Then he did the most prosaic thing, he glancetiattatch on his
wrist. 'It grows late and | have to attend to myibass. Could you
travel to Mayholtzen on your own, in two weeks'dlth



'l travelled to Vienna on my own.' She could snmtew, with the
relief of being released. 'I'm really a very effict person and
perfectly able to take care of myself.'

"You make me wonder if you will change your minadatbcoming to
the castle.’

'If | promise, then | shan't break my word.'

‘The Baroness would be most disappointed. Youshgedrandchild
and it was at her insistence | came to Viennarno yiou.'

‘Your mother may not find me a very dramatic hezdin
‘She will find you a very human one, Miss Winters.'

After that he drove her back through the fallingskltio the coffee
house, and there by the car he bent over her hahdiaked his heels
in that imperious way, making her think of opergtédout princes
who fell in love with poor girls they were forbidaéo marry.

‘Until we meet agairfraulein. You will hear from the Baroness. She
will send instructions for your journey to Mayhatz'

'‘Auf wiedersehenShe half smiled at him.

He looked into her eye/a,in two weeks | will see you again, Miss
Winters.Auf wiedersehen.’

She watched the Mercedes drive away, the stregislgimmmering

on the dark shape of it until it was lost to sighbihe had a feeling of
having made a promise she was half afraid to Kéepshe should
feel excited by the prospect of staying at a castlkhe mountains,
and of being able to practise her beloved ball¢hiatvillage school

in a valley.



She had struck lucky ... yet when she thought @it tstrong,
formidable Austrian face she was unsure as nevierde her life.

There were elements of tragedy to meet with atdstle home. A girl
had fled from it, her sweetheart lost to her irakh While climbing

with Kurt von Linden. Kristy had blamed her broth€urt for that

fall, and in her unhappiness she had run away ttz&and to bear
her child alone.

As Siran entered th&affeehaugo begin her evening's work, she
heard the voice of Frau Wilder ordering her to pather cap and

apron. There were trays to carry, customers toeseavbusy time

ahead of them.

Siran realized that she need tolerate this kindiark for only two
more weeks, and suddenly she smiled. Whatever edvdier at
Seven Lilacs, it could not be as tedious as cagrinays of cakes and
coffee back and forth. Herr Wilder was a jovial miaat his wife had
a sharp voice, and right now she was hustling Simemthe kitchen,
scolding and clucking like an agitated hen witlnuant chicken.

'‘Frau Wilder," Siran faced her with a flash of heswn eyes. 'l wish
to give in my notice. | shall be returning to mylleeadancing and
leaving the coffee house in two weeks' time.'



CHAPTER TWO

SIRAN travelled by train to the mountain village of Majtzen, and

from the window she watched the scenery flashthyak fascinating
to have passed vineyards at the outset of hergguemd now to have
come in sight of the snowy peaks with a spreadmst around them,
deepening into valleys where farmsteads clungedtlsides.

Even as the train sped beneath the shadow of thmtaias snow
began to fall, drifting down past the windows likéle white
feathers. It was like travelling into a wintery fe of blue-white
crags and chalets set among pine trees.

Siran began to feel excited and a trifle appreivensis a girl should
who had left behind her the security of a job ieMia to come and
teach the schoolgirls of a valley school the iattecart of ballet
dancing. The end result could be wholly charminkg b fairytale
come to life, but it was hard work and she was glaglwas taking on
girls who were used to skating and skiing. Theuryg bodies would
be supple and they would have a sense of rhythniminty. She had
started training when she was nine, and at theoatyeelve she had
started hepointework. She had learned stillness and poise, ligtstne
and grace, and all this she had to teach thes#rehjlwith the hope in
mind that they would enjoy it, and their parentgprape of the
lessons.

Wisely or not she had chosen to come to Mayholtaad,she could
feel her senses responding to the picturesque \gémpsed through
a ballet of snow- flakes. The train thundered tigioa tunnel cut into
the mountains, and when it broke out on the otlter & slackened
speed as a small station came into sight.

Siran jerked her Robin Hood cap down over one ek laoked
rakishly attractive in a tan suede jacket, a skkirt, and green jester
boots. She reached for her suitcase, and the smabe which held



the things she would need as a ballet mistressyartdd for the train
to come to a standstill before alighting on to tilatform. She
breathed the tang of pine and fir trees, and savsithallness of the
station set against a tapestry of wooded hillssrmivbound peaks.

She had arrived at Mayholtzen, and she stood a mprfieeling tiny
and overawed, as the train whistle echoed up tpesland it slowly
gathered speed and left her alone on this waysidgopn.
Everything went very quiet, and as Siran stood &gl the
snowflakes on the wind she had the lonely feelihtpaving been
droppedoff in the mountains with no one to care, after tlat she
was here.

No one had come to meet her, as the Baroness badsgd in her
letter, unless the man awaited her outside thestgbhe picked up
her suitcase and walked to the barrier. There wasne to take her
ticket, so she left it on the ledge and passedutiirahe turnstile.
There was a narrow road fronting the station, waha soul in sight.
No man, no black Mercedes, nothing but hills adiusrd and already
a thick furring of snow on the road that slopea ittie mountains.
She felt her heart sink a little ... and then gavbound as a figure
appeared suddenly from among the trees and thectcrah his
footfalls on the snowy road drew nearer and nearer.

He was tall and broad in the shoulder, and Sirandat herself for her
second meeting with the Baron von Linden. His latigdes had

brought him within a couple of yards of her tengedng figure when

she realized that this man was a stranger to .reestranger who was
yet familiar.He had a mane of tawny hair sweepiagkifrom a pair

of arresting blue eyes. He wore a chunky sweater eki trousers

tucked into leather boots, and Siran knew in atamtghat he was no
manservant sent to meet her.

His gaze passed over her ... his eyes were asiitlyl blue as the tip
of an iceberg, and about as friendly.



'‘Guten tag, frauleinHis voice was deep and crisp and cool as snao
'| take it you are the ballet teacher, though forament | thought you
had come out of the woods.'

A flush stung her cheeks at the way he looked taer,daking in her
rakish cap of green and her slim legs beneathhibd em of her
skirt. She was about to answer him when he intreddumself as
Kurt von Linden ... the trophy-winning brother whossanner
matched his name.

‘The Baroness planned to come and meet you, MiageVgi and then
it started to snow again and she is like a catpraéers the warmth of
a fire to the feel of the wind." A smile quirkecktarrogant lines of his
mouth. 'We are having an early winter this yeahanre you brought
it with you?'

Siran put a hand to the flying bird brooch on lagrel, a quiet fire in

her eyes as they dwelt upon this man's unfriendbef He was

mahogany brown from the mountain sports, and ttaderhis eyes
glint even more above a set of rugged featuress Was the man
from whom Kristy had fled; it was he who had inditeer dark-eyed

young man to join a climb from which he had notreed. In a flash

all Siran's doubts came rushing back, and if tlénthad been

standing in the station at this moment she woule: lsmatched up her
suitcase and dashed away from a man who seemeichadithe rock
and ice and danger of this mountain country.

He looked down into her wide brown eyes and seeimeead them.
'‘Have you been warned about me?' he drawled. 'lAavéeard that |
am dangerous to know?'

'l know about your sister Kristy. | have been tbler story,' Siran
admitted.



He picked up her suitcase with a deliberate movérard glanced
towards the station. 'l don't think you have hadcimto do with
people like us, Miss Winters. You are a city garjancer who is used
to the bustle and gaiety of a theatre. You mighd fa winter at
Mayholtzen not much to your liking. When the sndalshard we at
the castle are sometimes cut off from civilizatiang then the things
that have happened to us begin to play on our setve/ou as a
stranger might be caught like a moth in our wetlrama. The castle
Is like that. One has to love its isolation, arah seem like a place of
captivity.'

His eyes were narrowed against the snow glare &srhed to gaze
up the mountainside. 'You would be wise, | thing, await the
four-thirty train that will carry you back to Vieart

Siran's fingers clenched the brooch that was hisntan. It had been
a gift from Cassian on her birthday last year, aow to feel the little

gemmed wings was to regain a measure of her compo$ihave

come to take up a job at Mayholtzen,' she samhrilt walk out on it
... because you don't happen to want me at thiec#stur brother the
Baron offered me the position, and your mother e a charming
letter endorsing his offer.’

'‘Have you taught in a school before?'

'l don't think that is any of your affaimein herr.' Annoyance
tautened her slender figure, and yet she stilltieit and somehow
Insignificant beside this man. There was an arrbgaength about
him, vital and untamed as the mountains he setoocnquer.

There was a devil in him that no woman had conglere

'l like children,' she said stiffly, 'so | am caadint | shall get along
with the pupils of the valley school.'

'Do you speak German?' he demanded.



'You really are the limit!" she gasped. 'You askenguestions, and
make more demands than the Baron himself. |—I paalsa little of
your language. My own teacher in England was framstAa, and it
was through her that | came to Vienna in the ptate. | am sure |
shall manage quite adequately, Herr von Linden, fzandng spent
my early childhood in the country | think | shallamage to enjoy
some aspects of Mayholtzen.'

The wind blew his tawny hair as he looked downeat h don't think
| shall be among them, from the tone of your voilce,drawled.

Siran met the steely zircon blue of his eyes anzk@gain she felt
like running back to Vienna and the friendly snofeRudi. Yet why
should she allow this man to frighten her away? I&tkecome at the
invitation of his brother and would be under histpction. She need
fear no one if she had the friendship and gratitafl®aron von
Linden; he was the master of the castle and therauw of this
remote, craggy, almost mythical place.

'So you want me to take you to Seven Lilacs?' itk sa
'l would be grateful if you would drive me there.'

For the first time he really smiled, the sun-linegjgening in his face,
his teeth glimmering white against his brown sKiinen let us be on
our way, Miss Winters. | see you are wearing bosasl, gather you
expected snow?'

‘A friend warned me that the snow starts earljhearhountains.’
‘Do you ski?'
'‘No. | think I'd be afraid of injuring a leg."

‘Are you a coward?'



'‘No,' she said indignantly. 'I'm a dancer, anddyblaroken bone has
been known to end a career in ballet. If that hapgde.. it would
seem like the end of my life.’

He glanced at her. 'l note that you have the dnan@tperament.
Would it really be that bad? | am sure you aremdware that some
men find you attractive.'

She flushed and gave his tall figure a look ofikis|He could say
such a thing because he obviously didn't ~ findietype. It would
have satisfied him if he could have scared her awdly his talk
about a snowbound castle and a web of drama. Heét diént her
there ... perhaps because his brother did.

They reached a bend in the road, and parked irsrtb& stood a
sleigh, painted scarlet and with bells attachdtledharness of a black
horse with snowflakes on his windblown mane. At dpproach of
people he tossed his head and the bells jingled.

Siran was surprised, and delighted by the prospfeztsieigh ride to
the castle, but Kurt von Linden put a check ongleased comment,
and in silence she took her seat in the sleighvamagped about her
knees the fur laprobe he handed her. He put hirasa down by her
feet, making it a barrier between them, and toekl#ather reins in
his hands. He called out something to the horse, gave a skittish
leap and then started off at a tinkling trot.

The sleigh was open to the mountain winds, but withhg of warm
fur tucked around her Siran didn't feel the colde vind flushed her
cheekbones and made her eyes sparkle ... therpleasure in the
airy touch of the snowflakes, and she tried nde#&s the hostility of
the man beside her.

She let herself imagine that she was a balleritlaeodld imperial
times, who in droyhawas being taken to the castle of her benefact



by a wild, blond Cossack. She smiled to herseld,iarthat instant he
looked at her. The snowy wind had tousled his laaid, his eyes were
startling ... blue like the sky pierced by thosgpeaks.

'‘When in England | have never seen a horse-drawghsieo | take it
this is a novel ride for you, Miss Winters?'

'Yes,' she admitted. 'lt's a colourful way to gedwat. One can enjoy
the countryside, breathe the fresh air, and ligtethe music of the
sleigh bells.’

'‘Quite romantic, eh?'

‘That aspect depends on one's companion,' shaedjoiWhy, look at
that! How charming!'

They passed a wayside shrine with a tiny belldnatver and her eyes
shone in her slender face; the green of her hatavisl for her
red-brown hair. She noticed the wide, deep gablédkeomountain
chalets, and saw shaggy-maned ponies racing abaubhiiside. She
felt a thrill at the awesome beauty of the towerenggs and glaciers
etched against the sky. They were fascinating anldeasame time
fearful. A man who dared to climb those could héttee fear of
anything else.

There was an air of drama about the place, andpitg scent of the
pines tingled in her nostrils as this narrow roaved around the rim
of the valley, in which lay half hidden the slawgtimofs of houses and
the colourful steeple of the village church.

‘That is the Chapel of the Little Nun,' she wasd taind the bells were
ringing as they passed, a silvery sound on theg@iur8he felt a sense
of enchantment. Here in such a place she mighsathuhe loss of
CassiaJi, who had befriended her, and believedni&ncing ability.
She had wanted so much to be a great dancer,tbuvitd its ironic
touch had made her a teacher of the dance instead.



‘The mountains look superb from here, as if madergétal, but

believe me, they are full of dangers. There aresylavalls of ice,

chasms that are bottomless, great waves of sndwigalf climbers

before they can bat an eyelash. There are snowdwsithat crumble
beneath one's feet, ropes that give way, howlingpésts that keep
you stranded for days in a freezing tent.'

‘Then why do you climbmein herr?'she asked. It all sounds very
risky and uncomfortable.'

'‘Why do you dancdraulein?'His long whip sang through the flying
snow without touching the horse, whose dark mang symttered
with flakes of crisp white snow.

'You mean ... you enjoy it?'

He gave a laugh that came deeply from his thrbam, as Breck
says, a crazy fool who will one day break his necklunge down a
crevasse. Yes, | enjoy the challenge of the climb.’

'‘Who is Breck?' She gave him an enquiring look.

‘My brother fraulein.'His smile was faintly mocking. "The Baron vor
Linden.'

'Oh, | see.' Her fingers clenched the laprobeidh'tknow his first
name.'

'‘But you were curious about it.'

'‘Not unduly so. He's my employer and one isn't guan a
first-name footing with the man at the top. Youapt® me as ifI'm a
gold-digger who has come here with the intentiomeaking a play
for the Baron. It was he who found me. He who teedethe
invitation to Seven Lilacs. | was quite willing teork as a waitress
until the chance of returning to ballet came albng.



'| daresay Breck is grateful to you for saving ¢théd.'
‘Yet you asked me if | were a coward.'

'‘People are sometimes driven to do a thing thailgdéeghtens them.
Often we act on impulse.’

'‘How could | leave a child who was crying bittentlya smoke-filled
room? | admit | was frightened, but | didn't thiakout that, and if
that is acting on impulse than | am glad | canabee | should hate to
be a person who thinks only about herself.’

'If looks could kill," mocked the tawny Austriahmight have been
struck from the sleigh by the flash of your eyesuYhave quite a
temper, Miss Winters. Frosty and biting like yoanme.'

"You have a provoking way of saying things.'

'l want you to have no illusions about us. Mayherizs no place for
pets.'

'Is that what you think | am?' She looked at hinthwndignation,
firing the gold flecks in her brown eyes. 'A chogid who charmed
your brother into offering me free lodging at tlaesite for the winter?'

'‘Confession is said to be good for the soul, sonf@&ss | did think
something of the sort.'" He spoke with an unrepémate in his
voice, and when Siran glanced at him she saw a dempve of
amusement beside his mouth.

'You can't have much of an opinion of your brothgdod sense with
regard to women,' she said tartly.

'‘No,' he agreed.



He didn't bother to elucidate, but slackened treep the sleigh as
they came in sight of a cascade that tumbled dboemtountainside.
She hadn't realized how high into the mountaingrdie had climbed
so that she and Kurt von Linden seemed alone abewsorld. They
gazed together at the cascade, misty and colodrahdhe sun
touched the spray. The snow- flakes danced irgndtwere gone for
ever.

It was a lovely, unforgettable thing, and then &ifalt again the
skimming movement of the sleigh on its runnersaisinalf closed
her eyes. She had just shared beauty with thiswhanwas so much
a part of these mountains, and it had made her dagbusly

defenceless, and aware of him as a person whoibkdulifis and his
dreams, and his reason for not wanting her atdktdec

She came as the stranger who knew all about Kraiyt resented
her because in a way she had the right to knowy#viag, and the
right to come to Mayholtzen. She felt him to be éeemy, and was
glad that Breck von Linden would Ier protector.

The mountains formed a high, awesome chain arouaghbltzen.
Their great shadows loomed over the sleigh aseid sgarlet through
the snow. Their lower flanks were clad in evergsgdheir peaks
were glacial blue, stabbing at the small clouds shded over them.

‘You have gone as pale as the snow.’

She gave a start at the sound of his voice. Digusss something of
her thoughts? Did he sense that she was rathed afrhim, a girl
seeing for the first time his world of glaciers atdrm-gods? He was
like one himself, with that thick tawny hair swemgpiback like a
mane from his broad forehead, and those blue, staong eyes.

'l suppose I'm feeling strange, and rather appahembout meeting
your mother. The Baroness sounded kind in herlette



'‘Don't worry, my mother is kind, and still very nfuthe charming
Viennese woman who gave up her light- heartedifif¥’ienna to
come and live among the mountains. Things have dregap which
might have broken her spirit, but they never did.'

'‘Please, won't you tell me about her?'
'‘Breck has not talked about her to you?"

"There wasn't the time. | snatched an hour fronctféee house the
day he came to Vienna to see me.’

'It took but an hour for you to decide about himaasemployer?' A
rather cynical smile slashed a linedown the browee&. "Some
people find him intimidating. He takes very mucteabur father.'

'He is now called the Baron, so your father --?'

'‘My father has been dead for years. | was smaill member him.
A tall, fair man, both stern and kind. A man of gdg®inciples who
rose from a barrister to be a judge. It was onrdexis day that he was
ordered to go to Germany. The next my mother heasithat he had
been judged himself as a political offender agaimstregime then in
power. It made no difference that he was an Austriahe was
imprisoned. We heard no more of him for a long timed even
powerful friends of my mother's could do nothinggtet my father
released. We as his sons, she as his wife, were wunddal prisoners
at the castle, and the good people of Mayholtzendirt food to us,
and news of the war and how it was going. Not tihey heard much,
but rumours of the English and Allied victories dilder through
sometimes.'

He paused as if living it all again, the guardsrdgy eluded by the
villagers, the daily concern for the father who Heekn stern but
greatly loved, the longing to be as free as thesrothildren, the



awareness that they lived in danger as the somsmén who had
spoken out against a regime that made its owrbteraws.

‘About two years after my father's imprisonmentmyther was sent
a small parcel by the authorities." Kurt von Linddrew a harsh
breath. 'It contained ashes... they said he hatiddieeart failure. The
Baroness knew otherwise, and she grew even morfellféa Breck
and myself. At last she found someone to conducbvex the
mountains into a neutral country, while she renmibehind at the
castle and pretended we were still there. When theyd we were
gone, she could have suffered imprisonment henrsetfher family
was important in Vienna. She was bullied for dagspikte this. They
tried to extract from her the identity of the mamashad helped her to
get her sons out of Austria. She still bears upendmeek the scar
made by the heavy ring of the officer who slappedface.’

Siran gave a small cry of distress. '"How could they

‘Easily, fraulein. They were men without souls. But how good it we
after the war to return to the castle and to findlas our home again
and not a prison. Much of the furniture had beeplest the
chandeliers, the paintings, the carpets and thé &ldinets, but they
had not managed to get my mother's jewellery. A# time it
remained hidden in the belfry of the Little Nun pkh and piece by
piece it was sold to help rebuild what those briiesd destroyed. It
was only a year or so ago that Breck was ableatetand buy back
the pieces best loved by Trinka. That is our naonéér.’

‘Trinka," Siran murmured, and a picture began tomfm her mind of
a small, indomitable, still lovely woman, who wittue .Viennese
spirit had lived by the principle dbiegen, nicht breckenBend but
do not break.

‘Mein herr,| don't quite understand about your sister ..sgi



'‘Our young adopted sister,’ he explained. 'Trinkeags wanted a
daughter, and Kristy was orphaned as a baby. Alsyo&den imp
whom Trinka adored and adopted.'

‘It must have been so sad for your mother whenhglaed ... about
Kristy?'

‘Yes, it was a great shock. But she has the bapkihto you.'
'You really mean those kinds words, Herr von Lirfflen

'‘But of course.' His glance was piercingly bluéndligh had | been
Breck | should have used my influence to find yoplace in ballet.
It's where you belong, is it not?'

His frankness had about it the shock of a blowif asthing could
make him like her, or want her at the castle. Ttarysof his
childhood had not been a play for her sympathlye. .wanted her to
know that it wasn't only the memory of Kristy tHeunted Seven
Lilacs.

But if he had shocked her, he had also stirred?haragination and
she was eager to meet the Baroness.

It was only moments later that she glimpsed thdeasrrets rising
above a forest of trees. The sleigh j entereddrest and the path ran
on for about half a mile, the evergreens and pseadtering their
shadows and their needles beneath the runnersldiga bells made
an enchanting sound among the trees, and to Sidefight they
emerged beside a lake with the castle situatederotky verge of it,
the wooded slopes of the mountains towering abisveirets. It was
built of stone, as carved and weathered by the s\astthe ice-bound
crags. Two round towers guarded the front of th&tlearising to
conical roofs white with snow. A place so dangelpusmantic that
Siran caught her breath.



'It's wonderful... like a fable!
'‘As old as heaven, as we s&gulein.’

The sleigh made a curve around the lake, a broaah=e of cold blue
water set with small islands. The runners skimmes the cobbles
to the front door under a stone hood ... and thevand the base of
the flowers stood the seven lilac trees, beariogvson their branches
instead of blossom. They were old, strong treesveimeh in bloom

they would curtain the weathered stone with colaod send their
tangy scent wafting in through the latticed winda$he castle.

It would be a sight to behold, and Siran wondefezhe would be
here in the spring to see flowers breaking operthenboughs that
were today laden with snow.

Kurt von Linden gave her a hand from the sleighd her sudden
nearness to him made her aware of how defencebrssirc men
could make a girl feel. There was about this martadity akin to the
mountains, a tang of the piney air, a hardihood thade him
impatient of a girl who danced for her living.

She drew away from him and assumed an air of ceslne
'‘Danke schon, mein hershe said, with a touch of humour.

'For the sleigh ride, but certainly not the advigmve you, eh?' His
hands gripped her elbows and she was forced tomsegaze and to
see in his eyes a promise of more opposition inftihere. They
antagonized each other ... a glance, a word, waiggénto set them
off.

‘Surely you can see for yourself that | prefer twkafor my own dish
of herbs,' she said. 'l worked hard at the coffaesk, and | shall work
equally hard at the school.'



'l think you would prefer to work at dancing insdeaf teaching it.
Will it satisfy your ambitions to be in charge eh®olgirls who in the
main will be as graceful as a pot of turnips?'

‘It will be my job to set those turnips hopping asminning, mein
herr, and I'll do it, despite your doubts. | happenike Ichildren ...
don't you?'

' am not sentimental about thefraulein.'

'l doubt whether you are sentimental about anythemgen your
beloved and challenging mountains. You seem vdfyceatrolled to
me, and such people are usually cool in theirhgsli

‘You sound as if you are challenging me, Miss Wate
'l am making a statement about you, Herr von Linden
'‘On such short acquaintance?'

‘You dared to assess my character, let me remind¥you summed
me up as useless and decided | should return tan¥die

'‘For your own good.'

'‘What can possibly happen to me here .... and Whiah can | do,
even if I don't produce a classroom of young Paad@V

'You aren't a child yourself. You must know thatymuld disrupt
our lives just as one of us could cause havoc twsyo

'‘Why on earth --?' Her brown eyes widened. 'ltfailinderstand you.
What possible havoc could be caused because andateacher
comes to Mayholtzen?"



'‘Miss Winters, | refuse to believe you as innoa@you sound.' He
quirked a blond eyebrow, and with deliberation ltlise eyes roved
her face, taking in the shape of it, the wingecklobher brows, the
flush over her cheekbones, the delicate cleftencéntre of her chin.
*You are not exactly retiring and dowdy.'

'l have heard that you aren't exactly retiring yauself!' She stood
taut between the iron grip of his ; climber's hariB® you imagine
that like other girls | am going to throw myselfyatur head ... when |
have the time from dancing lessons, and aiming Hysgeyour
brother the Baron ? Even if | felt so inclinedgl'@nly to look at you
to see I'd be wasting my time. You don't like neg &don't like you,
so let us call a truce on the understanding thdt stay out of each
other's way as much as possible.'

'‘But we will be polite in front of Trinka, eh?' '@burse. | wouldn't
want to upset your mother. | imagine she is fonglaaf.'

His lip quirked. 'As a climber | make this rule. Wfhthe mountain is
quiet, listen for the slightest disturbance ...dkalanche comes when
one is least expecting it,'

'And what do | surmise from that remarkein herr?'

‘A climber can't afford to be impulsive, thereftwe suspects impulse
in other people. You are a stranger who gives raesttme feeling |
have sometimes when | am climbing ... that tindlehe unexpected
just around the corner... that suspicion of havamg foot on a
snow-bridge that will send me hurtling into spaléenly you were
the sensible, solid type, Miss Winters! '

'l must apologize for being the flighty type instéashe said tartly.
'‘But despite it | don't need a keeper --'

‘Don't you? It isn't so long ago since you lostahe who used to be
your Director.'



'He didn't regard me as a nuisance and a danger.'

'‘How did he regard you?' A glint of curiosity canméo Kurt von
Linden's eyes. 'Was he in love with you?'

'How dare you ask me that?' She felt deeply shobketis stranger
who pried behind the curtain of her secret dreangssorrows. He
had no right to speak as if he would have the agthber while she
was here. She came at his brother's request!

‘Shall we go in before we really start to fight?"

He laughed in that lazily mocking way of his. 'Pash it would be a
prudent move, and | daresay my mother is eageett gou.'

‘It will be nice to see a friendly face.' Findingrkelf free of his touch,

she turned to the hooded door, but he motionetbh@ioceed him to

the left-hand tower while he followed with her sage. She paused
in front of the latticed glass doors that frameel thddy glimmer of a

firelit room, and noticed also that among the litages had been
planted a linden tree. It had heart-shaped leavéslae touched them
with a sense of delight. She wouldn't allow the nyger son of the

Baroness to blight her pleasure in this rare olac@lbeside an
Austrian lake. She would ignore him ... but eveslasresolved to do
this, his hand brushed snow on to hers.

‘The linden tree ... do you know the superstitiatigched to it?'
'Is there onemein herr?'
'Yes, they are planted beside a doorway to keefch away.'

Her eyes clashed with his, and she could havén@isimile from his
sardonic mouth as he opened the glass doors. éRjeas,fraulein.'



"You would really like to shut me out, wouldn't ydider voice shook
... she told herself it was from temper.

'‘Perhaps so. | think, little witch, that you brimgre trouble to Seven
Lilacs, and in all conscience we have had our sbbtteat!’

And to these words that held no tinge of welcomeSstepped past
the linden tree and entered the castle. It waoweesthat glowed
warmly in the centre of the room, and Siran wasrave® snow-bear
skins covering the floor, and of books covering wals. A black
piano stood at an angle to catch the light, andaequetry music
cabinet stood near by. Assorted chairs and sofastha room a cosy
look, while a carved old side-table supported allskegy and some
painted tankards.

It was a room with a lived-in air about it, as if@en the leisure hours
the family gathered to read, to smoke, to takdar&kgdand to listen to

music. Apart from the piano there was a radiograth & spacious

rack of records, and Siran knew already from hay st the capital

that Viennese people loved their music.

She looked about her for the Baroness, but the rwasnempty of an
occupant. There was, however, a chair drawn ctofeet stove, with
its cushions disarranged and a book face down®artim of it, as if
someone had been reading there and had left the fooa few
minutes.

Siran glanced at Kurt. 'lt's a charming room,' shidl.

'Yes. Trinka said to bring you here. This is heofarite room, where

she has her books about her, and her music. |lalasé& has gone to
take yet another look at the child. | think she gmas that a being
from the forest will fly in to carry him off.’

'‘Love makes people anxious,' Siran pointed out.



'Of course.' He seemed to be mocking her agaireastrblled to a
table and bent to a carved box. 'Dancers don't spetk, or do you
relax the rules now and then, as | do?'

'‘Never, when it comes to smoking.'
‘Your dedication is complete, eh?"

'Isn't yours? | should imagine that it takes adbfitness to climb a
mountain, or to win a skiing championship.'

'l manage, and my self-indulgences are really vew, despite the
opinion you have formed of me as a playboy sponmsma

'l couldn't be bothered to form an opinion of yblerr von Linden.'

'Really?' He smiled through the smoke of his cijarend his face
took on a saturnine look in the growing dusk of them. "You have
decided that | am opposite in all ways to Breckl as it happens you
are not far wrong. He takes his responsibilitieshéart and will
sacrifice himself to the traditions of this old Auan house ... | see
you look at me askance, Miss Winters, as if | spgeakrt of treason.
Ja, the castle is an enchanting place and | am fond bfayholtzen
draws me to her mountains each year, and | am pgoolie the son of
a brave man. But in my philosophy each man haowis path to
tread, his own life to live, and | see beyond Sel#acs to other
horizons. My brother works and plans and livestifos place.' Kurt
von Linden flicked ash into the stove in a sigraht way. 'He is
bound by tradition and it will rule all his decis® | am different and
| will decide my life as | decide which part of auntain to climb ...
or which woman to love.'

He gave a sardonic smile. "You have large eyess Mimters, and
they speak for you. You think me a terrible egdtist



'You speak as if a sense of duty is a tedious thivigat if you had
been the eldest son?’

He quirked a rough blond brow. 'l should no doudténturned the
castle into a hotel for skiers, and developed Méybko into a

sporting centre. There, does that shock profouyally sense of what
Is proper ... and improper?'

'‘Really, Kurt, have you managed to shock our yogungst so soon?"
The voice held the lilt and charm of Vienna, and&iturned eagerly
towards the door. A woman had quietly entered &edcarried a tray
to a sofa table. 'My dear, you must be feeling éedof a cup of
coffee after that long train journey. It is a sltvain, | know, crawling

as it does through the mountains ... Kurt, will yagease light the
lamps so | can see if this child is as attractv®eeck told me.'

Siran's heart seemed to miss a beat. To be thatigactive by the
Baron was as unexpected as it was pleasant. Mandltiat ... it made
up for being , thought an interloper by his brother

Tall in the shadows of the room Kurt went from latagamp, and as
they bloomed alight Siran met his mother's eyesveasl startled to
find them almost as blue as his, and set like jswela face with
elements of tragedy in it as well as charm. A fde stirred the
onlooker, like a painting of depth and true beauty.

Such wonderful bone structure, and there agaimsblidick velvet of
her dress gleamed a large uncut topaz in a clasihar, an almost
barbaric stone that must be part of the baronve¢le once sold and
then redeemed by Breck von Linden.

'So at last we meet.' The Baroness came forwarchaliout both
hands to Siran, slender hands with a musician{s t\y dear, you
can't know how | have waited for this moment. Taabée to tell you
in words how deeply in your debt | fedllein liebeLorenz would



have been lost to us if you had not been courageoosgh to save
his young life. Siran—you must allow me to call yso—Yyou are
welcome to stay at the castle for as long ais yshhvwand | hope we
will be such friends. Indeed | am sure of it. Yoa a dancer in ballet,
and there was a time when | could have become eecopianist.'

The blue eyes smiled, but a little sadness lurke¢ddem. 'l chose love
instead Liebesleid.You know what it means?'

‘Yes... I think so.' And as she spoke Siran wasawkthe glance that
came swiftly from the tall son of this petite arichoming woman. At
once she felt gripped by shyness and wished shpretehded not to
know the meaning of the word.’

'Say it for us," drawled Kurt, 'in your nice Englizay.'

Siran gave him a look his mother could not havesadsa flash of the
eyes that spoke their own language.

'It means love's agony, Baroness. A lovely wordabliitle cruel.’

‘As there is some sadness to real beauty theledsaacertain pain
connected with love ... but this is not the timeuds to be talking of
such profound things.' The Baroness smiled anccateld the sofa
near the stove. '"You must sit here by the warmthva@ will drink
coffee, enjoy apple cake and discuss the mattatsattl be of little
interest to my son. Tell me, did he give you a géed welcome at the
station?’

Siran had to smile, for the mother was lookinghat $on with every
indication that she knew him well, and when he bewér the
maternal hand his blue eyes met hers in quizzitattzon.

'‘As | am not welcome here, Trinka, | shall take atiy®ff to my
workshop. | can see you are delighted to have Misgers here to
talk to.'



‘Are you jealous, Kurt?' With the audacious hancaahother she
ruffled his tawny mane, and Siran watched amazedvak as if
someone stroked a proud young lion, putting a hlaraligh the bars
of his cage, daring him to snarl or bite. Siranldamagine no one
but his mother having the love to approach himlssaty.

'You have always been a heart-stealer, Trinkacddeed her hand to
his lips and smiled as he kissed it, and withteelgtride he was at the
door, where he turned for a moment to give Siraeragmatic half
bow.

'l hope you enjoy your stay at the castle, Miss t&fim When the
snows come early this usually means that our wwwiktrbe a long
one. | hope you won't find our mountain life toomtonous, but you
must say so if you do, before we become snowbouoddlee railway
tracks freeze over. It will happen this year ..umi@in climbers sense
these things.'

‘And yet you will climb ... that mountain?' Trinkaut out a hand to
him, as if in appeal, but he looked unmoved, antkegeas his smile.
His jaw was hard like stone, and Siran looked eytes that were ice-
blue and strangely impenetrable. He was a man wasse" used to
facing hazards that he had become curiously atoaf bther aspects
of life ... he seemed quite sure that a dancingige herself would
come apart at the seams of hguwhen the mountain winds howled
and spread the snow in thick layers over the cgaitke.

'I'm looking forward to my stay at Seven LilacsérHeyes dwelt on
his chin above the rolled neck of his jersey, dmhtlifted quickly to
meet his gaze. 'I'm not an unworldly child, you wnéhough | must
admit | enjoyed the sleigh ride.’

'Did you indeed?' A devil danced in his eyes a®bk in the slighdy
defiant tilt to her chin. 'I'm gratifiedraulein.'



'‘Being shown some of the scenery was most enjoyablee
emphasized.

His sardonic laugh seemed to linger after he clésedloor behind
him and left her alone with die Baroness.

"You mustn't allow Kurt to ruffle your feathershiessmiled, pouring
coffee into the cups and indicating that Siran Hedpself to cream
and sugar, and one of the delicious-looking apples still warm
from the oven.

'‘My sons are very Austrian, and for a while thell awerwhelm you.
Their creed is that if you climb, climb to the veagak. If you love,
love the night through.'

The silver gleamed in the firelight, spoons tinkéeghinst china, and
the Baroness laughed softly. 'We are a little feusiaan, here in our
mountainschlosshput | think in time you will grow used to our ways
| don't think it will be necessary for Kurt to tageu away when the
snows begin to close our roads. | can see you&&eof spirit, and |
know it because today, tomorrow, and in the timeaahl can hold
my grandson in my arms.’

The fine blue eyes filled slowly with tears. 'Kygistras so foolish to
run away from home. You know that her young man kiléed while
climbing with Kurt?"Yes, | was told. It has all dre very sad and
tragic for you.'

‘Sadder for Kristy, and perhaps for Kurt. The dfamed him
hysterically for what happened ... did Breck ta@lyabout it? Helmut
died on the Glass Turret, a notorious climb whicin woung men
seem driven to attempt. A snow-bridge gave way &sdimut

plunged down a chasm while tied by a rope to Kudragged him to
the very edge, where suddenly it was severed bysihiaep rock,
saving his life. He came home after long hourseafrshing for the



boy, dazed, soaked to the skin in a thunderstoanliioke over the
mountains, to be met by his sister's accusations.'

The Baroness paused and her gaze dwelt sombrety thpowarm
glow of the stove. 'Kristy accused him of cuttirige trope so he
wouldn't be swept down the chasm with Helmut. Waifg, his
guide, was lower down the ice-wall when the accidexxurred. He
examined the rope and testified that it had beeam by the rock ...
and Kurt still carries about his body the marktofticut through his
clothing and scarred him. But Kristy would not ket Wolfgang or
anyone else. She ran away as she did to punish kamtl because of
her he will climb that awful mountain again. Likerhhe will not
listen to reason, and | have to let him do it. Umirisks his life again
where Helmut died, he will not be at peace.’

There was a dramatic little silence, and then Siyyare a shiver as a
cold draught seemed to brush the nape of her ig®fekrecalled the
look on Kurt von Linden's face when he had warnedthat like a
moth she might be caught in a web of drama if &lngesl at the castle
of the seven lilacs.

Yet how could she leave when the Baroness madsdheelcome?
How could she go when she longed once more to Bwssk von
Linden? It would be foolish to run away because ytbenger son
reminded her of the icy crags that towered overctsdle.

‘A little more coffee, my dear?'

‘Yes, please.' Siran smiled, her mind made upwi&hed stay and let
this sad, romantic place weave her into its web.



CHAPTER THREE

THE sun was setting over the castle when Siran folkkbaeyoung
maid to her room. From the window she could sedake, fired by
the final red blaze of the sun, and she heard ijte &f the wind

through the reeds and the willow trees at the emfgthe water.
Gazing from the partly open casement, she caugWtifh of cigar

smoke and wondered if Breck von Linden had arriveche and was
smoking alone in the falling dusk. She pictured hiith his

astrakhan collar turned up about his strong-boree to shield it
from the snow. He seemed to her more worldly tharrother Kurt.
Less fond of the elements and doing battle witimthe

With a smile she glanced round her room and saw Wige
goose-feather bed, looking like an illustration tbe tale of the
princess and the pea. Its tall bedposts reachedséalio the ceiling
and the great puff of a eiderdown was embroidenga berries and
pine trees. The walls of the room were smoothlyteylwith shadows
thrown by the china lamps. The furniture was ofgf@d pine, with
rugs of thick coloured wool, and shelves fillediwitooks and small
wooden animals...'

the sort of oddments a young person would collect.

Siran put a hand to her throat, where her pulse tzgadly. Had
Kristy slept here? Had this room been that of tinevgho had run
away, unable to forgive Kurt for returning aliveifn the climb which
had killed her lover? Siran glanced slowly aroumel toom. No, the
Baroness was too kind to have put her in a roonntealuby a ghost.
The books and the little animals had belonged ® @inthe boys.
Here in this room overlooking the blue lake, adlm&d curled up in
the windowseat and gazed at the mountain peaks.

A yearning child who couldn't go out to play unlesatched by
dark-uniformed guards; who had felt so much a caeptinat as he



grew into a man the mountains had seemed to dfieruttimate
freedom of spirit and body.

This room had once belonged to Kurt von Linden!

As the realization swept over Siran she had thinfgef being an
intruder. Though this room was now too small foatthowering
Austrian, it had once been his youthful sanctuay fae might resent
her presence here.

Well, it couldn't be helped, and with a little sgr&iran took her
sponge-bag along to the bathroom, which the maidshaavn her,

and found it old- fashioned but well supplied witbt water from a
grumbling geyser. She found pine-scented bath as/gt a jar and
added them to the water, and later when she emesbedfelt

invigorated by the alpine smell. Her skin tingledegsantly,

reminding her of the touch of snow, and as she ted/@lown she
caught a glimpse of a smile on her lips, reflected rather steamy
mirror on the wall. Tendrils of hair clung in coppebrightness
against her white neck ... and in that momentisbeght of Kurt von

Linden's remark about some men finding her attracti

Was he afraid that his brother might become atchtd her ... yet
why should that matter to him? Unless he thougdt éhdancing girl
was not quite good enough for the Baron of Mayleoitz

Her cheeks stung. What thoughts to be having, drapl in a towel,
but like other girls she was curious about lovel #re love she might
have found with Gassian had not been fulfilled. elggs grew a little
sad as she tied the cord of her long green robeeamembered those
times alone with him. Those lessons in ballet wttenrest of the
Company had left for the day, their walks along Embankment,
and the warm, tight holding of his hand when theyssed a busy
road.



He had been waiting for her to become a really élarcer. He had
wanted that for her, holding back the words that lazn slumbering
in his dark, faintly slanting eyes. The eyes ahuanf, people had said,
and one of his best dancing roles had deapres-Midi d'un Faune.

She recalled something he had once said to héraaltittle coffee

place in the Strand, not far from their studio nbar Covent Garden
theatre. 'If a person is to be great in music, smngallet, then she
must be detached. Human attachments fray the betwlebn the
artist and her work. Loyalties change. Ambitions kst in the love
for another human being.'

He had been warning her that love would demand plesce in her
heart, but with Cassian it would have been likarigwone and the
same thing. He had been a part of ballet. It was fnow on that she
could never form an attachment that would stealaweay from the
dream of becoming a perfect dancer. She would nifakiedream
come true, come what may.

She met her own reflection in the mirror and samang and rather
lonely girl, far from all that was familiar to hewjth no one to turn to
for guidance any more. On her way back to her rebm collided
with someone and gave a startled gasp as a paanaofs caught hold
of her in her silky robe.

'Miss Winters --'
'Mein herr --'

She was terribly confused, for in the shadowy ligfithe corridor she
had once again mistaken Kurt for his brother theoBaThey were of
a similar height, and she had caught that whifj@dd cigar smoke
clinging to his jacket.

She looked upwards into his blue eyes, felt thestcruof
rock-calloused hands, and knew from the sardone thz&t he would



filch not only his brother's cigars but his girls aell... if he felt so
inclined.

*You smell of the pinewoods,' he drawled, ‘earlthi@ morning when
a man sets out on a climb and the air is pure.’

'Please --' She struggled to escape from him, hachsticed even in
her panic how the black of his dinner jacket oftbettawny mane of
his hair. His shirt was very white against thedéhis throat. He was
hard of nerve, keen of eye, physically splendigasig men are who
have skied the mountain slopes all their lives, dackd the highest
peaks.

He looked down into her eyes, and there was iddak a sudden
disturbing intensity. 'You have been given the rabat used to be
mine," he said, and his grip on her waist seemédten. "'Though |
no longer sleep there, | keep some of my things ¢hest | had as a
boy. | wanted something.'

‘Then—you had better come and sort out what yout.w@he was
alarmed not only by his touch, but she knew hownertdble her
thoughts of Cassian had left her. 'l—I hope youtdomd that | have
your boyhood room?’

'It's a nice room and it overlooks the lake. | homa will like
sleeping there.’

A lazily deliberate look came into his eyes as peke, and she
forced herself to be composed. 'Shall we go ank foo what you
want?' she asked.

'It had better wait. The dinner bell will ring veshortly ... and catch
you still not dressed.' His fingers pressed hestyai subtle hint that
he could feel how little she had on. She pulledyafr@am him and he
let her go, but still his touch lingered as shetdrasd from his tall
figure in the corridor. Never had she felt so uesof anyone. His



moods were like those of his mountains; the ice hinigreak
suddenly, or the avalanche wait but a breathless:ienb away, to
sweep a person off her feet.

She closed behind her the door of her bedroomhiolwhe had once
slept, a boy, then a youth, and soon a man whadiaeind his head to
avoid the slant of the ceiling beams. She leanedghtfully against

the door that shut him out, and then aroused Hexsah the distance
she heard the sound of the dinner bell. She meastdit once, or be
late downstairs, and luckily she was a girl traimedballet to dress

swiftly, to have her hair neat and glossy in sesphér face a picture
of composure as she sped on-stage to the openiagbthe ballet

music.

With equal lightness she sped down the stairs witlappearing to
touch them with her feet, the skirt of her dressfag out to show her
legs. She had bought the dress in Vienna, aftehatiéost everything
in the hotel fire, all but her handbag which she s@atched from the
bedside table as she fled to safety with the abzsdibaby. It had a
full skirt of many-coloured stitchings, with pocket which a pair of
kittens could have nestled. The neckline was erdered and the
sleeves were puffed to just below the elbows. Itl flabout it
something of the goose-girl and the woods, an@éduier mood as a
guest at a castle.

As she reached the foot of the stairs, a greastiogd and rose to its
feet. A mountain dog, all white and big as a b8aan stood hesitant,
and then someone spoke: 'There is no need toehrtlino. This is
our visitor from the world of ballet.'

It was Kurt again, appearing to find her at a disauiage. She wasn't
afraid of normal-sized dogs, or men, but the casttamed a place of
giants. There was about it a tang of mountain wart mystery. Of
wine among candles, of music and tears. Crueltyléfads shadow,



and love was now a whisper, a muted waltz that drdubwing into
gaiety.

'‘May | touch him?' she asked. 'Or will he bite n@ad off?"

‘Not while | am here.' A smile flickered on Kunt'®uth, as if he took
the point of her remark.

'l thought for a moment that a bear had got inéoddstle.' She smiled
and ran a brave hand over the dog's handsomeHeapiowled deep

in his throat and accepted the caress of the stramith something of

his master's suspicion. Then he retreated ancalsé@tout again like

a bearskin against the dark polished wood of e fl

Siran glanced about her and noticed the lampshyeaonze figures,
the panelling with its gothic tracery, the archaddews of coloured
shield glass, and the high ceiling braced by caheainms. She and
Kurt were reflected together in a great mirror somted by a worn
eagle, and she was startled by the way she reaxtigdo his heart,
the embroidery of her dress bright against thertzs® of his jacket.

Suddenly there came the chiming of bells and sbiesld at him with
enquiring eyes.

He studied her image in the mirror, and his blueseglinted as if
amused by her smallness beside him. 'The bellzageeach evening
in the bell-turret. They guide home a climber, @mgone lost in the
forest.'

'It's a nice thing to do.' The luminous brown of laege eyes dwelt on
him. 'Like bells at sea. The cottage | lived inaashild was close to
the seashore and on foggy nights | used to lieethdnd listen to the
bells and be glad they were there to guide to g#fetlittle ships. My
father and his crew were lost at sea ... the wesflcaught them in
Arctic waters, but | was too young at the time éalize that he
wouldn't come home again.’



Then, as if she regretted saying too much to awenwas curiously
ice-bound himself, she glanced awayfrom him. 'Sth@tiive go in to
dinner ... your mother will be waiting for us.’

There was in her voice a note of eagerness shdrcoguite restrain,
and Kurt was looking sardonic as he strode to & dond held it open
for her. 'Yes, only my mother awaits us, Miss Wistdly brother is
still detained in Bavatria ... on business, he sritesay, but | suspect
that some other interest holds him there.’

Siran felt her cheeks grow warm at his mocking toheice, and she
hated him for being right. She had been lookingvéod to seeing the
Baron again; that man of command and presence, histicrest of
silvery hair and his lake-grey eyes. It was disapjpoy to hear that
he was absent from the castle.

She swept past Kurt, bunching her full skirt in temd so she
wouldn't be in contact with him. He might resemhis brother in
looks, but in ways they couldn't be more differeftte Baron was
courteous and kind, but Kurt treated life and worageiif they were a
challenge, to be conquered but never loved.

'‘Ah, there you are." The Baroness turned with alesifinom the
window and the curtain fell into place, shutting the darkness that
had fallen over the mountains. 'What an attraatiess, my dear, and
how well it suits you. You look like Giselle, pogen the threshold
with Prince Albrecht.'

Kurt gave a sardonic laugh. 'l have hardly the dudr the
temperament for ballet ... take a look at Miss \&fist She doesn't
know whether to laugh or weep at the Idea.’

He drew out his mother's chair, and Siran sat dquigkly at the
other side of the table, hiding a reluctant smdeshe unfolded her
napkin with its little silk coronet. She was amatkdt a woman so



gracious and willowy could have a son like Kurt.idade his mother
seem breakable, and yet Siran couldn't help butenbts gentleness
with her ... the one person whom he loved, perhaps.

'In this room we used to have Bohemian chandelmrsthey were
stolen away from us, like other things.' A shad@skdned Trinka's
blue eyes. 'They were such a delight to my boygh wineir

blown-glass flowers and leaves. Their crystals usedhime very
softly if the door was closed too hard.'

'‘Don't let us talk of days that can mean nothinguo young guest,’
said Kurt. 'She could not have been born.'

'Yes how young you are."' Trinka shifted a table vasels® could
gaze across at Siran. 'lt amused Breck to find gogh an
independent young thing. He said you refused toeclere unless he
found you a job, and you are to start school neghdihy, which
gives you time to settle in at the castle. Is yiigr first visit to a place
like Mayholtzen?'

'‘My very first.' Siran tasted her soup, in whiamytfluffy dumplings
bobbed about. A dumpling melted in her mouth witlehcious taste.

'‘Are you not afraid that our Austrian fare will slpgour dancer's
figure?' drawled Kurt.

‘Luckily I never put on weight,' she returnedeém to burn it off-and
remain as light as when | was sixteen.’

'You have a cool name but an ardent dispositior?, &tockery
seemed to glint in his eyes as he studied heavéhn my mind a
picture of some of those solid schoolgirls in théey who have been
brought up on dumplings arstrudel.Miss Winters, | hope you have
patience, and will be able to control your red-baitemper.'

‘My hair is not red,' she protested.



'‘No, Kurt." His mother gave a laugh. 'If you hadoamce of artistic
temperament you would notice that Siran's haihésdolour of that
copper coffee-pot of mine, which gleams when | madi#ee beside
the fire. Really, you have eyes for nothing butrysimowy crags and
your cool cascades. You are a man of ice, Kurt!'

‘You are saying | have no feelings, Trinka?'
'l sometimes wonder.'

He shrugged his broad shoulders with a look of onem, and
helped himself to a veal steak and cabbage sathltinga liberal
spoonful of cream sauce.

Temper, indeed! Siran was more than ever certaingthe and Kurt
von Linden had best keep out of each other's waleffireworks
were not to explode. Her eyes smouldered as stghthim looking
at her, and she felt like a cat in a room withrgéaeasing dog, and
knew it would have soothed her nerves to scratch hier thoughts
shocked her. She had never wanted to hurt anyadeyas by nature
a kind girl.

She was glad when Trinka began to ask her questloms the ballet.
Kurt did not join in. It was as if the subject wdreneath his notice.

'‘We are taught to express the emotions,' she'¥é&dare not puppets
going through a series of postures.’

‘There are many emotions ... have you felt thematalbur age?'

Siran gave a little start when Kurt spoke, and tlegalaced her wine

glass on the table in case he made her drop it.h&Ve to portray

character, also pain, pleasure, joy, and fear. d»esn't have to be a
dodo to have experienced thoseein herr.’

'l thought ballet had to do with lov&aulein.'



'It does,' she said, concentrating on her appledak pastry with
cream. 'Love is not always a happy emotion, isVi&y often it
causes heartache.'

'‘And you are taught to dance this, eh?'

‘A good dancer can express a whole range of feelntpout saying
a word.’

‘Are you a good dancer?' He was leaning back ircdwged chair, a
wine glass held casually in his hand, the lampligiffecting in the
shield glass of the window behind him. Overhead dbiéing was

honeycombed in dark wood, and the upright chaidscarcular table
were of the same darkness. The walls were smoathvarte, giving

way to a few modern paintings, bought to replaee dld masters
which had been stolen. It was a severe yet beacdibm, as if monks
might appear through the panelled door and charder.

It was strange, somehow, that she should think ohks as she
looked at Kurt, and Siran almost laughed at therisl'm not a bad
dancer,' she replied. 'l hope to be a better ome,| &hall live and
work for that.'

‘Only for that?' he mocked.
‘Now, now,' the Baroness reproved. 'Why so quarne¢s you two?'

Your son thinks that Mayholtzen is no place fgirdwho dances for
her living." Siran met Trinka's blue eyes and weassured by their
warmth, so in contrast to Kurt's coolness. So paalvoman should
be painted on canvas so that in future years @yes could look at
her and respond to her looks with the admiratios déserved. Her
plaits were still a thick dark gold about the snzatiwn of her head,;
her skin was fine and only faintly lined, with thiey mark of a scar
on her left cheekbone. To look at her was to knotaut being told

that she came from one of the ancient and nobldiésnof Austria.



Siran, who had lost her own mother while still dyawas deeply
disturbed, even confused, to find herself so switithd of Kurt von
Linden's mother. This was a woman with whom onelc¢@are
secrets, and Siran had never known that kind @laionship. Her
two old aunts, her girlhood guardians, had beenl Kot a trifle
eccentric. More often than not she had found hietseking after
them.

She smiled, and there was a grave charm abounfikr. $And then
she saw Trinka press a hand against the pearksrdhioat, as if a
young girl at her table reminded her poignantlyKofsty, who had
not found herself able to share her secret withmtbman who was
Kurt's mother.

'‘Kurt is full of opinions,liebling. You must not allow his opinion of
your profession to annoy you. Some would say thaumtain
climbing is only for him who has his head in theuwsds.'

'‘Perhaps it makes him feel lordly to climb a moumteSiran said
daringly, taking a sip at the wine that was sweetald.

The Baroness laughed and glanced at Kurt for hastien to this
remark. Without speaking he raised his wine glasamicking
acceptance of it, but there glinted in his eyesoangse of retaliation.
He and Siran had become opponents in a duel thakdwtemand
surrender and flight on her part ... if he shoulth.wShe was
determined not to let him win, but dared not lobkha firm chin that
brooked no sort of defeat.

He would climb again the Glass Turret in order tove to a pair of
dead lovers that he was no coward who had savesmdife at the
cost of another's. Such a climb would take neryeste®l, for in the
wind he might hear again a cry of agony; in theelgisnows he might
see a shape that beckoned.



He was strangely unapproachable in Siran's eyks, the high
mountains themselves, yet she hoped that whenghenBeturned to
the castle he would find a way to persuade Kurttoomake that
climb. It would surely .break Trinka's heart toddsr the third time
someone she loved. Kurt was her son, and a mathembered the
little things, the childhood things, which were tdeeply embedded
to be torn out by even the cry of Kristy that hed Halled her
sweetheart.

At the end of the meal they retired to the musiomdo drink their
coffee. The room that curved to the shape of theetpwith the

linden tree at its entrance, with branches stil apavy with snow
tonight. It had ceased to fall for a while, andrgtleang was hushed
but for the warm crackling of the pine branchesh@nstove. A lovely
old brass coffee-maker bubbled over a flame, withpaat the side,
and a decoration of imps and berries around thdlbamnd the lid.

'l've never seen a more charming room than this &man explored
it with her eyes, and hoped the Baroness would gtelge Schubert
on that mellow- looking piano. Had she played toskkrin the

evenings long ago, after her boys had escapedangtiide from the
castle, or had the music-room been locked agaimst ds a
punishment?

'‘Good, | am pleased you like my den.' The Barorsssded and

poured their coffee into small cups, and Siran eafed a smile at the
toylike look of such a cup and saucer in Kurt'schate seemed to
threaten everything in his mother's room, towethmaye in the glow

of the stove, restless, Siran felt, for the clalsgkes on his feet, or the
feel of an ice-axe in his fist.

'‘Why do | climb?' Abruptly he took up the subjegam, as if her
thought communicated itself to him. 'Because mtisfigs out of



reach are fascinating, and to reach the snowy stemsio possess
them for only as long as a man can withstand ttiegowinds. Sunset
over the Himalayas gives the peaks a look of warfiké diamonds
and gold, yet take off a fur mitten and the hantl freeze within
minutes.'

Siran shivered. 'How can you dare?' she asked.

He gave her a deliberate look. 'They attract witliree dangerous
force of love, and | am surmyadchenthat you think of love in terms
of danger and thrill.'

‘You always seem sure of my reactions,' she sandl'nai've, or are
you a clairvoyant?'

He quirked an eyebrow at his mother. 'Whoever estiatthe rumour
that British girls are shy?'

'We might be shy of some things," Siran murmuredt hot of a
challenger.’

‘You think you are being challenged by me?’

'l know | am." She met his eyes, and told herdsdf would not be
daunted by him. He was but a man even though Hhestbonore

elemental than other men. More capable of beingles$ towards
women, whom it amused him to taunt but never te l&iran looked
at him and knew with all her instincts that he lsadsen to give his
love to the high crags that burned in the sundileenonds and froze
the hand if you dared to touch them.

To what lengths would his ruthlessness carry hieviér she found
herself alone with him? Even as she wondered sisepmaed like a
moth on the blue steel of his glance and daregurstue the thought
... he mustn't guess that she felt alarmed lathiieght of being alone
with him.



And then as if he had prowled enough he lay backlarge winged
chair, and to Siran's delight the Baroness werthéopiano and sat
down in front of it, spreading the skirt of her degrey dress over the
red silk of the cushioned stool.

'‘What will tame you tonight, Kurt?' she asked. @aklook at him,
Siran. The tiger who sprawls in his cage with evanscle alert for
action. Take a tip from me, my child, never attemopstroke him or
he will take a bite at you. He's quite untamed.’

‘A little more of such talk, Trinka, and Miss Wintewill depart so
hastily that she'll melt the frost under her feetshe runs away.'

'‘No, Kurt, this child does not run away from a ¢dage ... you heard
her say so.'

His gaze drifted from the logs that had fallen iatkissing cross as
they burned, red with flames like the ruby-glassmads, and his
lashes concealed his eyes so she could only gtiéise amile they
held. She was shaken again by the flagrant strexgiicarelessness
of this man who might be capable of many thingsverything but
the one thing Kristy had accused him of. Kristy a&n hysterical
with misery or she would not have said it, or bed it. To look at
Kurt was to know deep inside that he feared nothingt he would
have died with Helmut if that rope had not broken.

‘The rope marked him," his mother had said.

Siran's eyes were hidden by her lashes as shergfaae pass over
those wide shoulders under the dark broadclothy, theethroat that

was brown against the crisp white shirt, and sliechaental picture

of that scar like a snake across his chest, bda®p, leaving in him

the venom of Kristy's accusation.

'‘Play some Schubert,’ he said casually. 'Somehowsegms
appropriate in the firelight, with a ballerina faiguest at the castle.’



The music was tender and lovely, like the echo sk love, and

Siran relaxed to listen to it, her skirt of manyeaaled stitchings
spread round her like a fan. The music made hek thfi Cassian, and
her sadness gave her the strength, somehow, tdhstayand be a
teacher of ballet until she could become the hatewhom Kurt von

Linden so softly, so deliberately mocked.

Then all at once the Baroness broke the mood stieiteated with

her music and began to play a lively Viennese wélte laughed as
she played. 'Our moods change like the rhythm efahltz, did you

know that, Siran? Come, you two, dance and pretendre in gay

Vienna. Kurt, | command you to dance with Siran won't have

altogether a social disgrace for a son.'

Siran was startled, and then she smiled and tokkldée would not
be commanded by anyone and would go on lounging the the
stove like a big cat who liked the feel of the wdrm

Her heart gave a jerk when instead he rose tebisand came to her
with a look of deliberate intent.

'‘No --' She shrank away from him as he reachetidor'l don't want
to --'

‘You said you weren't shy.' He caught hold of rerds and drew her
to her feet with remorseless ease. 'Come, youtarembling, are
you? | do this to please Trinka, not myself. Skisonly woman |
ever bother to obey.’

‘You just want to embarrass me,' Siran whisperextdily, and then
he put his arms around her and she felt how eésilgould have
crushed her. Hateful man! He didn't have to trynike her tremble.
She had never trembled like this in her life befoia even that first
time she had danced for Cassian. She wanted tettKiut away
from her, and in a second he had drawn her so eleddard to him



that all she was conscious of was the thuddingeofhieart and the
warm pressure of his hand through the materiakofhess.

'For Trinka," he breathed. 'Only for her, not fouy... or me.’

Why the insistence that he waltzed with her onlglease Trinka? He
whirled her around and she found him supple and aod far from
clumsy. She was amazed, and when she glancedhip d&te gave
her an impudent look. How naive of her to be amdzethis man!

Being a sportsman he would be co-ordinated in aigH) and being a
man he had danced before tonight with a girl.

'‘Does this very natural and ordinary accomplishnieimg me down
to earth?' he asked, sardonically.

'l thought you were contemptuous of the dance,saite and felt the
swing of her skirt, and the rhythm of the musiaj éime longing that
always came to dance on and on.

Out of the door they whirled and the music becamecho behind
them as she became aware of a smoother floor wadeMoonlight
was streaming through long windows, and a pairasfcthg ghosts
flitted in and out of mirrors lining the walls. $eemed like a dream,
but his touch was too real for dreaming. The Ssamssic belonged
to another time, and yet was as vital as it had bgen.

‘We dance in the empty grandeur of the ballrooaid Kurt, and his
voice was deep above her head. 'There were lowhatgg in this
room long ago; cherubs above the mirrors, sparkihgndeliers
overhead, and sofas in the alcoves. Breck hasxw eopies made
of the chandeliers and they will be sent here slbom Vienna.
Everything will look the same, but the old magidlwe gone. No
copy can be the same as the original. The silkesrapthe windows ,
will smell of newness, not of the musty scents areonembers from
hiding among them to watch the dancing. | was siary old and it



was the last time a ball was held here, and perhagsember the
occasion so clearly because of that. One of my emstHriends
discovered me behind the curtain. He was a condo¢tmusic and
very famous in Vienna; he sat me on the piano awe ghe chocolate
cake to eat.'

Kurt gave a nostalgic laugh. "The next day whercBfeund out he
was wild with me and he pelted snowballs at mentil | fell in the
lake."

Siran gave a gasp and stumbled. Of course, in tdage Breck
would have been the bigger of the two boys, buitrigow the hard
feel of Kurt's arms made it seem impossible thgbaa could have
got the better of him.

'‘Breck pulled me out, so don't die of shock,' reended, mocking her.
‘Already you have put him on a pedestal, eh? Timeldame Baron
who marched into your life and saved you from be&ingaitress. It's
guite a romantic story, isn't it?'

'‘Why do you spoil everything?' she asked.
'‘Perhaps it is in my nature ... to be destructive.'

The music of the waltz died away and they camestiaiadstill beside
a window. In the moonlight the snow was driftingaioagain, and
the lawn lay under a silvery mantle to the edgehef lake. She
pictured Kurt falling into the lake and told hefsBreck had not
meant to hurt him. He had made it sound a littieecin order to
disillusion her ... he would use any weapon to nfedqarun away, and
again she wondered why he was so opposed to lyangtaere.

She didn't take up too much room, being quite dlghmag. She had
saved his nephew's life, and his mother seemedyldoiefeminine
company since the loss of Kristy.



Was he afraid that like Kristy she might hurt histher in some
unforeseen way?

She glanced up at him, but his face by moonlight wamask of
mystery and his eyes could not be read becausedse ¢to watch the
falling snow. 'You have never been sleigh ridingthg light of-the

moon, have you?' He spoke abruptly. 'lIt's quiteegperience, and
you would look more than ever likébarishnayan a Cossack fable. |
wonder if you would dare to take such a ride wi?m

She shook her head, for she must never be so altthéhim, out
there in the snows where she would be at the mefcyis
unpredictable nature. 'l think it might be wiseroé to forgo the
pleasure of such aride ... with you.'

‘Are you hoping my brother might invite you to ridgh Mm?'

'If he did so, then | certainly wouldn't refuse Hihe turned away
from Kurt, saw the direction of the door and madeif. She heard
him laughing to himself, there by the window whtre soft shadows
of the snow fell one after the other. Siran metrhagher in the hall
and they went upstairs together.

'l am going to the nursery to take a look at Lorestze said. 'Will you
come with me? He looks so pretty when he's asleep.'

Siran smiled and followed the Baroness into theylsatlmom; it was
softly lit by a tiny lamp and there he lay fastegg in his antique cot,
a curl adrift on his forehead, cared for and safthis castle of the
seven lilacs. Siran stole a look at Trinka and sawer face a pensive
look of love. Of which son was she thinking as gheed at Kristy's
baby?

'He is a darling, is he not?' Trinka spoke sofllyd her fingers stole
over the carving of the cradle, as if they knewmately each small



detail. 'Siran, how do | really thank you? What Idgive you in
return?"

‘You don't have to give me anything,' Siran asstwedwith a smile.
‘There isn't anything | want --'

The Baroness glanced up and caught Siran's gdrere'is always
something ... I'd give you one of my sons ... coud love Kurt?'

'‘No!" Siran backed away as if from a blow. No, sbeldn't have been
invited here for that! If Kurt knew what lay in sother's mind, then
no wonder he had told her to return to Viennaa.wonder he had
warned her that she'd be glad to run away if singesit

'Forgive me." Trinka held out her hands in appetllk like a foolish
mother who worries too much about her son ... ltisathe is not the
kind of man you could ever care for. He seems tilee mountains
themselves, and you prefer the music of life, thegnd beauty of
warm things. Forget what | said. Please.’

'It is forgotten," Siran assured her, and she tetk& clasp her cold
hands and kiss her burning cheek.

'l have upset yodiebchen? Nicht&lot too much, but | hope Kurt...?'
‘Kurt will always go his own way, despite his mathevishes.'

'‘Does he know your wishes, Baroness?'

'‘Perhaps, but don't be frightened of hirmbchen.'

'I'm not,’ Siran said, with more spirit than conion.

She bade Trinka goodnight and went to her room,aanghe entered
she felt uneasy about sleeping in a room of Kutlisturbed by the
things the Baroness had said. Her nightdress ldli@bed where his



pyjamas had once lain. He had slept in that bed ust puff of a
eiderdown and its goose-down pillows. He had lisieteethe wind
across the lake, and dreamed of the mountains.

She hummed to herself as she prepared for bed,ingpehe
cupboards with the wild flowers painted on themipndder best to
keep her thoughts at bay.

Each nerve in her body seemed to give a jump wheretwas a
sudden tapping on her door. Her hand went nervdosher throat,
pulling together the lapels of her wrap as she egahe door and
found Kurt standing there. 'What do you want?' §take with panic
in her voice, like a girl in a Victorian novel.

'‘Don't look so alarmed.' That sardonic smile pubkdis lip. 'All |
want is something | keep in that wooden chest utigkerwindow.
May | fetch it?'

'‘No—I'll get it for you. What is it?'
'‘Only a book in a blue cover.'

She went and opened the chest and found the bakomer. It had
a leather clasp around it and the letter K was géahmnto the cover.
It had the look of a private journal, and Sirandidare meet his eyes
as she handed him the book. He, had been afraidhkavould look
inside and see written there his private thoughtk faelings. As if
she cared what they were!

'It's a journal | take with me on my climbs,' h&sa
'l am sorry to have troubled you.'

'You don't trouble me,' she said. 'And you neeltisnte worried that
I'd read anything private. I'm not that sort ofid, gqnor am | that
curious about you.'



'l never supposed you werfeaulein. | need the diary so | can refer
back to my notations on a certain climb. | writetfee Alpine Journal
and | wish to check over an article so it can betgub tomorrow
morning.Gute nachtMiss Winters. | hope you sleep well in the roor
| sleptin.’

With almost a click of the heels he was gone, stgidway from her
until his tall figure was lost among the shadowse 8eard the echo
of a closing door, and as she closed her own do®iceuld still see
that sardonic face with lines carved into it frdme tmountain winds,
the eyes as cool as blue ice. She was convinceti¢ltaad come for
the book tonight in order to confuse her. He haovkmthat to find
him on her threshold as she was about to go tonoedid shake her
coolness.

She took up her hairbrush, then put it down agach stared at her
own face in the mirror. The lamplight was in heirhand her eyes
were wide and dark, and there lingered in themak lof angry
confusion.

Kurt von Linden had come to her room tonight witle eliberate
intention of seeing her like this... and it wasfa®mething intimate
had happened between them. As if he had touchedtnen he had
looked at her ... this man who desired only whatlenged him!



CHAPTER FOUR

SRAN awoke and felt as small as an egg lost among deatihe
light that streamed into her room was bright armgn and for a few
moments she couldn't think where she was. She Imeacdy sounds,
only a curious stillness. She sat up and saw franctlock that it was
eight-fifteen and for a moment she was in a parhe. Igad to get to
the coffee house ... and then in a flash she remedithat she had
left her city job and was many miles from Vienna.

At once she slipped out of bed, tied her wrap,\aedt to look out of
the window. She caught her breath at the sheerstya the

mountains, diamond-hard and sparkling in the m@rsan, their

lower slopes furred by snow and the evergreenrod pnd fir trees.
So near did they seem in the clear light that slteshe could have
stretched out a hand to touch them. The lake belasvblue and icy,
with water-birds skimming across it.

Siran's brown eyes glowed in her slender face. Whis a wonderful
place, and this morning her courage had returnédlliforce, so that
she felt able to cope with the people she had donlige among ...
these people of the snows with their burning secret

‘Guten. morgen, frauleinlt was the young maid with her breakfas
tray, blonde and smiling and bringing with her fregrant smell of
fresh-baked bread and steaming coffee in a bluelpetre was butter
and plum jam, and a pastry filled with fruit.

It was a delightful breakfast, and Gerda hummeahg sis she moved

about the room opening cupboards and laying oahSiclothes. The

cream sweater and pleated skaf, The woollen stockings instead o
the nylon ones if th&aulein was going out.

‘Yes, I'm going as far as the village to see th®osk | shall be
starting work there in a few days.'



Gerda understood a little English and she rephed ¢veryone was
eager to meet the English young woman who wasatthtdancing to
the pupils at the school.

Siran had expected some curiosity from the villagand now it
occurred to her that she must be quite a talkingt@mong them.
The Baron had arranged for her to come here ane tmeist be
speculation as to his interest in her. She was gosingle, and not
unattractive, and she saw Gerda looking at hefraseady there had
been some talk at the castle. It made her feelusedf, and it also
made her wonder if during that brief meeting witte& von Linden
he had become interested in her in a personal way.

Her pulses quickened. He was an attractive, compgathan, but she
was a girl dedicated to a dream a man must nafféneewith.

Siran quickly finished her breakfast and prepadace the day
ahead. In a wool cap to match her sporty attirershde her way
downstairs and glanced in a couple of the roomseyTlere
unoccupied and she guessed that the Baroness Wasawvgrandson,
giving him his breakfast and his bath.

She stepped through some glass doors and founelfhersthe
courtyard, where she took a deep breath of the mantain air. It
was a real autumn morning, with the sun shiningilpithrough the
snow- boughed trees. The grass by the lake wa®rfr@and it
shattered like glass when she trod upon it. Soemster would be
turned to solid ice and she imagined skating paetethe castle and
the merry sound of laughter winging across the.|l&kere had surely
been such parties before Kristy had run away d then Siran tensed
as she caught the sound of someone crunching tirthey snow
towards her. At once she was on the alert, the winglay with a
strand of her red-brown hair, a chain of small pomits leading to
where she stood.



Kurt came, obliterating her footprints beneath awn, his eyes
intensely blue against his wind-tanned face. Tha sonlight made
his hair seem very light, a chunky white sweates wgh about his
throat and his legs were long in dark fitted trass8hafts of sunlight
fell across his tall figure and he looked supefib)yand craggy as the
mountains that loomed over the castle.

He loomed over Siran and she had to tilt her heaxder to meet his
eyes. Never before had anyone made her feel dd alngl unworldly,
and at the same time so ready for a battle.

'l saw you gazing across the lake at the mountdiesaid. 'Does the
look of them unnerve you, Miss Winters?'

‘They make me feel rather tiny," she admitted. rEs@meone as tall
as youmein herrmust feel dwarfed by their majesty.’

'l do indeed." A smile flickered on his firm lipély arrogance—as
you no doubt think of it—is as nothing comparedlichat strength
and danger. But | have the advantage of having kribnm all my
life and | am used to the way they crown the skiytakes times for a
stranger to look and not feel a small clutch of fead uncertainty.'

He gazed fearlessly at the ice-bound peaks. ‘'iescithings are
man-made, but here at Mayholtzen one is aware afaldbrces at
work, of the things beyond our complete controlaflls why you
lose your breath when you look at the mountainthey are out of
this world, and yet if one is prepared for the mdzthey can be
conquered.'

He looked at Siran as he spoke and his eyes wemnesely alive, so
that it came as a shock to meet them, no longebutylame-blue.
How he loved the lonely grandeur of the glacierdséy moved him,
stirred him as love for a woman might stir anotiman. Siran took a



step away from him, in retreat from his eyes, anthfthe memory of
what the Baroness had said last night.

... could you love Kurt?' she had asked.

She might as well have asked Siran to go and dimbe high and
lonely crags that could not be warmed even by tiokes of the sun.
He seemed to Siran so aloof from loving a womar bies heart
shrank from him ... even from the strange attraabiohis face and his
proud strong body.

'l wonder if you have heard of the Nanda DeviXshid.

'No..." She felt the crackle of ice at her heelds,Her nervous step
away from him had taken her a little too closeht® ice that was not
yet ready to bear even her slight weight. She stoothe edge of the
ice rather than take a step forward and find hecse$e to Kurt von
Linden ... he seemed to her more perilous.

'It was an inaccessible peak on which the Printlesgla took refuge
in order to escape a would-be ravisher. Now shalled the Goddess
Nanda and for many years no climber could reachpdak of the
Goddess because of the guardian chain of sheealamiound her. It
seemed as if no man would find a way up those ghglis and over
the deep gorges and torrents of icy water, butheis are persistent
and in the end Nanda Devi was conquered.'

'From the way you speakjein herr,| think you prefer your lonely
goddess to a living woman.'

'‘She can only give a man frostbite, or lure him dawcrevasse.' A
cool little smile glinted in his eyes. 'A woman tbis world can be
cruel in ways more subtle.'

'If some women are like that it's usually becausaesman has hurt
them in the first place.’



'‘As | hurt Kristy, eh? So that she ran away antre# accused of
cutting a rope in order to save my own neck.'

'It was at your suggestion that Helmut attempt ¢dl@b, and she
loved him, and expected to marry him.’

'l thought to climb a mountain would make a mamiaf.’

‘Not every girl wants a superman.' Siran stoodelgrizetween the ice
at her heels and the flame that glimmered suddenkurt's eyes.
'‘Women have loved poets and shoe-menders, as wiibas who
dare the unknown and those who fly higher than yoauntains to
the moon itself. Women love for unknown reasons.'

'You speak like a romantic, Miss Winters.'

'l wouldn't want to be a goddess with ice in myngei

'‘No, you want to be a famous ballerina with meyaair feet.'
‘That isn't true at all... how dare you say that?'

'It's in my nature to be daring, and you told meirgelf that your
greatest hope is to be a great dancer. You wanabwwve all.’

‘Yes, | wished to dance when | was quite young, evely dancer
hopes to be a ballerina. Just as you always hopembriquer the
Nanda Devi.'

'‘What if you fail to achieve your ambition? Will yaemain in the
corps de ballet and be content?'

'I—I shall be dancing.'

‘You have given your heart to a ghost, and for ou will always
dance, eh?'



‘That is none of your affair! In her sudden flashtemper Siran
forgot that she was so near to the ice and hehésdt was through it
before she realized. Even as she gave a gasprof atal felt the ice
giving beneath her a pair of strong arms sweptlear of danger.

With relief, and yet with exasperation, she fe& tdrisp snow under
her feet and the hardness of Kurt's hands holdengbout the waist.
He had saved her from a ducking in the icy watdaheflake, but he
had provoked her in the first place and she wagsateful to him.

'‘Don't | get a word of thanks for saving you fronplange in the
lake?' he asked mockingly. "You would have enjoyed even less
than you are enjoying the feel of my arms around. wwhen we
danced in the ballroom last night | noticed howsteyou were ... is it
that when we are together we are like electric svtret should not
come into contact with each other?’

'I—-1 am sure we both feel our dislike of each oth8he pressed
away from him, feeling beneath her hand the musahast and
chunky-wool, the warmth and the masculine dangeurfeflexes
are admirably quickmein herr.l would not have enjoyed a swim in
icy water, but now may | go to the village?'

'You intend to walk?' He looked down at her witbrnaile that set her
nerves tingling. How different he was from Cassianth his
wind-browned, daring face, and his touch that heltemderness. He
was unknown behind his smile, and not to be known.

'It's several miles to the village, Miss Wintersdayou could go
astray.'

'Is there someone who could drive me?' she askaujiag slim and
tense between the hands that were more used fedhef rock than
the fine bones and soft skin of a girl. She hadaaigky image of



being held closer still to him and being kissedsgtdher will. He had
such hard lips ... they would surely bruise rathan caress.

‘You may remember that | have a parcel to poshénllage,' he
drawled. 'Permit me to drive you there in the $iéig

'No—yes.' She had to submit, for there seemed netzeeavailable
to take her. 'l wish to see the school where |ldb@lworking. |
wondered if it might be possible to meet the ppat?'

'l am sure Franz Donrier will be delighted.' Kok his hands from
her waist and added that he would fetch the sliéigfine would wait a
few minutes. He strode off, and with a sigh ofekthe adjusted her
woolly cap, smoothed her skirt, and took a looket face in the
small mirror of her powder-compact. Her eyes wergehand
doe-like from the shock of being held captive by hior a moment
she was tempted to run while she could, and themmmmn sense
returned. They were going only as far as the \@laghool, not in the
direction of the mountains, and if he touched lgaimshe would slap
his face and have done with it. He was only a rafter all. It was
absurd to behave as if he could do just what ezl likith her!

There was a jingle of bells, the whisper of thegsleunners over the
snow and the steady beat of the horse's hoovéegpsped along.

Siran saw pine trees jewelled by the frost, andssheggled closer
into the fur rug. Smoke rose against the sky, Bpigafrom the
chimneys of the chalets tucked into the hillsic@s] she couldn't
help but feel pleasure in this land of fable arahal, cradled for ever
by the blue-white peaks of the mountains.

A wanton curl of hair danced on her forehead aedaimd took her
breath away, carrying with it the sound of a traim its way to
Vienna, reminding her of what Xtirt had said abthé cold winter



cutting them off from civilization. She felt hisagice and knew he
was thinking the same. There would be no runningyawhen
Mayholtzen became snowbound... but by then therBanxauld have
returned. There would be no need to be nervousunt When his
brother came home to Seven Lilacs. Breck mustiée He had told
his mother she was an attractive girl. . Siranestat the taut leather
reins in Kurt's hands, and at the dancing blackamnainthe horse.
Breck had said he found her attractive ... yet Wwhg the Baroness
asked if she could ever fall in love with Kurt?

Siran felt a strange little lurch of apprehensiajch she tried to
ignore as they came in sight of the village andglimepsed a cluster
of rooftops and gables and the pink steeple ofcthech, set in a
valley with the mountains all around, great steuardians of the
place.

'We leave the sleigh here at the top of the hill aalk the rest of the
way.'

He brought it to a standstill, tethered the hoosa tree, and offered a
hand to Siran. She would have liked to ignore hidfpred hand, but

that would have underlined her awareness of himt Was she saw a
faintly sardonic smile edging his lips as he asslister from among

the furs, gripping her hand in his until it seenhest.

'‘Here we areliebchen,upon the path that leads down to the village

People had been walking it, and there were skistiaithe snow as
well, and a snapping of frosty twigs as Kurt brukpast them with a
swing of his arm. He carried a large sealed enechfdressed in a
bold handwriting ... his article for tiApine Journal Siran would not

have thought of him as a writing man, but thereld&dde many

aspects to a character so complex, and she didntttar think about

that.



They came to the village and she saw a clustetdsfweorld shops
around the market square, the baker's loaf anddbeher's lamb
chop carved in wood and painted and hung aboveltibeways.
There was a charming old inn with woodcarving alkit and a
wrought-iron sign, and it was as if Kurt von Lindead brought her
by sleigh into the heart of a Grimm fairytale.

The school itself was fronted by a rambling gardégraceful old

trees bent under burdens of snow, and there wagrda funtain

framed by an arched doorway leading into the Walthey stepped
through the doorway Siran could hear young voioagirsg a hymn,

and there was an unforgotten smell of chalk dimy fpolish and the
binding of books.

'l could close my eyes and imagine myself back dosl,’ she
murmured. 'One is so carefree as a child, so ureawfahe decisions
one has to make as an adult. Schooldays are thieguohays ...’

There she broke off and glanced at Kurt. He stadldaind silent

beside her, gazing at the framed photographs afests on the
panelled walls, and she wished belatedly that sidenot mentioned
the days of childhood to him ... for how could begkt, ever, that he
and his brother had been imprisoned in their owndydhe sons of a
brave man who had spoken out against tyranny dfifered for it?

It came as a relief to hear the approach of fopsstand a few
moments later she was being introduced to the hastgémof the
school. Even as they shook hands Kurt bade thendbyaofor a
while. He had business to attend to in the village would return for
her in about an hour.

A pair of shrewd eyes studied Siran through thedsrof glasses that
sat halfway down the bridge of Franz Donner's nékelooked a
brown owl of a man, she thought. His moleskin jacked bushy
moustache gave him a look of wisdom and curiosity.



'S0 you come to teach my girls how to pirouett®’' eh

‘You make my job sound trivial, Herr Donner." H&irctook a tilt,
'Did you agree with reluctance to take me on asaalter at your
school?'

‘The Baron's suggestion did come as a surpriseydwt must admit
that it will be interesting for the girls to haveskons of such an
artistic nature. It will take off their baby fdtein,as well as introduce
them to classical music and stories.'

'I'm sure they will love everything to do with betll Siran said, still
with a touch of defensiveness. 'l was unsure ahtpkn this job. |
felt that anything so unusual would meet with aaiaramount of
opposition. If you are opposed to having me on ysiaff, Herr
Donner, | should like to be told so before | begork.'

'‘Now we have met, Miss Winters, | can see for nfytbalt you will be
a tonic for my girls. My other teachers are oldert yourself, more
set in their ideas, and you bring a breath of gpair into our old
school building. And now if you will come to my sty we will
discuss the matter more fully, and take a cup tieedogether.’

'l should like that," she smiled, and walked witmHho his private

sanctum, a cluttered, leathery, book-lined roomgnetshe sat down
in a deep chair and heard a bird chirping in adrgside the window.
She was reminded again of her own schooldays;iafjlsent for by

the Head because she wouldn't concentrate on hex god had her
mind filled with dreams of the ballet.

She hoped Franz Donner would not regret his decisidet his girl
pupils learn an art form so far removed from theremstudious
subjects.

Coffee was brought to them by one of the pupilsy stared at Siran's
red-brown hair and slender figure. The girl's eyadened with



amazement as if she and the others had been exgpectnartinet
with a long stick to tap on the floor to keep tlaaders in order. Siran
smiled at the girl, but in shyness she fled.

'l think I've come as something of a surprisea®stirred cream into
her coffee, while the headmaster gave a chuckle.:

'l am going to tell you nowfraulein, that the Baron is usually a
down-to-earth man, so you must have bewitched him.’

'‘Herr Donner!" She was shocked that he shouldmiatwords what
everyone seemed to be thinking, that she was agyeitoh who had
gone to the Baron's head. 'He wished to find meoran f of

employment | would enjoy. | was of service to lamily in a certain
matter --'

‘The matter of the child, ;a? | was told the stoyythe Baron himself,
You were brave, Miss Winters. Cool in a crisistes English always
are.'

'l just happened to be there. It was like fate.’

‘You believe in fatefraulein?' Franz Donner gave her a shrewd loc
that did hot deride her belief. 'Strange thingspeapto us when we
are young, eh? They are part of the excitemenviofl. What of the
Baron's brother? What opinion have you formed af shormy young
man of the mountains?'

'His opinion of me is that | should have staye®i@nna.’

Herr Donner met her eyes and a little twitch of asment moved his
moustache. 'l can see that you are perplexed by \Wur Linden.
Well, you are not alone in that. Like a young llomis born free and
in the way of such creatures he is hunted and ldasten a tragedy
occurs. Quite naturally it is now in his naturdoton the defensive,
and strangers are especially aware of this. Thegrmeow if he will



pounce or puitf, and a girl like yourself would lfégat he is best left
alone.’

‘The trouble is,' she clasped her hands togethalimost a prayerful
attitude, 'l don't know if he'll leave me alone. llm-not being vain. |
don't mean to imply that he finds me attractiveuything like that,
but he enjoys teasing me. | think to him I'm likdancing doll on a
musical box, and if he were not at the castle thamything would be
perfect.'

‘The poor young man!" Herr Donner blinked owl- ysat her through
his glasses.

She flushed. 'l know it's wrong of me to dislikers®mne I've known
only a short time, but his mother is such a kind emarming woman,
and the Baron was courtesy itself when | met hinvienna. With

Kurt | fight and wrangle all the time and it spoighat would

otherwise be a marvellous visit.'

‘All castles,mein kindl,have a spell cast upon them which must I
broken before happiness can come to its occup&athaps fate
intended you to come here for more reasons thanRerhaps you
will break the spell of sadness that has lain dveven Lilacs for
many years now.'

'How-—7?" Siran's wide-apart eyes were filled with wen and
something of fright. What happiness could she i&ihbe casde was
to be her home until she returned to Vienna, beheso she had her
own life to live, her own ambitions to fulfil, hewn sad loss to
overcome. Kurt had said of Cassian that he wagllest for whom
she danced, but in her thoughts he was so ali/destin and dark and
with a magic of his own.

It isn't my wish to become involved in the von dlen drama,' she
said. 'l hope to remain only a visitor with a jabdo.’



‘A pretty girl in the house of two bachelors?' réonner looked
guizzical, and cast an eye over her hair with itslshed tint of red.
‘Already your arrival has set the folk of this adle talking. Here we
are far from the city and tucked among the moustawvhere every
marriage and every birth is a matter of lively rett. The people are
bound to wonder if it will be Kurt or the Baron whall win your
heart.'

‘My heart is given to my career, Herr Donner.’

'You don't say so?' He polished his glasses anthin&le in his eye
could be seen more dearly. 'l warn you that a caseel perhaps
some trout fishing, are not very exciting subsgéisufor love, and |
speak from experience. When you are my agadchenwill you
look at your ballet shoes, your trophies, and ymess- cuttings, and
be as sure as you are right now that stage triunapéswarmer
bed-fellows than a man of your own? Stars are rerantklonely
things, shining at night but forgotten during tre/d

'l am sure that could be said of many wives,' Sredarted. 'Why is
there so much discontent among women if theird@i satisfying?'

'‘Because they will ask questions of life insteadltdfwing it to carry

them along as the Danube carries the cargo arftbteam. Life and

love are mysterious things. To try to understarehths to break
down a lovely piece of music into black and whitgeas, or to take a
flower apart in order to find its secret scent. Véonshould revel in
the mystery of things, and remain themselves tlepelst mystery of
all.’

'So you don't advocate careers for women?' Sirakeswith a smile,
for she liked this man and the way they were speptaogether like
old friends. 'l think you are a little old-fashionddkerr Donner."'



'l am proud of it, Miss Winters. | left Vienna maggars ago and |
return only to visit my relatives now and agaihave become a part
of Mayholtzen, a familiar figure coming from my dé& each
morning puffing a pipe on my way to school. | lavés place. The
vista of mountains, the clear air, the bells, teauty of the snows
followed by the loveliness of our springtime and summer. You
will fall under its spellmadchenl can tell just by looking at you.'

‘Already | feel the spell of the place,' she admaiitBut places can't
hold on to one as people can. | have taken a vovoroecome deeply
involved with anyone. 1 want friends, but not lazer

'You may be loved against your will, Miss Winters.'
'You smile when you say my name ... just as Kunt Mmden smiles.’
*Your name is such a cool contrast to the warmtyoaf hair.'

'‘Men always assume that auburn hair means ...qua'sShe fingered
an ornament on his desk, a curious plaything oftetywith a
thousand colours trapped inside it. A rainbow i land.

'How else could you be a dancer without some firgaur veins?
How else could | be the principal of a school W¢re not a shrewd
old fellow with a fondness for mathematics?'

'l was always being scolded for not doing my suigisty she smiled.
'‘Are you sure you want me to teach your girls thaag? It can be
most distracting."'

'l consider that grace in a girl comes before satsblip, and that is a
secret between you and me. My other teachers wbeldather
shocked.'

'How did they react to the idea of a ballet darwethe staff?"



'‘My fellow-men were rather intrigued, but my laddathers were a
trifle disapproving. All will be well when they gé know you.'

'l suppose they think of me as the Baron's protggee

‘A certain amount of gossip is to be expected wdhbandsome man
like the Baron takes under his wing a young Endbalet dancer.’

'‘But I'm not his baronial pet,’ Siran said in exasgion. 'I'm not an
operetta girl who needs a titled protector becabsse no talent.’

Franz Donner looked amused by her outburst. 'Yau ar the
defensive, maybe because you find him attractive arpossible
danger to your independence?’

Her fingers clenched the crystal ornament. 'I'esady loved
someone, Herr Donner, and | don't intend to Iéappen again. It
hurts too much to lose someone special, and hesdisdddenly that
| still can't believe that | shall never see hinaiag He was a great
dancer. A man who was all heart and talent, a fldraeburned out at
the height of its brilliance. | can't imagine hoaoluld care for anyone
else.'

'Yes, it is sad to lose someone very much lovgek@ally when one
Is young. It seems a cruel blow, because to theyda die is the
greatest cruelty, yet your very youth will be tlmemy of your grief.
It will make you smile again, and enjoy the thirygsl don't want to
enjoy because he is no longer with you. He filleyteat part of your
life, but now he is gone and you mustn't let hiraritayou.'

'l don't want to forget Cassian,' she said ardetiy was truly like a
flame and you felt warm and alive just to be in saee room with
him. It was cruel that someone so alive shoulduakelenly so ill... it
was like seeing a wonderful bird-shot down in flighhone of us
could believe it. It was as if our particular woddme to an end, and
in a way it did. The company disbanded, most ofest in different



directions, and I'm still bewildered to find myseff a mountain
village. | keep asking myself if I've done the tighing in coming
here.’

'l think you have.' Franz Donner gave her a longewook. 'It is good
to come to the mountains when one is feeling lodtuncertain. Each
day you will see them, eternal and symbolic of ésrgreater than
ourselves. You will learn from them that for eacheidty there is a
joy. For each loss a discovery. For each shaday afrsunlight.’

Even as he spoke a shadow darkened the glasstabtsd into his

study. Siran glanced over and saw Kurt Von Lindeamding there.

He had a remote, very still look, almost like tb&h tree or a statue
standing alone in a garden. He was looking in upem, but with the

same air of remoteness, as if they were strangdnsrt and he was
indifferent to their talk. His eyes were unsmilinghe face that wind

and sun and snow had beaten so relentlessly, gadeéep the lines
from cheekbone to jaw, squaring off the chin urtéeemed like

rock.

Siran gave a little shiver, as if a chilliness kagpt into the study and
touched her. She took hold of her scarf and wrappadund her
neck, and she gave Franz Donner a slightly nersmile. ‘My escort
awaits me, | see.’

'Yes, looking as if carved from the rock itself?efihe headmaster's
smile was quizzical as he rose to his feet and weet to the glass
doors. Siran followed, bracing herself for the cslwhft of air as they
were opened.

'Hullo, Kurt. We have discussed Miss Winters' appoent at length
and | look forward to having her on my staff. | pope now you have
come to return her to the castle?’



'l am on my way home.' The deep crisp words wde & snowball
thrown into the warm atmosphere of the study. 4hato put in some
ski practice, but, Miss Winters tells me she davegki for fear of
damaging a leg.’

'‘Perhaps she will enjoy watching you?' Franz Dowstearted a rather
wicked look at Siran. 'She may not be aware of bBrpert you are on
the snow slopes, one of Austria's leading exponafitse sport, and
the daring leader of our local tradition of skiidgwn the slopes with
flaming brands on the night of the Baron's birthd&jyat is really

something to see, Miss Winters. All the young mendad entirely

in black so that only the torches seem to standchgainst the snow.
Like dark angels they seem to drop from the skwheir emblems
of flame.'

'It sounds a very dramatic occasion,' she said.rtBuvisit might be
over before the Baron's birthday comes round.’

'‘My brother celebrates his birthday in three wedkse," Kurt
drawled. 'l daresay you will still be here, wontu® Herr Donner
would not employ a teacher who did not intend &y $or the winter
term, at least.’

‘You're so clever, Herr von Linden, that you muavérbeen a star
pupil here at the school when you were a boy.'splo&e quickly, not

pausing to choose her words, forgetful in the é#te moment that
Kurt and his brother had been kept from attendiegsthool by order
of a dictator. They had not been allowed to mixhwihe other

children. They had not run laughing down the vatleyhe sound of
the morning bell. Not a single photograph of a slasm group

included them. Their father had been judged aotréar speaking in

defence of freedom and justice.

Shock registered in Siran's eyes. She hated todmydne with an
unthinking remark, but the next instant she sawardanic smile flit



across his face and realized that his armour wasfpagainst
anything she might say or do.

‘Shall we be on our way, Miss Winters? The horaads in the cold
waiting for us.'

She winced a little, for he was well aware of hamovulnerable

nature. He knew just by looking at her that sheldde hurt more

easily than she could inflict it. It was to his adtage that from a boy
he had been hardened against pain, and it wasdadss that made
her want no contact with him as they walked todleeggh. She gave
the horse a pat on the neck and his harness imgjled as he arched
his head. She then hopped into the sleigh and dutke laprobe

around her knees. The wind blew snow from the bsujtihe trees
as they started on their way to the castle.

'You Seemed to enjoy meeting Franz Donner," said. Ku

'l found him a very pleasant person,' she replat | think | shall
like working at the school. No doubt you were hgplior the reverse,
mein herr.l know you don't like having me at the castle, éud a

good mind to rent a chalet.'

'‘My mother wouldn't like you to do that.' He gawer lan intent look.
‘Nor, perhaps, would my brother.’

'‘But in a chalet | should be nearer to the villagd | wouldn't have to
bother anyone to take me there in the sleigh.'

'If you learned to ski you could use the slopesteantl there like the
children do.' The smile he gave her was faintly kiog. 'Or are you

still afraid to trust yourself to my skill? | reglhave no wish to see
you break a leg, and as a ballet dancer you knattth far less risky
to take lessons from an expert than from a ..ndkie



'I—I should have to think about it." Her gaze wadlwze snow slopes,
steep and burningly white in the cool glow of thun.sHer glance
travelled higher and she caught her breath at énfegtion of the

peaks, and the certain disdain of cold, untouchiaddeity. One could
admire that chaste loveliness, but how could anjyarewhat was so
distant and so without warmth?

"You will miss a lot of fun if you don't learn how ski,' Kurt added.
'‘We often go out in the moonlight and ski over stothat seem made
of silver ... you catch your breath at the ided& &hink about it ...
there is something of the chamois about you - thaulsl make of
you an agile pupil.’

She shot him a startled look. His mane of hair wuéffed by the wind
and she was reminded again of a young lion. EvanAbonner had
applied the term to him ... did the lion hope t@as# the chamois
overthe snow slopes? Did he see further sportachiag her a sport
he excelled in?

‘You are giving me a strange look.' He gave a laliyou imagine
| shall lure you away to the Siebeng- birge?'

'l've never heard of the place.' Her fingers grtpfies laprobe, which
was made of the soft furs of hunted creatures.

'It is the Seven Mountains of the Grimm tales, vweHewely maidens
are held captive in black castles.'

'You are talking about fables,' she forced a laudiave noticed that
Austria has quite an effect on the imaginatiorwhen we arrived
yesterday at Seven Lilacs it reminded me of a rhiyosed to know.'

'Won't you recite itfraulein? | might also know it* 'l—I'm not good
at recitationmein herr.'

'‘Perhaps you are shy of me?'



'One is always a little shy of new acquaintances.’

'You seemed to get along with Franz Donner witheotrace of it. |
watched you laughing with him as if you had knowsleother much
longer than an hour.'

She bit her lip, for how could she retort that H2onner was a kindly
man old enough to be her father? Kurt himself wagjarous young
man, who had in his eyes a look that made a gtlds if she would
be helpless to fight back if he ever took hold ef h. a blue flame of
a look that ravished the breath ... let alone thayb

'We seemed to find ourselves in accord,' she 4déls a kind and
tolerant man.'

You think I am neither of those things... now ddother to deny it. |
can read your eyes.'

'l wasn't going to deny it." She glanced away ffum and gazed at
the pinewoods, through which the turret and wdlihe castle could

be glimpsed as they approached at a fairly raped e sun was not
warm enough to melt the snow and it was hard-pableedath the

runners of the sleigh and little balls of it wereawn up by the

hooves of the horse.

Siran couldn't help smiling a little. The scenectoed her heart, and it
couldn't be denied that Kurt was exciting to fighith. He said
whatever he pleased and so made it possible fotohestaliate ...
while their battles stayed verbal all was well, boé intended never
to find herself at the mercy of his lips in anyatkvay. Though they
were held in a firm line, there was a dangerousecto the lower lip
... a promise of passion that Siran didn't wispubto the test.

As they drew nearer all the time to the castleghan through her
mind the lines she couldn't speak aloud to KurtsWahyness, or the



fear that he might laugh at her? She couldn'itkdt he would do....
he was too unpredictable.

The rhyme seemed to take on the rhythm of the lslagyit raced
through the snow ...

Rare are these six things,
A nun who never sings,
A maid without a man,

A lake without a swan,

A fair without a tune,

A day without a boon,

A castle without a secret.

Seven Lilacs was a place of mystery and sadneasd.there her
thoughts broke off as something dashed from thevwoods and
startled the horse. He flung up in the shafts ddygpled thing of the
woods sped on, but the sleigh swivelled on a patate, hovered as
on a knife-edge, and then plunged over on its &idgjing Siran in
furs and snow.

'Oh ... really!" Hands caught at her and pulledfrez, and with her
woolly cap askew she met blue eyes that laughedlyppand
wickedly at her predicament.

‘Let go of me!" She fought with him, but couldnéak free of his lean
hands, as wind-whipped of surplus flesh as the oédtim. His
strength panicked Siran as something had panitiedawn, and her
only weapon was words and she used them withousumieg their
truth or their falsity.

'l can't bear to be touched by you,' she cried"gour hands make me
shudder!

'‘Why?' His face and his voice were harsh. 'Do yelielke what
Kristy said about me? Do you think these hand$h®itope that sent



her young man plunging to his death ? Look at He!forced her to
do so. 'Yes, it's there in your eyes... the sancesaeg look ... the
same wish to hate me. Go ahead and hatdiatehen,but first let
me give you a reason!'

He bent his head swiftly and Siran's cry of protesis trapped
between his lips and hers. The black horse whinmeplatient of the
overturned sleigh. There was a flurry of snow &swind shook the
pine branches, and a strand of Siran's hair waghtoagainst the
whiteness of Kurt's sweater.

She had been kissed before ... but not like thass@n's kiss had
been a warm flick of the lips across her cheekhaorthis angry kiss
from Kurt found its way to the bottom of her spia@d when he let
her go she stood nerveless, his face a blur agaibsickground of
trees and turrets. It wasn't until she Starteditofrom him that she
stumbled and felt the tears on her cheeks. Hisléggekiss had
brought back achingly the loss of Cassfan and ffextzon for her.

Little bird. His dancer, and perhaps his dreamgenéw be realised.

She ran on until she came to the forecourt of #stle. A sleek black
car was standing there between the twin towerssribe/-laden lilacs
bowing over it. It was a Mercedes, and as she danaebreathless
halt she remembered that she had driven in suel o ¢he Vienna
Woods, and there in its comfortable gloom the Barmm Linden had
invited her to stay at Seven Lilacs.

The Baron was home again .. . Breck had returned ,tlae castle
beckoned.



CHAPTER FIVE

THEY met again amittagessenwhen he was polite but distant. He
asked her how she was and they exchanged a fevalfoemarks,
then he devoted his attention to his mother andnSate her lunch
and listened to Kurt on her left, in conversatioithvthe surprise
guest the Baron had brought home with him.

The girl was called Maria Landl and she had be@woduced to Siran
as the daughter of the business associate Bredid®adstaying with
at their lodge in Bavaria.

She was quite lovely, with a fragility about hereoMeissen figure.
She wore a dirndl and a blouse embroidered withwsilmwvers,
baring her throat and her shoulders. A raven boéidair encircled
her, small and beautiful head, her face was a \aval, and her eyes
were dark, sparkling, and faintly slanting.

'‘Meine liebe,'she said softly, each time she addressed the Bsspn
and whenever she said it her almond eyes seenteokisideways at
Breck. She seemed not to notice Siran's presertbe &hble. It was
as if she knew already that she had charmed thenBard could do
the same to Kurt whenever she chose. She was pamkdmusing
and she knew all about winter sports ... not ondekdirt bother to
glance at Siran, or to say a word.

Art-hour before he had punished her with a kiss, mma between
them at the lunch table there was an arctic barrier

'l shall be pleased to show you my workroom, Mashe heard him
say, and never with her had there been that fryeamalle in his voice.
'l make some of my own climbing gear, and | hage @leen working
on skis that are both light and strong on a steapYou may like to
try a pair? They can be adjusted to the femalethaigd weight.'



'How can | resist your invitation, Kurt?' She spdesluctively and
just loud enough for everyone to hear her repiywill be a thrill to
ski with the man who made that daring jump two geago and gave
me his ' golden medal to wear on a chain. | séiltdhyour gift to the
schoolgirl I then was. It's my talisman ... to lgrime luck and the
things | wish for.'

'‘Does a beautiful girl need luck?' he drawled.e8uyou have only to
look at a man and he becomes your devoted slave?’

'It's easy enough to enslave boys, Kurt. The ni&e hre no woman's
vassal.' She laughed and looked at the BarondssseTmen of yours
are proud because no woman has them beneath py@zrsli

Trinka quirked an eyebrow, more delicately yet wsttmething of
Kurt's irony. 'How right you aremmadchen.My sons are like the
mountains of Mayholtzen ... not easily conquered.’

‘They are a challenge,' Maria said softly. 'Eachisnown way.'

Breck glanced up from his lake trout with spicytbutand Siran
noticed how he studied the girl from Bavaria ..ifabe were a lovely
portrait upon which the eyes could be feastednSieal never wished
for beauty, but when he flicked his grey eyes dnezrface she felt the
pain of being compared to Maria Landl, whose fesgwvere so
perfect, whose poise was so finished. She was ot & village in a
remote corner of Cornwall, where the fisher-folk &/superstitious
and still believed in witches.

'You visit us at the right time of the year, Mar¥ou and our little

English guest. In late autumn, if the snow is oat ¢ruel, our lilacs
sometimes bloom with a sort of Indian madness.' Bamness put
her hand upon Breck's sleeve, as if the realityiof home safe again
at Seven Lilacs, was a blessing she had to clin§key say in the



valley—though | have known Kurt to laugh at theadethat when
the lilacs bloom late at the castle there is a wegloh the air.'

‘There is wishful thinking in the air," Kurt saidogkingly. "Trinka
sees a satin slipper pressed lightly upon your oeckine, Breck.'

'‘Most mothers are matchmakers.' The Baron smilduisithoughtful
way, and in his iron-grey suit he looked attradingevere. 'l think,
Kurt, that when Trinka watches you set off on anblj cowled like a
monk against the icy winds, she fears in her hbattyou will never
fall in love with a woman as you have fallen foroske cold
monarchs... the Monte Rosa, the Nadehorn, the Glasst.'

'‘Breck!" His name broke on a note of pain from mmgther's lips.
'‘Please don't mention that awful place!

'‘Not to mention it, my dear, is to make it all there sinister.’

'It is sinister.' Her fingers gripped the sleevénef older son, even as
her blue eyes dwelt entreatingly on her younger ‘samt, must you
torment me by climbing there again? Can't you forged accept that
it was an accident, what happened there?'

'l know it was an accident,' he said grimly. 'Exarg else knows only
what Kristy called it. For my own sake | must retto the Turret, to
climb again, and prove myself no murderer. | ditlowd the rope, but
| did take Helmut up that mountain and for thatustnanswer.'

'‘No --' Trinka shook her head emphatically. 'Bresgeak to your
brother, make him understand that the gods camdszlyg. They have
taken from this house before and they may do smagaurt, don't

you care at all that | am afraid? Is your own pradiethat concerns
you?'

'l am a son of Karel von Linden and | need to rehother people of
the fact. Trinka,' he smiled, and spoke her namalge'l have



climbed the Nanda Devi, a devil of a mountain. Wainpuld | be
afraid of the Turret?'

'‘Because it took Helmut, and in a way it took Krias well. You are
my son and | don't want anything to happen to you.'

'l shall live to be a hundrediebchen.'He laughed and changed the
subject, but an atmosphere of drama had enteraddne and it was
with relief that Siran escaped when the meal ended.

'l wish to write a letter to a friend in Viennajesexplained, and she
left the family and their Bavarian guest to drinkffee in the
music-room. Halfway up the stairs she turned, fgeéirpair of eyes
upon her. A little tremor ran all through her. Brestood lighting a
cigar and he was watching her intently, his thiak hair crisping
above eyes with a steely glint to them. His whéeth gripped the
cigar, and his stance was one of authority, ther#e hall with its
great oriel window, dark oak floor, and white walls

Abruptly he came to the foot of the stairs and lbeekl her down to
him. She approached cautiously, one hand grippmegstair rail,
pausing about five steps above him. His eyes held,la smile
waited on his mouth... as if he had been awaitingrhoment when
they would really meet again and greet each other.

'‘Gruss GottI'ne murmured. 'You are exactly as | remembereliina s
young thing, with a quiet fire in your eyes. Areuya little angry
because we did not speak much raiftagesseh A little hurt,
perhaps?’

'‘No—why should | be, Herr Baron?"

'‘Because you are a woman.' His gaze passed ovetheesmile
travelled to his eyes. 'We cannot speak right nmw,| wish to see
you later on. Meet me beside thelake as the sus dmen.’



'Is it an order?' She hoped the nervous quiveren Joice went
unnoticed, and felt an eager leaping of her h@argsponse to the
look of him. His was an arrogance combined withharm no girl
could resist when he chose to exert it.

'Yes, an order.' He bowed slightly, turned on lesltand strode to the
arched door of the music room. As he entered thedof Maria's
laughter drifted out to the hall. Unlike Siran st&s without shyness.
The Baron von Linden would not have sent her ghfliup the stairs,
heart pounding because he made a secret rendeatbuser.

Siran closed her door behind her and sank dowrtilessaly on the
feather puff that covered her bed. How ridiculofider to feel so
shaken! A dozen pirouettes in succession couldrthig to her when
she was dancing!

She lay back on her bed with her head pillowed upamarms and
wondered what he meant to say to her. Behind tleksrof his cigar

his eyes had smiled, and it seemed to matter rgelaihat she wasn't
beautiful like Maria, or clever enough to say alwdke right and

charming thing. He seemed to remind her of Casfiangh they

were so unalike to look at. If she closed her esfes could almost
hear again the wise and whimsical voice of the sta had loved,
talking about the abiding attraction of certain ckns.

‘There is a type of beauty that turns the headhdw said. '‘And
another kind that touches the heart. Pavlova walrtat lovely to

look at, but when she danced she was beauty as armams of it.

She was eternal youth and innocence. Woman intfligitouched

and uncaptured. The butterfly that kisses in thead dies in a net.
The most striking of women cannot compete with kimsl of magic.

You have it, Siran ... you are fey.'

Siran cooled her face in a pillow and wonderedhd dared meet the
Baron by the lake. An attraction between them cowdd lead to



anything permanent. His mother and the people ofitdiizen would
expect him soon to marry, and he could hardly mardancing girl.
Nor could she give up her dream of being a bakkerin

Her cheeks tingled with the shock of a sudden thougerhaps he
wanted an affair with her. A romance here in thendands, amid the
strange unreal beauty of it all. Something for kommemember when
she went away. Something to replace for her thengdbss of her
dearest Cassian.

Tears stung the back of her eyes. She was so &grfaam all she had
cared about. Morning exercises at ltlagre, eating her lunch perched
on a costume basket, wrapped in a dream of datiogngple of Juliet,
for which Cassian had been training her.

Perhaps it would be a long time before she heaathdbe ting of the
bells, summoning the corps de ballet on stageuoted and eager to
dance.

She stared at the window that framed the cold pleaks of the
mountains. Could she ever feel for all this the savarm fondness
felt for those shabby yet lively rooms in Londonest she had
lodged with other girls of the ballet? Could sheresare for another
man with the ghost of Cassian between them?

There was a compelling charm about Breck von Lindem each
evening when the sun drowned itself in the lakeeghsas »no
lovelier place than Seven Lilacs. The turrets awdets against the
skyline took on a dramatic look, as if the placd haen fashioned for
tragedy and love and it would not be wrong tohetlieart be swayed,
as the willow trees by the lake were swayed byntimeal.

If she met him there he might only talk about loérgt the school ... if
she didn't meet him he might assume that she wasl aff him.



She was drawn to the window that framed the monstas if some
kind of magnetism drew her. She couldn't look ahttwithout a tiny
shiver of fear, and she knew she could not havetkep rendezvous
if Kurt had been the one to ask her.

It was he who made her feel afraid.

He lived with danger and would cause his motheatgraxiety while

he climbed again that fateful mountain she hateahsch. Breck had
not tried to dissuade him ... he knew it was a waktgeath to argue
with his brother. He had described him as cowleel & monk against
the icy winds, and it was curious, the feeling Sihad that the high
peaks had made him theirs and closed his hedretawarm love of a
woman.

Breck wasn't like him. Only in looks did they res#eneach other; in
ways they were as apart as those towering cragssorcool and
dangerous, the other tipped by gold as the surh&ali.

When the sun set she would meet Breck by the lakas exciting to
think of seeing him alone ... of being the one h&hed to be alone
with this evening of his homecoming.

To settle her thoughts she sat down to write to Rudienna. He had

insisted that she let him know that all was welthwher, that she

found the Baroness kind, and the brothers conge®id smiled and

nibbled her pen. He had said that Austrians whedlimn casdes had a
certain arrogance, a swagger that might turn RAd leexd make her
forget that she was a girl of integrity. Dear Rudiie-was afraid she
might fall a victim to the Baron's charm, and slaeed not admit,

even to herself, that the danger existed.

'l think I shall like it here,' she wrote. "Theseogple have known very
sad times and Trinka von Linden is a rather lopelgson, who plays
Schubert as you would love to hear it played. hsé&zhave stepped



into a family tapestry with certain of its threadslly torn, and | hope
to help in some way, to bring a little joy if | can

She signed and sealed her letter, then ran dowssbgilace it on the
hall table for posting. The Baroness had told bela this. Gerda and
one of the other maids went home each evening—eskiown the
slopes of the valley—and they took any lettersacels that needed
posting.

As Siran placed her letter with others on the petss/, she thought
of Kurt making the excuse that he must post hislarin the village
himself ... he had done so in order to drive herdhn the sleigh, so
that he might impress on her not his desire fanfilship but his
warning that he would make her stay a difficult .ofie him she was
the outsider, the girl who didn't ski or attend thimter sports as
Maria Landl did. She was a ballet dancer from Londeho would,
he believed, pine for the bright lights, the apptaaf an audience, the
attentions of gremier danseur.

Yes, she missed them even as she wandered intodhewhere the
long mirrors had once reflected the dancing couplesed here in

the old days, when the chandeliers had sparkledhead, and a small
boy had heard the music and stolen in to watcHiatesh.

She missed the life she was used to with a deegy bahshe wouldn't
pine, she wouldn't show it. Siran had a dash ofitsphat was
reflected in her red-brown hair and her quick, denlimbs. She
would prove Kurt wrong in everything he thought abloer.

She paused in front of a mirror and saw reflectexllbng empty
length of the room, and the scars of the many danfget showing
against the marble. She saw archways crowned legstnork in
white against the blue. Windows reaching almoshéoceiling, with
a long sweep of blue silk curtains, worn in plasesthedaylight
showed through. There were a pair of antique tadohelsone of them



was deeply scarred about the legs, as if someotedtathere and
swung a black leather boot, marking the carved wdeaving a

memento of those unhappy days. One of the wall lpamas

damaged, as if a brutal hand had flung a glasdefhthe stain of
wine on the wall. The covering of a stool was rigppe and it was
strange, somehow, that the Baroness had left dmsirto harbour
memories that must be painful to her.

Was it here that she had said a last goodbye tbuslrand? Was it at
one of the long windows that she had stood alofter;, a guide had
smuggled her boys across the mountains to safeg® it\here she
had been interrogated?

Siran could only imagine all these things ....Her the ballroom was
a place of bruised loveliness, where she had lmead to dance with
Kurt. He imbued everything with a sense of drama. |efft her

wondering each time he spoke a name, mentionepasie insistent
that she be under no illusions about the beauBegtn Lilacs. It was
a house in which people had suffered, and he seemathgine that
Siran had lived in a ballet costume all her lifeddmad not been
touched by the realities of living.

She stared at herself in one of the long mirrodsiawas true that she
looked young and untouched ... a girl who fourehgy to respond to
music and who lost herself when she danced. Buttta't mean she
was the dancing figure of Kurt's imagining. She asseal as anyone
else at the castle ... more real, perhaps, thamMandl|, who didn't
need to work for her living, or to have any ambitimeyond looking
lovely in the clothes provided by her wealthy fath®iran wasn't
envious but it did rankle that she should be ticbdtg Kurt as the
useless creature.

She knew how hard a girl had to work to succeetailtet; at the
beginning there were the long hours of trainingnthf you had the
luck to be selected for the corps de ballet yomedfar less than a



good secretary. The ambition had to be there,rthern awareness
that you were born to dance ... the best of dantadssomething
unique about them, an extra dimension of personaditgift for
creating beauty in movement.

As Siran stood there in the empty ballroom she imecaware of the
sound of music drifting across the hall from thesmauoom. It was
La Captiveby Berlioz, and as if compelled she began to déamtlee
music, her slim feet as light as thistles on tlezbkland white marble.
She felt no sense of shyness. She was in her elevhen dancing, as
a bird is when it takes to the air.

The shyness gripped when she caught suddenly asgimf another
figure in one of the. mirrors. She became asagtith chameleon when
it sees an enemy, her eyes large and startledegsdihelt on the
reflected tallness of the one observer who coulkenber feel
foolish. He walked towards her with deliberationdashe knew
from'his ruffled hair and the brilliance of his syhat he had been out
on the slopes with Maria.

'l was passing,' he smiled slowly, ‘and it seempifyanot to provide
such a charming performance with an audience.'

*You—you think me foolish,' she gasped.

‘Not at all,' he drawled. 'l too have been youmgl a ballroom is the
place for dancing. Please continue. | will watcld gerhaps learn
why men go mad for ballet dancers.'

At once she went to pass him, but he put out a haddcaught at her
arm. It had made her happy to dance, now he cathsgniled it. 'Let
go of me!" she said tensely, and her eyes flashadeet his, full of
those not so quiet fires that Breck had spoken taliadon't want to
be tormented by you...'

'l was paying you a compliment.’



'I—I don't ask for flattery from any man.’
‘All the same it's pleasant to get it, eh?'
'If sincere.’

‘And you doubt my sincerity?'

'‘How can | help it, when you've shown me that yaok me useless,
when you've said frankly that | should return t@Mia? You made
up your mind at the station that | had little tonttdute to this

household. | suppose you expected me to be cargyipair of skis

over one shoulder and a pair of skates in the ¢téwed. Well, I'm not
the sporting type. I'm a ballet dancer and | expeetworked as hard
at thebarre as you have ever worked at winning a gold medal.'

You think me a mere playboy,' he drawled.

She shrugged. 'You've said yourself that your @it the one who
works to maintain Seven Lilacs. You only pleasergeli. You won't

be tied down by a sense of duty and responsibltitu have to be
free to climb mountains.'

'Yes,' his smile was sardonic. 'l have to feel feeed because of it |
gave up training to be a surgeon. | believed | edrnhat. | felt an
inclination to mend people, but after three yedistudy | felt closed
in, desperate for air that did not smell of drugd pain. | broke away
from medicine. | turned to the mountains and folinehs more at
home among them than in the laboratory and therecbom.’

'‘A-"surgeon?' She looked at him in frank amazensend,he laughed
outright at the expression on her face.

‘Don't be so incredulous,' he mocked. 'l couldrreta it and become
gualified in a couple of years. As it is I'm hartdytake on a climb.



Several times | have saved a man from losing Imgefis through
frostbite, and my hands are adept at setting brokess.'

'You would sooner waste your life on the mountdhen do good
with your knowledge?' He seemed to her more resklgasn ever, as
if some devil drove him to those greedy monstere®f where one
day he might lose his own fingers and not be abheta surgeon. She
looked at his strong, firm-jawed face —she rementbéhat as a
child he had been locked up in this castle. It haplpened then, the
trauma that made him break free of every bondidghtmow be too
late for him to give himself to a career.

'Oh, what a waste!' she protested.

'‘He who becomes a surgeon must be totally dedicktess Winters,'

his smile was half mocking, 'are you actually sdhat | have this
divided nature, wanting one thing and driven tckssamething else?
Are you giving me a little pity?"

‘Yes,' she admitted, 'even though you don't desirou have at
your fingertips the chance to be of real use t@feqyet you gamble
with your life up there on those cruel peaks. Yourtent those who
love you..."

'You mean my mother?' His eyes had narrowed anuexéo hold
the flicker of a tiny blue flame.

'Of course ... and Breck.'

'‘What do you know of Breck?' He spoke curtly. 'lubwarn you
that he is very different from me.'

'l can see that for myself." She gave a faintlyrisied laugh. "Warn
me, indeed! What about? That he's no playboy looéa who works
hard to keep Seven Lilacs in your family? The eastlust be
expensive to run in this day and age, when staff'tweork for low



wages. There are many rooms, the lake and the waadsyou said
yourself that he is gradually restoring the placéag old beauty.'

‘Yes, out of pride. Look close at my brothigulein, the next time

you are alone with him, and you will see how prdwdis. In his

library he has books relating to our history anel ¢onnections the
von Lindens have with the old Austrian nobility.efa are midnights
when he pores over the old bound documents, whicingl the war

were secreted with Trinka's jewels in the ChapehefLittle Nun.'

'l think it's fascinating,' she said, a glow in legres. '‘Aren't you
interested in the history of your family?'

'‘Our distant connections with the Mayerling affair@ drawled. 'And
the fact that one of our ancestors was a Prussia@rgl ... his portrait
hangs in Breck's sanctum. The likeness is startling

Siran stared at Kurt, and forgotten for the monmeas the fact that
she stood so close to him that she could feelulsey strength in the
fingers holding her wrist. All she was aware of wasimplication in

his words ... that in Breck ran the blood of arrdgaen who had
ruled the lives of other people, who had been we@lin court

scandals and cruel wars.

She let her mind and her senses absorb what he..samdl then she
thought of Breck at the foot of the stairs, thehtighrough the
windows silvering his hair as he asked her, in &eraleep and
demanding, to meet him beside the lake.

Her eyes met Kurt's, and at once they were asasogk in his craggy
face, as distant and mocking as the peaks he prdfey people. He
said these things to unnerve her! If she listenddrh she would be a
little fool. She must let her own instincts be parde, and all at once
she felt that blind instinct to run away from "hiathe farthest corner
of the castle.



There was in Breck—admittedly—a blend of iron antbaracy, but
they weren't things to be afraid of. It was Kurtomvas wild in his
ways, restless and ruled by what was past.

'l see." His lip took a sardonic twist. 'l am theeg/ou disapprove of. |
have no sense of duty, no down-to- earth ambitinosties strong
enough to hold me from going my own way. | beligiaal think |
have no affections.’

‘You love your mother ... in your way. You respdad pretty face.'
‘Yours?' he mocked.

'No --' She flushed and felt that swift, primitivege to fight him until
she hurt him in some way. But how did you hurt ithaulnerable?
How did you make bleed a block of ice?

'You mean Maria?' His eyes smouldered blue agahe has been a
friend of the family since a child. | taught hergki and to skate.
Breck and | have watched her grow from a leggy sl into the
Bavarian beauty she now is. Are you jealous slnetis? Afraid she
will steal some of Breck's attention?’

'‘Oh—you!" Siran's hand twisted in his grip in afodfto reach his
face. With no effort at all he controlled the imgey and he laughed at
her lack of strength when it came to fighting him.

'l bring out the temper in you, Siran. It suits y&wu become a rival
to Maria when your eyes flash and your cheeks bYoo need not
worry about other women. Miss Winters. You have il wort of

grace, like a young fern tree, or an evergreeheaturn of the year.'

'Stop it!" she gasped. 'lIt was enough before lunalhat you did. |
told you then that | didn't like to be touched lmuy You make me
shiver.'



‘You think | am made of ice, Miss Winters?' He eaibed her name
and his mouth mocked, taking on that smile thad helhumour, only
a little twist of irony. 'If | can only make youdécold, then be sure
that nothing ever happens to put you in my handsafaight.

Remember your history books. The Prussians maratreds Europe
and they took whatever pleased them. It was plgaswvhile ago to
watch you dancing. Perhaps | could become mad batlat dancer.'

Braced for the pain, she wrenched free of him. 'Nmek everything.
| don't understand you, or like you very much. Thieags you say
about Breck are the things you are yourself. Yolorge to your
ice-goddess out there in the Himalayas!'

'‘Don't stop there,' he taunted. 'Go on and say e in your eyes ...
| belong to the Glass Turret as well.'

'Y-you seem to think so yourself. Your mother hglseal you not to
climb there, yet you intend to ... what are you tingi for? The

heavier snows and ice all the way. A chance tokoyearr neck so
you can prove you didn't break Helmut's? That Ww#él easier, |
suppose, than knuckling down to your studies agathbecoming a
person of usefulness and worth.’

"You think me worthless, eh?' He shrugged his steral 'You may
be right, but there is something in each of us tvhddves us to
heaven or the devil:. We have within us hopes andihgs which
oppose each other, a pull in a certain directionclwhve follow
blindly. It could be likened to love, or hate. Varfgen we fall in love
against all our instincts, or we dislike someonerfo basic good
reason. We are human beings, Miss Winters. We iaogptined or
stormy. Right or wrong. We have to work out our odestinies,
despite all the talk about being controlled by Htars. We are, |
believe, at the mercy of what is in our blood, ardht happens to us
when we are young. You were left an orphan, sosgak the strength



and protection of the father you hardly knew vehture to say that
your Director of the ballet was a man much oldantiourself.’

'‘Cassian was eternally young,' she retorted. 'Hiddotome with all
the drama and grace that couldn't be attained byger men. He was
a superb human being and | loved him, as a manaaral dancer.
|[—I'm not ashamed to say so—even to you.'

'‘Even to me?' Kurt raised an eyebrow, corn-lightvaldas eyes and
thick and tousled as his hair. "You think | knowthng of love, and

care even less? You really think | have ice in rayng and a frozen
block of it for a heart? You believe | don't knoewvhit can hurt to

lose someone very much loved? | loved my fathegsMVinters. |

was six, but old enough to sense the kind of mawdee and | have
hated ever since the injustice in the world, théiion and power
that exists. | go to the mountains because theynateral in their

beauty and their cruelty. | climb with men who armple in their

lives, who have the peace in their hearts of theeféin bells, or the
shrines one finds on the hillsides of the Alps.’

Slowly he looked away from Siran and fixed his eyg®n the

antique table scarred by a jackboot; there wasitemdss about his
nostrils, showing clearly against the deep tanisfidce. 'l make no
apologies for the kind of man | may appear to b&ave never found
my fellow-climbers to be anything but gallant, Halpand enduring.

Some of the medical students with whom | trainedewserely

ambitious. They wished only for self-promotion, thig car of the

professional man, the gold plate on the door, tlgefées of rich,

bored women seeking a doctor to worship.'

He shrugged again the wide, strong shoulders thent get carried
the burden of sadness and bewilderment from hisikay, He had
seen more cruelty than kindness in those days amdildn't forget
... ot here, only in the mountains where the wsadg among the
crags.



Siran looked at him and knew an impulse to say $oimg

sympathetic. He was too complex for her completéeustanding,
but all at once she knew that Kurt von Linden wamsweh to the

mountains to seek the person he really was, and vileefound

himself—her heart gave a curious little lurch as thuth struck
home—when he came face to face with what he tragted, those
monastery bells might call to him with more insmte than the voice
of a woman ever could.

But before she could speak, to say at least tleahat been wrong to
think him heartless, he swung on his heel and sttibel length of the
ballroom, the mirrors reflecting his tallness offterathe other. Then
gone were his footfalls, still as snow was the rpamd curiously

empty.

He had so imposed his presence on the room thaorts beauty and

its furnishings now gave her the feeling of beimgeal. She glanced
at herself in a mirror and her face looked ghostlgnd suddenly she
ran from the ballroom, and that mudi@ Captive was being played
again. It followed her upstairs, an insistent mgladth an evocative

title.

Was she a captive at the castle ... made so bynhisual family with
its charm and its tragedy?

She closed her door oh the distant music andhfelgtick beating of
her heart. Not since knowing Cassian had she ¢ellisturbed, so
aware of herself as a woman rather than a damckerlpresent mood
of awareness she wondered if it would be wise oftbe&eep that
rendezvous with Breck.

The lake at sunset was almost too lovely, and Kauitstirred into life
tiny fears and doubts. He had hinted that Breck&dikis own way
where women were concerned ... dared she meetdilook again
into his lake-grey eyes, to feel herself at the camadnof his smile?



In the Vienna Woods he had compelled her to giva jqb that kept
her in touch with the Opera House. There had beerething about
him even then which she had been unable to resisteny. An
attraction which had drawn her to his castle inrtiwintains, where
sometimes in the autumn the lilacs bloomed agaimaa little
rebellion against the dictates of nature, a pugbb@k against the
whiteness of the snow...

... a sign, said the people of the valley, thatealding would soon
take place at Seven Lilacs.



CHAPTER SIX

THE evening light had cast a spell over the lake, Wheflected the
dying of the sun. Birds called to each other actbssvater, and the
reeds whispered ... a lonely sound.

The air was cold, filled with the scent of pineeseand Siran wore
her lambswool coat with the hood attached. The headned her
and also gave her the feeling of being half coremkads she
approached the lake and saw the Baron standing, tiveiting for

her. He turned as he heard her footsteps in th& and he held out a
hand to her. The sunset was on his face and itamaSthere were
little flames in his eyes. She felt a heartleaphatsight of him, and
then his hand was holding hers, pressing her stdimdgrs until she
felt the bite of his crested ring.

‘We touch hands again and smile, eh?'

But she couldn't smile. He made her feel too skywas so tall, so in
command of himself, and her. Slowly he raised tardhto his lips

and kissed her wrist. It was an imperial gestuné, yet at the same
time so natural.

'l could not be sure if you would be here,' he shidoped, but girls
have a habit of changing the mind and Mayholtzéariffom the gay
distraction of Vienna.'

'I—I'm not a gay person, Herr Baron,' she protested

'‘But you would not have come if | had not providedoccupation for
you. You are not the type to enjoy being idle anthmental, though
in that hood you look charming. Charming but derdpprehensive,
as if | might be a wolf." He smiled and his teetimgiered in the
guickening dusk. '‘Or are you shy of me? This iy omé second time
we have really talked together and you are noealtte of the kind
of man | am. But you like my mother, eh? You firer kkharming.'



'Oh yes." His brief kiss had made her feel unbeéaisthy; he looked
So attractive in his dark plush jacket with a sedthis throat and the
wind off the lake tugging at his hair.

‘And what do you think of the castle? Do you fincbmantic ... like a
setting for a ballet? Which ballet, | wonddif?e Snow Maiden?'

She smiled, for it was as if he knew her mindhaugh he mustn't
know her heart and how turbulently it beat wheptigback the hood
from her face and studied her in the reflected gbdwhe lake. The

dusk light had grown mysterious, darkening the ntaias and

leaving for several still moments the castle ihailette there beyond
the Baron's head and shoulders.

'l thought in Vienna that you would suit this place call Seven
Lilacs. There is something symbolic and hauntingualit, ya? My
mountain kingdom.'

He said it with humour, and yet beneath his woatg)ra note of pride
and possession. The things that belonged to hienthihgs he cared
about, would always be kept safe by him, and treasi50 would it
be when he took a wife; she would be protectedi®génse of pride
in what he loved ... and owned.

Siran wasn't shocked that unlike Kurt his poss@ssieere important
to him. He needed more than a roll of camping gedris shoulders,
and an axe to make ice- steps. How different thegewthese two
brothers with the same background, almost the saoks and build,
and the same lovely mother! It was strange to Swédwo had no sister
or brother, no family any more, that those akin Idohave
personalities so unalike.

The wind blew cold off the lake and she gave &elighiver. The
Baron suggested at once that they go to his stadytak there. 'l
don't much like the cold myself." His hands seemeedaress as he



replaced the warm hood about her face. 'The mawntarely tempt
me ... | find there are distractions enough heréherground to keep
me intrigued. When | go to the peaks | go by calle-c

'I'd love to do that," she said eagerly. '‘Coulgkitarranged?’

'Whenever you wish. There is a restaurant-inn@sthmmit and the
scenery is quite spectacular, viewed from the canabthe lounge.
If Kurt joins the party he will probably ski dowmoim there. Have
you seen him in action yet?'

‘No. | hear he's very accomplished at the sport.’

‘There are few to equal him.' They crossed thelyowkl courtyard
with carved balconies looming over them, lit heral ahere by
lanterns now it was dark. "You seem not too frigiadth my brother.
Has he said anything to upset you ... | know helmaa devil when
the mood takes him.'

'Oh—1I just don't take any notice.' She tried toaspeghdy and hoped
she convinced him that there was nothing he needogmout
between herself and Kurt. It wouldn't break herrbdahe and the
storm-god couldn't be friends ... it Was enougla d¢irill to be well
thought of by Breck. He did like her. She couldsseit, feel it in his
touch as he guided her through an entrance int@wis sanctum.
There was a big desk, carved and important-lookargl leather
chairs big enough to get lost in. There were tiraberecesses
filled-With books, and an antique carpet of a ggeadesign glowing
against the polished wood of the floor. There weaé-lamps angled
to reveal good paintings, and the curtains werkerasumptuous,
drawn against the night and the mountains.

'It's a nice room." She looked about her. 'l like tarpet in particular.
Is it oriental?'



'It's a Transylvanian carpet.' He leaned agairestdigsk and took a
finger-slim cigar from the engraved silver box thmatched the

ink-set. 'l am a matt who likes unusual thingplease drop your coat
and sit down. There in that chair with the wing#$e' studied her,

frankly, as he lit the cigar and a small plume robke issued with a
subtle fragrance from his well- defined nostrilfrdught you a small
gift from Bavaria ... in the hope that you would bere when |

returned. Would you like to see it?'

He seemed to be faintly teasing her as he flickecehes over her
white wool dress with a trim of ruby. She sat neatlthe large chair
and felt like a small girl undergoing the inspetmf someone very
adult. He strolled to a corner table and liftedhirib a box carved into
the form of a chalet. He touched a tiny sprinchatgide and at once
the music ofThe Snow Maidetinkled out of the box. He brought it to
Siran and placed it on the arm of her chair. 'l ehgpu like it,
madchenAnything else would perhaps have been too persandl
somehow the music reminded me of you.'

'‘How delightful!" She took the box into her handsdasaw how
intricate was the carving, with minute figures ugba veranda and
tiny tubs of flowers; the eaves were speckled agth snow, and a
glow as of a fire could be seen through a windowlerat real glass. 'l
love it, Herr Baron. How kind of you to think of the

She glanced up, and the lingering look he gaveartaete her cheeks
grow warm.

'l have not ceased thinking about you since thanigng in the Vienna
Woods,' he said. 'lt's my pleasure to give yourtiusical box. | am
pleased you like it.'

'It's so beautifully detailed.' Her glance wavefeaim his so direct
one. 'lt looks expensive.'



'‘With money one can buy many things... happinessotsalways
among them, and it makes me happy to see you an3ahacs.’

‘You're kind to say so..." She let her fingertipander over the
musical chalet and the music made her remembegha at Covent
Garden when with Cassian she had watched the paliteirmed by a
famous ballerina. She had a rare and spirited magithat when she
danced in her partner's arms she inspired in tdeeace a feeling of
wanting to protect her against the bruises of ttie,sensuality of the
love that might melt her. Each touch of the malecga had seemed a
strange outrage.

When Siran met the Baron's grey eyes she saw im ghemile and a
guestion. He knew her to be innocent, and his oasaulinity might

outrage her. Would she weep, shudder, attempéédffbm him if he

should reveal his feelings? She just looked at lima, then his face
drew near and she felt his lips for the first tinhard yet gentle,
smoky from his cigar and very male.

'l wanted to kiss you that first evening in my daut the time was too
soon, the place too evocative. You might have takeifior the sort of
man who fought duels long ago in the woods, and kebunting
lodge for his weekendmours.Men in my position are still looked
upon as being rather wicked where women are coade®iran,' he
spoke her name in a deep voice, 'do you find me werked?'

A smile trembled on the lips he had kissed but aemt ago. 'l like
your castle, Herr Baron. | like your kindness, godr gift. | am glad
| came to Mayholtzen.’

'‘Well said!" His smile cleft a line in his tannedeek. 'We shall drink
to that, | think. | have a monastery wine which Kiorought back
from one of his trips to the Himalayas. | believenlist have been
keeping it for a special occasion such as this'one.



He approached a cabinet of sombre dark wood, aed Wwe opened it
there was a gleam of fine glass, twisted stems,batites long and
squat. The bottle he took from the interior hadmagl neck and a
strange label, and when his thumb dislodged thetb@re was a hiss
as if he released a hidden spirit. He glanced wapsaot her a smile,
then deep red ran the wine in the bowls of matchiagses.

'‘What shall be our pledge?' He handed Siran a ,g@ss the
monastery wine glimmered, and it was strange that 8hould have
provided the wine for this moment. 'No, perhappramises. All |

shall say is that | am charmed by you ... a yowrgpganion and an
old wine.'

The wine held a subtle flavour and strength, asdeimed to go to her
head ... or was it Breck who did that? He had suaforldly, polished
charm, so that she couldn't help but feel flattdngdhis attentions. It
seemed a long time since a man had shown herhbastsred his
Imagination and his senses. It was nice, it melted heart, to be
cosseted by a warm fire in a deep chair, a manBileek giving her
this hour of comfort and kindness.

'Yes,' he leaned an elbow upon the carved mantetjaned down at
her, 'we must arrange an outing for you by cableau must see
everything that May- holtzen has to offer ... nolydbecause we are
grateful to you for saving Lorenz, but because gaithe sort of girl
to appreciate and enjoy the things that are neyoto You aren't
spoiled by having too much. You see everything wrésh and
wondering eyes. Your eyes, by the way, are theucabd a tawny
wine. They could, | think, intoxicate a man.'

She glanced away from him in confusion, and it thiag that she saw
the portrait of his Prussian ancestor. It filledesntire alcove, but she
had been so held byBreck that it came as a likitecls to meet the
eyes of the canvas and find them equally penetydteneath heavy
lids, to see features that so closely resembledetlud the warm,



living man. The man in the portrait wore full draggform and the
top of his helmet was tipped by steel. The colduhe steel matched
the glint of his eyes ... Breck's eyes without $hdle in them, but
reminding her all the same of what Kurt had said.

He had warned her that Breck was dominated by japribde. His
roots went deep in the soil of Seven Lilacs, amdsihrings of the past
were in his blood.

She glanced from the portrait to the living mang dlnere was an
expectant look about him, as if he awaited her centsxabout his
likeness to the General.

'If you were dressed like that,' she said, 'l thirdhould be a little
nervous of you.'

‘Aren't you nervous of me at all, in modern dreB&Hind a drift of

cigar smoke she caught the glint of amusement snelyes, and
suddenly she was unsure of him. Was he playing eth intrigued

by her response to his charm, and by the shynehatyear in the
corps de ballet had not tarnished? She had beewrsgaped up in the
magic of the dance; too well guarded by Cassidrate fallen from

grace ... though there had been girls she knewhaldsuccumbed to
the bribe of champagne and flattery.

'l suppose you think me a little naive,' she saignagine it shows
that | have never been a guest of distinguishegdlpdxefore. My own
people were quite humble, though in their way they pride. My
home was a cottage in sound and sight of the selathan later on |
lived in lodgings in London, a shabby house divide flats and
hardly genteel. I'm bound to be a little overawgdbur castle, Herr
Baron. And by your title and your attention ... bdbn't intend to be
made a little fool of.'



'‘My dear child,' he quirked a blond eyebrow, 'l \eboot dream of

taking you for a little fool. Did you think | inwvétd you to Seven Lilacs
in order to seduce you? Surely it would have besieeto do that in

Vienna, where there are softly lit restaurants thedtres."'

'It wouldn't be easy anywhere for a girl to be ssdlagainst her will,
Baron.'

'‘Perhaps not."' His grey eyes held hers and shenads aware of the
power he could exert, the command he had over thbediked him.
'In days gone by, my little ballerina, | should Bdwad it in my power
to make of you what | pleased ... a famous damnmemy close
companion. Both, perhaps. You once spoke of a nman nguch
admired. | begin to wonder if you mistook venenatior love. Love
Is not an easily controlled emotion. It's more sspanate flame than a
compassionate warmth. It can burn away the preeceteils, as the
foliage is burned away to uncover the sugar-camewild sweetness
at the heart of life. You are very young yet, Sifdlagic has touched
you through the ballet, but not the full magic@f¢. The tawny wine
of your eyes holds the promise of intoxication, tina fulfilment of
it.'

He paused as the bells far up in the tower beganybkaling, a sound
that must carry far across the snowbound counteysidckoning the
person who might go astray, promising shelter aictistle.

'‘We must join the others for dinner.' Breck extehdédnand and after
a momentary pause she took it and was drawn tdele¢r to find
herself close to the dark plush of his jacket, fih@m pride of his
features, the silvery sweep of his hair. She hédhfe attraction in
Vienna ... here at the casde she felt it with iaseel force. She felt a
compulsion to touch his face, to smooth away tlegpdine beside
his mouth. Then he moved his head slightly andlitree had been
only a shadow after all.



'What is it?' he asked. 'Just then you looked aasriél had become a
stranger. | thought after this hour alone that wead h
become—friends.’

That deliberate pause between his words made heegpquicken,
and then in the small tense silence between themstindy door
opened and a voice sang out: 'Breck, we are wdiingou—oh, you
are delayed by Miss Winters!'

Siran pulled her hand free of his and turned toMaea Landl in the
doorway. Maria slowly raised an eyebrow, then datgiold of her
full skirt she whirled about and made across thetbahe dining-
room. '‘Breck is about to join us,' she said gdMiss Winters had
something she wished to discuss with him.'

'‘Come, Miss Winters,' the Baron was laughing spfllgse to her ear.
'‘We will start a scandal if we are caught alonedfien.'

Kurt didn't join them for dinner; he had gone toalwith a friend,
Eric Gerhardt, a guide and sportsman who livedhatather side of
the valley.

‘Trinka, you worry yourself to no avail." Breck apted a cup of
mokkathe dark, after-dinner coffee with deep cream dddenake it
really delicious.

'‘But right now Kurt is making plans for that climbhis.' She looked
anxious. 'How | wish he would return to his studiesdo anything
but what he does with his life. Breck, can't youspade him to go
into business with you and Herr Land|?’

Brfetk set his jaw. 'He would be more of a hindetitan a help, and
you know I'm right'. Kurt was not cut out for busss ... it would be
like caging a lion. Trinka, let him be. You have,ipeu have Lorenz,
and you know that | care .about Seven Lilacs aeduture. Accept



that Kurt has thevanderlust.There is nothing to be done about it..
not now.'

'l sometimes think of him as a baby, like Lorene.Wwhs so fair, and
not at all the independent person he became ascheaider. If we
had a party—do you remember, Breck—he would coneeping
downstairs to see me.’

Breck gave a laugh. 'l think | was sometimes jesloluhim because
he was younger than | and could still be treaté@ la baby.
Now—now he's as unapproachable as his mountains.'

'He has changed since the last time | saw him.laMaas curled up
on a sofa, with an orchid-gold lamp binning besideon a low table,
filtering its soft light on to the thick silk of helress and her dark hair.
Her faintly slanting eyes dwelt on Breck, who loadgn the piano
stool. Trinka sat near the stove as if she feltla cold. Siran sat in
the shadows of the windowseat, watching, listentaging sips at
her, cream-topped coffee. These people were sangfriand it gave
her pleasure to be the onlooker. She could hugiteelf the secret of
being kissed by Breck. When he looked at her withh@ smile, she
had no need to wonder why. He wanted it that way.tkem to be
polite in the company of others rendered it allrii@e exciting when
they were alone.

Maria sang for them, and her voice was curiousl m so petite a
person:

'Still is the Nacht, Mein Schatz.
Still is the night, my love.'

'‘Bravo!" The Baron looked pleased and admiring astdok the
singer's hand and kissed it. Siran felt a swifh sthjealousy and told
herself not to be foolish. Breck had known the Ig\Waria for years;
he was bound to be fond of her.



Suddenly he swung to face Siran. 'Maria has givea gong, now
you will dance for us.’

'Oh no --' At once she was embarrassed. 'I'm nating the proper
shoes --'

‘That is easily remedied. Run upstairs and fetemth
'No, | --'

He strode across the room to her, took hold ofaeds and pulled
her to her feet. 'l won't be denidgbling. Not tonight when like a
pasha | have three pretty women at my sole commRaod, run
upstairs this instant.' He hurried her to the dwwd his mood was so
gay that it was hard to resist him.

'Please—I'm shy,' she whispered.

'‘We are just another audience,' he said indulgeivibu have danced
often in front of a much larger one.’

'It's different on a stage in a group of other @aac

'‘Breck, don't insist if Miss Winters feels she cainperform for us.'
Maria spoke with tart sweetness. 'We will get tnat Tarot cards and
| shall tell everyone's fortune. It will be much radun.’

‘Yes,' said Trinka, and for a brief moment her eyes Siran's in a
look of understanding. 'Let Maria amuse us with fibrtune cards.
Do you remember the last time we had them out? Bentha was
here from Vienna and oh, the things that wickedahusing old lady
predicted for us all!"

He smiled and gave in, but he insisted that Sittanighin the family
circle. 'You are not getting out of this," he savthur fortune is going
to be told as well.'



Maria looked deliberately at. the girl who was astnber own age;
who could also be expected to want the romantie whan attractive
man. 'There are secrets in every heart,' she 'Baid/ou wish me to
reveal your secrets, Miss Winters?'

‘Are you that good with the Tarot cards, Miss Lanhdl

Maria laughed softly. 'l think | shall be very goatreading the cards
for you. When a girl leaves her own country to caabeoad she is
either running away from something, or searchingstomeone. You
came not as a tourist, eh? | am told you were wgrka Vienna.'

'Yes, as a waitress.'

'How disagreeable for you, to have to wait on ofemple. | should
not like that at all.'

‘Well, you will never have to do it, will you, Midsandl? In some
respects the work was quite interesting. Some@ttlstomers were
very amusing.'

‘Were any of them handsome? | fear I'm terriblyilsplp Miss
Winters, and | do enjoy having handsome men arauad When
Breck invited me to Seven Lilacs | couldn't resisining. Was it the
appeal of two good- looking bachelors that brouglut tp the castle?'

'Stop your teasing, Maria.' The Baroness had takeysewood box
from a side cabinet and now she placed it on tfeetable beside the
Bavarian girl. The box caught the lamplight andagted the colour
of dark red roses, and when it was opened a vdinetlg was
disclosed and yet another box, card-size, of stlvenatch the silver
key.

'Have you ever seen a pack of Tarot cards, Sifdm®'Baroness sat
down beside her on the twin sofa, while Breck pdwwéne into four



stemmed glasses and handed them around. He theéovaathimself
in a large winged chair, a relaxed air about him,

‘No, but I've heard they're very interesting.' Sicaipped her wine
glass like an acolyte at a mysterious ceremonyréWethey used by
the ancient Hebrews to predict fame, fortune, taray?'

'Yes," murmured the Baron, 'so beware. You maynb®li some
intriguing revelations.'

Siran glanced at him and smiled. She was stru¢kéwyobility of his
head at rest against the dark blue wings of hig.cHa looked so at
home in his castle, so much the master, yet thwsee lips had
touched her own. As she looked at him they touc¢hedim of his
wine glass, and there was something deliberateeimfy he did it, as
if he imparted to her his secret wish to feel aga@gnshyness of her
kiss.

A flush came into her cheeks and she looked away finim and

watched the ceremony of the Tarot cards. Trinkdflguuthem first

and handed them to Maria. With a little low laugimost a purr, the
Bavarian girl began to lay them out one by onelmntable. They
were quite beautiful, with pictures upon them that the look of
being painted by the blade- fine brush of an orieantzst.

'‘Ah, here we have the Sungine liebeBurning bright above a pair of
children. It stands in conjunction with Justice—Kpthe sword and
scales. And— how strange, the Pendulum! The maresuked over a
chasm...'

The Baroness caught her breath sharply. 'l hate#rd!

‘It means only duty,' said Breck. 'The cards loekywdramatic, but
each one holds a hidden meaning rather than alwdweonclusion.
Each one of us is tied by the feet to his duty@msosed to his desires.



The two can't always meet, and so we feel tormeatetithe card
expresses this.’'

‘The Sun means joy," smiled Maria. 'There is jogtore for one of
your children.’

'One... ?' The Baroness gave a little shudder—$atai, for she was
sitting quite close to Trinka. 'That is enough leddlestiny for me,
Maria. Play now with Siran/

‘Very well." Maria gathered the cards together hadded them to
Siran. 'Please shuffle them and we will see what sore for you,
Miss Winters.'

Siran did as she was bid. 'l do wish you'd callayeny first name,’
she said. 'You make me feel like one of those dommwns in a
Victorian novel.'

Maria stroked a dark eyebrow and stared at Siraunf, she thought
the English girl looked a schoolmartanke schon.She took the
shuffled cards and began to spread them oift. 'faue a most
unusual name. | thought all English girls wereezhlGrace, Alice, or
Jane.’

'Only in Victorian novels,' Siran said, tartly swéerself.

The Baron gave a little chuckle. "You asked fot,thebling," he said
to Maria. 'There is a hint of titian in Siran's hai sign of temper.’

‘You like women to have a temper, Breck?' Marigkéxbat him with
a flutter of her long lashes, a slight pout toreel mouth, the sheen of
little pearls bobbing in her ears.

'‘Angels are for the wayside shrine,' he said teggirfi have known
you too long to be fooled .by that limpid look. bsvat the lodge,
remember, when your own grapevine was raided Bvés in the



night and every grape was plucked. Will | ever &rdebling, the
storm you created? Your father bought you a rithogse and a string
of pearls to pacify you.'

' meant to make my own wine,' she pouted. 'lt Wolodve been
delicious, the grapes were so big and so dark.sl geang to tread
them myself.'

'‘Poorliebling," he laughed. 'To be denied for once.’

'l hate you, Breck, when you laugh at me.' Sheetb$ger head and
gave her attention to the cards. But a tiny derd slgowing in her
cheek. A hint that his teasing was to be prefetodus indifference.
Siran wondered in that moment if Maria was in lewth Breck von

Linden.

‘These are interesting cards,' she murmuieBtoile, the card of
hope. Are you hoping for something nice to hapjeyou, Siran?'

‘Certainly. It's human nature.'

‘Ah, and Isis the Priestess! You are involved irystery, my dear.
This card is very significant and means that somgtlstrange is
likely to happen to you." A slightly malicious twke danced in
Maria's dark eyes. 'l hope | am not making you oes?"'

'‘Not in the least.' Siran spoke gaily, but all #ame she wondered
why Seven Lilacs seemed a place of destiny, aadh estep away
from Cornwall had been leading her to the castiein@® of Celtic
parentage she couldn't dismiss lightly the tinysignd portents. The
feeling she had of a secret waiting to be revealefikeling almost
like that of being poised on her toes for a sunpgisue.

'‘Continue with the card reading,’ Breck orderetls ‘tmusing if
nothing else.'



'‘Don't you believe in the cards, Herr Baron?' Sitamed to look at
him and saw a smile quirk on his lips. He lookdgae [Kurt then,
sardonic and a trifle mocking.

'l would hate to believe that | am not my. own reasthe replied.
'‘People aren't puppets on strings. They make their decisions,
their own disasters, their own destiny.'

Tou seem very sure of that, Baron.'
'Yes, fraulein.It's for a man to be sure and a woman to be clmayini

His answer confused her, for it held the kind ebgance she would
have expected from his brother. Were they, aftemabre alike in
character than she had thought them?

The rest of the evening was passed amusingly, d@mehwrinka
played for them Siran pushed to the back of hedrthe card of Isis
with its prediction of a strange occurrence. Sheedieeady enough to
occupy her mind, and when at last they all sdslte Nacht,'to
each-other the midnight bells were ringing.

‘Stille Nacht, Trinka murmured, as she and Siran paused at adfen
the stairs to gaze from a window at the snow ttest falling again. It
lay from wall to wall of the courtyard, and gave tthees a tranced
look.

‘The lilacs won't bloom if the snow keeps fallimgnd it would have
been so nice to have a wedding at the castleethssuch ages since
we had a real celebration here, with lots of fond @ine, musicians
and people dancing, the lights blazing out fromltmg windows.'

‘You could have a party,' Siran smiled. 'Why rioit,would give you
pleasure?'



'Kristy has been gone so short a time, and thest beia real reason
for a party.’

‘Won't it be Breck's birthday in a matter of week&ittle colour
stole into Siran's cheeks as she spoke his name cah't go on being
sad because of what happened to Kristy ... peibg@s meant to be.
Perhaps she could never have been happy withoyblieg man.'

'‘She was so impetuous, poor girl. Helmut was aestudf art, you
know, and he used to come to Mayholtzen for hisatrans. Neither
Breck nor Kurt approved of him very much. He wasistike both of
them, dreamy and full of flights of fancy, and #evere arguments
over Kristy's friendship with him here at the casturt wished her
to like his friend Eric, but no one can force d tprlove against her
will, and it was her student whom she loved. | wamdTrinka
fingered her rings, 'l begin to wonder if Breck Hasught Maria
home for a more serious purpose than the wintatspmbe enjoyed
here. She doesn't get along too well with her segpar—Herr Landl
was made a widower when Maria was twelve years ahd, he
remarried about two years ago. Maria was accustdméeing the
little mistress of the lodge, and as you can seehsts been rather
indulged. An exquisite young thing, of course, furtd of her own
way. Breck, however, would soon remedy that if --'

The Baroness paused significantly, and Siran fltfa little pit
opened beneath her feet. Could it be true, thdtademarital plans
with regard to Maria ... and plans quite the opjgosihen it came to
herself?

'‘We shall cause a scandal if we are caught alom®ften,' he had
said. But he had kissed Maria's hand openly. Thadebeen nothing
clandestine about his admiration for the other. girl

'‘Would it please you, Baroness, to have Maria fdaaghter-in-law?'
Siran asked. 'She is very lovely, and very enterigi--'



'‘And accustomed to our traditions,’ Trinka saiduthiafully. 'l do

believe that at last Breck has made a decision vagard to the
future. He knows Maria very well, and they app@ahdve tastes in
common. | must watch those two. | should like todeetain that
Breck is much in love with the girl he chooses &rm. Marriage can
be a joy, or merely a partnership, according toahmunt of love
each partner contributes. | was very much in loil wy husband,
and Breck has some of his ways. That air of stesmrgedeceptive.’

Siran knew it was, but she had to pretend to batdigested. She was
merely the young English guest who would work e ¥ialley a while
and then return to Vienna. For her this was arrlude ... the solo
dance in the middle of the ballet.

Trinka looked at her and seemed to notice how fies dominated
her face. '"You must be tired, my dear.' Trinka éshforward and

kissed her cheek, and then she gave it a lighkestr&nglish girls

have such nice skinSo clear and smooth. Tell manSwhat do you
intend to do with your life? Ah, | know you are anter, but you can't
give all your devotion to it. When the curtain $&aktveryone goes
home to someone ... who will you go home to?'

'‘Probably a cat or two.' Siran gave a laugh. 'A-ftime dancing

career can be very demanding, and unless a dara@lesia man
who is connected with ballet, who understands #réus demands
and difficulties, it is best if she stays single.’

'‘But, liebling,’ Trinka looked shocked by Siran's reply, '‘an ativac
girl can't deny herself the nicest thing in lifleetioving kindness, and
the passion, of a nice man.’

'‘Perhaps later on | shall meet someone in ballgtripht now | can
see no further than my ambitions.’



'You don't look the ambitious sort to me.' The Bess looked at
Siran from her head to her heels. 'You are five-famthing of youth,
dreams, and a slender shape. You need someorietoatie of you.'

'I'm really very independent, so you mustn't woalout me,
Baroness. | know what | want --'

'l wonder, my child.' They continued on their wastairs and parted
at the door of Siran's bedroom. 'Sleep tight andppadreams,
liebling.'

‘Goodnight, Baroness, and thank you for all yondkiess.'

The Baroness went on her way along the corriddnetosuite which
included the nursery. She opened the door anduksaed inside, to
ensure that all was well with her grandson.

Siran closed the door of her own room and lit #mep beside her bed,
which diffused a muted glow over the room, withbikg goose feather
bed, glass animals and castles, and beaver-skirSan walked to
the shelf that held the little ornaments and slekgal up one of the
castles and fingered the glass turrets. It seertadge to think of
Kurt collecting these as a child. As a man he seeseestrong and
defiant and above the trivialities of glass castes the need to make
a home of his own for a woman of his own.

A shadow stirred on the white wall and with a tiggsp of alarm
Siran turned to see the white dog Bruno slitheaaogfrom beneath
her bed. He gave a wideyawn, cocked an eye aahdrthen ambled
to the door. She followed him and opened the dderwas used to
this room and often she came in to find him lookmg of the

window, or sprawled out in front of the stove thats always kept
burning with small logs.

Tail aloft, he went on his way along the corridand Siran gave a
sudden little laugh. Bruno was so like his masser,unperturbed



when he startled a girl, and so independent. it'tlidb to stroke him
very often; he didn't bite, but he did growl if doeiched him.

She placed the little glass castle on the tableledwer bed, where it
caught the light of the lamp and glistened witt fhay-tale magic so
dear to the hearts of the young and sensitivenS3irad to imagine
Kurt as a child as here in his room she prepareddd. The invasion
of Seven Lilacs by men in jackboots had left arelitude impression
on his mind, for he and Breck had been spiritedyafsam their
mother for the remainder of the war, and when tiny returned the
castle had been scarred and marked by those nigipest of its
treasures, and their mother had greeted them viitdr sn her hair
and suffering in her eyes Breck had been older,emale to
understand the reasons for their banishment, but Kad never
forgotten, or forgiven. The experience had marketdds surely as a
visible wound and left scar tissue which had haedeaver as he
grew to be a man. He was now a man who was afoagilve of his
heart because as a boy he had seen jackboots avemichis mother's
hearth.

Siran discovered herself by the dressing-chestingtamto her own
eyes reflected in the mirror. They were wide withit discovery, for
no one since that time, not even Trinka, had faumgy to show him
that love and pain were twin beings. To shut ydtise from love
was to become one of those who hurt other peopteh&tl hurt
Helmut and Kristy, and he saw only one way of rapan.

She shivered and went to the stove, where she kiosin and
warmed her hands, her blue robe in a silky pooliaber slimness.
She looked almost a child, the tiny flickers ofnfla gilding the soft
pewter of her hair. She knew that the ghost of wa limunted this
room, that in the silence he had spoken to herwkig her to be
young herself and rather lost.

'l know what | want,' she said again. 'l want tock'



In an instant she remembered the musical box wBiiebk had given
her; she had left it in his study, and she haddaen longing to hear
again the music ofhe Show MaiderOh impulse she left her room
and ran swifdy downstairs in her robe, a ghost luelon each
different landing until she reached the hall andlengquiedy for the
door of Breck's study. She turned the handle aedegthe door, and
at once she saw the lamp burning on his desk,renthll figure over
by the cabinet in which the Baron kept a collecodantiques.

'‘Breck!" She stood there, starded and confused s he swung
round and she was looking at his brother ... artddrhands he held
one of the black and silver military pistols whialere part of the
Baron's collection.

At once the obvious conclusion leapt to her mindhe was so
unhappy that he was about to end things with abull

'‘Kurt—you can't do it I' She dashed across to hich grabbed at the
pistol. 'Think of Trinka—it would break her heart!

For a moment a tussle ensued, and then quite stglgktame the
sound of his laughter above her head; she lookexiwifly and met
his wickedly amused eyes.

'You came at me like Hildebrund trying to snatol slvord. My dear
girl, I am not about to end it all with one of teeneral's pistols. It
would be much easier, on me and the carpet, tod#apmountain if
| felt like it.’

‘But --'

'‘Eric and | were arguing about these things—he tamad that
duelling pistols have sights the same as offigeissols, but as |
pointed out to him, duellists hardly had time tketasteady aim at
each other. They were out to wing, not to kill.'



'Oh dear!" Siran had never felt so foolish ... she& had been thinking
about him as a boy, and seeing him with the pisaol triggered off

the wild thought that he was about to take his. lifemust have

seemed like a crazy woman, hurling myself at yé&e khat. | do

apologize.'

'‘Not at all. The pistol wasn't loaded anyway.pest midnight, Siran.
Were you sleepwalking?'

'‘No, |—I came down for something I'd forgotten.’
‘And you heard me in here.’

She hesitated in her reply, reluctant to admit shathad come down
to the study for the musical box his brother haekgiher. She could
see it on the mantelpiece, where Breck had plaocgden Maria had
appeared to find them alone together. Oh, it wotldimat all, not if
Maria was meant for Breck, for anyone at Severckila get the idea
that Siran meant anything to him.

Kurt was the last person who must know!

'Itis very late ... the little thing | wanted camit till the morning.' She
went to move away from him and swiftly he stoochar way. He

looked down at her intently, and made her at om@@that she was
wearing only her robe over her nightdress.

'‘Please—let me go.'

'I'm not touching you ... you might scream and wHies castle,' he
said sardonically. 'What was so important thatr@ulght you down
here at this late hour? You see, you give a Ijil@p. You are
nervous, yet a short while ago you thought onlwiasting this pistol
from me.’'

'l do assure you it can wait until the morning.'



'Is it something you left in this room?’
INO __I

*You are not good at telling untruths. Your lasAatter madly and
your cheeks are red. Shall we play a game of inentreasure?'

'‘Don't be absurd—at this time of night? Someonéhaar and --'

'‘And maybe find us alone like this, beneath therpdrof our fierce
ancestor. What do you think of him, Miss Winters@'Hvery
handsome, eh? Can't you see the likeness to miydnft

'I'm going to bed." She tried to step past him, Wwith an adroit
movement he trapped her in the alcove, the Gemmahg down
sternly upon the scene while his great-grandsotednaind enjoyed
Siran's alarm.

'‘Why can't you leave me alone?' she asked. 'Yol thyment Maria
in this way.'

‘Maria would merely laugh, but you become angry aladmed, as if
| threatened your innocence. What vanity, Miss &fisitl Do you
think | find you as attractive as my brother does?’

'l really do hate you,' she gasped. 'Never in fieyHave | met anyone
so infuriating. You do it on purpose ... as if ydan't want people to
like you. If they liked you they might dent youritsof armour. You're

armoured to the heart, Herr von Linden. It's ordutypride that can
be hurt.’

‘Do you want me to like you?' he drawled, closehéw, tall and
rugged and broad-shouldered, the tie pulled opérsdhroat so that
his dress shirt was a shock of white against lms/brskin. He had the
vital,untamed looks of a man some women would w@he liked by,



but Siran was crushing herself against the panetkdt] widening as
much as possible the gap between her and Kurt.

'I—I prefer things the way they are, thank you.'

'l think | do as well.' He was gazing down at fsudying the bright
disorder of her hair, the blue of her robe, thes mataminess of her
throat, the tawny temper of her eyes. 'l can seg mig brother
invited you here. There is more to you than thetgiroine who leaps
to save a baby, and a man she doesn't even litkes Ibistol had been
loaded it might have gone off and hurt you. | sdobbhte to be
responsible for marking a thing so pretty.'

'‘Don't ... look at me like that. Do you think besau've been on the
stage that | like to be flirted with? | didn't coneSeven Lilacs for
that.'

'Why did you come, Miss Winters?'

‘To see your mother ... and to work. Why must yssuae that I'm
running after your brother? And if | were, what imess would it be
of yours?'

‘You could get hurt... | warned you. People are-abtays what they
seem, and you are not as sophisticated as | thoughtvould be
when | heard you were coming to stay with us. Il yaad emerged
from the station looking poised and sure of yodrsghould hot have
bothered to warn you of anything.'

'‘Why should | need a warning?' She looked at hirtin wiide and
puzzled eyes. 'I'm not a child to take people @ falue. | know they
aren't books to be selected from a shelf and readew hours. What
are you getting at?'

'‘What did you come down here looking for? This isdk's study, so
| presume you came looking for something be gawe'yo



'‘How dare you ask me that! It's none of your bussné

'I'm curious, when a girl leaves her room after mgtit and comes
stealing downstairs tor some trinket she has feegott has to mean
something to her. It has to be a token of affection

'‘And what are youmein herr}' Her eyes were blazing, topaz
jewelled, in her slender face. "Your brother's lez@p

'‘No, not my brother's.' His voice went rough. 'Nou little fool |
don't want to see you in the predicament Kristynfibunerself in.
You're impulsive like she was, carried away by tadbimagic and
poetry. You're vulnerable, and a long way from hoide tossed the
pistol aside, took hold of her, and gave her a sh@ken his hands
suddenly crushed her shoulders and she was swemsaghe
hardness of him, held so strongly that she coulaét at him, or
break away from him. She saw the blue and angmkigpaf his eyes,
and then when she thought he would kiss her, tegllifier as if she
were a child, marched from the room with her, earher all the way
up the stairs, and dropped her to her feet in fobhier door.

'‘Now go to bed,' he said sternly. 'You aren't éddlo run around the
castle in your night-clothes. You behave like gaeBut you don't
look like one.'

At the sweep of his eyes, gone a dark blue in tesews of the
corridor, Siran grabbed at the handle of her dadrushed it open. 'l
knew it when we met.' The words came from her withsh. 'l knew
we could never be friends.'

'l knew it alsoliebchen.'He gazed down deliberately into her eye:
'‘We could never be friends. Goodnight, and no na@edering.’

He swung on his heel and marched off, treadingtbyldéike a jungle
creature, his tawny head set arrogantly on thahgtneck branching



into wide shoulders. Siran retreated into her remih closed the door
tightly.

She was sure she had shut him out... until sheteaglint of lie little
glass castle. It had been his and in those fadafé he had believed
in the magic of it and spun a tale, perhaps, afrecpss locked in one
of its turrets. She would have liked him as a lg,try as she might
she couldn't feel anything but antagonism for tla&m

She climbed into bed and reached out to switchhafflamp, and in
doing so she knocked over the glass castle. Het feamed to stop,
then beat again. If it had fallen to the floor ibwid have broken ...
tomorrow she would replace it on the shelf for safe

Most things high on a shelf were safe, if a litieglected, and Kurt
had more than intimated that she had better stapeois, out of
harm's way.

Out of his brother's way, he had meant!



CHAPTER SEVEN

SRAN started her dancing lessons at the school. THe gere
equipped with dark blue tunics and crepe- soled sHoe their
gymnastics class, so these had to suffice for theemt, until they
became more proficient as ballet students. Sirah @ illusions
about producing a group of Markovas, but it was sing and
Interesting taking this class of older pupils antting them through a
routine so well remembered.

Herr Brandt had arranged for sevebaresto be installed in the
gymnasium and Siran found to her delight that tine gvere supple
and free in their movements owing to the amourskahg they did,

not to mention skating when the ice became thidugh, and riding
toboggans down the snowy slopes.

They were a nice lot of girls, pleasant and soeiabthe way of most
Austrians, intent on hearing all about England #dredballet. They
enjoyed watching Siran, clad in her sleevelesatepgoing through
a series of steps and movements new to them abBhgt.had to learn
ballon, and she showed them how light and bouncy they beisin
their feet Then there wdsatterie, leaping steps in which the feet
came together in little beats. There was tbeette,a whipping
movement of the leg, and the full turn on one foatled the
pirouette.

They watched fascinated, and unbeknown to Siramaslanced and
explained the headmaster was watching as well fom@ of the
alcoves, a little smile of enchantment quirking meustache. This
young woman might not teach the girls of this walkchool to
balance so gracefully on one leg, but she was auisiton.
Someone fresh and talented for his pupils to ermuldé nodded to
himself and went on his way, humming a Viennese tiomv in his
throat, to take the older boys in maths.



The days passed, and the gymnasium girls acquiredmmrning a
record-player and a pile of records, dumped ondberstep by
someone who came by in a yellow sports car. Ornthefirls saw
him driving rapidly away, too modest to stay andhmnked.

'‘Well, who is this Santa Claus who owns a yellowrspcar?' Siran
wanted to know.

A couple of the girls spoke English and they intetpd for Siran,
often producing gales of laughter as their Enghsid her bit of
German got mixed up.

'It's Herr Gerhardt,' the girl said. 'He comes taylbltzen for the
climbing, and everyone knows that he was very mudbve with the

stepdaughter of the Baroness. She would neverdodikm, but he
would have married her despite all the talk after accident on the
Glass Turret.'

Siran changed the subject, for she didn't wishniwoarage gossip
about the inmates of the castle ... fascinatingghat might be. They
started the record- player and she got the girlsing o the music of
Swan LakeShe would thank Herr Gerhardt somehow for a ptesen
useful and so unexpected. She had heard he was af im@ependent
means, but not everyone was so generous.

Her meeting with Eric Gerhardt came about as uneepéy as his
gift to the school. A cable-car trip had been areahfpr the coming
weekend, and rooms for an-overnight stay had beekdd at the
Hotel Blue Rose at the summit of the mountain ride.

It was the Baroness who told her that Kurt's frigmild be joining
them. 'He's a lonely man,' she said. 'It will bedjor him to be in our
company for the weekend.'

'Did Kurt persuade him?' Siran added cream to bee, for she and
Trinka were enjoying a feminine interlude before tiwo brothers



arrived home from their various activities. Marlvays spent about
two hours getting ready for the evening. Her loragr ltould be
arranged in all sorts of styles, and she possesdadje and varied
wardrobe. Siran, who owned but a few dresses, hagrgused to
being put in the shade by the other girl. Now shig smiled, for like
the others she was entertained by Maria's drarappearances. One
evening in dark red silk that made her look likeomohid. Another
time in sapphire blue velvet. She lit up the cabke some fairy
princess, and Siran was quite sure in her heartiibaBaron Would
eventually marry her. In the meantime he flirtedhwher, and took
Siran for walks through the woods. Sometimes theytirere, not by
arrangement but by instinct, as if their thoughad lown together
during the day and they found each other in thedsaghen dusk was
falling.

She looked forward to the weekend, when she wdaladswith him
above the world, making polite conversation in froithe others, but
speaking with their eyes.

It wasn't a sinful friendship. She was flatteredtth man of such
distinction should like her, but it would go no ther than that. She
would not prove to Kurt that she needed a keeper.

‘Yes, Kurt thought it would be a good idea if hiehd came on this
expedition with us.' Trinka smiled. "The pair okth never get tired
of the mountains, and Eric has no family. He'sim shy man, but
charming in his quiet way.'

'He sounds the very opposite to your son.' Sirah the quick
amusement in her eyes by leaning forward to sel@etstry bursting
with cream and jam. Being one of those lucky peagie didn't have
to watch the calories she could enjoy these Austiékes that tasted
so heavenly.

‘Don't you find Kurt at all attractive?' Trinka &skquizzically.



'l didn't mean that, exactly.' Siran licked peaah from the corner of
her lip. 'l mean he isn't exactly the retiring sél¢ speaks his mind so
boldly, and his personality is so definite. Hisefrd was too shy to
bring his present into the school, and he left ithva little note
attached and drove off in his car. The note saad tie hoped the
music would help the girls with their ballet lessokle thought the
idea so excellent, for he himself liked to go te Mpera House when
he was in Vienna. | thought it was so nice of hima #m pleased |
shall be meeting him soon.’

"You two will find much in common.' Trinka ran hiemgers over her
rings, a habit she had when a thought disturbedAgyou say, my
son Kurt has a very definite personality and thake don't really

know him are inclined to find him a little too owvdrelming. Would

you believe me if | told you he was more lovableaashild than his
brother Breck? Then he needed me. Then he woul@ ¢ome with

his small troubles and his scraped knees. Thereloafged to me ...
now he belongs only to himself. A woman's sons gogvand must
live their own lives, and | would hate to be a msssve mother, but
Kurt withholds his heart from people. He has indté@come an
acolyte of the mountain gods ... if that doesniingbtoo fanciful to

the ears of a young English girl?’

'‘No'. Siran gave the Baroness a look of completgerstanding.
'‘People in ballet are often like that. David Cassias completely
devoted to the dance and though there were womaérsilife they
touched only the fringe of it, only the part thaeded their laughter
and their company occasionally. | loved him —I anid help
myself—but | always knew that if he loved me inuretit would be
partly because of what made of me as a dancernhatde would
love me best when | danced for him. | think if youe someone you
have to be prepared to be hurt by them. | thilkvé was all roses
and no thorns it would be less exciting?'

"You would want it to be exciting?'



‘Yes ... if | had not made up my mind to be an yeobf the dance.’

The Baroness smiled. 'l think that at the weekéiadl ¢able-car will
be carrying a group of lost souls to the mountains.

‘Even Maria?' A dent appeared beneath Siran'shetkbone.

‘The child is acting all the time. There is someghshe wants very
much, but that other devilish son of mine is elgdmer. He walks in
the woods more often than he used to, and | haasel iem humming
a certain piece of ballet music.'

'‘Baroness --'

'Hushliebling. | too have been young, and Breck is a handsome m
Who knows if Maria will get her wish, or any oneusf? The threads
of fate are twisted into strange patterns.’

As the Baroness spoke a wind stirred across thetyeod and a
branch of the linden tree tapped against the windmfwthe

music-room. Siran's nerves tightened at the souihdpé the weather
keeps all right for the weekend,' she said. 'I'id the cable-cars
travel up and down in the snow, but not in a highdw

'‘No. A few years ago a cable snapped and some @&agpk killed,
but | think the weather will hold for us. It willebcold up there, so |
hope you have a warm coat?"

'l have my lambswool.'

'Child, it is little more than a jacket! | wouldke to lend you a fur coat
of mine, if you will accept it. Weould go upstairs to my room to
look at it now... would you like to?"

'I'd love to, if you're sure --'



'‘Come, let me show you.' Trinka was looking eagsrif not for a

long time had she been able to share somethingrefilith someone
like Siran. As they approached her suite, which wsiisated in a

curving flank of the castle, the baby cried andnKa ran in and

fetched him from the nursery. He sat on her beajipg with a scent
bottle, while she swept open the doors of her vadrelland disclosed
a line of dresses and coats.

'Here at Mayholtzen it isn't worth putting one'ssfin storage, and |
am one of those spoiled women who likes to wearr &dat even to
collect fallen branches for the stoves. Viennesenamo are like cats
for comfort—ah, here is the coat | mentioned. Shegpard. Very
attractive, but when my son bought it for me | &eé he was thinking
of me when | was a much younger woman. You seestifie is too
young for a middle-aged widow. There is a muff tovgth it, and a
hat.'

'‘But the Baron might not like me to wear a coabbaght for you.'
Siran hesitandy stroked the soft pale fur.

‘It was not Breck who bought me the coat.'" Trinkafsile was
quizzical again. 'l have two sons, remember.'

'‘Kurt? Oh, then | couldn't possibly wear it! He udanit like me
to—he would think | was imposing on your generasity

‘Then you must tell him smartly that it was my ide#t you wear the
snow-leopard. Come, try it on. | have an idea It suit you.'

‘Il try it on, but --'

'‘When you see yourself in itiebling, you won't be able to resist
wearing it. And when Kurt sees you he won't dareapa word.'



'l think he'd dare the devil." Siran gave a nervidtle laugh as she
slipped her arms into the sleeves of the coat andrinka settle the
collar and button it for her.

‘There, take a look at yourself in the mirror.’

Siran gazed wide-eyed at the glamorous strangeftosiked in the

sleek, beautifully tailored coat, the collar fragiher face and the
colour of the fur a contrast to her red-brown h&ine gave a quick
smile of delight, for every girl loves to look nicand she did look
unusually decorative in the snow-leopard coat.

'You are charming,' Trinka said warmly. 'Try thé.haou see how
young is the style, with that fur bob on top, lguits you. | knew it
would, and you must wear the outfit for our trigth@ mountains.’

'I'm tempted, Baroness.'
'‘But still a little afraid of Kurt, eh?"

Siran stroked the soft ball of a muff, softly seshtvith the perfume
Trinka used, and there came irresistibly into hardra picture of
Kurt striding tall and sunburned into a smart Vies@ shop to look at
furs and to find himself captivated by the muffttigent with this
coat, and the hat with its gay bobble. But eveshessmiled, there
followed another image in her mind ... the flasloder in his eyes to
see her dressed for the cable-ride in the outfthdae chosen for his
mother... remembered by him as young and gay astthef Vienna,
when there had been music in the air, and laughitbout a sigh.

'He wouldn't be pleased, Baroness. He chose tigsgstfor you,

a-and quite frankly | have a vision of him snatchihe hat from my
head and the muff from my hands.' Siran gave aliess laugh. 'He
might even toss me from the cable-car for my augacit



'‘Be audacioudiebling, and take a chance.' Trinka broke into laught
as well, until there came a sudden yell from Lorand they both
hastened to the bed to find he had got the stagpéne scent bottle
and had drenched himself from head to toe. Thesesgant in his
curls, over his jumper suit, and down his legs. dieelled like a
flower garden, but he behaved like a young bealt thaty got him
into a bath and washed off the smell which evesoatoung an age he
resented as girlish. Siran knelt on the rubberbeatde the bath and
played boats with him, and soon he was grinning\ak his face and
aiming soapy water all over her.

'‘Pussinka,' his grandmother appealed, 'do have segad for the
floor!"

'‘What about me?' Siran was reduced to helplesdegigas Lorenz
blithely filled a boat with water and tipped the ie her lap. She had
put on a nursery apron, but it did little to saee fiom the water, and
there she was, damp, tousled, and helplessly lagghs the door
opened and the Baron came striding into the bathroo

‘Well, what have we here?' Suddenly the room seeanealuple of
sizes too small as he stood there in a light guly gazing down at
the wet, nude, soapy child in the bath, the githwaiduck in one hand
and a sponge in the other, and his mother who wagytvainly to
keep back the flow of water with a mop.

'‘We are a helpless pair,' Trinka laughed. 'We gitéangive one child
a bath and just look at us! Lorenz, you reallyait#tle monster. He
tipped scent all over himself, you see. We had #sshwoff the
overpowering smell of it.’

'‘Well, my lad, you seem very much in control of tieaos.' Breck
grinned down at the boy, who showed his small wta&th, gapped
in the front, and promptly flung a boatful of watgrhis uncle.



'Oh, your suit!" Siran was at once dismayed, foidoed so smart
and nice in his impeccable grey.

‘The water will dry, and it's good that the chilbald feel so at home
with us that he plays without inhibition." Breckssnile held a
dignified raffishness. 'He grows to look like Kgistneine liebe.’

His mother nodded. 'When | see him like this, soyaand trustful, |
wonder how we can ever repay Siran for the brawegtehe did. |
would suggest, Breck, that we offer her the castleer second home.
She may come here whenever she chooses, for shemelshe
intends to make dancing her career.’

His glance found Siran and held her. He searche@yes and she
had to look away after a moment in case she betrayédim her

divided feelings. He drew her. He gave of his chand his

worldliness, and she could not face as yet whattbdae. He was
attracted to her, but they both knew that he wasirtkdd to marry the
girl who would not want anything else but to be \wige. There was
no other dream for Maria. When she heard musicsahg to it, but

she didn't fed the wings spreading themselves ohdwds. She knew
her heart, but Siran was so unsure of hers.

‘Siran knows that our door is always open to hersaid quietly. 'We
can't hold on to her for ever, Trinka. She has wijrigis one. She is
not clinging or submissive, and | believe she ndastce or die ... not
physically, perhaps, but in some enchanting pahneoself.’

So he had read her eyes, too swiftly for her taceahwhat they held.
'‘Gome, my lad." She swung Lorenz out of the bath iato a big

warm towel. He loved this part, being tickled alleo and kissed in
places he was not yet old enough to think undigdifSoon his happy
giggles had burst like bubbles those few seriousigahat clash of
desires. Siran could not take Kristy's place atdstle, but for now it
was enough to laugh with this delightful child afagic love; to kiss



his warm skin and feel the Baron's eyes gone froay go the
mercury of that desire he felt for her.

'l will go and find Maria,' he said abruptly. Hdtléhem, and Siran
gave a gasp as Lorenz tugged her hair.

'‘Let me take him.' Trinka lifted him into her arnfisttle tyrant, you
have given Siran a bath as well. My dear, you hetteb run along
and change your dress, but it has been fun, eh® lidur with the
child?'

'I've loved it, but before | go I'll help tidy up.’

Ten minutes later she was on her way to her roookjhg, she knew,
as if she had fallen in a puddle and been pulledShe was near her
door when someone stepped out from the shadowa patt of arms
swiftly encircled her. She was pulled back into shadows and lips
found hers, hard and demanding. Her hands bit ih& strong
shoulders, feeling the power beneath the smoothgméing. Alarm
shifted to response, a wanting to be secure irethewerful arms, if
only for now.

'‘Breck..."

'l had to wait for you like this ... | wanted toltg/ou, like a warm,
damp infant. Siran ... | want you.'

'‘Breck ... please.' She pulled away from him. tlda't stay here, or
face your mother, if we allowed our feelings to get of hand. It isn't
love. It's attraction, and a bit of loneliness..."

Your loneliness?' He held her shoulders with l@ads and looked
down at her. 'l suppose you could be grateful fgrfnendship ... if
you want to call it that. You are a long way frownie, and | don't
insult your intelligence by treating you like a lchi



‘There are ... barriers,' she said. "We both krpand | don't want to
be just an affair you had with a ballet dancer.’

'‘What do you wantHebchen?"
'Oh, Breck, it's too soon for me to know what | ¥an

‘You knew that day in Vienna that we felt an insta@asponse to each
other. | liked your face, you liked mine. That Ietway it usually
begins. You came to Seven Lilacs wishing to seagan, as much
as | wished to see you. We can't shut our feelorgand off like a
lamp in the dark." He took her chin in his fingarsl made her look
into his eyes. 'When we are together, and wherd ymu like this, |
can feel how much you want to be close to me. Warydt? When
your hands touch my shoulders, when you catch poemth, when
you search my face ... don't you think I'd be d fbbthought these
the prosaic responses of friendship alone?’

'‘What of Maria?' Siran, desperate for a defence ttvéring the other
girl into it. 'She cares for you.'

'Yes, | know.'

‘Then .aren't you being rather cruel, and just dibhonest, in talking
to me like this? Everyone has always known thatpaiht marry her
... and she's lovely. She knows your world. Shalspgour language.
She has no ghost to haunt her.’

'‘And your ghost is this man you knew in England.disd during a
ballet—which is very dramatic—and so you can't &rgim.’

'‘No—he was part of my life for almost four years-lIimight turn to
anyone to ease the pain of losing him. People'do --

'You are asking that we keep this," his hands eigéd on her
shoulders, 'on a friendship level?'



'Please, Breck.'

'‘Despite the fact that it grows dangerous for meetalone with you?'
He gave her a sudden kiss on her brow, pressinghkibard against
her temple. 'Are you so modest that you don't kyowself? Yes,
Maria is lovely. She has a warm, gay heart, and sgleaks my
language ... but it isn't the language of the s&hse

A tremor ran through Siran, a shock reaction fromsudden passion
of his voice. In a second, an instant, she wanteceach up and
smooth from his face that line that grooved hisethé&he couldn't
resist the impulse, but when her hand toucheddus the deep line
was gone again, like a shadow, and she lookedvatth a certain

bewilderment. She saw only an ardent gleam in tkg gyes, and
because she had touched him he wanted to kisghger. a

'‘Breck, we must dress for dinner!

'In a moment.' He was bending his head, and likeoth she was
mesmerised by the flame in his eyes, when footfmti&e the silence.
They came nearer, and she turned her head justerid see Kurt. He
had come from one of the upper rooms, a turret-rebere he had a
small observatory, and he was brushing at his sleand looking

directly at his brother and the girl in his broteearms..

‘Guten abendHe gave them a faintly mocking bow as he passed |
and Siran felt as if she blushed all over as she forea brief,
electrical moment the mockery of his eyes. Feetimjparrassed and
caught out, she broke free of Breck's embrace autkra dash for her
room.

Once she had closed the door on the brothers sikedsavn on the
thick woolly rug and clenched it with her fistshid to happen some
time, that Kurt would see her like that with Breakd now he would
think her a little fool who had lost her head oves handsome



brother. He would believe his own accusation, et had come to
Seven Lilacs with the intention of captivating Baron.

But it wasn't true, and the rug suffered the bitber, fingernails as
she thought of that look in Kurt's eyes. A lookflrabcking, half
contemptuous. Who was he to set himself up in jodige on others?
He had no warm, human feelings, and regarded Is\zeveeakness.

It had been secret and exciting meeting Breck enstiowy woods,
but now all that was spoiled. Each time he lookidaea, Kurt would
know why. Each time they spoke, Kurt would be hatg for the note
of hidden meaning in their voices.

She felt as if she hated Kurt, and jumping to leet §he found her
toilet things and went along to the bathroom tol cmavn under the
shower. That evening in a mood of defiance sheoputer second
best dress of smoky-blue wool with a pair of cheeg shoes. She
had bought the shoes in London and they always bgeveourage,
and made her remember vividly the first time shd tarn them.
Cassian had been rehearsing on-stage, his black irmnadamp
disorder, a black sweater slashed open to his w&i& had stood in
the shadows at the side of the stage and watcimedhihralled, a
slender stag of the forest, the lean angles off&te and the
disciplined litheness of his body giving an illusi@f youth that
wasn't in his eyes. It was only now, looking bablkt she understood
that look of sadness in his eyes. It was as ifdeedome forewarning
that he wouldn't dance for very much longer.

But he had that day been entranced by her red slimse and eat
with me,' he said, and they had walked along then8thand in hand,
and every few minutes he had slanted a smile dawera'l like you

in red shoes,' he had said. 'They're gay and ybkegou, Feigileh.

Whatever happens never lose your youth, and alwaa those
shoes when life throws shadows, or a few stongeun path.’



There had been no shadows that day, eating whitetihihim at the

fish-bar they both liked, spearing the little fiste at a time on a fork,
and talking as they ate about what they loved motte art of ballet
dancing.

She checked on the stairs and her hand grippedetivel-post as a
feeling of insecurity swept over her. 'Every bingdeadls with its own
kind,' she thought, ‘and I'm lonely for what I"estl'

She gazed around her and suddenly the castle walgeamplace. Its
scent and its sounds were strange to her, andostgeed in this
moment for the smell of resin, the laughter anddming of a group
of dancers, the first notes of the orchestra befloeecurtain arose
with a velvety swish.

'‘Oh—is it you?' She swung round eagerly as haratgpeld her waist
in a well-remembered grip, the sort made by a rdalecer when he
and his partner were about to launch infzaa de deux.

'‘Were you waiting for my brother?' The voice spakeve her head,
deep and deliberate.

She found herself gazing at Kurt in wordless canfusSo wrapped
In her thoughts had she been that when the leatishtached her,
sure and strong, she had been almost on the vengelting to them,
of yielding to the romance of the dance, and feelivat lift into the
air that was almost like flying.

'I—I was day-dreaming,’ she said, not choosing Wwerds and
leaving him room to think she had been dreamingibbis brother.

'l have heard that it's part of the delirium oflifg in love,' he
drawled.

'Have you never fallermein herr?'She could feel her composure
taken and broken in his fingers like a moth. Shdacteel how easy it



would be for him to break her in his hands, andhwitvard rebellion
she stood there and let him clasp her waist, aadesihim taunt her...
as if, somehow, she had earned his punishment.

'l have fallen halfway down a mountain,' he repli¢sl that how it
feels, breathless, bruised, and shaken up?'

'‘Be mocking about it,' she said. 'But | hope whdrappens to you it
will be hard and painful... it nearly always is fseople who profess
not to believe in it.'

'So the mysterious emotion called love is goingpitane hard, eh?'
His lip quirked and his left eyebrow followed suiEor someone
young you seem quite an authority on the oldestdiha that attacks
men and women. Who taught you so young ... waassfan?’

'‘He wasn't my lover!" The urge to break away fram twas swift as
the words on her lips, but instantly her movemeas ehecked by the
tightening of his hands, holding her there bendaghbrilliant blue
gaze that mocked and would know all her secrets.rei@brown
head came to his shoulder, her eyes defied hintyameh of her
denied him a fraction of friendship. He was toodh@&no cynical. He
bruised with tongue and touch.

'l never implied that your Director was also yoovdr.' He paused
and made of the word a mocking caress. 'The maKifaye, and the
feeling of love, are surely two separate thingdslaf men make love
without feeling anything but desire. Cassian wasewthan that. He
made you his without destroying your innocence.tTwas all |
meant, little quick-to-catch- fire!"

Her cheeks took fire, and suddenly she was tergbhscious of his
maleness and the desires that lay smoulderingsisdul. The outer
man was so cool and strong and contained, but wikershe was
close to him she sensed the hidden flame, theatéatensity that



burned deep in the man. There were things he nspeke of.
Passions he kept to himself. Unlike Breck he waake ... he would
never ask, or try to charm.

‘Yes ... David Cassian was a wise person.' Herevsimok a little,
and she could feel her eyes widening as they dweKurt's craggy,
unconquered face. He was like a mountain that ptedeseveral
sides to the world and dared the onlooker to ty tame him. His
was the kind of danger that set an avalanche thiingdeown on
anyone who tried to know him. The touch of his reanthde her feel
unsure ... with Davidshe had always felt safe.

‘Cassian had his own philosophy,' she said, aspgaak of him was to
find again a measure of confidence. ' "But pleasare like poppies
spread. You seize the flower, the bloom is dead."

'‘Burns who wrote those lines was not a man to laheeflower
unseized.'

‘Do you read poetrynein herr?'

'‘Most mountain climbers do. It relaxes and inspitelsave myself
written pieces for thédlpine Journal.'

‘Poetry?’
‘Yes, among other things. Is it so amazing?'
'Incredible.’

‘That | should notice the shape of a snowflakéheisnap of frost and
the small silences? Do | seem so inhuman? Is nghtea terrible?’

As if to add point to his question he made her thel grip of his
hands, and he smiled in a sardonic way, remindargtimat he had
seen her in his brother's arms, a willing capthere, not a girl who



was tensed all through her being and couldn't wwde released from
the hands made powerful by rock-climbing.

She looked at him with uncertain eyes. Was he am®jOr was he a
proud, haunted man who could only be himself whienein the
mountains?

'‘Have you fallen in love with my brother?' he aské&thtly.

'How dare you ask me that?' His directness was dik&hiplash,
leaving a sting behind. She had to sting him imrret'lt would be
foolish of me to deny that | like Tfitn ... unlikeou, mein herr,he
doesn't regard me as a child who must be censwag so often.
He's charming and friendly.'

'So | have noticed.'
'And never sarcastic.'

'l do beg your pardon. | forget that women prelfier toundabout way
to the direct. They like to be misled, and thenwhen they are lost.’

'‘Are you warning me about something?"

'If you are not a child then you must know what yare doing ...
meeting my brother alone in the forest, allowingingelf to become
the plaything of an hour.'

Again she felt stung by him. Plaything! He calleer tthat... how
dared he? Her hand swung of its own accord ane thas the sound
of a slap, followed by the gasp she gave as heeqier, lifted her
off her feet, and swung her to meet the threatsrefies. A look that
left her in no doubt of what it would be like to bis plaything.

‘You brute!" She could think of nothing more orgiras he gripped
her like a rag doll.



‘You little fool!" He let her go and strode on dotie stairs, where at
the foot of them he turned and waited for her,dyiss shimmering

blue in his audacious face. ‘Come along,' he mackpbmise not to

touch you again.’

She hesitated, and then hating him to see how heruad her she
sped past him in her red shoes, hastening intwtight of the hall,
where the lamps on their long chains were notigatéd.

‘Tomorrow night we shall be in the mountains.' Katnged against
the newel post, a glint of anticipation in his ey#30 you look
forward to it, Miss Winters? Or are you afraid of morld also?'

*Your world of snow castles and ice turretgin herr} The way he
had worded his question was not lost on her. Havkhat he inspired
fear and uncertainty in her. 'l expect to find theather cold and
awesome.’

*You may find them more fascinating than castlesheground.' He
strolled to a long window that overlooked the laded there a young
moon sidled out from a cloud, lighting softly theeee and leaving
the hall in denser shadow. Drawn by the moon, Sivalked to the

other side of the window and saw how the moonhgtdded itself to

the snow, veiling the frosty boughs of the treea shifting silver.

'‘Can your peaks match a moonlit lake for beauty®'asked.

'Yes, but in a different way. A more overwhelmingyw The scene
before us is like a piece by Chaminade, but upetivethe mountains
it is the Siegfried Idyll"Perhaps | am too English to appreciate wh
appeals to you,' she said. 'I'm very fond of Chaiahen’

'Fond, eh?' His smile was a gleam of white in tiigkd The term can't
be applied to Wagner. With his music it's a matfdove or hate. It

always is with anything strong and complex. Tolgtai it into words

as only he could.'



Siran gazed at the moonlight on the snow, feelggrathat flick of
surprise that he should be so well read, so inntauth things that
seemed on the surface to have no place in hisStie.looked at his
profile in the black and silver glimmer that cama the lake, and it
reminded her of the formidable featustamped on old imperial
coins; the power of the brow, the jut of the nalse,squareness of the
chin were as if carved in bronze. Her palm had gtwhen she
slapped him!

He turned his head and looked directly at her. Evéime dimness she
felt the brilliance of his eyes. 'You are very Eslg] and you might
think the words extravagant.'

'I might, but I'm willing to learn.’

Relieve you are, when you are not handing outsolesf your own,'
he laughed quietly, and fingered the jaw she hadpsld. 'Tolstoi
understood passionate people and he applied hidswor them.
"When you "love," he said, "love unto madness. W@ threaten,
do it fiercely. When you smite, aim well and , yruNWhen you fight,
fight to the finish.’

There was a significant pause, broken by a mansewiao entered
to light the lamps. As they came alight one afer dther Siran felt
herself held and dominated by Kurt's blue eyes. Wheds he had
guoted applied to all his actions ... when he loeate would surely
be no tenderness, only a passion to conquer, hacheonquered the
Nanda Devi, the mountain goddess.

The others arrived from their various parts of tastle and after
dinner they enjoyed some music and then made dnreght of it.
They were setting out soon after breakfast forrtiiep up the
mountains and their goodnights to each other weged with a note
of gaiety.



'‘We are like conspirators,' Maria laughed. 'Oneld/think that up in
the mountains we each hope to find our heart'seleSr am | being
a. superstitious Bavarian?'

She looked at the Baron, who returned her look waitlazy smile.
'You are too warm-hearted not to be romantic, Ma&tgch trip to an
unknown place seems to offer the prospect of attieg@ncounter ...
do you not think so, Siran?'

He pronounced her name with a foreign attractivenesaking it

seem alluring. She smiled and was vividly awar¢haf moment in

the hall, poised as they all were on the brinkartipg for the night.

Outside in the night the snow was softly fallingdihg the moon.

Here the stove crackled and it was warm. The memibgpod music

lingered, and the lamplight shone softly on theelidtocaded skirts of
Trinka's old- world dress.

'It's always exciting to have something to antitegashe replied.
‘Sometimes that is the best part.’

‘Do you expect to be disappointed in the mountaiBs€ck's eyes
were faintly quizzical as they dwelt on her fa@ge-eyed, framed
by her brown hair with its hint of red.

'‘She expects to be overwhelmed,' drawled Kurtaviehwarned her
that she will be ... at first.'

‘Kurt is always warning me about something.' Sheegalaugh and
avoided his eyes. 'lI've never travelled -- befora icable-car, so |
really can't wait for the

morning to come.'

"You will enjoy it." The Baron spoke with assuran@ut remember
to wrap up warm. Unlike Kurt we are not hardenediagt the cold
winds of the higher regions.’



"Your mother is kindly lending me a coat to we&iran glanced a
trifle nervously at Trinka. 'l hope it's all rigivith Kurt if | wear your
snow-leopard, Baroness?'

Kurt slanted her a look but said nothing. Trinkaghed, as if she
alone knew the secret of handling her unpredictabie 'He will not
see you freezdiebling, and it's such a shame for such a charmir
outfit to -- hang in my cupboard and not be worartKplease assure
Siran that she may wear the coat.'

‘Wear it with my blessing,' he drawled. 'l nevadh- the knack of
choosing the exact gift for a woman, or of --j payithe correct
compliments, but now and again | mean well.’

He confused Siran when he spoke like that, anshallcould do was
to murmur her thanks. Maria gave -- her a fainityipg look, as if it
were a small tragedy that a girl should have todwia fur coat. Kurt
smiled as he caught that look, a groove springe®pdn his cheek,
near his mouth.

'You will be taking your skis?' he said to Maria.

'‘But of course,' she replied, and Siran could hehithem talking
together as they made their way to bed, leavindg3tren to lock up
the castle ... mantled in a thick white blankesdw.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SRAN was dressed and ready and waiting by the lake;hwihi the
night had become frozen over, when she was joilyelldria. The
two girls presented quite a contrast to each oBeneath the smart
fur coat that was draped around her slender shirulMaria wore an
elegant suede two-piece, velvety green, giving ther look of a
young huntress of the forest. Her rakish hat shadddncing dark
eye.

‘The men are putting the baggage in the car," aite ¥ric will
probably arrive in that yellow monster of his. Ybave not yet met
him, eh?"

Siran shook her head, feeling strange and exoticdrpale furs that
were so lovely and warm. Her hands were claspegdemuff, and
the touch of frost in the air made her cheeks ¢&ingl

Maria gave her a considering look. 'l thought yofuesh and fairly
ordinary English girl when | first saw you,' shedsaNow | begin to

understand why men are so fascinated by the worngyuo country.

You have a secretive quality, in your looks andryeays. You don't
reveal yourself at a first glance. You really aegywattractive, Siran,
and | am sure now that you are my rival.'

‘Your rival, Maria?' Siran knew what was impliedi Ishe pretended
to be innocent. 'Even in my borrowed plumes I'mawopretty as you
are.'

'‘Come, you know what | mean.' Maria gave a litthegh that wasn't
quite sure of itself. 'See that lake, a great fnan@ror, reflecting all,
revealing nothing, not even who is the fairest ®fruthe eyes of the
Baron.'

Maria looked into Siran's eyes, as if she wantdchtw her thoughts.
‘You aren't so innocent,' a sharper 1 note cantehat voice. 'You



know as | do, as everyone does, that the time diae evhen Breck
must marry. | wonder which of us he will choose2iehhe : is only
one he can marry ... only one he can reject. Areul afraid that it
might be you?'

'It would be crazy of me to be afraid of somethgsogA out of the
guestion. | didn't come to Seven Lilacs as a praspecandidate for
marriage. | came to visit the Baroness, and to vatke school until
| can dance again in ballet. You know, as everydoes, that the
Baron cares for you.'

'He cared more before you came to the castle. Novalks to you,
and his eyes follow you. | know he likes you ..t pau are crazy if
you think he will marry you! The men of the von den family
marry women of position. Both Breck and Kurt. Yae @ both of
them just an amusement.’

'I'm well aware of that." Sirhan felt a stab ofrpand was sharply
reminded of what Kurt had called her ... the plaaghof an hour! 'It's
silly of you to be jealoussn't it, when you know that both brothers
are merely amused by a ballet dancer. It's arrattition. Novels and
plays have been written about it.’

'‘But you are poor,' Maria exclaimed. 'lt would bgbur advantage to
entice Breck to marry you. You would never havevtork again. |
believe it is hard work, dancing in the corps diehba

'l find it enjoyable, and naturally | hope to damag way out of the
chorus.'

.'But every girl wishes to love and to marry. Yaant pretend to
me—even if you pretend to Breck-—that you are cateid heart and
soul to your dancing. That would be like being a nualmost.’

Siran smiled at the extravagance of the remamnd. yet was it so
far-fetched? Nearly all great dancers led livesously sheltered



from the world outside the theatre. If they lovédly then it was a
curiously impersonal sort of love, their passiowegi to the dance
itself. To the magic and romance of it, things thatnen sought in a
relationship with a man without always finding them

'We wear lovely costumes in ballet and dance tatiegcmusic,' she
said. 'There is little of the cloister in our lives

‘You are fond of nice clothes?' Maria's eyes flcckiee snow-leopard
coat and hat and dwelt on the plump little muffttbancealed the
tension of Siran's hands. "The Baroness must ke dbryou if she
permits you to wear something of hers, and thestoafse you saved
the life of Kristy's baby. The Baroness adored Beeck kept saying
that she was being spoiled, but Trinka had suffednuch in the
war that she wanted Kristy never to know a sad nmbmi¢ was
ironical that the girl should come to such a tragnd ... quite fateful
that you should be thereickt!'

'Life has an odd way of introducing us to peogan agreed. 'I'm
glad to have met the von Linden family, but | deemd to return to
my own world.'

'l wonder if fate intends you to return?' Havingldhis Maria turned
with a gay smile as Kurt approached to tell them ¢hr was ready
and they were keeping the expedition waiting.

Siran was aware of Kurt's side-glance as the tbiéeem walked to
the forecourt, where the Mercedes awaited thembotst stacked
with weekend luggage and its bodywork gleaminghi@ iorning

sunlight. A small thrill of half fear ran up andwlo her spine. She
wanted him to say something about the coat, andderad if she

wanted him to be flattering.

‘A real leopard once wore that coat,' he drawled.



‘Are you trying to put me off?' She glanced upiat &and the sunlight
Was full on his face and his thatch of lion-colalteir. 'l find the
coat so lovely and warm that I'm not going to télodf to please you.'

He smiled enigmatically. 'And now | hand both oluyover to my
brother," he said. 'l shall be driving to the cadi#ion with Eric ... by
the way, Siran, | should like you to meet my friend

Eric Gerhardt was standing beside his sports camaitage like that
of old and cherished wine. Somehow in his suitelbur beneath a
camel overcoat, with his fine-boned face and fageding hair, he
had the same air of old-fashioned distinction. Hevdxb over her
hand and though his look was a searching one it evdsely
courteous.

''ve wanted to thank you for giving my ballet cJaa record-player
and all those classical records. It was so kingoof, Herr Gerhardt.’

'l was charmed by the innovation of having a baketcher in the
valley. | wished to make a donation that would beful.’

'It's more than useful, it's a pleasure, and Ikhau.'

‘Come, we must be off!' The Baron beckoned impsihipand Siran
smiled at Eric and went to take her place in tlgedar. Maria had
settled herself in the front seat, and Trinka s#teback with Lorenz
on her lap. The child's big blue eyes were roviognf one adult to
another and when Siran slid into the car besidekérihe let out a
crow of recognition.

'Hullo, mischief." She stroked his cheek with herfirand right away
he wanted to play with it.

'l will keep him amused.' Trinka's eyes were congr unclouded
this morning, and it was touching the way she loo&eBreck as he
joined them in the car and closed the door. Thengsdnced out of



the rear -window and her smile wavered as the ventggprts car
flashed past them with its two occupants, turningad the gateway
like a leopard on the run.

‘Kurt is driving,' she said tensely. 'Oh, | do hogewill be careful!’

'Has Kurt ever known the meaning of the word?' Bistarted the car
and they swept out on to the road in the snowy vedikiee sports car.
'Relax, my dear. You will wear yourself to a shadearrying about

him.'

'It's as if a devil drives him, Breck. He hides feglings behind a
cynical smile, but | know how much it hurt him taye to come home
that terrible night with such shocking news. He hasger been quite
the same and seems these days to live so recklessly

‘You think of him still as a blue-eyed innocent likerenz.' Breck
gave a chuckle. 'My dear, his baby curls have lagshed, to be
replaced by the tawny pelt of a young lion. Ask Mar. or Siran.
They will tell you what a barbarian he can be wihengets a girl
alone in a corner!'

Trinka looked quickly at Siran and there was ahdrriosity in her

blue eyes. Siran quickly changed the subject,tfseémed unfair to
discuss Kurt behind his back. It made her feeldikBending him, and
it would be absurd for her to leap to the deferfeeraan who was her
avowed opponent.

They were admiring the passing scenery, so likeatmgs card with
the frosted fir trees set against the slopes amdhhlets wearing caps
of snow, when all at once the Baron braked sharpitya turn in the
road. There in front of them was the yellow spges stalled at the
roadside, ice shattered under its wheels, and Kuris belted
sheepskin coat smoking a cheroot while Eric peatéde engine.



Breck drove around them and halted. He rolled ddwenwindow

beside him and spoke explicitly in the Austriangoe. Kurt took the
cheroot from his mouth with a deliberate air.  ¢eardly be blamed
for ice on the road,' he said in English.

'It wasn't Kurt's fault." Eric raised his head frdme engine. 'If he had
not been quick to swing the wheel then we wouldehgone right off

the road and plunged down the embankment. Anyvaagething has

cracked and my car is out for the count.'

‘Well, | can't give both of you a lift, there istfie room. You might
just squeeze in, Eric.' Breck gazed at his brothtr cool grey eyes.
'It's several more miles to the cable-station. Wl ski the rest of
the way?'

Kurt inclined his head and went out of sight behind Mercedes.
Siran heard the click of the boot and a quick gkaoat of the rear
window showed her a glimpse of his tawny head anddshoulders
as he bent over the boot and took from it the bagtteld his skis and
sticks.

Eric, with a lazy smile, climbed into the back bétMercedes beside
Siran. 'Good luck, old man!" he called out befdosiag the door.

Kurt stood alone out there and quirked a tawny eyeb'Shall we
make it a race?' he asked.

'‘No, Kurt!" Trinka rapped on the window. 'Pleadectaare.'

He shrugged and smiled, and for a brief instankob&ed at Siran
through the car window. In that instant he lookédast sorry for
himself, then his face hardened and he moved osigbf.

'‘Will your car be all right?' Siran looked at Eric.



'Yes, | will telephone from the cable-station famachanic to pick it
up. Poor old girl, she breaks down often these ,dayisl hate to give
her up for a modern miss?'

The engine of the Mercedes purred into action agaid Siran told
herself that it was mere coincidence that she hagapéo be gazing
out of the window when a supple figure swooped dothe
snowbound slopes of the embankment and dived owighit in
strong, accomplished leaps and bounds. Only thk slar trails
remained. Kurt went on alone to where they woule the cable-car
to the top of the mountains.

The cable-car trip was for Siran an unforgettablpegence. Her

senses leapt at the beauty of the alps ... hereesimy, a glimpse of
heaven itself. The cable-car swooped over the \abayl the peaks.
They hung suspended in the air, the high windsisghim the cables,
and the Baron stood beside Siran and pointed @utvild gorges

beneath them that had no bottom; the glacierssixamed to pierce
the sky itself.

They swung in the car above a frozen cascade, @amstycolour-shot
as. the sun fired the great sprays of ice. Suchisneere breathtaking,
almost fearful, and Kurt stood a few paces awag| and assured in
their presence, no stranger to their wonder, aed tianger.

He began to whistle softly to himself, and withadoh of her breath
Siran recognized the music as thiegfried Idyll,reminding her of

what he had said, that she might at first be ovelmbd by his castles
of snow and turrets of ice, and then find themifasang.

The cable-car hung deliberately among the wild evhitciers, and
then it began to descend, swooping down like sdraa@e toy on a
string. It landed them among the peaks, and the eco#acted the
luggage and in a gay group, the cold air stingimgjrtfaces, they
made for the inn that stood among the crags; aomedcsight with its



red peaked roof, double verandas, and alpine shplaln¢ed against
the pine-log walls.

Inside a huge open fireplace burned resinous mgs, land plum
brandy was poured by the innkeeper to warm theen dfeir journey,
and warm milk with fingers of buttery bread was rs@uovided for
the baby.

Siran stood clasping her brandy glass in both haaglenchanted as &
child herself by the old-fashioned charm of the ifiime beams
overhead were carved and painted, and quaint baagss hung
suspended in triangles of wrought-brass. There wgtenooks, and
ticking of a grandfather clock, great tufted rugad old polished
furniture.

It was the kind of tucked away place where long Agstrian princes
and officers might have dined, plotting their réioels and their love
affairs.

She breathed the tangy smoke of the logs in thet gtene fireplace
and saw the flames reflected in the copper bowisinter flowers.

The clock chimed, and a girl in a dirndl said sngly that a goose
was roasting for their dinner, and she would shbent to their
rooms. They trooped upstairs, the deep voicesehtbn mingling
together and making the atmosphere seem vital, somdehow
conspiratorial, as it must have been in those eldlél days. The
tramp of their feet, and Maria's excited laughteade echoes along
the rambling passages. Siran's room was tucked awagr a
snowcapped gable of its own, warmed by a porcedwue; white,
gold-flowered porcelain that matched the cover efdbose-feather
puff that lay over the bed with its figured bedpodthere was a little
saint in a wall niche, a chest of drawers and ahatasd. It was a
room that reminded Siran of Cornwall, but when st@od at the
window she saw the changing colours of the moust@sdusk began



to fall, a merging of violet and purple, a slow pering in the
hollows, a burning flush where the sun was goingrddOften Siran
had watched as the sun sank away into Cornish syabert this
evening she was far away from the sea and higheabws world,
among the crags and glaciers of the alps.

Her Angers gripped the wooden frame of the windowl for a

moment she felt a thrill of fear. It made her gédcand she went to
the stove to warm herself. It was a relief whemgdrs tapped upon
her door and Trinka came in to find out if she wamfortable and

quite happy.

‘You look a little pale." Trinka touched her cheakd looked
concerned. 'The altitude sometimes affects the am&c ... | am
going to close the shutters of your window. If y@ep looking at the
closeness of the peaks you will have the feeliag you are going to
fall. In the morning you will have grown used tatlieeling ... there,
with the shutters closed and the lamp lit you aige again.’

‘You're very understanding, Baroness.'

"You must call me Trinka. It makes me feel younged we are good
friends by now. Real friendéigbchen,who can talk together. Tell
me, you are glad you came to Mayholtzen? You havegrets?'

'No regrets at all... Trinka.'
‘No One has hurt you?'
'No..."

'l ask because | have two sons who in differentsaag attractive to
women. Breck is worldly and has great charm. Ksitomplex and
women are attracted to a mystery. But | think,nKa paused and
stared at the little saint in his niche, 'that yi&e Breck more than



you like Kurt. It is probably he who will cause ytw leave Seven
Lilacs sooner than | would wish.'

A few minutes later she left Siran alone in hemnodn a thoughtful
mood Siran washed and dressed for dinner. She wden-gold
mohair sweater that blended with her tweed sknd, @dasped around
her throat the twisted gold chain the two aunts ¢iadn her when
she was sixteen. It was something of home to ding\tmemory of
the sea climbing the shingle almost to the dodhefcottage. It was
strange, but always her security had been tenUdwadlittle aunts had
died, too dear to each other for one to be adlegavithout the other.
Then David had followed them, and the ballet comypédnrad
dispersed.

, Now her stay at Seven Lilacs was curiously treead ... tonight in
the alps she sensed strongly that something wag goihappen that
would again disrupt her life.

Grown afraid of her thoughts, she turned the laroprdlow and
closed the door of her room behind her. She fourd Wway
downstairs to the lounge, where the log fire gloneetduge cavern of
warmth.

'It looks as if we are the first down.' Eric ematd@m the shadows at
the end of the room, where the curtains were halvd across the
windows. Beyond them glimmered the last of the styr@utlining his
lean figure. A brief, grave smile dented the edgédss mouth. '‘Come
and enjoy the alps, Miss Winters. Ah, you hesitiel are rather
afraid of their nearness, eh?"

'I've never been this close to the abode of thenstgods,' she smiled,
and joined him by the window, and felt again theditt-turning as her
gaze dwelt upon the giant peaks this slender mdrclvabed many
times. Even in the dusk they seemed to shine wititya radiance.



‘They are beautiful, but in a cold, rather austeag. | wonder how
you can love them?'

‘A man's love for the mountains is a mystic thifigiulein, and
perhaps a little hard for a woman to understan@. &fes only the
dangers and the discomforts ... am | right?"

Siran nodded. 'Aren't you ever afraid that oneywtayr luck will not
hold out ... that you might slip on that sheer mehe swept away by
an avalanche?'

‘The danger and unpredictability are all part o# tpame, Miss
Winters. Climbing one of the aloof, gold- peakedumkains of the
Himalayas is like taking on the challenge of a lgveoman of

uncertain moods. Who knows if she will smile orir® Who can
say whether she will open her arms in welcomehomsher claws?
Yes, for the climber there is often great perilt there is also the
excitement at times of being master of what no rothen has ever
conquered.'

'It sounds a little arrogant,’ she ventured.

His smile was whimsical. 'l saw you looking ratlseriously at Kurt
when he took off on his skis alone. You think himogant, don't
you?'

'‘What woman could think otherwise?' She gave autdatigh. 'We
are poles apart, Kurt von Linden and |. We thinlcheather's
profession a useless thing ... why, he could haea la doctor. Could
still be one if only he would apply himself to lstidies and shake
lose the wanderbug which has such a grip on himr Berhardt,
can't you persuade him to return to his medicalisi? You are his
best friend, and it would please the Baroness sthriiKurt gave up
gambling with his life.'



'‘One person can't tell another what he should do s life,fraulein.
The decision has to be personal and spontaneoyses$lure is
applied then tension can be the only result.’

'‘But he has such dexterous hands, and the conttentthat could
make of him a first-class surgeon. It seems suchsden She gave a
small cold shiver, as if a breath of coldness tedctine nape of her
neck. 'He has made up his mind to repeat the dhaikilled Kristy's
sweetheart ... what if something happens to him?'

'Yes,fraulein,what if something does happen? Will you be sad?’

Her eyes widened, shocked that he should speakswith coolness.
Kurt was his friend. They had shared many dan@eysther. 'Do you
blame him ... for what happened to Kristy?'

There was an acute little silence, broken onlyhgydrackling of the
pine logs with their tang of the forest. 'The calgnaycle of three
cannot be held back if it isto take place,' he saietly. ‘No, | don't
hold Kurt responsible for the accident. Knowing mtains, | know
how swiftly death can come. For each of us theeeraoments of
destiny ... the sad part is when we are alone aadeathat the glow of
happiness has been switched off, leaving a darkiiesssn't that
Kristy ever cared for me. She cared for the yourag nvho died ...
but, you see, | was fond of her. | would have lee@ather to her child,
if she had turned to me after the tragedy. Butraheaway, and when
Breck found her she refused to return to Sevencsil&urt went
away himself in the hope that she would come hd#eeknew how
she felt about him. How she went on feeling upluhé time she...'

He couldn't say it in words, using his hands toregp his sense of
loss.

‘Where did he go?'

‘Kurt?'



‘Yes... did he go far?'

'He went to Kenya, where there are fanged mountamsing out of
the red earth. He explored the Himalayan valleyedf with wild
sheep and exotic birds. Went high into the hill§ ifet, the strange
Shangri-la of silver bells, and monks. He retumé@n Breck sent a
cable to say that Kristy had died. He seemed olégs,the sportsman
and more a man of some deep purpose. Soon we krag\purpose.
Not I, or his mother, or anyone who loves him, stop him from
doing what he must. | think in Tibet he learned stimimg profound
about himself. He doesn't speak of it, but | bedibe has found at last
what he has been searching for.'

‘Tibet,' she murmured. 'Land of silver bells, cmgiin the peaked
pagodas of the monasteries.'

Slowly her hand clenched against her heart andstdred into the
fawn-coloured eyes of his closest friend. "You hadibe will return
there?'

'1 believe there is a chance of it. Kurt learned akild the hardship
of losing his father and being torn from his mothErat lesson has
stayed with him. At the various sports arenas, agbt. Moritz, |
have seen him enjoy the company of women, but thasealways
been an aloofness about him that made those frlesidps no more
than the reward of the gladiator. In days gone fogulein, the
champions took their pick of the prettiest womerfar a day or a
night.’

She smiled, for he looked so serious, as if heghbher too youthful
to be told the facts of a man's life. 'l can waliéve that Kurt von
Linden takes the kisses of women without giving iesrt. In his
hard, tanned, cool way he must be quite spectatuléne sports
arena. His face, is moulded like those faces orstaltilies or coins. A
man of bronze all through.'



'You speak like a girl who has made up her mindtadike him. He
must find that very challenging.’

'He enjoys making me argue with him.’

Eric was laughing as the rest of their party emtehe lounge, and
Breck asked at once to be told the joke. 'That dbel unfair to Miss
Winters,' said Eric. 'She was confiding in me.'

'‘Beware, my friend, or you will become yet anothatim of our
ballerina.'

Siran flashed a look at Kurt, which he returnedhaitsuave lift of his
brow. Unlike the other two men in their formal dampackets he wore
a check shirt and cavalry-twill slacks, and he Ewknuch more at
home in the rusty glow of the log fire than histhey. How alike their
features were, and yet how unalike in their ematitthrey were. She
had thought Breck the deep one, but it was Kurt induba shading of
melancholy around his mouth. She saw it plainlghet by the
firelight, but when he caught her gaze upon himtuneed his head
away and seemed to concentrate on the paintedrtenit@at stood
along the shelf above the fireplace.

The girl came in and lit the lamps, and she saiud, ‘Mein herr
would like a beer?'

'‘Danke schdn.He gave her the Austrian click of the heels, amel s
smiled gaily and with a swirl of her dirndl she kothe orders for
wine or beer. Dinner would be served in the admgmoom in about
ten minutes.

'I'm famished,' said Maria. 'lt must be the alteéumhd so much fresh
air. Yes, I'll have a beer, all brown and foamy.'

Gaiety took hold of them again and their roast godisiner at the
long wooden table was richly enjoyable. Baked cheést were



dished up with the goose, and there was a moundredmed
potatoes, a great dish of savoury cabbage, angirggiot gravy.

It was like a supper of the gods, enjoyed in a smdalhalla far
above the rest of the world. The von Linden merhwiteir bold
faces, and Eric with his lean hawk's face, addedngly to the
illusion. And the waitress when she served them ewan
embroidered cap with a starched crest at the bkelal dove's tail.
She kept casting her eye in Kurt's direction, amdnShought of the
gladiators and the girls who were only too eageeteard them with
kisses. Had Kurt kissed so many in the past thaiohenger noticed
if a girl was pretty? He seemed unaware of theigithe crested cap,
and when she served him with mixed fgirudelhe thanked her with
an absent politeness that brought a pout to her lip

'‘Lots of cream for me,' said Maria, and it may have bskeer
accident, or because she sat next to Kurt, thajuthéilted and she
received a stream of cream -- in her lap. She leaper feet with a
cry and shook the cream from her embroidered skKiou little fool!
Look, you have made a mess of my frock! Just Idokieat you have
done!’

'‘Be calm, Maria.' Trinka rose and took her by thm.dCome along
upstairs and change the dress. You have anothesedq and it was
an accident.’

'It would be," Maria snapped. 'She was so busyihgpét the men.’

'‘Come, my dear.' Trinka was urging her from themmowhen the
innkeeper came bustling in. He was red-faced withiagy. The girl
was his niece and new to the work. Would they bedgenough to
excuse her, and allow him to pay for the damadbdaaress?

'l. don't care for damaged goods,' Maria said gd@iti 'The dress is
now a rag... if your niece can clean it, she carehi



Maria flounced off, and Breck gave a lazy laughgfrauleinmeans
it,' he said to the innkeeper. He glanced at thgricu'You might as
well have the dress. | daresay it can be cleandgamped up like
new again.'

'l would rather not, Herr Baron.' The girl begamg&ther up the empty
plates, and now Kurt looked at her, and Siran sami&e quirk on his
lip. He liked spirit and an unbowed head ... an@rssuspected that
he also liked to see his brother opposed now aed, tespecially
when Breck took it for granted that his word was.la

Maria returned for coffee beside the log fire wegrthe green suit
that made her look a young huntress. Temper hatittef flames in
her cheeks, and Breck suggested that she sit lignbis on a leather
stool and forget the incident at the supper table meekly obeyed
him, giving him a look that spoke more eloquentigrt words.

She had created a scene ... would Breck forgiv@ kkr was so
dignified himself in his dark suit and frilled whitshirt. So much a
man in command of himself. Too experienced evéettbis temper
show more than a fine steely edge.A musician camte entertain
them, and a boy danced wearing black shiny boatg Rwith bells.

The innkeeper brought in a cake baked in the fdrenrong, and they
each had a small piece with a glass of wine. Tl&y s$tories and
roasted nuts, and it was like Christmas, with timasthick and white
all around the inn, and a frosty moon sailing amémg mountain
peaks.

'l wonder where each of us will be when this nightmes round
again, this time next year?' Siran spoke the wasdfiey ran through
her mind, then with a rather shy smile she glarfoeth one face to
another.



"You would really like to know tonight what lies gtore for each of
us?' Eric peeled a hot chestnut with flinching érgy and shot Siran a
thoughtful smile. 'l prefer to let the future coasea surprise.’

‘There must be those among us who have some idataténfuture
will bring.’

Maria glanced up at Breck as he spoke, her eyeslhkk gems in her
lovely oval face, searching his face hopefully $ome sign that he
referred, totheir future. He gazed straight over her dark hea
ignoring her as if she were a pet animal at hiseki@&ran felt the
brush of his eyes, but with her own eyes she sawyevestige of
colour leave Maria's face.

'He is cruel!" The thought flashed unbidden, afidiley wounds. She
should have seen it before, that he was a man ded to having
women at his knee to ever feel a deep, compassigaasion for any
one of them. He liked them. He enjoyed their beanityheir wit,or
their warmth. He would never regard them as angtimore than
sleek, silky pets.

Even as his eyes speared Siran, his hands fonghtylthe shoulder
of Maria. At once the colour stole back into heeeks. She was
Bavarian. She understood him, and would bear weatkg did to
her.

Siran gave a start when someone bent over heramdeasaid firmly
that she was going to see the alps by moonlightdslarew her to
her feet. "You must not be afraid of them,' saidtK@Come with me.'

"But | don't want to,' she protested.

'‘But | do,' he said, and she was swept tyrannofisiy the warm

fireside and bundled into the snow- leopard coat bung with the

other coats in the foyer. Kurt belted his shaggt b sheepskin, and
ordered her to put on her boots.



‘You are a bully,' she said. 'Don't you ever sdgdge" to a girl?'

'‘Please will you put on your boots, ballerina, aodhe for a walk
with me.'

‘Mocking devil!

She balanced perfectly on one foot as she slidtter into a scarlet
knee-boot lined for warmth. She met his eyes amdafshattering

moment she saw a naked flame in them. The tawmweas tousled

on his forehead, and he swept it back with a hhatidoncealed his
eyes. She stamped her foot down in the other Bty can't we all

go and look at the moonlit alps?' she asked.

‘The others have seen them before, and | am otisé who never
tire of them. | loved them from a small boy ... whHdove a thing, |
love it from here until eternity.’

Then as if he regretted telling her a thing soetetre took a grip on
her elbow and reluctantly she went with him, legvimehind the
lights of the inn for the pale radiance of the slamals surrounding
the mountains. The air was crisp and cold and tabgyafter they
had been walking briskly for about half an houemthing silent but
for the snow crunching beneath their boots, Siragab to feel a
sense of exhilaration.

With a throaty little laugh she bent suddenly amdoped up a
handful of snow. She pressed it into a ball anddlit at Kurt. He

retaliated, and there beneath the shadow of tleethly pelted one
another with snowballs, her breathless laughteghmg with his in

the superb silence ... a silence they shatteréiditasere a thing of

fine crystal.

Her hair romped free in the wind and her eyes vgdogving like
beryls. Since the start of the day until now it loedn mystery and
magic, and she was grateful to the tough, diffidentiness of Kurt



for giving her this hour in the high, clear airtbé alps. She stood and
gazed at them and no longer did she feel as Hiat ¢pand were going
to pluck her up and drop her down a fathomlessmhas

She felt Kurt studying her and when she lookedrathis eyes were
lambent as a night-stalking cat's. 'Are you glad game?' he asked.

'For the weekend, or for the snowfight?' She halfed, a small fear
of him still alive and active, for they were verlpe, here in the
mountainsau clair de la luneThe stars were far off, like pointed
flowers. Tiny things, like moth wings brushed héeek, and she
realised that it had started to snow. All aroundttee chain-pattern
their feet had made in the snow already fallen. &nédd hear the
wind singing among the crags, and the snowflakesgeclto his
tousled hair and his thick rough eyebrows.

He was elemental, like the peaks. His voice hetdited thunder, his
glance was ice and flame. Sometimes she had thegsist feeling
that she knew him better than anyone she had exsvrk She could
say whatever came into her mind. She could hit ot him, and
even hate him. She had no need to be always peiiite Kurt. It
mattered not a jot that her hair was untidy, hestick smudged by
the snowball that had landecKn her face.

He was like his mountains because he was so utteitlyout
falseness.

‘Let's go back!" She began to run, following treel tmade by their
feet. She heard behind her the lash and rustles dfdots through the
snow ... a sound of pursuit that made her waneéptim not to catch
her. She had known that it would be dangerous taldr@e like this,
the chamois pursued by the hunter, but she halénoan the exact
nature of the danger. She hadn't dreamed that &rms should reach
out and catch her ... but they mustn't... they nitist



In a panic she sped off the trail, seeking the shaldeneath a lip of
the mountain in an effort to escape him. She hieimnccall her name,
and as it echoed up the walls of rock, frosted dyesnow and ice,
she heard another sound. An ominous rumble. Aesiily clatter. A
rushing noise, growing louder by the second, sowhan she looked
up in sudden fear she was already prepared fautain of loosened
snow that was tumbling down on her.

'Siran!"

She was covered by Kurt a split second before weg both buried
beneath a mound of snow. It kept on falling, rughdown the
mountainside, a cascade that took several minatesiiside.

There wasn't a sound ... everything fell silenth@ssnow settled.



CHAPTER NINE

THE stretches of snow were infinitely serene ... thagtdenly an arm
broke through the surface, cleaved a breathingespla@ugh which a
moment later a head and a pair of shoulders emeKyatl pulled
himself to his feet, and with the snow clingingelikoar-frost to his
hair and eyebrows he hauled Siran out through theniog and
brushed the icy snow from her face.

‘Are you all right?' he demanded. He chafed hedbamhis and after
several shuddering seconds she was able to assutbdt she was
still alive.

'I—I think | can stand up ... oh, my foot!" Shelapked against him,
wincing with the pain. 'lt's the one | hurt beforat feels twisted.'

'‘Let me see.' He knelt in the snow and pulled effltoot. She stifled
a cry as his fingers played over her ankle. "Mesaust have happened
when you fell beneath the snow. Does it feel vexinful?'

He gazed up at her, and she blinked away themglidetears in her
eyes. The snowfall had frightened her, and morewés blowing in
the wind, accompanied by stinging little pelletsicé. The moon
vanished behind a cloud and Kurt was a dark sHap&jing tall to
his feet.

'If you try to walk on that ankle you will makewbrse. | shall have to
carry you..."

‘Alt-that way?' she gasped. They must be at leasteafrom the inn,
and every second the snow was whirling fasterkémnmg in the
gloom and obscuring the chain of footprints that ack to the
warmth and safety of the inn.



Netted in the driving snowflakes, she felt the wadetermined crush
of his hands as he lifted hé€'est la guerre,he murmured, with the
old return of mockery. 'You may trust my musclesathing else.’

‘A blizzard seems to be coming on,' she said. "'"M&e could get
lost!"

'‘We could indeed.' And he began to stride throdghsnow in his
hefty boots, holding her in the hard hollow of Bieoulder to shield
her from the wind. It whipped the snow right at rthebig
half-blinding flakes and stinging little stonesioé. So sudden was
the change in the weather; so treacherous aftetishé&ay of calm. It
was as if they were-being punished for breakingdiystal silence
with their laughter.

Had they really-laughed, but a few minutes ago? Nawt was
fighting the wind, battling to reach the inn befdhe snowstorm
became even worse.

She wondered what his thoughts were, and she stoosee his face
and could see only the forceful thrust of his cilbove her head.

'l hope I'm not too heavy for you?' she cried abinetumult of the
wind. 'It must be hard work, ploughing through gterm with a girl
in your arms.'

'‘Out in Katmandu | once carried a guide down a neinside. He
had broken his knee in a fall, and that journey vesd hard work.
You are very slight. The requisite of a ballet dam@a ?'

‘Ja. And you are built for conflict, aren't you?'

She heard him laugh above her head, and right #veagtorm-gods
heard and increased the fury of the snow and tiagrew really
terrifying, because by now they should have conmsght of the inn,
whose hurricane lamps would have been lit to guidem home.



Instead they seemed hopelessly lost... they mighe been in the
region of Katmandu, or any other wild and lonelgqa.

Suddenly Kurt halted and seemed to be peering ahd@hdsome
intensity. He shook his head, like a lion shakitsgnhane, as if the
fast, whirling flakes were getting in his eyes.

'l think | see something ... yes, it looks like tio®f and outline of a
chalet.’

'‘But the inn...'
'If it's in the vicinity the people at the chaletiwe able to tell us.'

He began to make for the place, and Siran feltaamge mingling of
relief and apprehension. Not a single light piertiesl net of snow,
and the nearer they grew to the place, the morarappit became
that they had stumbled upon a small alpine huteddkeneath the
rocky mountains. The log walls and sloping roof evélnick with
snow, and the windows were utterly obscured. lkémbabandoned to
the storm, and Siran felt the painful tighteningoirt's arms around
her.

‘Now | know where we are,' he exclaimed. 'We hasered off the
path back to the inn and are about a mile andfeoffatourse. This
place,fraulein,is a chamois hunter's hut.'

'‘Oh no!" It seemed too much a stroke of fate. Gani find the way to
the inn?'

‘Not in a blizzard,' he said drily. 'It looks asé shall have to spend
the night alone together. The hunters will haveftedd and rugs, and
kerosene for the stove. It will be better than dilimg about in the
snow. There are deep drifts into which we could &id if | became
tired and collapsed ... think of all the things enderrible than
spending a night alone with me.’



‘Everyone at the inn will be so worried.’

'l have been lost in the mountains before nowdiagvled, 'but | do
take your point. It won't enhance you in the eylesip brother to be
stranded with me for a night. It is my brother yaoe thinking of?"

'‘Not entirely ... there is your mother. She is bibtm be concerned,
but you don't take into account the anxiety of éhao love you ...
you regard love as a nuisance. You want to pleaseyourself...’

'It isn't a pleasure right now to stand here wihid $now falling down
my neck. Now hold on to me while | open this dodhére came the
sound of a bolt being driven back hard, and thepacked snow
rained down from the roof as he forced the dogtetd to his touch.
A darkness yawned, redolent of the smell of skims @l and damp
wood.

‘There's a box of matches in my left-hand pockah gbu reach them
and strike a light for us?'

She pushed her hand into his pocket while the samavhail drove
past them through the open door. He stepped forimémdhe pitchy
darkness and closed the door behind them, and $#asnaware at
once of being carried into a primitive place by anmvho had lived
primitively all over the world.

Her fingers closed upon several objects in his pbekd they must
have pressed the tiny knob of his watch, for subjderthe dark the
tiny, sweet bells of his repeater began to chime.

'l know small girls like playing about in big podkg he said, 'but I'l
allow you to do that later. Right now we need thosgches.'

'I—I'm not playing about,' she protested. 'The agluld ends you men
carry in your pockets... ah, at last!" She struckadch and the tiny
flame wavered in her hand and revealed the hut asugh,



one-roomed shelter. She struck four or five matdhefore they
found the lamp and coaxed a smoky light out oflite wind beat at
the log walls and rattled the door, and Kurt sttoere holding her
and searching the place with his eyes.

'I'd like to be put down,' she said. 'l shall beight now.'

He looked down at her in the smoky lamplight anckhgere blue
devils in his eyes. 'So we are snowbound in a clemmter's hut.’
His gaze travelled over her, taking in her damp ttaat shone like
pewter, and the snowflakes melting on the fur e&f $how-leopard
coat. 'This place is not unlike the houses outlef... | stayed in one
where | was offered every hospitality. Tashi, thedg | told you

about, wished to share with me his best possessiesof them was
a yak, the other his almond-eyed young sister.'

'‘And which did you accept?' Siran looked him in éyes and hoped
he couldn't feel her trembling. It was partly tloddg the reaction from
hurting her ankle, and of finding herself so aloméh Kurt von
Linden.

He laughed, making that deep purring sound inhmgat. 'The yak
came in very useful for toting my baggage up theimtain slopes to
Kali Gandaki, a fascinating gorge | wished to Vvisit

'Will you return to Tibet?' she asked.

‘Yes ... all being well | shall go back to see agake friends | made
there. The old lama who was so wise, and Tashi, veldbtears in his
eyes when | left. Can you imagine anyone beingsade me leave?'

'‘Please, Kurt ...
‘Come, you think me as hard as rock.’

'‘Rough as rock, but not always hard.’



'Really?' His eyes glinted in his brown face. 'D@u soft, on me,
liebchen,not while we spend this night together in the bluthe
chamois hunter. Though | once accepted a yak iceplaf a
sweetheart, | am not immuWe to the pleasure ofitapkt a pretty
face and holding in my arms a slim shape.'

‘Kurt...'
'You speak my name as if it hurts you.'
'I—Fm cold ... can't we light a fire?'

At once he became practical and lowered her tddetr 'How does
the ankle feel now?'

She tried it and winced. 'Not too bad.’

‘Siran,' he soft-thundered her name. 'You are fapkather as if you
felt the earth shaking under your feet. Am | swerhilble companydu
bleicher Geselle?'

'I'm pale because I'm cold.’
'‘Hand me the matches and | promise you a firenmt@utesDanke.'

He set to piling the driest wood into the fireplacal after sprinkling

it with a little kerosene he applied a match. Thees a spring of
flame among the sticks; outside in the night tleendrous wind and
inside the sound of Brahm#V/iegenliedas Kurt whistled softly to
himself. Siran sorted about inside a cupboard altbgeoil stove,

gave a little shiver as a spider dodged her hamtif@aund some cans
of soup and beans.

‘Well, we can have emergency soup and comfortsalie ‘Have you
one of those boy-scout knives with the gadgetsttiag corks put of



bottles and stones out of horses' hooves? Theseheae got to be
pierced, and then we can heat it and serve itasdlenamel mugs.'

He came to her side with a look that was far fraw-bcoutish, and
with his knife dug from one of the capacious poskdthis jacket he
pierced the cans and stood them on the oil st8vand clear while |
light this,' he said. There was a small explosioa a little tongue of
flame that seemed to lick at his hand.

'Kurt... be careful!’

He turned and gave her a quizzical look, which gednvhen he saw
how wide and alarmed her eyes were. '"You are thghkf that night
at the hotel?"

‘Yes." She gave a shudder. 'Fire is so awful whegeis out of
control.'

'Like an avalanche, thundering down from out of heme and

leaving havoc in its wake ... but don't let us makeselves unhappy.
The hut is fairly warm and secure, and | spy a @aaooffee and a
small saucepan. No two peopliepbchen,could wish for more when
stranded in a blizzard.'

'‘But we have no watemein herr.'

'‘We are surrounded by snow.' His smile held a netdrdevilry. 'l
shall pack the saucepan with it and when boiledlilitbe quite all
right for drinking. See if there is also a can aéd milk while | go
and brave the cold.’

He; took the mugs with him so he could clean therme snow, and
left to herself Siran braved the long- legged rexsicbf the cupboard
and searched for dried milk. To her delight shextbsome, and also
a jar of jam and a china jar filled with flour. Stiéed it through her
fingers and found it lumpy but otherwise all righibw if she could



find a frying pan ... the spider scurried to anott@ner, but by this
time Siran was feeling more sorry for him than edarShe was
invading his home and though he looked a bit obaster he couldn't
do her any harm.

Her groping fingers closed on a long handle andh witsense of
excitement she withdrew the object and had a viefdmot, sizzling
pancakes smothered in jam. A vision that could ctioe for the pan
had been used as a container for a tin of buttekgis of chocolate
and sardines in oil.

'So this was the loot you were guarding, Daddy-legg!l' She carried
the small hoard to the table, and then realizetktbe had been gone
from the hut for over ten minutes.

There was a stillness within the hut, a wildneghteuit that tightened
her nerves. She could hear the wii\d> batteringwhlts, seeking a
way in, and she remembered with a lurch of herthelaat Kurt had
said about deep snowdrifts. A person couldn't semtby daylight,
and at night they lay in wait for unwary feet.

‘Kurt!" She hobbled to the door and grabbed atldakeh. The snow
and wind drove in at her, clawing at her with cgitdedy fingers. Her
hair was blown into a wild disorder ... she couldre a thing beyond
the dense cloud of snow.

The night had a demented quality, and Kurt's naras st in the
clamour as again she cried his name.

‘Kurt... where are you? Oh, please, don't be huds...'

She clung to the door, striving not to be sweptrdyethe wind. It
was raw, driving the snow all in one direction. Tlog-built hut
seemed as if it would crumble like a house of medchthe bunks
creaked, and a wicker chair fell on its side.



Did she hear voices in the wind? Those of people add been lost
for ever in the mountains. Tears stung her eysbaselt the slow icy
grip of the anguish that must have been Kurt's wiesore his eyes
he had seen his young sister's sweetheart swdps tdeath ... the
rope that joined them cutting into him and dragdmnm to the very
edge of doom.

Half out of his mind he had searched and callethe. .lightning so

fierce that it had struck the ice-axe from his handhe end there had
been nothing left to do but leave the crevasseyikated nothing but
strange little sounds ... inhuman sounds offerimdnope.

Siran, feeling as if a fine-edged cord tightenediadoher, was drawn
beyond the hut into the storm. She fell and tha p&her ankle made
her cry out. She stood up and struggled a few steps, the breath
snatched out of her mouth. She was smothered v 8ke a small
ghost, and though she realized the folly of what wias doing, she
couldn't turn back to the safety of the hut. Shalctdeel the pull of
something more acute than self-preservation.

‘Kurt... where are you? Kurt... I'll die if you donome!'

Her weakened ankle twisted once more, and withahgagyond the
physical she screamed his name as she fell. Nove theuld be
nothing, only the cold snow driving over her urgile didn't wake
again. Now there would be no more dancing. It hated, the curtain
was coming down, and no more would she see thewhardare not
love because his love seemed only to hurt thosmesl for.

So soft the snow, cold feathers of the softest down

'Siran!" Hands gripped, pain flared, bringing healiyf awake to the
wild night once more.

'Kurt?'



‘Yes, little fool!" She was lifted and carried stiyifthrough the torn
night to the log hut. The door shook as it was é&etlshut, and
confused by the light it was several seconds befueeface above
hers came fully into focus. A mask of savageryt gétehed deeply the
cleft beside his mouth.

'‘What were you thinking of?' His voice was as savag his look.
'You could have been lost, do you realize it? Amghcould have
happened.’

'I—I thought you were lost ... you were gone sa@lon

'l was packing a handkerchief with snow to makeld compress for

your ankle, and the snow has to be packed tightilye saucepan or it
will melt down to a few mouthfuls." He swept thesalidered hair

back from her eyes, and he seemed to sink his fldrue gaze right

into hers. 'Why did you follow me? Were you afrende left alone ...

or were you worried about me?"'

A bit of both, | suppose.’
'l heard you scream.’
'‘M-my ankle twisted again.'

‘That ankle seems to have a weakness.' He careietblthe lower
bunk and laid her down on it. 'Wait there and dowite,' he ordered.

He went outside and returned almost at once wghstiucepan of
snow, the mugs, and the compress he had made ekeofirher boot
and told her to roll down her stocking and apply tompress to her
swollen ankle. 'It will take out some of the acRest liebchen.l will
see to the meal.’

'I—I was going to make pancakes.' she said huskifpund some
dried milk and flour.’



'If you fancy pancakes, then you shall have thela.Shot her a grin
that warmed the recent anger from his face. Henakish with his
windblown hair, and the snow drops in the craggedi of his
weather- beaten face. He bent over her and unladtaime
snow-leopard coat and drew it off her shouldersglsse that she
could feel his warm breath against her cheek.

'Your eyes seem to plead with me,' he said. 'Dowish | could be a
gentle man, who would press your head to my shoalae invite you
to weep? Tears would not melt me, or help you. Naxe had a fright
and the best remedy is a hot drink. Attend to yankie, | will see to
the meal.’

Deliberately he turned away from her and shrugget af the
sheepskin coat, the damp wool a mass of shaggy, @am arranged
both coats over a chair near the fire. The hot &g and sizzled as
snow blew down the chimney, and the kerosene stoweked and
made the air blue. While Siran nursed her anklert lsgt the
saucepan on the stove and made one more trip eutsidiash the
frying pan in the snow. He returned hurriedly aadtfclosed the
door.

‘It will be a bitterly cold night,’ he said. 'We stuhank the saints for
putting this place in our way. What would you liké€an tortillas, or
hot jam pancakes?'

'‘Hot and jammy, please.’

‘Life is funny," he mused. "Who would have thougtdt you and |
would be thrown together for a night by a caprit@ature, to feast
on jam pancakes and coffee made with snow? Youhailke quite a
story to tell your grandchildren in the distantuiig.’

'‘My offspring will be a row of battered dance shbsise joked.



He paused in the act of pouring the coffee, haskiigaside the soup
for later on. His gaze flicked the ankle that haerhurt in' Vienna,
and now in a snowstorm. 'You seem the type ofvgid would like a
family ... you like young Lorenz, eh? You can'teimdl to have only
love affairs to compensate?'

She flushed slightly under his scrutiny. 'l thinkuyassume that |
want an affair with your brother.’

'Is the assumption so far from the mark?' He brobgh a steaming
mug filled with coffee, so longed for that she @balmost forgive
him for his arrogant remark.

‘Thank you," she said, 'for the coffee.’

"You would find it impossible to shut affection ooft your life," he
added, lounging against the bunk-post to drink bftee.

"You don't find it difficult, do you? You can hawaffairs without your
heart being remotely touched, whereas | would lavee lonely or
madly in love.'

'‘Most women have to be madly in love before thexe ghemselves.’
‘Men are less sensitiveyein herr?’

‘They have less to losdraulein. Take my brother. | admire his
business acumen, and the care he takes of Trinkalvays he has
been a man much liked by womeli, and he has allvags forgiven
for being— how shall | put it?—in the tradition tdie well-born
landowner. He has an eye for a pretty face, bet &bnight he may
feel less inclined to make a play for you.'

She stared at Kurt and slowly her face went whitat do you mean
... after tonight?'



'‘Come, do | have to spell it out?"
'You mean people will think that you and | ... a¥l'n

'l am sorry,liebchen.'His smile was infinitely mocking. 'l realize |
am not the von Linden you would prefer to be steshaith, but
others will assume that | am. You see, | know tloaimains too well
to ever get really lost in them. | am too acqualnath high altitude
weather not to sense when a storm is brewing.'

‘You arranged for me to be stranded with you?'

'It was the only way | knew of to save you fromrgefoolish and

having something to always regret. My brother magehis mind

long ago to marry the daughter of his wealthy bessnpartner, and |
should hate to see you seduced by him.'

‘Do you intend to do the seducing yourself?' Sheedam a look of
infinite scorn. 'l realize that with a twisted aalkdnd a snow-storm
blowing | couldn't hope to run away from you.'

'‘Be quiet,’ he ordered. 'l intend to give you jaangakes, not my
hateful kisses. You knowiebchen,one day you will remember me
with gratitude.'

‘For abducting me?'

‘Yes, for doing that.' He strolled to the table ardstled the Lullaby
as he beat dried milk and flour together with ttegewr left from their
coffee. He put a chunk of butter in the pan anchdhe room was
filled with the warm sizzling sound of pancakes.

Siran watched him, so big and exasperating, so wef those
rock-hardened hands. 'Now | shall have a questiengdgutation,’
she gasped. 'l shall join the list of your gladietioconquests, and |
Imagine it's a mile long.’



'Let us say half a mile. | haven't yet won a goktlal for feats in love
sports.' He nonchalantly tossed a pancake. 'ltgneyme pleasure to
know in the years ahead that | helped to give ateanallerina to the
world. | may one day come to London to see you eahshall order
edelweissand when you receive the flowers on stage you ksidiw
who sent them.'

'‘Won't you come backstage to see me?'

'‘No, | shall let you remember me as the man witlmwlyou liked to
fight. If we met again we might be polite strangensy.'

‘That would be bleak." She smiled, and then loakedy from him.
Her smile wouldn't stay brave and bright. Suddshlky felt more like
weeping, for it was bleak already to think of neseeing Kurt again.
He was arrogant, infuriating, impossible, but hesvaéso kind in a
way no one else had ever been. He had dared ceashiee than see
her fall a victim to his brother's charm ... anldatlonce she couldn't
bear him to think she cared for Breck. All she fetiwas friendship,
and a little flattery.

'It's ridiculous,’ she said. 'You didn't have tdriap me to keep me
from losing my head over your brother. | nevermaked to. Don't you
see, you've created an emotional situation outof little. You saw
me as a foolish young dancer intent on losing kadhlt was kind of
you to want to save my honour ... but I'm in farendanger of losing
it with you.'

'l said | wouldn't touch you!'
‘You touch me each time you look at me.’

Did she speak the words aloud, or only in her ting® He didn't
move, or show any sign of having heard them. Henséeturned to
rock, his chin more obdurate than ever, his brawdracted to screen
his eyes.



‘Eat your pancakes while they're hot,' he said.

'‘Don't treat me like a child," she cried. 'Dontkat me the, way you
do and treat me as if I'm a naive schoolgirl.’

'| dare not treat you as a woman, for you and Iccbe lovers of only
a night. There can be no tomorrow for us. No chap#t or golden
rings... not now, or ever. Do you hear me?’

'‘Loud and clearly, Kurt. As if from the Glass Tuntself, the echo of
self-denial, the punishment you mete out to yoursetf taking
Kristy's young man on that climb. For now and alsvase love apart,
you and I. You in Tibet, and me in London.’

'‘Don't talk of loving me,' he said harshly. 'l aiwit see you become
my brother's mistress, but | can't ask you to bexom wife.'

‘What if | ask you to become my husband?'

'l shall never marryliebe, but one day | hope you will find another
man like David Cassian.'

'l think | have found him. He would be crazily galt enough to
kidnap a girl to save her from a bold Baron. Thisrevery chance,
my crazy Kurt, that when morning comes and we retarthe inn
your brother will demand that you make an honeshamw of me.' She
smiled slowly and reached out to touch that deep beside his
mouth. 'l think | shall blackmail youmein herr.l shall let everyone
believe that you made fierce love to me in the ahiarhunter's hut.’

‘Your eyes would give you away,' he mocked. 'Theytao candid,
too innocent, and | don't intend to harm that iremae."

'l don't think you could ever do anything to harm, idurt, but if you
send me away you will make me very unhappy. My dean,' she
traced with a fingertip the hard line of his jayou can't punish



yourself for ever. Whatever happens to any of ysire destiny ... |
thought when Cassian died that never again wotdellthat lift of
excitement, that warm thrill to living, but not eveith him did | feel
the intense expectation that came to me each ngatithe castle.’

She looked wistfully into Kurt's eyes and foundithguarded against
her. 'Cassian taught me how to dance ... yaein liebeKurt, taught
me how to love.'

'‘Don't say it, he groaned. 'Don't believe in iertHike all dreams it
will gradually fade away."'

‘Do you really believe that?' she asked.
'l have to believe it.'

'l don't want my love for you to ever fade away 'KiUf we have to
part, | shall still go on loving you, tormented by The tears she had
held back slowly filled her eyes. 'l know | must diatever you
decide, but just let me say this. You could havenba fine doctor,
and | would have given up my dream of being a yegtiod dancer
for you. Won't you at least continue with your neadistudies? You
could do so much good, and compensate in that waywhat
happened to Helmut, and to Kristy.'

'You are turning my life upside down!" Suddenly hands gripped
her shoulders and his eyes blazed down into Wtsy tid you have

to come to Seven Lilacs? All my plans were maden tbut of that

station tripped a girl with hair like a misty autnnand eyes that
looked at me and the mountains as if we were egdalhgerous. |

wanted to put you on the train back to Vienna ashras | wanted to
tuck you in the sleigh furs and drive you for mitesough the chaste
white snow. Siran, why did we have to meet too?ate

‘You are being obstinate,' she flung back at Wmou'have the chance
to make something of your life, but you prefer sxrsfice it all to



those mountain gods who can be so cruel. It wag We killed
Helmut, not you!

'l thought him weak, shiftless, not good enoughTonka's golden
girl. I challenged him to that climb. If | had dhie rope as Kristy said
| could not have been more responsible.’

'‘Will it make up for anything if you sacrifice yoown future? | don't
think so, Kurt. | think a debt should be repaidhaitard work, duty,
love.'

‘We can love, but not always can we choose thosewee

'‘We can try, Kurt. We both know there can be nbmeppiness if we
part from each other. The very thought of it makgsheart go cold.’

'‘Come to the fire.' He lifted her and carried keethte warmth, and
there he looked down into her eyes. 'You have beges, Siran, and
this is the first time | have seen tears in thepar$ for me?"

'For both of us.' Her fingers ruffled the hair & temples. "You are
going silvery just here, Kurt. Think how distingiexi you would be,
the famous Kurt von Linden, whose hands were madave lives.'

'Stop seducing me," he ordered.

‘There is only one way to stop me from saying elgwou, need you,
will help you with all the heart and strength | BaWo, Kurt,' she
laughed softly, 'there are two ways. You can kiss on kill me.'

'Liebchen, liebchenHis lips came down with a ravishing hardnes
on her soft mouth. 'l would die for you ...

'l would prefer you to live for manein herr."Her arms stole close
and loving about his neck. She could feel closkdothe vigorous



beat of his heart ... the strong heart that wooldmaching unless he
climbed the Glass Turret and said goodbye to hesigh

'‘When do you plan to climb?' she whispered.
‘Within a week.'
'‘Will you come back to me, Kurt?'

'l must, myliebchen.'That wicked little smile stole back into the
vivid blue of his eyes. 'To make an honest womayoof'

She smiled as they clung close in the firelighthef chamois hunter's
hut ... the wind outside had died away, and evargtaround them
was chaste and bridal. The moon shone through Itheds, and

beautiful were the wild white glaciers.



