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CHAPTER 1

1936

‘We will always be friends, won’t we?’ Georgia said, linking her arms through those of the two girls who were walking up the mountainside behind their school. It was the start of the summer term, and despite the previous three week Easter holiday in their own countries, they slipped back effortlessly into the French language common to all the pupils at their international Swiss boarding school.

They settled themselves comfortably amongst a carpet of wild narcissi, and Inge, the tall, fair haired German girl, said eagerly to Georgia:

‘You didn’t forget to bring the letters, did you, Liebchen?’

‘They are in my bedside cupboard,’ Georgia replied, thinking gratefully that they all had keys to their cupboards—the only place which was not communal in the delightful mini Schloss situated close to the vineyards above the lakeside town of Vevey. It was a place where she was wonderfully happy, her adventurous spirit having fretted at the restrictions of her English boarding school. Here she could go ski-ing in the winter, with exciting walks down through the vineyards at four in the morning to catch the little train taking the party of keen skiers to the foot of the surrounding mountains to spend a weekend in the care of the easygoing discipline of their Professor. Lessons were in the garden whenever the weather permitted. There were visits to the nearby town of Lausanne for shopping or to the theatre, and fascinating trips in the steamers which plied along the picturesque shores of Lake Geneva. Most important of all the pleasures, Georgia thought but did not relay to her friends, was being far away from home where she had found it impossible to be really happy for the past year.

Now, at the age of nearly seventeen she had made up her mind that she was never going to be a debutante and stay at home after her Coming Out Season like her much-loved sister, Migs. She was going to become a journalist, preferably a war reporter—if she could find a war to go to.

Sitting beside the tall, broad shouldered figure of her friend, Inge, with the brilliant blue eyes and long golden pigtail, Georgia could not have looked more opposite. Her dark brown, almost black hair, was, according to her mother, a hopelessly unruly mop despite the Kirby grips and frequent trips to the hairdresser to have it cut into a neat bob. Her eyes were also dark, and her complexion, which tanned easily to a golden brown in summer, lacked the extreme palor of Inge’s face against which her bright, rosy cheeks gave her a Nordic look which Inge herself called Aryan.

Georgia’s other close friend, Hannah, resembled neither of them. She was short, thin and her face with its high cheekbones was angular, her features aquiline. Her large, thoughtful eyes and serious expression somehow tended to reject offers of friendship from the less discerning who did not see the deeply sensitive, caring nature that had been quickly recognised by Georgia.

‘I’ll read the letters to you this evening after supper!’ she said now.

She was in no doubt that Hannah would find them every bit as intriguing as she did, but she was not quite so certain about Inge’s reaction. Inge was a hugely practical, self-assured girl who knew exactly what she wanted to do with her life just as soon as she left school. She would live perfectly happily in her precious Fatherland, as she called her country. She was forever talking about her beloved Führer, Herr Hitler, and had full size posters of him on the walls of her bedroom. She belonged to the Hitler Youth movement which, for Georgia’s benefit, she likened to the English Girl Guides—only better with picnics and rallies and gatherings of both boys and girls round camp fires singing patriotic Lieder.

By all accounts, although Hannah was also German, she did not enjoy a similar joyful home. For the past two years, she always spent her holidays with an uncle and aunt who ran a guest chalet in the ski resort of Garmisch. Only occasionally did her mother and father join her there. Her father who she adored, she had explained, was a doctor with a huge number of patients, mostly of Jewish faith like himself, but with numerous non Jewish patients who had been treated by him for many years. He never talked about the changes which were taking place under the new Chancellor, so often praised by Inge. Politics as a topic of conversation was not permitted at the school whose pupils came from countries all over the world, but Inge often regaled them with the wonderful things her adored Leader was doing for Germany and its people.

The three girls were all but inseparable. They skied, swam, played tennis, threw javelins, spent all their free time together, and trusted one another implicitly. Such was the closeness of their friendship, Georgia had confessed her deeply guarded secret to them on the last day of the previous term. Sitting on one side of Hannah’s bed, Inge on the other, she had said:

‘I’m not who you think I am. I mean, I’m not Georgia Driffield.’ Seeing the look of astonishment on their faces, she’d added quickly: ‘Well I am in one way but … well, I’m adopted. I was born to two other parents, only they weren’t really parents, I mean they weren’t married, and then the man died and Daddy, I mean he’s my father now, adopted me so I’ve got his surname. My real father’s name was Charles de Valle. I’m illegitimate! I looked it up in the dictionary and it means unlawful.’

She had expected them to see her henceforth as a different sort of person—someone not quite equal to themselves, but their reactions were totally opposite. Inge thought it fascinating and wanted to know more. Hannah was sympathetic and tried at once to reassure Georgia that whatever happened before she was born was not her fault and her parents must love her to have brought her up as their own child.

Georgia explained that she did not resemble her darling sister, Migs, who she believed her mother loved far more than herself. Not only was Migs prettier, she was far less trouble, happy to remain quietly at home playing with her dolls or, in recent years, shopping with her mother for pretty clothes. Georgia, on the other hand, had always preferred to join in her best friend Sebastian’s boyish escapades, when he permitted, and was inclined to argue with her mother who disapproved of most of her activities. As for her father, she had once adored him when she was little and they’d had wonderful times together telling stories and playing games, and she’d half believed she was the favourite of his two daughters. Then last summer she had suddenly come into a very large sum of money left to her by her former father and thus discovered that he had withheld this truth from her for all those years—that she was not really his child. Neither then nor subsequently had she felt able to forgive him, the father who had always insisted that she should never tell lies or be dishonest, for pretending she was his daughter.

Had it not been for the way Sebastian had treated the news, she would not ever have told them, these two close new friends, about her adoption.

Sebastian was the only son of their next door neighbours. He was the same age as Migs and had entrusted Georgia with the secret that he had been in love with her sister since their early teens; that when the time came for him to leave university and get a job, he was going to propose to Migs. An only child, ever since his family had moved into the house next door he had had to make do with young Georgia’s company if there were none of his own friends visiting. He openly called her his ‘slave’ because she always fell in with whatever activity he chose to enjoy, allowing him to confiscate her sweets or her toys for whatever game he had in mind with no more than a muttered apology if they were ruined in the process. Even though Georgia knew he only tolerated her company because she complied so readily with his demands and enabled him to see Migs so often, it was Sebastian’s indifference to her adoption she valued, and she’d never yet taken offence at any of the derogatory names by which he often called her.

Far from being as shocked by the news as she had expected, he had merely grinned and said: ‘How absolutely fascinating! Always thought there was something odd about you, Pugface. Tell me more!’

He’d been even more excited than she when they had discovered the letters and her ancestors’ family tree. On her sixteenth birthday, having passed his driving test, he’d driven her and Migs down to Tonbridge to see Audley Court, the old house her original father had left her in his Will. Whilst Migs unpacked the picnic lunch on the grass in the overgrown garden, she and Seb had explored the house and discovered in the cellar a dusty, woodworm-ridden old desk with a secret drawer.

He had been as intrigued as she was to discover, in the first letter Georgia had read aloud, that it was from a pirate—by the sound of it a real one, professing his love for what must be one of Georgia’s ancestors.

As a consequence Georgia had soared in his estimation and he had even agreed that when he was married to Migs he would permit her to live with them. As well as the house, according to her father Gerald Driffield, Georgia had also been left a huge financial legacy which, Sebastian told her, would make her rich enough when she was twenty-one to support him and Migs and her, too, if she lived with them, and at least half a dozen children. ‘You can tell them stories about your piratical forbears!’ he’d teased.

Sebastian was the only other person in the world, apart from Migs, with whom she’d been willing to share the letters. Now, because these two school friends had come to mean so much to her, she was about to share them with them as well.

That evening, sitting on the end of her bed, she unlocked her bedside cupboard and withdrew the dog-eared bundle, untied the blue ribbon and first read aloud the label attached to it. In Gothic handwriting it was addressed to ‘CHANTAL DE VALLE, PRIVATE’. She began reading out the first of the letters …

‘18th Day of July, 1841

Meu querida Chantal,

How shall I begin to tell you of the joy Captain McRae’s arrival on Coetivy has given me. It is two years almost to the day since you sailed away to your homeland, not a single one of which has passed without my wondering how you are. If you are well? If you married your titled English nobleman? If you are happy? If you have quite forgotten the happy times we shared here on my island?

Oh, Chantal, can you imagine what happiness is mine to learn from Captain McRae that it was you who persuaded him to divert his voyage to China so that you could have news of my well being here on Coetivy! So you have not forgotten me as I feared might be the case.’

Georgia stopped reading for a moment to explain that she had not brought the family tree with the letters but that she and Sebastian had worked out that Chantal was her great-great-grandmother and that she had married the ‘titled nobleman’, John de Valle, in 1840. As the pirate’s letter was dated 1841, she must have been married after she left the island of Coetivy. Sebastian had looked it up in an atlas and found it was one of a group of uninhabited islands in the West Indies known as the Seychelles.

Their faces glowing with excitement, the girls urged Georgia to continue reading, words which by now she almost knew by heart.


‘The Captain has given me paper, quill and ink with which to write this letter to you and has promised to deliver it to you in person on his return to England early next year. He has assured me that you have forgiven me for failing to signal either of the two ships who sailed so close to us and would have taken you from me; that time has allowed you to reach an understanding that my love for you was too great for me to facilitate your leaving me. I thought I would be unable to bear it, yet I have had to do so.

There are times, Koosh Koosh, when I think I hear your voice when the wind is stirring the leaves of the palm trees; or at twilight when the shadows fall and I think I see you running towards me from the rocks where you loved to fish, your long dark hair dancing round your shoulders. Your devoted servant, Zambi, swears she has seen your ghost in the moonlight slipping between the trees surrounding our clearing. We miss you! Sometimes I think I must leave here; go back to the sea and the life I led before you stole my heart. I make the decision to go but then I cannot bring myself to leave so many memories of you. Do you think of me, Koosh Koosh? Sometimes? Do you dream sometimes that you are back here on Coetivy with me and Zambi? When you read this letter, you will know that I cannot forget you and that EU AMÁ-LO-EI SEMPRE.

Dinez da Gama. Coetivy. July 1841’



Hannah drew a deep sigh:

‘But he is so sad!’ she commented. Inge shook her head.

‘Georgia said this man was a pirate,’ she reminded Hannah, ‘and that he had taken her prisoner after boarding her ship at sea: so we should not feel sorry for him.’

‘That’s what Seb said!’ Georgia told her, ‘but when I read you the next letters, you will agree that he really did love her.’

And he’d done so in a very poetic way, she’d thought each time she had read them. She could not imagine Sebastian ever writing to Migs in such a vein although he was in love with her. But this was 1936 and as Seb had said, everyone had become far more down to earth since the war and people just weren’t like that any more.

Urged by both girls, Georgia began to read the second letter. It was dated 1844.

‘Meu querida Chantal.

How have I managed to wait three long years for your letter which Captain McRae brought to me today? I knew it would take him many months to return to England after his last voyage here, and still more to return to Coetivy and I could not be certain he would deliver my last letter to you, still less that you would reply.

I thank you from my heart for it. For your happiness, I will make myself pleased that you are now married to de Valle although I cannot but remember that magical day when my faithful Zambi witnessed the marriage you and I made here before God when I truly believed you would be my wife for ever.

It may surprise you, Chantal, to hear that two years ago at Zambi’s request, she and I performed the same marriage ceremony as ours. She was carrying my child. Because you had wished our union to be as legal as possible without a Priest or ship’s Captain to officiate, she wished it, too, and I did not have the heart to refuse her.

I have a little daughter who I have named Poquita Cantora because it is the closest I can come to your name in my own language. She is white skinned like me with green eyes which Zambi tells me would be just like mine if I only smiled as often as my little Cantora; but she understands my sadness and tells our Daughter loving stories of her Papa’s captive white Princess!

Ah, Chantal, was it wrong of me not to open your cage door and set you free before you came to love me just a little bit? I will never know that truth but I will never regret those nine months we shared.

I congratulate you most sincerely on the birth of your Son. McRae tells me that by now you will have had a second child but that many children in England have succumbed to diphtheria this past winter and that you fear for your son’s survival. I shall pray for him. As you know, we do not have such illnesses here on Coetivy. Zambi believes you will return to visit us one day but sadly I do not share her hope.

McRae tells me you are as beautiful as ever but he comforts me by telling me there were tears in your eyes when you read my last letter to you. I must confess, however, that he added that you were most happily married and that your Husband was most loving towards you.

Please Koosh Koosh, write to me again. I live now for my sweet Poquita Cantora and my memories of you.

Munca seu amor

Dinez da Gama

If you like, I’ll read the last letters Dinez wrote to Chantal,’ she said to the two girls whose faces showed how intrigued they were. ‘The writing is more faded but I know them almost by heart.’

She started to read the first page.

‘Meu querida Chantal,

I truly believed my Heart was broken when you first left the island. Now I know a Heart can break a second time.

Last winter, a huge wave swept in from the sea without warning and engulfed my beloved little Daughter and poor faithful Zambi. When I discovered their poor lifeless bodies, I wished I, too, had perished.

Today our good friend Hamish McRae has arrived and I told him how I was high up one of the big palm trees by chance gathering coconuts when the sea swamped Coetivy. He said it was more probably the hand of God than mere chance.

As you knew, Chantal, I was born into a Catholic family but relinquished my Faith when I led a life of piracy. I told myself God would approve my desire to rob the rich merchants in order to improve the miserable lives of the poor. Hamish has made me see that this terrible tragedy which has robbed me of my Daughter, may be God’s way of showing me that I cannot remain here on this lonely Island with that great wealth of merchant gold buried in the sand.

This God-fearing man has offered to break his journey to China and take me and my treasure trove to the capital Island of Mahé some two hundred miles hence; there to have a new boat built to my liking in which I shall return to my homeland …’

Georgia paused to take up the second sheet of paper. She could see by the two girls’ faces they were fascinated by this story nearly one hundred years old. The second sheet was dated two days later than the first. She continued to read:

‘After much reflection, I have decided to follow McRae’s advice if for no other reason than that I cannot bear to go on living here without my Daughter and Zambi and only my memories of you. I shall be going back to my homeland in Portugal, Chantal, and if McRae is right and it is God’s will that my Life has been spared for a Purpose, I will journey safely these next two years with my treasure chests, and will use this wealth to set up an Orphanage for Destitute Children in my Daughter’s name. Linked as it is with your name, my one true Love, I cannot think of one without the other.

McRae tells me you are well and content with your Life although you, too, have suffered the sad loss of three of your Dear Children. Remember me if you will in your Prayers as I remember you, always and always.

Dinez.’

All three were silent for a moment and then Hannah wiped her eyes, saying:

‘That’s so sad, Georgia! He did get back to Portugal safely, didn’t he? Does he say?’

Georgia shook her head.

‘I’m afraid not. I shan’t read the last one if it’s going to upset you, Hannah.’

But Inge insisted she should do so.

‘It is dated August, 1856,’ Georgia said, ‘and written from an island called Madeira.’ Handing soft-hearted Hannah her handkerchief, she started once more to read:

‘Meu amor um verdadeiro

I and my three surviving crew have now been on this beautiful island for six months. I have very little money left after weeks of payments to the divers I hired to search for the Cantara which was blown by a northerly gale towards to the island where she hit rocks and sank to the bottom of the ocean together with my sea chests containing my treasure. I and my Mate had only a few gold coins left when the dinghy in which our lives were saved reached the shore. Two men have lost their lives in the attempt to salvage my fortune, and I have now abandoned all hope of retrieving it although I had hoped to do so having noted its distance and direction from land.

This letter doesn’t have an ending, but there’s another page dated over two weeks later which explains why not. It’s very sad, so don’t start crying again, Hannah!

‘If this news ever reaches you, Chantal,’ Georgia read, ‘you will know that I am no longer on this Earth. An horrific Pestilence is sweeping this Island and Person after Person around me has died. My Mate and all the divers are dead and I myself have been unwell these last three days. There is no cure for this Epidemic which they call Cholera, and I do not deceive myself that I shall survive it.

Dearest Chantal, I do not fear Death, and I no longer grieve for my lost fortune lying for ever on the bottom of the sea. My only regret at leaving this Life is that I shall never see you again. It is a comfort to me that, God willing, I will be reunited with my sweet Daughter, Cantara.

Remember me in your Prayers, Koosh-Koosh. I shall love you unto Death and beyond.

Your devoted Dinez’

There was a brief moment of silence as Georgia stopped reading, then Inge voiced her opinion that the pirate’s end was well deserved seeing that he had kidnapped Chantal in the first place! Both girls were intrigued by Georgia’s relationship to the recipient of the letters.

That night, when her two friends were asleep in their beds, Georgia lay awake, her mind restless with unanswered questions. Had Chantal returned the pirate’s love? If so, why had she not stayed on the island with him? Was the island still unpopulated? One day when she was twenty-one and could do what she wanted she would like to visit it. Even more urgently, she would like to visit Madeira, the place where the pirate had died, which she had found on the large globe her father kept in his study, to search for his grave and to discover if his boat had ever been raised.

On the point of sleep, her eyes closed but her mouth curved in a smile as the thought struck her—if she did fly round the world with Sebastian, as he intended when he left Cambridge University, they could visit Madeira and look for Dinez’ boat. They might even land on the mysterious island in the Indian ocean and see where the pirate had fallen in love so tragically with her mysterious great, great grandmother, Chantal.


CHAPTER 2

1936

Dona Resita Reviezky lay on one of the lounge chairs on the balcony outside her sitting room looking down across the beautiful gardens of Reid’s Palace Hotel. The large suite in which she had chosen to make her home was tastefully and luxuriously furnished: the service and food provided by the hotel was excellent and the moderate, all year round, sunny Madeiran climate was exactly to her choosing.

Money was of little consequence to the elderly lady. When her husband, a wealthy Romanian, had died, she sold their house in New York and the beautiful furniture and furnishings, retaining only her jewellery and János’ yacht. She had then sailed to the island of Madeira having fallen in love with the place when she and János had once holidayed there.

The yacht, which she seldom used, was an absurd extravagance but as she was a widow, childless and approaching seventy years of age, she could think of no better way to spend her money.

Many years ago, she had lost touch with her only relative, a brother called Nikolai Anyos. Despite the fact that her husband had left her a very wealthy woman, she was often lonely, and she decided to go back to his last known address in Europe, and try to find him.

When finally she reached the street where he had been living, it was to be told by a neighbour that her brother had started to drink when his wife died and a year later he, too, had died leaving a small son who was put in an orphanage run by nuns.

Now, as Resita waited for her adored nephew to return, she drew a deep sigh as she asked herself where those years had gone since she had begun her search for him. It had been no easy task, for by the time she began, the boy, aged fifteen, had left the orphanage and had found employment as a kitchen boy.

With no more to go on, Resita had spent a week searching the many local restaurants without success. She was on the point of giving up the search when she was contacted by a restaurant owner named Stefan who told her that he knew of a young waiter who answered the description of the lad she was looking for and would tell him to present himself to her at her hotel next day. Resita at once saw the strong resemblance of the youth to her dark-haired, brown-eyed brother, who even had the same name, Fedrik.

When she called to thank Stefan for finding him, the boy’s first employer went to great lengths to inform her that he had spent many hours training the inexperienced boy, and reminded her quite unnecessarily how she might never have found her nephew but for him. Finally, aided by a handsome sum of money, he volunteered to square matters with the boy’s present employer and allowed Resita to take him then and there back to her hotel.

It was, however, several further weeks before Resita and her nephew were able to leave the country whilst she went about the task of obtaining a passport for him.

Within a year, Fedrik had grown into a charming companion, filling the gap left by her late husband. He was an exceedingly good looking young man, now six foot tall with jet black hair, dark brown eyes and amazingly long black lashes. He had only to give one of his charming smiles for women to respond to him and the young girls to blush. His manners were impeccable and he had a near perfect command of the English language which he’d quickly picked up from the British guests in the hotel. He was not only charming, but always attentive to her well being, and Resita developed a deep fondness for him, delighting in the knowledge that he seemed perfectly content to take care of her and be a companion to her in her old age.

Now, fifteen years almost to the day since she had found him, she stared out from her balcony at the hotel’s beautiful tropical garden watching for his return. Seeing no sign of his tall figure approaching, she told herself he was doubtless down by the swimming pool in the rocks at the base of the cliff on which the hotel had been built. Although nearly seventy, she was still an elegant and attractive woman, but now an unsightly frown creased her forehead at this deviation from their habit always to take tea together at four o’clock after her siesta. She glanced once more at her watch as a waiter came on to her balcony carrying a large tea tray, including Fedrik’s favourite cherry cake the chef had baked especially for him. Throughout luncheon he had been flirting with an American girl sitting alone at an adjoining table. Without embarrassment the young woman, called Christobel, had approached Fedrik in the foyer and enquired if he would be interested in a game of tennis or a swim after lunch. With his usual consideration, Fedrik had promised to be back in time for tea.

Although Resita never tired of her nephew’s company, she realised that it could not be much fun for a young man always to be dancing attendance upon an old woman like herself, and she made a point of not sounding upset or resentful when he enjoyed other company than hers. She never implied that he was indebted to her not just for ‘rescuing’ him from his former life, but for the generous allowance she paid regularly into his bank so that he was never embarrassed by having to ask her for money. He adored the speedboat Resita had given him one Christmas, and although he did not own a car, she allowed him to drive her Bugatti for his own use as well as hers.

Resita now occupied herself reading the letter she had received that morning from her close friend, Priscilla Wiscote. Priscilla lived in London with her husband, Sir Archibald Wiscote, and her letters were always full of amusing society gossip, the latest concerning the King’s association with the American woman, Mrs Simpson.


He should know better than to parade his paramour so publicly she had written. It’s not common knowledge yet—press repression no doubt—but the establishment are hardly likely to approve of his increasing obsession with a twice divorced woman. A bit of discretion absent, I fear.



She had gone on to say that she was giving a Ball for her granddaughter, Margaret Driffield, a pretty girl who was currently enjoying her Season.


It would be a lovely chance to see you, darling. Do try and come, and bring that handsome young nephew of yours.



Resita put down the letter as at last she saw Fedrik’s tall, athletic figure approaching from the beautiful, subtropical garden which her terrace overlooked. By then, the waiter had long since removed the tea tray and put a bottle of wine in an ice bucket in her apartment. Fedrik came out onto the balcony and flopped down on a chair beside her, his white, open-necked tennis shirt contrasting sharply with his sun-tanned neck and chest.

‘You’re very late, my darling,’ she said, a hint of reproach in her voice. ‘It’s almost five o’clock. I hope it wasn’t anything unpleasant which detained you?’

The expression on Fedrik’s face was one of resignation as he went over to the table and poured himself a glass of wine. There were times, he thought, when he resented his aunt’s dependence upon him, and in particular during these last few days when he wished to spend far more of his time with Christobel, the pretty American girl who seemed every bit as interested in him as he was in her.

‘So sorry, Tia Sita!’ he said as he went to sit on the chair beside her. ‘Our last set of tennis lasted far longer than usual.’ He paused momentarily before adding casually: ‘I hope you don’t mind, I’ve arranged to play with Christobel again tomorrow.’

Resita felt a renewed frisson of anxiety. She wanted always to please him, but not to forgo his company too often in order that he could spend their precious time together with someone else.

She was being stupidly jealous, she chided herself. Fedrik was like any other young man of his age—interested in the opposite sex and enjoying their complimentary interest in him. As a rule, she took pride in the way her female friends and women guests were attracted to him. They were unable to ignore his good looks, particularly so when he smiled so delightfully and charmed them without seeming to realise the effect he was having on them. This new friendship with the American girl was, however, different. For a start, she was young, exceedingly attractive, very well, if a trifle showily, dressed, curvaceous and quite clearly, more than a little interested in Fedrik. Not only that, but from Fedrik’s enthusiastic description, she was not only independent but exceedingly rich. Looks and wealth had always been important to Fedrik and she had no wish for this budding friendship to develop into something serious. However, she was wise enough not to reveal such thoughts. With her customary tact, she now curbed any further complaint about his tardiness and smiled as she said:

‘I’m so pleased you have found such a good tennis partner, Freddie, dear! We must invite her to join us for dinner one evening.’

Fedrik’s face broke into a delighted smile. He put down his glass and stood up, helping Resita out of her chair.

‘You are always so kind to everyone, Tia Sita!’ he exclaimed. ‘I’m sure Christobel will be very happy to accept your invitation. I think you will find her interesting if you ask her about her family. Her father has a hugely successful real estate business with outlets all over America. He gives Christobel—she’s his only child—whatever she wants—just as you do me!’ he added, bending once more to kiss her cheek. ‘Christobel thinks it is why she and I get on so well—both of us spoilt!’

Resita relaxed. If the girl was rich, she would not necessarily be wanting a wealthy husband which she might well presume Freddie to be. Resita smiled at him as he left her to go to bath and change for dinner. Deciding to wear her favourite Molyneux gown, she, too changed, and after fixing a diamond clasp in her hair she joined Fedrik in her salon. He, as always, was looking extremely attractive in his evening clothes, and as they prepared to go in to dinner, she decided that Priscilla’s invitation would now be very acceptable for more than one reason. She linked her arm in his and said:

‘I quite forgot to tell you, dear, that we have been invited by Lady Wiscote to a ball she is giving in London for her granddaughter. She telephoned me this afternoon to say she would be devastated if we didn’t attend, so I said we would take the yacht over to England in ten days’ time. We’ll stay as usual at Grosvenor House, and her daughter, Muriel, is booking our usual suite for us.’

She glanced at Fedrik’s face as they walked into the foyer and noticed his unmistakeable expression of aversion to the plan.

‘But Tia Sita, it means I’ll miss the tennis tournament the hotel is arranging for the fifteenth,’ he protested anxiously as they walked towards the bar. ‘Christobel and I were going to enter the doubles together and …’

He broke off, the thought suddenly striking him that his aunt might not be as ignorant as he’d supposed about how unconventionally close he and the American girl had become in the last few days. Living with his elderly aunt might be luxurious but for some time now, at the age of thirty-five, he no longer enjoyed to the same degree the transient flirtations with the daughters of passing hotel guests. What he now wanted was an on-going relationship, and Christobel had made it clear she was in no hurry to move to another resort: that she was quite independent, could do whatever she pleased and that he pleased her very much indeed.

‘You remember my friend, Lady Wiscote, don’t you dear,’ Resita was saying smoothly, avoiding Fedrik’s scowl. ‘The ball is to follow the week after Margaret’s presentation at Court. It is to be held at her grandmother’s London home in Mayfair. I read the other day that Ambrose’s dance band is all the rage, and I don’t doubt he has been engaged for the occasion, so you will be certain to enjoy it, won’t you, dear boy?’

Fedrik now suspected his aunt was aware how upsetting these plans were for himself and Christobel.

‘I don’t expect you to remember Margaret, Freddie,’ she continued. ‘She’s a very pretty girl, who, for some reason, they call Migs—such an unattractive name! Her mother is Lady Wiscotte’s daughter, Isobel Driffield. They do have another child who someone told me they had adopted. Anyway, as I was saying, I expect you will enjoy yourself, dear boy.’

Later, when Christobel, although uninvited, approached them in the bar where they were enjoying a liqueur with their after dinner coffee, Resita said ruefully to her:

‘I’m afraid you are going to miss your tennis partner, my dear, but a girl as pretty as you will soon find someone else to play tennis with you. We are taking a little holiday in London in ten days’ time. We’re really looking forward to it, aren’t we, Freddie?’ she added turning to smile at him. ‘That reminds me, dear, you must ask the porter to bring up our cabin trunks. We will need them to take all our glad rags to London, won’t we?’

Christobel was now staring at Fedrik, a question in her eyes revealing her shock.

‘How long are you going for?’ she asked sharply. ‘Can’t you get back in time for the tournament?’

Before Fedrik could reply, Resita said:

‘I’m afraid not! We may stay in London for several weeks. Freddie so enjoys London life, don’t you, dear boy?’ She turned back to Christobel adding confidentially: ‘He’s so good-looking, isn’t he? And so charming! I expect all the debutantes will be inviting him to their dances.’

Fedrik now turned anxiously to face Christobel.

‘I’ll see you when we get back,’ he faltered. ‘You plan to stay here for the rest of the summer, don’t you?’

‘I very much doubt it. It so happens, I am also planning to leave quite soon,’ the American girl improvised furiously. Accustomed as she was to having what she wanted, she was angry enough to say: ‘Frankly, I’m finding this place too staid for my liking; too many old people sitting around doing nothing …’ She looked directly into Fedrik’s face, her eyes narrowed in anger as the thought struck her that the man she had earmarked to be her lover was too weak to stand up to his aunt. She said coldly:

‘Too bad I won’t be here when you return from London, Honey. By the way, I forgot to tell you, I won’t be able to take that trip you mentioned to Porto Santo tomorrow. I quite forgot I have a lunch date with some friends in Funchal.’

Fedrik’s face clearly revealed the shock of her announcement. As far as he knew, Christobel had no friends in Funchal and her decision to leave Madeira had been made on the spur of the moment in order to let him know that she wasn’t going to hang around waiting for him.

Resita was certain of it, but took care to hide her pleasure in the success of her little ruse to scotch the American girl’s plan to seduce Fedrik. She was reasonably confident that he would soon forget Christobel when he found himself the centre of an admiring group of pretty young debutantes enjoying their first taste of freedom at young Margaret Driffield’s Ball.

Declining Resita’s invitation to take coffee with them, Christobel announced that she thought she’d had too much sun which had given her a severe headache. If Mrs Reviezky and Fedrik would excuse her, she said coldly, she was going to have an early night.

As Fedrik escorted a stony-faced, silent Christobel to the lift, he attempted to explain that he had been as surprised and upset as she was by his aunt’s sudden decision to go to England, a decision she had only spoken about that evening.

‘I will try and persuade my aunt not to stay in London for long,’ he told her. ‘I’ll be back before you know it. Please don’t leave, Christobel! You know how I feel about you. You’ve become …’

He broke off as Christobel interrupted him. Her face was distorted by anger, as she turned to look at him.

‘I’m not in the habit of being second best to anyone, Fedrik, and as a matter of fact, I’ve had enough of playing second fiddle to your aunt. As you seem to prefer her company to mine, I’ve no wish to continue our association, and I shall certainly not be waiting for you on your return!’

The doors of the lift opened and as a guest emerged Christobel stepped in. Without a word, she pressed one of the buttons and the doors closed, leaving Fedrik in no doubt that the American girl had decided he was not, after all, the lover she—and indeed he—had hoped he might be.

Resita, waiting patiently for Fedrik’s return, was in no doubt either.


CHAPTER 3

1936

It was three o’clock on a sunny April day when Georgia, alone with the maid, Polly, heard the telephone bell. She and Polly were closing down the house, Deerswood, for the Season. Migs had gone up to London with her mother to the Eaton Terrace house their father had rented for the Season, and was having a final fitting at the dressmaker for her Court presentation dress. Finding such events boring to a degree, Georgia had opted to stay and assist Polly to put dust sheets over all the furniture and pack away the ornaments. Cook had returned to her little sitting room beside the kitchen for her afternoon nap, so it was Georgia who answered the telephone. To her total surprise, it was Sebastian’s voice she heard.

‘That you, Jo-Jo? Thank goodness you’re still there!’ he said. ‘I thought you might have left for London with Migs and your Ma. Are you listening? I have to see you. It’s frightfully urgent. Can you get away?’

For a moment Georgia was too astonished to reply. Sebastian had been rusticated at the end of the Lent term, and Deerswood had been put out of bounds to him until the summer vac. He had been forbidden to tell Migs or herself the reason for the ban and no amount of pleading by Georgia with her mother, or arguing that it was unfair to punish them as well as Sebastian, had altered Isobel’s implacable stance. All they knew was that his crime had something to do with having girls in their rooms at the college, an event which, neither to Migs or herself, seemed heinous enough for Sebastian to be sent down: still less that his punishment was to continue for three whole months. It meant that he would not be allowed to accompany them all on their customary seaside holiday.

Despite the embargo Georgia had still managed to meet up with him briefly at the tennis club although she had been forbidden to talk to him if she did so. She had taken the opportunity to ask him what exactly was his crime, but he had told her quite crossly to mind her own business. He did, however, admit that he was as gutted by the ban as she was as he could not see Migs, and that he had been hoping to see Georgia at the club because it meant he could write a note for her to take to Migs who he was hopelessly in love with.

‘I’m not being allowed to go to Migs’ Coming Out Ball,’ he’d told her, swinging his tennis racquet aimlessly at his feet. ‘It simply isn’t fair. The Pater has stopped my allowance as well, so I can’t even buy petrol for my motorbike let alone a train fare to London.’

Now, not waiting for Georgia to speak, he said urgently:

‘I need your help, Jo-Jo! Can you leave the house and meet me in the village in the teashop in half-an-hour’s time? It’s frightfully important.’

It was about the first time that she could remember that Sebastian had actually asked her to do anything, Georgia reflected. As a rule he simply ordered her to carry out his wishes—a habit from their shared childhood. Three years younger than Sebastian, who lived next door, she’d always been happy to obey his commands! She now agreed at once to meet him, and, replacing the telephone receiver, she went to tell Polly she was going out for a walk.

Half-an-hour later, she was seated opposite Sebastian in the teashop he had assigned for their rendezvous. He had removed the helmet and goggles he wore on his motorbike, and his fair hair, ruffled into untidy curls, enhanced his somewhat poetical good looks. With sky blue eyes, generous mouth and tall athletic body, at the age of nineteen he was accustomed to admiring glances from the opposite sex, and now the young waitress hovering by their table waiting for their order, was puzzled by his companion. It did not seem likely, she thought, that Georgia, in her crumpled cotton frock, white ankle socks and black plimsolls was his lady-friend and must be his sister.

Georgia had been only four years old when Sebastian and his parents had moved into the house next door, their mothers becoming close friends. She had soon become the young boy’s shadow, fishing for tiddlers in the stream at the bottom of his large garden, climbing trees, lighting bonfires, stealing strawberries. Tolerated only when Sebastian, as an only child, had no friends of his own age from the village or a school friend visiting, Georgia was permitted to tag along behind him so long as she always did what he wanted. This was often dangerous or unpleasant and it was she who was ordered to get the half dead mouse out of the trap or the bloated corpse of a dead frog out of his fishing net—in fact any task Sebastian did not want to do himself. His willing slave, she was unperturbed when he frequently referred to her as such. She had feared that when he went off to public school he would no longer desire her more juvenile company, but then at the age of fifteen he discovered he was in love with her sister, Migs, and Georgia was detailed to speak of him to Migs in the most favourable terms, and to invite him to their house as often as possible so that he might see her. He had confided in Georgia that one day he intended to marry her sister when they were old enough; if, of course, she would have him. Now, having asked the waitress to bring two glasses of ginger beer and some cakes, he told Georgia:

‘It’s like this, Jo-Jo.’ Leaning across the table as he looked at her intently, he said: ‘The Pater has refused to let me go to Migs’ Coming Out dance. Of course I argued and pleaded—told him it was dashed unfair on top of all the other restrictions—but he simply said it was my own fault for disobeying the college rules, and he hoped it would teach me a lesson.’

Not waiting for Georgia’s comments, he added with a scowl: ‘Well, I’m determined to go. I know Migs wants me to be there because she wrote in that note you gave me saying how disappointed she would be if I wasn’t allowed to do so.’ Whilst helping himself to a cake, he continued unhappily: ‘I was hoping that maybe at the dance I could tell Migs how I feel about her and find out if she’s as fond of me. I just have to go, and I have a plan. That’s why I had to see you. I need your help.’

Nearly knocking over the ginger beer glasses as he lent even further forward to grasp Georgia’s hands, he added:

‘I’m absolutely determined to go, Jo-Jo, and I’ve thought how I can do it. You’ve always been such a jolly good sport, I know you’ll help me. You will, won’t you?’

Thrilled as she always was when an opportunity occurred to do something for him, Georgia rose instantly to the challenge.

‘Of course I will, Seb, but how? I’ll do anything you want but I don’t see what I can do.’

Untypically, Sebastian left his slice of chocolate cake untouched. His voice deepening, he repeated:

‘I’ve made up my mind. I am going to Migs’ Ball. Monty, my best friend, has come up with an idea. I’ll go in disguise—you know, a false moustache and maybe a beard and I’ll wear glasses.’

Instantly intrigued, Georgia drew in her breath excitedly as he added:

‘I want you to warn Migs so she won’t think I’m a stranger and refuse to dance when I ask her.’

Georgia nodded, but saw at once a possible danger.

‘Even if you are in disguise,’ she said frowning, ‘I bet your parents will know who you are if they happen to hear your voice, and anyway, what about when the master of ceremonies announces your arrival?’

‘I’ve thought it all out!’ Sebastian told her. ‘Monty said I can stay the night with him at his house and get changed there: and he’ll find an excuse not to go to the dinner beforehand to which he and his parents have been invited. He’ll help me into the disguise and then we’ll go to the ball together later.’ Sebastian’s eyes were shining with excitement as he continued: ‘He’s going to say I’m a foreign friend he knew at school who’s staying with him for a holiday. What makes it such a spiffing idea is that I can pretend I don’t speak English if my parents or anyone else who I know, sees me.’

He paused momentarily for breath and then, his expression changing to one of concern, he continued: ‘It’s all quite perfect, Jo-Jo, except for one thing …’ His voice deepened as he said awkwardly: ‘The parents stopped my allowance, so I’m stony broke and I’m going to need money for the train fare to London. I’d go on the old motorbike but I haven’t enough cash to buy the petrol I’d need for a return journey …’ he drew a deep breath, ‘… well, I absolutely HATE asking you, but could you possibly lend me a quid?’

Georgia was breathless with excitement, not only because Sebastian was including her in the daring plan, but because he had asked for her help to effect it. Then her spirits plunged.

‘I’ve only got about two shillings left of my Christmas money,’ she told him. ‘I bought Migs a bracelet she wanted for her birthday and it cost quite a lot, and I won’t get my next pocket money until June.’

‘Damn and blast!’ Sebastian exploded. ‘I hoped you might have something left from the ten bob your grandmother gave you for that jolly good report you got from school.’

‘Granny Driffield did give me ten shillings,’ Georgia said, ‘but I’ve spent all but half-a-crown.’

Sebastian’s frown deepened as he said miserably:

‘Well I’ve only got ten bob. Even with your half crown, I won’t have enough to pay for my train fare to London and for my disguise when I get up there.’

For a moment neither of them spoke, then Georgia’s face broke into a smile:

‘I’ve not asked Granny for anything for ages and I’m sure she’d give me some money if I ask her.’ Her face fell. ‘I promised Polly I’d be home for a high tea, and I don’t see how we can get to Ditchling and back by six. I daren’t be late as Polly would get into awful trouble if Mummy telephoned for some reason and I’m not there. She’s supposed to be looking after me.’

‘We’ll go on my motorbike, silly!’ Sebastian replied, ignoring the fact that Georgia’s parents had forbidden her to ride in his sidecar. ‘Nobody’s going to see you—well, only your grandmother.’

‘Granny won’t tell anyone I’ve ridden on the bike,’ Georgia said standing up. ‘I’ll pay the bill,’ she added quickly.

As they walked out of the tearoom into the soft spring sunshine, Sebastian was scowling.

‘I hate you having to ask your grandmother for money, Jo-Jo,’ he muttered, as he put on his helmet and goggles and opened the door of the sidecar for Georgia.

By five o’clock, they were seated in her grandmother’s oak beamed kitchen drinking large glasses of her home made ginger beer.

‘Well, my dears,’ she said, smiling at the two youngsters, ‘as you are riding in Sebastian’s noisy motorbike, which I believe is contrary to your mother’s rules, Georgia, I presume this visit is to be kept secret. Out with it, Sebastian, what are you both up to?’

Looking somewhat sheepish, Sebastian said:

‘I think Georgia might want to talk to you on her own. I’ll go and do a bit of weeding for you if you’d like me to, Mrs Driffield.’

‘That would be very helpful, dear. You’ll find a hand fork in the shed,’ she replied. When Sebastian disappeared into the garden, she turned to her granddaughter.

‘Whatever it is, my darling, I will do what I can to help you. You know that. Is it …?’ she paused uncertainly, not wanting to raise a subject she knew her favourite grandchild found very distressing.

‘No, Granny, it has nothing to do with my being adopted,’ Georgia replied. ‘I haven’t changed my mind about that, but I’m teaching myself not to care if some silly old man was my real father or not. I just want to forget it.’

Clarissa Driffield decided this was not the moment to pursue the subject of Georgia’s reaction when she’d found out the truth. Not without curiosity she asked:

‘So what is the reason for you and Sebastian to come here unannounced at five o’clock on a Friday afternoon?’

‘It’s a bit of a problem me and Seb have got!’ Taking a deep breath Georgia spoke without pausing.

‘I need to borrow some money, Granny, not a lot and I’ll pay it back but I don’t think I should tell you what I want it for because if Daddy or Mummy found out, they’d be sure to ask you why you lent it to me and they wouldn’t approve of the reason, so it’s best if you don’t know what it’s for, then they couldn’t be cross with you, could they?’

This was by no means the only one of the child’s confidences that Clarissa had received throughout her granddaughter’s childhood. She had often felt that Isobel was not entirely fair to her adopted daughter: that whilst dear sweet Migs could do no wrong, bless her, Georgia always seemed to manage to get on the wrong side of her mother. She had therefore always tried to comply with Georgia’s needs. This request for the loan of a pound however, was the first time Georgia had asked for money, and a trifle uneasy, Clarissa wondered what it could be for. Sensing her grandmother’s anxiety, Georgia now said:

‘It’s awfully important, Granny, and I’ll pay the money back, and I promise it isn’t for anything nasty you’d not approve of.’

Which it wasn’t, she thought as Clarissa went over to the dresser to get her purse. Of course, it was naughty, Sebastian breaking the rule about not going to Migs’ dance, but it would not surprise her if her grandmother didn’t give one of her frequent chuckles if she knew what Sebastian was up to.

It was only as she rode home with him that the thought struck Georgia that her granny wasn’t really her grandmother at all; that like her parents, she wasn’t even a true relation! Fortunately, Sebastian’s grateful hug when he deposited her at the end of her drive, drove such uneasy thoughts from her mind. Thanks to her beloved Granny he was happy again knowing like Cinderella he could go to the Ball after all. Smiling, she opened the front door and went inside to confront the poor worried maid.


CHAPTER 4

1936

Georgia’s Aunt Muriel and Uncle Vivian’s identical twin daughters, her cousins Lily and Rose, were now twenty-one years old and despite being much closer in age to Migs and Sebastian than to herself, Georgia had always got on with them very well; their jolly, humorous natures and friendly, happy personalities, ensured they were welcome everywhere.

Now of an age to do as they pleased they had decided to leave home and open a flower shop so they were self-supporting. They had subsequently found a little mews cottage in Chelsea to live in.

‘Ma and Pa don’t approve of us going into business,’ Rose had told Georgia, ‘but we’ve got our savings and Pa says he won’t stop our dress allowance—’

‘So we think …’ Lily said, completing the sentence, ‘… we’ve got enough saved to begin and we just know we’ll be able to make lots and lots of money.’

‘People don’t care what they have to pay if they are getting something really pretty …’ Rose said confidently.

‘… and Rose is frightfully good at arranging flowers …’ Lily told the ever attentive, fifteen-year-old Georgia.

‘… and Lily is top hole at maths so she will see to the money side of things like buying the flowers …’

‘… and deciding what to charge people!’ Lily continued.

When she had plucked up courage to tell them that she had been adopted, instead of commiserating with her as Georgia had expected, they’d sounded as if it was all very exciting.

‘That’s perfectly fascinating, Sweetie!’ Lily had said. ‘Whatever are you upset about? Nothing exciting like that has ever happened to us, has it, Rose?’

‘You are a silly goose to have kept it a secret, Jo-Jo,’ Rose said hugging her. ‘For all you know, you could be a millionairess.’

‘And then you would be bound to find a husband. Pa said lots of men look for rich wives, especially if they themselves are poor!’

Greatly comforted by the fact that neither of the twins seemed to be considering her adoption as a disaster, Georgia curtailed their speculation about her future.

‘I’m never going to get married,’ she told them. ‘I’m going to live with Seb and Migs once they’re married. Seb says I can!’

‘We’re not going to get married either!’ Rose said. ‘We don’t need husbands, do we, Lily?’

‘We’re perfectly happy with each other!’ Lily finished her twin’s comment as usual.

Encouraged by their reactions, Georgia had tried to describe her horror at having been lied to by her parents for so many years.

‘Well, not exactly lied!’ Lily said. ‘I mean no-one told you an untruth.’

‘They just let you grow up thinking they were your parents!’ Rose said.

‘I think you should stop minding so much!’ Lily advised. ‘You’re a sort of interesting mystery person now.’

But despite both her father’s and her mother’s attempts to restore their former relationship, she had not been able to take down the barrier she had put between them. The long cosy chats she’d once enjoyed with her father were something long past, and she was indifferent to her father’s distress.

Now, to her delight, her mother had given permission for Migs and herself to assist their cousins in their last minute preparations for the opening of their ‘Rose and Lily’ florist shop in Beauchamp Place.

On the day before the official opening, she and Migs were helping the twins trying to sort out the mêlée of flowers, wrapping paper, vases, gift cards and replies to their invitations to the cocktail party due to take place next day. There were to be canapés and champagne—paid for by their father who, they recounted, found their activities amusing. They had also planned for a button hole to be given to every guest on their arrival.

‘Rose and I thought you might hand them out, Georgia, as people arrive. We’ve put that little table by the door where you can sit,’ Lily said. ‘There’ll be time to make them up tomorrow morning as people aren’t invited until twelve.’

‘But we hope you two will be able to get here by eight o’clock,’ Rose added, ‘if it is not too early for you?’

By late afternoon the shop was beginning to look quite lovely, with vases of cut flowers fresh from Jersey which they had bought that morning and pretty pots of plants of all kinds. Blue, white and pink hyacinths in full bloom filled the room, with their beautiful scent vying with a big silver bucket of sweet smelling lilac.

‘We’re not going to charge as much for our flowers as Moyses Stevens,’ Lily explained, ‘so people will come to us instead!’

Rose laughed.

‘Pa says he can’t think where we got our business acumen from! We have invited all his rich friends to come to the opening party. And Ma has invited Granny’s friend, Mrs Reviesky, who we know is frantically rich and mad about flowers, which is why she lives on an island called Madeira where flowers grow all the year round.’

‘She’s one of the refusals,’ Lily said, ‘but she promised her nephew will come in her place.’

‘We know him!’ Rose told Georgia. ‘His aunt is Granny’s ancient school friend from way back. Actually she’s quite nice!’

‘And so is the nephew—Frederick, I think he’s called,’ Lily volunteered. ‘He’s jolly good looking—sort of foreign looking. Ma said he would be quite a catch for one of the debs because he’s his aunt’s only relative, and one day he’ll come into a fortune.’

‘Better make a fuss of him tomorrow, Migs!’ Rose laughed. ‘I bet he’s more interesting to talk to than all those juvenile ex public school boys doing the rounds of debs’ dances!’

Migs blushed.

‘I’m not looking for a husband!’ she said, ‘I’m going to domestic college at the end of the Season. Anyway, I don’t want to get married for ages. The very last thing I’d like is marrying a foreigner and having to go to some foreign country to live, not even if the flowers are as beautiful as they are in Madeira.’

‘Madeira!’ Georgia repeated, interested suddenly in the girls’ conversation. ‘That’s where …’ She broke off, unwilling to reveal the bolt of excitement which had coursed through her when she heard the name of the island where Dinez da Gama had been shipwrecked and died: where she intended to go one day. The foreign man who was coming would be able to tell her all about the island. He might even know about Cholera, the disease which had decimated the population in the 1800s, and if there were records of pirates visiting the island, and if a record of ships which had been wrecked off its coast existed.

‘It’s getting awfully late!’ Rose interrupted Georgia’s thoughts. ‘Your parents will be wondering where you are. You’re staying the night with Pamela, aren’t you, Migs? I’m afraid our telephone hasn’t been connected yet so you can’t ring her.’

‘I’ll go and get a taxi!’ Georgia offered as Migs and the twins removed their aprons.

‘You’d better get two taxis!’ Rose told Georgia. ‘Eaton Terrace is the opposite direction to us, and your friend lives north of Hyde Park doesn’t she, Migs?’

‘But our house in Eaton Terrace is on the way to Pamela’s, Jo-Jo!’ Migs said. ‘I can drop you off first and go on afterwards to Hyde Park Gardens. I’ll be perfectly all right on my own.’

Georgia grinned.

‘Better telephone Mummy when you get there. You know what she’s like! She’s probably having kittens right now!’

The girls laughed and, kissing the twins goodbye, Georgia went out into the street where she had no difficulty in flagging down an empty taxi which had been delivering homegoers to Beauchamp Place. Congratulating themselves on what their hard work had achieved, the twins and Migs saw Georgia safely home and five minutes later they arrived at their own front door. As Rose was paying the driver, a tall man wearing a dinner jacket and a white silk scarf round his neck and carrying a coat over one arm came hurrying down Prince’s Gate Mews towards them. Not realizing Migs was still inside the taxi, he waved his hand to stop it moving away, and started to climb into it.

Lily’s warning that the taxi was not free came too late and he was halfway inside before he saw Migs on the back seat.

‘I say, I’m frightfully sorry … thought the cab was empty … dashed silly of me! I do beg your pardon!’ he said apologetically.

Migs had been about to protest but the stranger’s apology, delivered in a deep cultured voice, reassured her. There was a moment of confusion whilst he got out of the taxi to see the twins trying to hide smiles at his obvious discomfiture.

‘So sorry!’ he said for the second time. ‘I’m terribly late … for the opera, you see … I mean that’s why I was hurrying … well, I saw your taxi pulling up and when you all got out … that’s to say when I thought it was all of you, I thought …’

‘Please don’t upset yourself!’ Lily broke in kindly. ‘We quite understand.’

‘We could ask her if she would mind sharing,’ Rose proffered. ‘Is the opera you’re going to at the Albert Hall?’

He nodded, protesting that he could get another taxi.

‘But by then you’d be later still,’ Lily broke in cheerfully. ‘We’ll ask Migs if she minds, shall we?’

Without waiting for an answer, she opened the taxi door wider and lent inside where in a whisper, she explained the stranger’s predicament.

‘He does seem very nice,’ she said. ‘Well, what Ma would call “a gentleman”! You should be quite safe! Do say yes, you’ll share!’

When, with Migs’ agreement, the stranger got back into the taxi, he apologised once more and introduced himself as Captain Douglas McPherson. Before Migs could give her name, the taxi driver opened the dividing window and asked in none too polite a tone if he was to continue waiting or did the lady and gentleman








































































OPS/images/cover.jpg
CLAIRE
LORRIMER

Georgia

THE BESTSELLING ROMANCE NOVELIST





