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            PROLOGUE

          

          SPAIN, 1811

        

      

    

    
      ''I pronounce you man and wife. In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen."

      Carmen Montero, known in her Seville home as the Condesa Carmen Pilar Maria de Santiago y Montero, trembled as the priest made the sign of the cross over her head. Her fingers were chill in her bridegroom's grasp.

      It was done. She was married. Again.

      And she had always sworn to herself that she would never again enter the unwelcome bonds of matrimony! She had relished her widowhood, the freedom to live as she pleased, apart from restrictive Seville society. The freedom to work for the cause of ridding Spain of the French interloper.

      Her first husband, Joaquin, Conde de Santiago, had been good for nothing in life. She shuddered still to think of his cold, cruel hands, his rages when, every month, she was not pregnant with a son and heir. At least in death his money had proved useful, working to help free Spain from the French.

      Yes, she had sworn never to marry again.

      Yet she had not foreseen that there could be anything like this man in the world.

      When she had first seen Major Lord Peter Everdean, the Earl of Clifton, her heart had skipped a beat, just as in the silly novels her friends had slipped into their convent school so long ago. Then it had leaped to life again. He was just as handsome as she had heard whispered by her friends at balls in Seville, the Ice Earl, as the ladies gigglingly called him. But it had not been only his golden good looks that drew her. There was something in his beautiful ice-blue eyes: a loneliness, an isolation that she had understood so deeply. It had been what she had felt all her life, this sense of not belonging.

      Now perhaps she had found a place she could belong, even in the midst of war. Perhaps they both had.

      Carmen peeked up through her lashes at the man beside her, only to find him watching her intently, a faint smile on his lips.

      She smiled slowly in return, once she could catch her breath. The only word that could describe Peter was beautiful. He was as elegant and golden as an archangel, his fair hair and sun-bronzed skin gleaming in the candlelight of the small church. His broad shoulders gave a muscular contour to his red coat, and his impossibly lean hips looked charming in tight-fitting white pantaloons. His rare smiles enticed women the entire length of Andalucia, and every place he went.

      Now his ring was on her finger. Tall, skinny, bookish Carmen. This extraordinary man was her husband, her lover, even her friend.

      It was all suddenly overwhelming, the incense in the church, the emotions in her heart. She swayed precariously, only to be caught in her husband's strong arms.

      "Carmen!" he said. "What is it?"

      "I just need some fresh air," she whispered.

      Nicholas Hollingsworth, Peter's fellow officer and their only witness, hurried down the aisle ahead of them to throw open the carved doors. "She is probably exhausted, Peter," He pointed out. "She rode all day to get here!"

      ''Yes," Carmen agreed. "I am just a bit tired. But the air is a great help."

      Indeed it was. Her head was clearer already, in the cool, dry night. She leaned her forehead against her husband's shoulder and closed her eyes, breathing deeply of his heady scent of wool, leather, and sandalwood soap.

      "I am a brute," he murmured against her hair. "You should have been asleep these many hours, and here I have insisted on dragging you before the priest."

      Carmen laughed. "Oh, I do not think I mind so very much."

      "It was past time for the two of you to make it respectable," Nicholas said. "You have been making calves' eyes at each other for weeks, every time Carmen comes into camp. It was quite the scandal."

      "Untrue!" Carmen cried, laughing. "You are the scandal, Nick, chasing all the senoritas in the village.''

      "I do not have to chase them! I stand still and they come to me." Nicholas saluted them smartly, and turned to make his way back down the hill to the lights of the British encampment. "Good night, Lord and Lady Clifton!"

      Carmen and Peter watched him go, silent together in the warm, starlit night, and in the sense of the profundity of the step they had just taken.

      They had known each other only about two months, in intermittent visits Carmen made to the various encampments of Peter's regiment. Yet Carmen had somehow known, the moment she had seen him, that he was quite special.

      "I remember when I first saw you," she said.

      "Do you?"

      "Yes. The day I rode in from Seville to speak to Colonel Smith-Mason. You were playing cards with Nicholas outside your tent, in just your shirtsleeves. Most improper. The sun was shining in your hair, and you were laughing. You were quite the most handsome thing I had ever seen."

      "I also remember that day. You were riding hell-for-leather through the camp, on that demon you call your horse. You were wearing trousers and that ridiculous hat you love so much." He laughed. "I had never seen a woman like you."

      "Hmph, thank you very much! I will have you know that that hat is the height of fashion right now."

      "I stand corrected, Condesa. But I could not believe that anyone so very lovely, so refined, could be a spy."

      "I am not a spy," she corrected him. "I simply sometimes overhear useful information that could perhaps aid you in ridding my country of this French infestation."

      "So that is not spying."

      "No. It is—helping."

      Peter laughed, the rumble of it warm against her. "Then, I am very glad indeed that you have decided to help us. You, my dear, could be a formidable foe."

      "Not as formidable as you." Carmen fell silent, turning her new ring in the moonlight to admire the flash of the single, square-cut emerald. Peter had told her that the ring had been his mother's, who had died when he was a small child. "This war cannot go on forever."

      "No." Peter's hand covered hers, tracing the ring with his thumb. "Are you sorry now, Carmen, that we married so hastily? Are you having second thoughts about sharing your life with mine after the war?"

      "No! Are you?"

      "Of course not. You are the only woman I have ever loved."

      Carmen's brow arched doubtfully. "Really?"

      His laugh was rueful. "I did not say the only woman I have ever known. You would see that for a sham immediately. But you are the only woman I have ever loved."

      "Then, you did not ask me to marry you out of some sense of obligation, after… well, after what occurred last week?"

      “Are you referring to the fact that we anticipated our wedding vows?" Peter clicked his tongue. "My dear, how indelicate!"

      Carmen couldn't help but blush just a bit at the memory of that night, when, tipsy with brandy and kisses and a dance beside a river, they had fallen into his bed and done such incredibly wonderful, wicked things. Peter's hands, his sorcerer's mouth...

      A giggle escaped.

      "No," Peter continued. "I married you because I think it is so charming that, despite the fact that you can ride and shoot like the veriest rifle sergeant, you still blush at the mention of the, ah, small preview of our marital bed."

      "Small, querido?"

      "Well, perhaps not so small, if I do say so myself.”

      "No." Carmen smiled. ''Yet have you thought of after the war, when we must leave here and go to England, and you must present me as your countess?"

      "Of course I have thought of it! It is almost all I do when we are apart. It will be wonderful. I have a sister and an estate that I have neglected these many years, so we must go there as soon as we can."

      "You have been doing your duty for your country 'these many years.' Surely your family must understand that?"

      "Yes, but it does not make it any easier to be parted from them. Sometimes, when I cannot sleep at night, I think of them, Elizabeth and Clifton Manor. I can almost smell the green English rain...” His voice trailed faintly away.

      Carmen looked out over the lights of the camp. She had never been to England, or indeed anywhere but Spain. It was all she knew, warm, sunny, tradition-bound Spain. How would she fare in a new, English life?

      She leaned her head against his shoulder, her eyes tightly shut. "Will they like me at your home? Will your sister like me?"

      Peter tipped her chin up with one long finger, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Elizabeth will love you; you are very much like her. They will all love you at Clifton. As I do. Believe me, darling, it is much easier to be an English countess than a Spanish one, and you have done that wonderfully. You must not be afraid."

      Her jaw tightened. "I am not afraid."

      Peter laughed "Excellent! I knew that a woman who does the things you do could not possibly be frightened of the English ton." He kissed her lightly on her nose. "Are you ready to return to camp?"

      "Oh, yes."

      The encampment was uncharacteristically quiet as they made their way hand in hand to Peter's tent. A few groups of men played desultory games of cards around the fires. Outside the largest tent, Colonel Smith-Mason stood with some of his officers, talking in low voices over a sheaf of dispatches. Peter glanced at them with a small frown.

      "Do you think there is something amiss?" Carmen whispered. She had lived long enough with the intrigues of war to know that events could change in an instant, but she had hoped, prayed, that her wedding night at least could prove uneventful.

      Outside the bedchamber, anyway.

      "I do not know," Peter answered, his watchful gaze still on the small group. "Surely not."

      "But you do not know?"

      He shrugged, ''We have more important things to think of tonight," he said, bending his head to softly kiss her ear.

      Carmen shivered, but waved him away. "No, you must find out. I will wait."

      "Are you certain?"

      "Yes. Go on. We have many hours before dawn." He kissed her again, and she watched him walk away, his polished buttons gleaming in the firelight. Then she turned to duck into his tent. Their tent, for that night.

      It was a goodly size, but almost spartan in its tidiness. The cot was made up with linen-cased pillows and a blue woolen blanket; a stack of papers and books was lined up exactly on the table, and the chairs pushed in at precise angles. His shaving kit and monogrammed ivory hairbrush were flush with his small shaving mirror. The only bit of personal expression was in the miniature portrait of his younger sister, Elizabeth, on a small stand beside the cot. Next to it was a portrait of Carmen, painted when she was sixteen, which she had given him as a wedding gift.

      Carmen laid her small bouquet of wild red roses beside the paintings and went to open her own small trunk, which had been brought there while they were at the church. In it were the only things she had brought away on her journey from Seville: two muslin dresses and a satin gown, a pair of boots, rosary beads, men's trousers and shirts, and a cotton night rail that was far too practical for a wedding night.

      She slipped out of her simple white muslin wedding dress, and took the high ivory comb and white lace mantilla from her hair. She brushed out her waist-length black hair. Then she sat down on the cot to wait.

      She was quite asleep when she at last felt Peter's kiss on her cheek, his hand on her back, warm through her silk chemise. She blinked up at him and smiled. ''What was it?"

      "It is nothing." He sat down beside her and gathered her into his arms. He had shed his coat and shirt, and Carmen rubbed her cheek against the golden satin of his skin. ''There were rumors of a French regiment nearby, much closer than they should be."

      "Only rumors?"

      "Yes. For tonight." He wrapped his fingers in her loose hair and tilted her face up to his, trailing small, soft kisses along the line of her throat. "Tonight is only ours, my wife."

      "Oh, yes. My husband. Mi esposo." Carmen moaned as his mouth found the crest of her breast through the silk. Her fingernails dug into his bare shoulders. "Only ours.”
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      The bridal couple was torn from blissful sleep near dawn by the horrifying sounds of gunfire, panicked shouts, and braying horses.

      Peter was out of bed in an instant, pulling on his uniform as he threw back the tent flaps.

      Carmen stumbled after him in bewilderment, drawing the sheet around her naked shoulders. ''What is it?" she cried. "A battle?"

      "Stay here!" Peter ordered. Then she was alone.

      Carmen hastily donned her shirt and trousers, and tied her hair back with a scarf. She was searching for her boots when she heard her husband's voice and that of Lieutenant Robert Means, a young man she had sometimes played cards with of a quiet evening. And fleeced regularly.

      "By damn!" Peter cursed. "How could they be so close? How could they have gotten so far without us knowing?"

      "Someone must have informed them," Robert answered. "But we are marching out within the quarter hour."

      "Of course. I shall be ready. Has Captain Hollingsworth been alerted?"

      ''Yes. What of..." Robert's voice lowered. "What of your wife, Major?"

      “I will see to her."

      Carmen stuck her head outside the tent. "She will see to herself, thank you very much! And what are you doing running about unarmed, husband?" She rattled his saber at him.

      "Carmen!" Peter pushed her back into the tent. "You must ride into the hills and wait. I will send an escort with you."

      "Certainly not! You require every man. I have ridden about the country without an escort for months. Shall I ride to General Morecambe's encampment and tell him you require reinforcements?"

      "No! You are to find a safe place, and wait there until I come for you."

      "Madre de Dios!" Carmen pulled her leather jacket out of her trunk and thrust her arms into the sleeves, glaring at him all the while. "I will not hide! I cannot play the coward now. I will ride for reinforcements."

      "Carmen! Be sensible!"

      "You be sensible, Peter! I have been doing this sort of thing for a long time."

      "But you were not my wife then!" he shouted.

      "Ah. So that is it." Carmen left off loading her pistol to go to him, and framed his handsome, beloved face in her hands. "I cannot give up what I am doing to become a fine, frail, sheltered lady again, simply because I am now your wife. No more than you can stay safely here in camp because you are now my husband."

      He turned his head to kiss her palm. "No. Even though I wish it so, you are quite right."

      "We shall have many, many years to sit calmly by the fire, querido."

      He smiled against her skin. "And will you long for your grand adventures, Carmen, when you are chasing babies about Clifton Manor?"

      "Never!"

      Peter caught her against him and kissed her mouth, hard, desperate.  “I will see you at supper, then, Lady Clifton."

      "Yes." Carmen clung to him for an instant, an eternal moment, then stepped away. "Promise me you will fight very, very carefully today, Peter."

      "Of course, my love." He grinned at her, the white, crooked grin that had won her heart. "I never fight any other way."

      Then he was gone.
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      The men had been gone for almost a half hour when Carmen rode out for the hills, set on her task. She did not even see the glint of the sun on the rifle barrel as it aimed through the trees. She heard nothing, until the bullet shot from the barrel and landed in her shoulder.

      The force of the shot knocked her from her horse, and she lay there in the dust, too stunned to feel pain.  She reached her fingers slowly to touch her shoulder. They came away a bright, sticky red.

      "Is this it, then?" she whispered. "Madre de Dios, how can I die now?"

      Her vision was very blurred when a face swam into view. A broad, sun-burned face, with drooping mustaches and deceptively merry blue eyes. A face she recognized from balls and receptions in Seville, where she danced with French officers and sometimes ferreted secrets from them.

      "Well, well, senora!" he said. "Or should I say, Madame la Comtesse? You must allow me to offer my best wishes on your nuptials."

      "Chauvin," she whispered.

      "Ah, so you are conscious? Tres bien! You have been plaguing my regiment for weeks, you and your friends the so-called partisans. Now it is my turn, Madame la Comtesse. There are some small questions I would like to ask you."

      "I won't... tell you anything," she managed to croak through her parched throat, biting back the pain.

      "Au contraire, ma belle chere. I think you will. But back at my lodgings, where we can speak—comfortably. After I have a glimpse of the little battle that is taking shape. Perhaps we will even see your new husband there!"

      Major Chauvin slid his arms none too gently beneath Carmen and pulled her to her feet. Not surprisingly, she fainted quite away.

      
      "Nicholas!" Peter shouted out, unheard over the infernal din of battle, as he watched his friend fall beneath a rifle shot, face down in the mud and muck.

      He fought his way to him, slashing out like a madman at any who dared get in his way. When he at last reached Nicholas, Peter hoisted him onto his shoulder and dragged him out of the very thick of the fighting.

      "Hot fighting today, eh, Peter?" Nicholas gasped, choking blood onto the sleeve of Peter's already ruined uniform.

      "For God's sake, man, don't talk!"

      "Am I... done for?"

      "Not if I can help it." Peter squinted through the smoke and dust. "Where is the damned field hospital?"

      "North of here." Robert Means had appeared beside them, his red hair quite black with gunpowder and mud. "Is he badly off?"

      "Bad enough." Peter looked down at Nicholas, who was now slumped in a stupor. "But he can live if I get him to a surgeon soon."

      "I'll help you." Robert slipped Nicholas's other arm over his shoulder, and looked about to take their direction. "Bloody hell!"

      "What now?"

      "Look!"

      Peter followed the line of Robert's pointing finger, and saw Major Francois Chauvin, the French leader they had been parrying with and retreating from for months. He was mounted, and his horse was climbing swiftly into the hills above the heat of the fighting. Perched before him, cradled in his arms, lover-like, was a woman.

      Even from this distance, Peter could recognize the banner of black satin hair. The hair that had been spread across his pillows only that morning.

      It was Carmen in the Frenchman's arms, Peter's one-day wife.
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      "Ah, ma chere. How very thirsty you look, how very much in pain," Chauvin cooed. He poured himself a glass of water from an earthenware pitcher and sipped at it, his cool, hawk-like eyes never leaving Carmen. “It would be so very much easier on you and me if you would simply tell me what I must know. Then I could summon the physician, who could give you laudanum. Please, ma belle, let me help you."

      Carmen, slumped in a straight-backed wooden chair, was almost unconscious from the burning, sticky pain that shot from her shoulder down her entire body. She tasted blood from where Chauvin had struck her repeatedly across the face. She ached for water.

      Still, she shook her head.

      Chauvin clicked his tongue chidingly. "I was so very afraid you would do that. You Spanish are so very stubborn." He reached for her hand, cradling it on his soft, repulsively moist palm.

      One of his fingers trailed over her ring, the emerald Peter had placed there only the night before.

      The night before? It seemed a lifetime, an eternity ago.

      "Ah," said Chauvin, his hand tightening on hers until she heard the bones grind. "It is the English major who is causing these silly scruples, is it not?"

      Carmen just stared at him.

      "Yes. Well, ma chere, there is no need. The English, he is surely dead by now, and if he is not, he will soon hear of his bride's dreadful perfidy. The jealous one will take care of that for me." He slid the ring onto his own smallest finger. "You will not be needing this anymore, ma belle. Madame Chauvin in Paris will be amused by it when I send it to her."

      The pain, the gnawing pain, of her wound grew faint as she looked at her wedding ring, Peter's mother's ring, on the fat finger of that French pig. Instead, a rage flared in her heart unlike any she had ever known. Now strength flowed through her, fueled by this white-hot anger. She sat up straighter, her arm cradled against her abdomen.

      Then Chauvin made his great mistake.

      He half turned away from her to pour another glass of water. His gaze was cast down to the pitcher.

      And his sidearm was toward her.

      Without thought, Carmen lunged forward and seized the pistol. In one quick, smooth movement, she pulled it up out of the holster, cocked it, and fired it into his heart.

      Chauvin fell at her feet, only able to gasp once, his eyes sightless even as they found her pale face, the gun in her hand.  Then he was dead.

      She stared down at him for one endless instant, at the blood trickling from his mouth, seeping from his wound. She knelt beside him carefully, and yanked her ring off his finger.  Only when it was safely back where Peter had placed it did all the pain and the fear rush back onto her. She fell back heavily against the chair leg, gasping for breath.

      Chauvin was dead, but her troubles were only beginning. Surely someone else in the French encampment had heard the shot; any moment now they would burst through the door, and she would be dead.

      Never to see Peter, or hear his voice, or feel his kisses on her skin again.

      Still clutching the pistol, Carmen hauled herself to her feet and made her way across the room to the single, high window. It was large enough for her to fit through, if she could only pull herself up to it.

      Her shirt was soaked through with sweat and blood by the time she managed to drag a chair beneath the window, climb up on it, and pull herself through the casement. She collapsed from the intense pain when she hit the hard-packed ground, but soon revived.

      And began to make her slow, painful way down the hill...
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      A month after the battle, Peter was set to becoming very foxed indeed.

      But not quite foxed enough yet. He still saw Carmen in his mind, beautiful and radiant at their wedding, leaning limp against the shoulder of that French pig Chauvin.

      He still heard the voice of the Spanish partisan, telling him what he had heard of Carmen's death.

      Peter reached for the half-empty bottle of cheap, raw whiskey and, ignoring the rather dingy glass, poured a measure of it straight from the bottle down his throat.

      He threw back his head and closed his eyes against the sharp sting of the alcohol. It seemed to him, in his hazy state, that perhaps when he opened his eyes she would be there, sitting across from him, her booted feet propped on the scarred table. Laughing at him, for believing she, the most alive person he had ever seen, could be dead.

      But when he opened them, there was only the dank taverna, crowded with English soldiers waiting for their passage home, rough Spanish sailors, and dark-haired tavern maids in low-cut blouses.

      A few of them had already expressed interest in Peter, but he had rebuffed them. There could be solace in the sex act, of course, but now he preferred to find it in a bottle. None of these women had Carmen's elegance, the sharp intelligence that lit her dark eyes, the fine grain of her skin.

      None of them were Carmen.

      He took another pull on the whiskey bottle, and wiped his mouth on the back of his wrist. When he looked up, he saw Robert Means, his arm in a sling, standing in the doorway, looking about the crowded room.

      Peter feared he knew what Robert was looking for, and he was right. When Robert's eyes lit on Peter's comer table, he nodded and crossed the room. It took him quite a while, as he had to thread his way through the packed masses of people. Peter debated fleeing while he had the chance, ducking out of the back door; he had no desire to see or speak to anyone.

      But he feared his reflexes were too dulled by the whiskey, and he could only sit and watch as Robert reached his table and sat down in the chair across from him. The chair where Peter had imagined Carmen sitting.

      "You were meant to be aboard ship an hour ago. We sail at dawn," said Robert. "I said that I would find you before then and bring you back."

      Peter shrugged. "Why don't you just sail without me?"

      "Are you saying you do not want to return to England?" Robert's tone was deeply shocked. "You wish to stay here?"

      ''Why not? Here is good. Here is fine. Better than England, anyway. I can't face them there, their pitying glances and their curious questions."

      "What would I tell Lady Elizabeth? That I abandoned you in some dockside taverna?"

      "Tell my sister any damn thing you want. She's better off without me, in this sorry condition." He took another long drink from the bottle, and held it out to Robert. "D'you want some?"

      Robert shook his head, but he took the bottle out of Peter's hand and examined it. "Did you drink all of this yourself?"

      "Of course."

      "Oh, Peter. I have never known you to lose control in such a manner," Robert placed the bottle at the edge of the table, away from the reach of Peter's grasp. "She is not worth it."

      ''What? My wife is dead, and it is not worth my becoming disguised?''

      ''You saw her, Peter! With Chauvin."

      Peter shrugged. "What does that signify? It could have been any number of things. Chauvin could have raided our camp...”

      Robert shook his head and looked away. A faint blush stained the sun-weathered skin of his cheeks. "Oh, my friend."

      ''What are you shaking your head dolefully about?"

      "I did not want to tell you this, not with all that has happened." Robert's voice was low and mournful. "A friend would not add to your grief so."

      A cold pit of ice formed low in Peter's stomach, an ice that not even cheap whiskey could melt. "What do you mean, Robert? I could scarce be any lower than I am now. So tell me whatever it is. You are plainly longing to unburden yourself."

      Robert nervously licked his lower lip, his hands folded and unfolded on the table. "I did hear, when I was in Seville, that… that...”

      Peter had never been a patient man. In his cups, he was even less so. He slapped the flat of his hand against the table. "By damn, Robert, say it this instant or shut up!"

      Robert looked directly at Peter then, his eyes wide, sad, and guileless. "I heard in Seville that Carmen and Chauvin had been lovers."

      The ice spread at those words, touching Peter's heart. When he was able to speak, the words came out thick and strangled. "What nonsense! I am sure that she gave the impression of flirtatiousness with him at the balls there. That was part of her work. But she would never have shared his bed."

      Robert's gaze dropped. "I fear she shared more than his bed."

      "What do you mean?"

      "She shared secrets. Our secrets, English secrets. That is why Chauvin knew of our troop movements at Alvaro."

      Without warning, a fire flickered through Peter, melting the numbness of the ice and leaving a blinding fury. Peter lunged across the table and caught Robert by the front of his coat, half pulling him from the chair. "By God, man, if you are lying to me...”

      Robert shook his head fiercely. "I vow to you, Peter, on my mother's life, I am not lying! I heard it from Carmen's best friend, Elena Granjero. She has known Carmen since she was a child. She vowed to me that this was the truth, that she could no longer conceal it, now that… that Carmen is gone. Carmen was a French spy!"

      Peter slowly released Robert and fell back into his chair. Then all at once, the grief, the whiskey, the betrayal were all far too much for him. He buried his face in his hands and wept.
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      It was a pale, thin wraith of a man who stepped from the ship at Dover. His uniform sagged off his shoulders, and his overlong golden hair flopped across his brow and over his collar.

      His sister Elizabeth, though, did not hesitate for a moment. She raced along the dock, her blue cloak flying behind her, and flung her arms around his neck.

      "Peter!" she sobbed, her tears wet against his neck. "Oh, Peter, I feared I would never see you again! It has been so very long, and you have not written me in ages."

      "So very long." Peter held her to him very tightly, his cheek against the dark swirls of her hair. Then he set her gently aside. "Oh, don't fuss so, Lizzie! I am here now, am I not? Whatever passed before is of little moment."

      He turned away from her, and walked away to where their carriage waited, the Everdean crest gleaming gilt-edged in the sunlight. He climbed inside without a backward glance.

      Elizabeth turned her bewildered gaze to Peter's companion. Robert Means shook his head sadly, and smiled at her.

      "I fear, Lady Elizabeth," he said quietly, "that your brother has had quite a dreadful shock."
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      Far away, a baby was taking her first breath, filling her tiny lungs and sending a piercing shriek out into the world.

      "It is a girl, Condesa!" The midwife placed the squirming new bundle of humanity on her mother's chest. "A beautiful girl."

      Esperanza Martinez, Carmen's duenna since her childhood, leaned over to peer into the baby's face, now as wrinkled as her own. ''What shall you name her, Carmencita?"·

      Carmen, exhausted and exultant, wrapped her arms about her new daughter's slippery body and held her against
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