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PERHAPS it is as well that none of us can dream what lies ahead, although I often used to think when I was a teenager that I would adore to know the future, and loved having my fortune told.

On the day that I, Rose Lowe, landed by tourist flight in Palma, I certainly did not realise what Fate had in store for me.

I was on holiday. My adored mother had died some weeks ago leaving me quite alone. My father, too, was dead, and I lived and worked for a firm of lawyers in Bristol, as secretary to the junior partner. I had been working very hard and I was tired and sick of the dusty old office and endless legal documents. I needed this break, I’d saved up for it and here I was at Palma Airport.

It was new and exciting, hot and noisy. But to me quite wonderful …

I’d made up my mind to take this holiday in Majorca alone and to walk from one side of the island to the other. I left the colourful airport behind me and started out for the Puerto de Pollensa on the north side of the island. One of my friends with whom I shared a flat had a godmother there. I thought I’d start off by going to call on her.

I soon left Palma. I couldn’t bear the crowds. I had had enough of them in Bristol. I wanted the mountains. The white road ahead of me looked long and hot and dusty but all the same I immediately fell in love with Majorca. I had come in time to enjoy the glory of the beautiful almond trees—there were seven million of them on the island, so my guide book informed me.

I daresay I looked odd to the people who passed me in their cars. I was trudging along in my straight pink cotton dress, short white coat over my arm, fair straight hair which I wore rather long, falling across my cheeks, and carrying a small suit-case.

I wasn’t particularly conceited but feminine enough to be pleased when an old Spanish peasant astride a strong, sturdy donkey, called out to me:

“Buenos! Muy guapa senorita!”

I knew enough Spanish to feel flattered because he said that I was beautiful.

I stopped only to pull out a bottle of sunburn cream and cover my throat and arms with it. I was glad of my dark glasses because the glare from those hard blue skies was terrific. But I had never seen anything lovelier than the purple mountains, the little white cottages brilliant with the scarlet, shiny pimentos that the peasants hang up to dry, and the giant cacti with their spiky silver-green leaves and pinky-orange fruit hanging from them like small gay lanterns.

I walked until I was tired then sat down and leaned my aching back against an olive tree, examined my map and decided to step off the main road where there were too many cars, and take a smaller, quieter route.

That switch from the busy highway was the first move toward my ultimate destiny which till now had been hidden from me.

But when I got up to resume my walk, suddenly I heard the honk-honk of a horn, looked round and saw a long racy-looking car with a silver bonnet moving toward me. An expensive-looking foreign car. I didn’t seem to be able to escape the traffic. I stepped aside to watch it pass but the driver, a woman, hooted, waved, and pulled up beside me.

“Hey there,” she said, “do you speak English? You look English. Anyway, I can’t imagine anyone Spanish walking in this blistering heat just for the fun of it. Wouldn’t you like a ride?”

Gratefully I accepted the offer.

“Jolly nice,” I said heartily, proving my English blood beyond all doubt, so ending my vow to refuse lifts.

We laughed together.

She opened the car door for me. I climbed in beside her, only too glad to put my Airways bag and suit-case in the back, and sink on to the deep-cushioned seat beside the driver. I now had a chance of seeing my Good Samaritan at close quarters. She was younger than I had thought at first. She had been wearing black glasses and a big floppy hat which shaded her face. As she took off the hat and glasses and smiled at me pleasantly, I could see that she was about my own age. We were of a similar type; curiously so. Both very fair, blue-eyed, slimly built, and about the same height. But the stranger was not really like myself. She was expensively turned out, wearing a well-tailored yellow linen suit with a crisp white shirt. Her hair was not loose, like mine, but tied in a pony-tail, with a broad yellow ribbon. She wore three gold bracelets, and I particularly noted the brooch pinned to the lapel of her coat. It was shaped like a large flower with stamens and corolla of emeralds. Quite gorgeous, I thought. I had already noted the extravagant-looking black and white leather luggage on the back seat. Beside her, she had placed a beautiful tapestry-covered bag with huge black leather handles—Italian, I was sure. Her long oval finger nails were a much better shape than my own, I thought ruefully. Quick to note detail, I also saw that she wore a rather curious ring for a girl—a masculine onyx signet ring, on the little finger of her left hand.

Now she pulled a packet of American cigarettes from her bag, offered me one which I refused, and lit one for herself, using a small gold lighter which looked as costly as everything else. What a fascinating person, I thought. Who could she possibly be?

We began to talk.

“I feel a bit guilty,” I said. “I set myself out to walk to Puerto de Pollensa. I’ve only done about five miles, then I take a lift. Pretty weak!”

Her big blue eyes under their long thick lashes gave me a surprised look.

“I can’t think why anybody would want to walk when they can drive,” she drawled.

“I don’t possess a car and I hate buses—so I walk,” I laughed.

“I don’t think I have ever been in a bus,” she said.

“Snob,” I laughed again, wrinkling my nose at her.

I was pleased when she laughed back as I was a bit afraid I had been rather rude. “I didn’t mean that really,” I added.

“Oh, but I am a snob,” she agreed. “And a sybarite. I adore luxury and I am afraid I am spoiled, because I have always had it.”

“Lucky you!”

I could see her gaze wandering carelessly over me, possibly noting the fact that I was wearing that frightful cheap shift that didn’t fit very well; also that I had no jewellery—only the little wrist-watch on a leather strap which my mother had given me for my eighteenth birthday. She showed white even teeth in a friendly smile which encouraged me. I could feel that she wanted to be friends. I said:

“It was terribly nice of you to pull up for me.”

“Oh, I welcome your company.”

“And what a gorgeous car!” I sighed.

“It’s a Renault. The body was specially built for me in Paris. They allow Renaults on this island, which is just as well, because if you’ve got an English car you may have it impounded for months.”

“You didn’t bring it over with you?”

“No, my father’s old chauffeur brought it over to Palma a week back and left it for me in a garage. They met my plane with it today.”

We exchanged names. Hers, she told me, was Rune le Motte. An odd name, I thought.

“I have never heard of Rune before,” I said.

“I am possibly the only one in existence,” she smiled. She had a nervous habit of flicking the ash off her cigarette with the tip of her little finger. “I had a romantic-minded godfather who was a classical scholar. To him the word Rune was a mark of mysterious, magical significance. For instance, in the old days there was a Runic calendar. It evolves from the word run, meaning a whisper or a secret council from which the English word round has sprung. So, to please god-papa, I was called Rune.”

I blinked at her.

“All rather complicated but exciting. And it’s a beautiful-sounding name. It suits you.”

“Your name–Rose–suits you,” she returned graciously.

As we talked longer, I gathered that we had arrived by the same plane, though I don’t remember having seen her, but of course, she had been travelling V.I.P. and I, tourist-class.

She, too, was bound for Pollensa—but the village itself, she told me, not the Port. She had driven off the main road because she, also, liked to avoid the traffic.

As we moved along the sunlit road she began to question me about myself.

I told her a little of what must seem to her, I imagined, an unexciting life. She openly declared that she ‘wondered how I could stick all that typing all day in a lawyer’s office’. She also expressed great surprise when I said that I had reached the age of twenty but never had a really serious love affair.

There was one boy, a clerk in the office, who took me out occasionally, but I found him dull and uninspiring, and there had been a doctor I rather fell for, in the hospital where my mother had lain for months with a fractured hip. Peter was the most attractive man I had ever met up till then, with that devilish glint in the eye that can be quite fatal to a girl.

“Why didn’t you do anything about him?” Rune, my new friend, asked me.

Rather sadly I explained that Dr. Wright was already married so we decided not to see each other any more.

“Oh, well,” said Rune in her gay, easy way, “I can see you’re the romantic, idealistic type. I’m afraid I’m not. I’m always having love affairs but I don’t really mind whether they’re married or not.”

“Oh!” I exclaimed rather lamely.

She laughed and gave me a sidelong glance from her beautiful blue eyes and said:

“Shocked?”

“Not a bit,” I said indignantly.

“It doesn’t do to get too tied up with anyone in particular,” went on Rune, “although I’m bound to say I’m a bit shackled at the moment. I’ve rather left my heart behind me in Paris, still it’s very elastic. It always springs back into place.”

We laughed together. It wasn’t difficult to laugh and be friendly with Rune le Motte. I warmed toward her—especially as she seemed to show quite an interest in me. She kept saying:

“It’s quite fabulous how alike we are physically. I can’t get over it.”

“I don’t suppose we’re very alike in character,” I ventured.

“Too true, honey. I’m a hard nut and you’re a softie.”

I bit my lip, wondering if I was all that ‘soft’. My mother used to tell me that I was like my father—in his day a lawyer, and a man of strong character. I was certainly a determined person. But, somehow, this girl Rune gave me an inferiority complex.

As we drove along, I watched a couple of farm-workers in the field driving their blindfolded horses round and round a windmill.

“That’s interesting,” I said.

“What?” asked Rune.

I nodded toward the patient animals trudging their circular route.

“Isn’t that primitive! There’s a shortage of water during the summer in Majorca, you know. The farmers still have to bring the water up from the wells.”

“So you’ve read it all up before coming out here?” laughed Rune.

“Yes, I have,” I said, and coloured. Once again she made me feel inferior as though I should have been more like herself—and she was the last girl in the world to study a guide book—of that I could be certain.

“Tell me about yourself,” I said suddenly.

So she gave me a resumé of her life—that life that was so different from mine.

She was obviously the spoilt child of fortune. I was just a very ordinary girl with no money behind me and no prospects. I had in fact had to give up the one great passion of my life, which was music. Before my father died and when we were not so poor, I had actually studied the piano seriously under a Professor of Music in Bristol and adored it. It had been rather a bitter pill for me to swallow when I had had to abandon it and do a secretarial job.

However, I forgot about myself: I sat entranced, listening to Rune le Motte and the strange story she had to tell about herself.
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HER father was French; her mother, American. There had been a divorce when Rune was a small child, since when the mother had died. This seemed to have affected Rune not at all. She was honest enough to describe herself as ‘a hard nut to crack’—lacking in affection, except for the fair, handsome father who had adored her. She had been born in London and brought up by an English governess. Later she went to an English finishing school. She spoke perfect French, and English without a trace of American accent. She had always lived in luxury and been thoroughly spoiled, very much my opposite, I thought. She admitted that she had no money sense and liked to spend freely.

There was only one thing she liked more than money; that was freedom. She hated any kind of discipline. Conventional ties horrified her. Laughingly she boasted that she had defied all attempts made by both governesses or school teachers to bring her to heel. So, at nineteen, she joined what was, I presumed, a sort of Left Bank beatnik crowd in Paris where she became the idol of her companions because of her beauty, her money, and her expensive car.

I asked her if she was engaged, and she took off her glasses so that for a moment I could see the derision in her cornflower-blue eyes.

“No, my pet, the shackles of matrimony are not for little Rune. I’ve got masses of boy-friends. My special one is crazy about me. His hair is too long and I’ve threatened to ditch him unless he cuts it. I’m not really a Beatnik at heart.”

“You don’t look one,” I said with genuine admiration. I found her most elegant.

“Am I boring you talking so much about myself?” she suddenly asked, “or shall I go on? Because it’s really quite a tale.”

“Go on,” I said, “please. It is like something out of a book.”

“Everything we do is, I suppose,” she said reflectively. “Some of us could be called characters out of a serious novel, couldn’t we? And some come out of light romance and others from whodunits. I’d like to be a character out of a whodunit, but I haven’t yet had the luck to meet a fascinating criminal.”

I stared at her, open-mouthed. I’d never come across such a girl. I envied her her worldly wisdom. At twenty-one she was a cynic. I was only a few months younger but felt myself to be on the mere threshold of life, still seeking for the romance at which she jeered.

She went on talking.

Six months ago, her whole life changed. Her father succumbed to an unexpected coronary thrombosis. He had actually been talking at the time of his death to a banker friend on the Bourse.

Rune genuinely mourned him at the time, she said, and I could believe it. He seemed to have been the one and only person in her life for whom she really deeply cared. Then she had been subjected to another shock. She discovered that her ‘rich’ father was on the verge of ruin, and before he could pull away from the abyss—death had pushed him over the edge. Once his estate was settled Rune found herself with nothing but the contents of their Paris apartment, some jewellery that had belonged to her mother, and a small income from her maternal grandfather in America. This in English currency amounted only to about three hundred pounds a year.

“It sounds a lot to me,” I said.

She looked at me pityingly.

“I spend more than that annually on my clothes.”

“Oh!” I said humbly.

But now Rune was explaining why she had come to Majorca.

Death struck at the le Motte family yet again. This time her father’s brother Paul, who lived in Majorca, suddenly died.

Rune had never met her Uncle Paul. She only knew that he was twenty years older than her father, and that there had been a violent quarrel between the two brothers, years before she was born, and even the war had not reunited them. She had not been very interested in this unknown uncle, so had never asked about him, although on one or two occasions her father spoke of Paul, describing him as a rather scholarly man who wrote dull books. There was also some talk about Papa having once needed money to pull off some big financial deal, and brother Paul refused it, so Papa neither wrote to him nor saw him again. He had never married. It was for his house in Pollensa that Rune was now bound.

“I’m being blackmailed,” she went on with that light rather derisive laugh of hers.

She beat a little tattoo on the wheel of the car as she drove. The shape of those hands were a little like my own, among the other similarities.

“Yes, I’m being blackmailed,” she repeated. “My uncle seems to have relented on his death-bed and left his money to me, being his one and only niece and next-of-kin. He has lived in Pollensa for the last ten years with a housekeeper and a secretary. Just before he died he was writing a history of the Balearic Islands. His secretary, who was resident, is called Mark Jervis. Papa’s solicitor in Paris was informed by Mark and Uncle Paul’s lawyer in Palma that he left quite a considerable fortune. But the silly old imbecile made me his sole beneficiary only on condition I would live in his house and look after it, plus his books and treasures and—”

“But that sounds wonderful!” I interrupted.

“Wait! The final condition is much less attractive. Uncle Paul in his final years became dependent upon Mark Jervis—he’s twenty-seven now and a bachelor. Uncle Paul appears to have been very grateful to him for all his help and devotion. Mark seems to have been everything to this old man—secretary, chauffeur, general factotum and companion. He left Mark some money, I believe. He wanted the bulk to go to his own flesh and blood, but only if I, his so-called heiress, would agree to marry this secretary fellow. If I don’t agree, I forfeit a fortune. What do you think of that?”

“Well, it really is like something out of a thriller,” I gasped. “Very dramatic.”

Rune pulled up the Renault and lit another cigarette, frowning deeply.

“Too damned dramatic for me and I’m not going to be coerced into marrying Mr. Mark Jervis or any other man, even if I lose the money. I refuse to. Wouldn’t you?”

I tried to think. Faced with such a vital problem, my brain never worked very quickly. My answer when I gave it was, I suppose, typical of my romantic attitude toward life.

“I couldn’t marry any man unless I was in love with him—and certainly never for money.”

Rune snapped down the lid of her lighter and gave a hard laugh.

“I don’t believe in love, and I’d do a lot for money, except lose my independence. I shall not marry Uncle Paul’s secretary, neither will I live in his gloomy old house on this island. It’s far too limited a life here. Not bad fun in the summer, so they tell me. You can swim and water-ski, and so on. But deadly in the winter.”

“You could always go away—” I began feebly.

“With a husband to put down his foot and tell me I couldn’t if he wanted to stay here? No, I’m not risking that or chaining myself to anyone in order to get Uncle Paul’s fortune. But I must say I wish I could get it without the man,” she added with another short laugh.

“Why have you come all this way if you don’t mean to stay?”

“Oh, I have certain plans. I thought I might try and stick the awful boring life in my uncle’s house for a few months, but once the really bad weather starts, I fully intend to fly to the Bahamas.”

“Why there?”

“Nicki—my boy-friend in Paris—has a wealthy godfather with a villa in Nassau. Nicki is going over to Nassau to try and make himself popular. I shall join him there.”

“Then you are in love with him.”

She flung me a pitying look.

“I have already told you I don’t believe in love, but he and I get on terribly well and we both value our freedom.”

“What about children?” I asked, feebly.

“Oh, heavens, I don’t want children,” she retorted, and put her foot down on the accelerator, driving now a little dangerously fast for the winding road which had poor visibility owing to the high vegetation on either side. She made me gasp on one occasion when we reached a crossroad, and she did not see the notice: Pollensa, until the last moment, then swerved the car round, with the tyres screaming.

She then implied that she already regretted coming to Majorca and was in two minds whether or not to about-turn and go straight back to Paris. She repudiated my suggestion that she might find Mark Jervis attractive. She had read the correspondence he had sent her after the death of his patron and he had what she called ‘small, niggardly handwriting’ and was sure he had a mean disposition. Rune declared that she could read character by handwriting. Also she had seen his photograph. He had sent her an enlarged snapshot of himself and her uncle standing together in the garden. Uncle Paul had looked a tall, stooping old man—handsome in his way, rather like her father—but Mark was short and thin, and wore horn-rimmed glasses and was, she was sure, Rune said with a laugh, ‘a ghastly little man’. No fortune would tempt her to marry him and it wouldn’t be any good doing the dirty on him and just going through the ceremony in order to get the money, then clear out. Her uncle must have foreseen what she might do, so made that further condition in the will that she must remain in the House of the Seventh Cross (Uncle Paul’s home). She was certainly not going to do that.

I repeated the name:

“House of the Seventh Cross.”

It sounded interesting to me, yet strangely sinister. Why the Seventh Cross? I asked Rune. She told me:

The route from the village up to the monastery was known as the Calvario. There were three hundred and sixty-five steps leading to the top, parallel to a rather rough steep road for traffic. Along the way to the monastery stood the twelve stone crosses marking the twelve Stations of the Cross which illustrated the Passion of Christ as He went to His Crucifixion.

Twelve houses had also been built at various times along this sacred route, and every year the Catholic inhabitants of Pollensa headed by their priest climbed the hill and prayed before the Crosses.

The oldest of these houses—the Seventh Cross—belonged to Paul le Motte, but Rune knew little more about it as she had only seen a few photographs sent to her after her uncle died. But she did know—Mark had told her so in a letter—that the House of the Seventh Cross had been built beside two beautiful old watch-towers. They overlooked the village of Pollensa away to the mountains on one side and the sea on the other. Paul le Motte had apparently enlarged and modernised the building. Rune admitted that it looked magnificent.

“But not for little me,” she ended dryly.

She then confessed brazenly that she meant to try and get as much money as she could out of her uncle’s executors before she surrendered her final claim to the Will. She could, of course, have refused to accept the whole plan and gone to Nassau straightaway with Nicki Mesurier; but, Rune said, there was a chance that he might not be a success with his godfather. If the old man didn’t play, Nicki would be broke, so Rune had decided not to turn her uncle’s offer down completely—for the moment. She would take a look at Mark, and the house, and await developments.

I must confess that this disgusted me. I felt uneasy about Rune. But she had all the fascination of the wicked. I couldn’t stop listening to her, watching her, thinking how alluring men must find her. What awaited me, after a fortnight of hitch-hiking in Majorca, except the old monotonous routine in Bristol? For Rune—well, who was to know what excitements destiny had in store for her?

I started rather humbly to tell her about myself, but the parentless, almost friendless Rose, must seem very dull to a girl like Rune. But she was quite willing to listen, so I told her about my job and old Wilkins and the life I led in Bristol.

It was then that the accident happened.

Another blind corner. Rune driving too fast. The wheels of the big car skidded and—so I learned in time to come—the car bounced, turned a somersault and ended in a deep ditch on one side—my side. I got the worst of it. I remember little except hearing Rune scream and feeling a violent impact against my head and left shoulder.

Then a blackout.

I recovered consciousness with no sense of time or place, to find that I had been dragged out of the car and was lying on a bank with a coat as a pillow under my head. Rune le Motte, a cigarette between shaking fingers, and looking white and scared, sat beside me, staring at me. As my eyes opened she cried out:

“Thank God! I thought you were dead.”

“What’s happened?” I asked rather drunkenly.

“We have had an accident. My car’s in the ditch and I owe you an apology, to put it modestly,” she said with her hard little laugh. Even after this catastrophe she seemed unmoved—with nerves of steel. “I drove too damned fast.”

“Oh, my head!” I groaned.

“Well, I don’t think anything else is broken. You can move your legs, can’t you?”

I obliged by moving them. I thought then that there must be a kindly streak in this strange girl, because she had put her floppy hat across my head to shield me from the blaze of the sun, and now unscrewed a flask which she held to my lips.

“Good French brandy. Not that Spanish stuff. Take some,” she urged.

As I swallowed a few sips, I heard Rune as though from a long distance telling me that she had been miraculously unhurt. Not even a scratch—but she had been badly shaken by the sight of my injuries. She could see a deep cut on the side of my head which was still bleeding. With some foresight she had made a pad of her handkerchief, soaked it in the cognac and staunched the bleeding that way. She seemed very efficient. No car had come along during the last half-hour, she said, while she had been sitting beside me. Only a young boy on a bicycle. Using her limited Spanish she had told this child to fetch help. He seemed to understand and rushed off. But, of course, it would take him some time. What a fool she had been, Rune grumbled, to take this byroad instead of keeping to the main route. We were in the ‘wilds’. We could see nothing but long stretches of pasture, hundreds of almond trees, and not a human dwelling in sight.

I groaned a little, feeling a severe pain in my head. I shut my eyes. Rune touched my hand. Her fingers were cold despite the sun.

“Listen,” she said, “I have a wonderful idea. It has been forming since I met you and heard your story, and told you mine. You are alone in the world—you said so. So am I.

You’re romantic, and even in the short time I have known you, I am quite sure you are easy-going and have a far less complex nature than mine. Now, we look strangely alike—our colouring is exact. You could claim my passport and I, yours. I have a marvellous plan. From now on you will be Rune le Motte. You will go to my uncle’s house in Pollensa and live in luxury. No one there has ever seen me so no one can question your identity. I shall temporarily become Rosamund Lowe, which will spell freedom for me. I refuse even to consider marriage with Mr. Mark Jervis. If you like him and fall in love with him, so much the better. Go ahead, we can have a financial understanding. If not, run away and leave it all to little Rune. It’s too easy. I shall give you my luggage in exchange for yours. I shall go back to the Airport and take a ticket straight home to Paris. Then I shall go out to Nicki in Nassau. I made a mistake in ever thinking I could bear the idea of leaving him and joining Uncle Paul’s establishment. No harm can come of this plan, Rose, and if it doesn’t work, we can always switch over again.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, of course we can’t—” I began stupidly, but I only saw Rune’s face through a veil. I was getting hazier and hazier. The pain in my head increased until it became so violent that my whole body shivered. I felt scared, too. I could no longer take in the crazy things Rune was saying. Her schemes were mad—outrageous. She kept bending over me, repeating feverishly:

“Do this for me. You may enjoy it. Get what you can out of living in luxury as an heiress. Just be me for a little while. I regret ever having come here. I can’t face it. Rose, do this, please … You have nothing to lose and a lot to gain.”

Those were the last words I heard before I slipped back into total unconsciousness.
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WHEN I opened my eyes again I remembered nothing—literally nothing of what had happened to me. At first I thought I was at home—my old home with my mother. Feeling sick and stupid I put up a hand and felt bandages. My head hurt. The left side of my shoulder hurt, too, when. I tried to move.

“Mummy!” I moaned the word softly.

At once somebody who had been sitting in a chair beside me got up and leaned over me.

“The senorita is awake—muy bien …”

It was a nice girlish voice, speaking half in English, half in Spanish.

The speaker moved to the window and pushed open the shutters admitting sufficient sunlight to show me the room in which I was lying. But I shivered and closed my eyes again. I had no interest in my surroundings. I felt too ill. I no longer called upon my mother. I did at least realise that it was no use, because she was dead. Yet how or when she had died was not clear to me. I was completely confused.

A moment later a door opened. Somebody else came in to the room—this time a youngish man. He wore light-blue slacks and a blue sports shirt. Struggling with my confusion, I peered up at him. But I didn’t recognise him. His face was thin, sallow, with strangely light-grey eyes behind horn-rimmed glasses. The glasses seemed familiar but no more. Then he spoke, in English. His voice was dry and staccato.

“Anita has just told me you are conscious. I’m thankful. We have all been very worried.”

He took off the spectacles, wiped them and coughed as though a trifle nervous.

I tried to answer but my lips felt dry and a little swollen. No words came. He added:

“I won’t stay and bother you now. We will talk later. Anita has gone to fetch you a drink.”

Then I blurted out a good English word:

“Tea.”

“You want tea? I will see that you get it. I think Anita was making coffee. We drink such a lot of it here.”

After the man had gone, I lay waiting for my drink. I felt better. I could see now that I was in a high-ceilinged room with a round turret, and six tall windows. These were wide open, shuttered from the outside. The curtains, of green and white pattern, were drawn back.

From the middle of the ceiling there hung an old-fashioned silver chandelier with four electric candles. I could see that the floor was of polished wood, laid with white fringed rugs. My mind cleared, and gradually everything grew plain to me. The furniture was less gloomy than the rest of the room, I thought, lying there in my dreamy, lazy state. French, charming, with a design of hand-painted flowers and gilded edges. There was one massive serpentine golden chest, and a huge Spanish oak press or cupboard. The tables and chairs were of various shapes and designs; for the most part delicate, painted on slender gilded legs, and with white satin-padded seats and back. The whole room spelt luxury. The thing that pleased me most was the big Spanish pottery bowl, full of flowers, standing on the dressing chest. Scarlet carnations—not just the odd half-dozen—but hundreds of these beautiful blooms. I had never seen anything so magnificent.

The walls were papered in dark, restful green; a huge, gilded mirror hung one side of my bed. On the other, an exquisite painting of a Majorcan seascape—deeply blue. The purple of the mountains, the silver tints of the olive-trees were beautiful in the frame of dark-rose velvet and light, carved wood.

I had never really seen a more elegant bedroom. My bed, itself, was worthy of note as with ever-sharpening sense of perception I took in the rest of my surroundings. I lay in a double bed with transparent white curtains drifting from a gold coronet that was cunningly fixed to the wall.

The air was cool despite the hot sun. I learned afterwards that the whole of this house was air-conditioned, and that most of the luxuries had been added after Paul le Motte’s death, at the instigation of his ‘beloved secretary and friend, Mark Jervis’.

Now the little maid, Anita, returned with my tray; which was set with an expensive-looking white and rose china tea-service. I struggled into a sitting position. I suddenly found that I was hungry as well as thirsty. I drank two cups of the fragrant tea (Lapsang Suchan), ate the thinly-cut bread and butter, and one round, sugared Spanish biscuit.

“Muy bien,” said Anita. She was obviously one of the staff. She wore a blue cotton overall and the canvas rope-soled shoes they called espadrilles. She was a pleasant-faced Mallorquin with a plump face, bright, dark eyes, and black hair dressed in a big bun on top of her head.

I began to feel better. I said:

“I am sorry but I—it is too silly of me—but I can’t remember anything. Where am I?”

“In the House of the Seventh Cross,” said Anita, beaming. “It is the casa of the Senor le Motte. He died two months ago, the poor senor. Every day I come here from the village to help. There live in this house only one cook-housekeeper, Renata. She out today, so Anita look after the senorita.”

House of the Seventh Cross. I whispered the name aloud. It had a strangely familiar sound yet it conveyed nothing to me. It had a sinister sound, I thought. I must have had an accident. That was it. These bandages on my head and my bruised shoulder meant that I had been injured somehow, somewhere. But I had lost my memory. I couldn’t remember my own name.

I clutched at the Spanish maid’s arm, my heartbeats quickening.

“I’m sure I am in the wrong house. I oughtn’t to be here. I should be in a hospital.”

I was scared. The pain throbbed in my head again. I really was scared. The kind little maid’s chubby face looked distressed.

“Momento, senorita …!”

She turned and hurried from the room. Soon there came a knock on the door. The young man with the glasses—the one I had seen before—came in. He pulled a chair up beside my bed and sat down on the edge, a little nervously, I thought.

“Please,” I said. “I don’t understand why I am in this house.”

“No,” he said quietly. “I know you don’t. We have talked together before, although you have obviously forgotten it. You recovered consciousness for a few moments when we first brought you back. Then you passed out again!”

“Brought me here from where? I’m sure I have never spoken to you before today—” I began.

He interrupted:

“Yes, you have. You just don’t remember. Our medico, Dr. Fernandez, has seen you several times. He says it is a case of concussion and temporary loss of memory. He warned us that you might be confused when you woke up. But it will soon pass. Soon you will remember everything.”

I was trembling suddenly. I didn’t find this thin young man with his cold, pebble-grey eyes at all sympathetic; neither did I like his rather smug, self-confident manner.

“Would you mind telling me more,” I said. “My name—who am I. Do you know that?”

“Of course. You are Rune; Rune le Motte.”

I stared. That name, like the House of the Seventh Cross, rang a bell in my dislocated mind, yet I remained uncertain and even disbelieving. For all I knew, of course, I might be Rune le Motte, but I really didn’t feel that I was. Rune was a funny name. I had heard it before, yet I hadn’t …

I grew suddenly angry and tearful.

“I am sure that’s not my real name. I don’t understand. Isn’t there anybody who really knows me?”

The young man looked at me with pity.

“I don’t suppose you remember the names of any of your friends.”

“No, I’m afraid not.”

“In your last letter from Paris you told me that Uncle Paul—I always called him that—was your last surviving relative. But poor Uncle Paul has been taken from us.”
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