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  JOURNEY TO A STAR




  The dashing Marquis of Oakenshaw is asked by the Foreign Secretary to visit Siam to reassure the King who has been upset by Britain and France quarrelling over the frontiers.




  Wealthy, handsome and a confirmed bachelor, the Marquis asks several friends to accompany him on his yacht to stave off the boredom of the long journey, including the latest Social beauty – the recently widowed Lady Bradwell.




  At the last moment, Lady Bradwell, having accepted excitedly, finds herself without a lady’s maid. Her cousin Tarina, also very beautiful but extremely poor, agrees to come with her under a disguised name.




  How Tarina learns for the first time of the intrigues and temptations of Society, but how she also lifts her eyes to the stars is told in this gripping romantic tale by Barbara Cartland.




  Author’s Note




  The acute troubles in Siam over the frontiers in 1893 gradually subsided. In 1897 King Chulalongkorn and Queen Saowabha visited Europe travelling there and back in the yacht Maka Chakri.




  Their Majesties received a warm reception in France, which surprised them. In England they stayed at Buckingham Palace and, as the Queen was resting at Windsor in preparation for her Diamond Jubilee, they were received by the Prince of Wales (later Edward VII).




  The great success of the tour, which included Russia, Italy, Sweden and Belgium, was that the King was the first Asian Monarch who could talk to his hosts in English instead of through an interpreter.




  Siam became Thailand, officially the Kingdom of Thailand, after the revolution of 1932, where the nations military staged a coup against the Monarchy and established a Constitutional style Monarchy. There was a brief return to using ‘Siam’ after World War II, but the new name for the country stuck and is what it is called today.




  Thailand is still a Constitutional Monarchy, headed by King Rama IX, the ninth king of the House of Chakri, who, having reigned since 1946, is the world's longest-serving head of state and the longest-reigning monarch in Thai history. The King of Thailand is titled Head of State, Head of the Armed Forces, the Upholder of the Buddhist religion and the Defender of all Faiths.




  When I was in Bangkok in 1982 I stayed at the new enlarged Oriental Hotel, which is now one of the best hotels in the world. The river from my balcony was as exciting and entrancing as it has been for centuries and the Floating Market just as colourful as I have described it.




  Unfortunately I did not have enough time to search for the Temple paintings of the Jataka tales. But there is a beautiful book of them called the Ten Lives of The Buddha by A.B. Criswold, which shows them in all their glorious colour.




  CHAPTER ONE


  1894




  The Marquis of Oakenshaw yawned. It was very airless in St. James’s Palace and the Levee was taking rather longer than usual.




  The Prince of Wales was in a jovial mood and therefore talked to almost everyone who was presented to him, his laughter ringing out again and again in the low-ceilinged chamber.




  The Marquis who had seen it all happening before was not particularly impressed by the pageantry and the splendid appearance of the soldiers, sailors, diplomats and Ministers present.




  He was thinking that as it was an unusually sunny day for January he would much prefer to be in the country riding one of his spirited horses over the Park or racing some of his special friends on his private course.




  He was so deep in his thoughts that he started when the Levee ended and the Prince of Wales began to move towards the door.




  The Marquis hurried to his side thinking, as he did so, that the Prince was growing more and more portly every year and there was no doubt that what he himself called his ‘Fancy clothes’ would soon have to be replaced or let out.




  The Marquis himself was very different.




  As he liked to ride light and to race his own horses whenever possible, he kept his weight down.




  This meant being abstemious when it came to the huge meals that were served at Marlborough House and by every hostess who wished to entertain the Prince of Wales’s set.




  The Marquis thought, again stifling a yawn, that long drawn out meals bored him just as much as long drawn out Levees and other Court functions.




  It was difficult, therefore, for him to sound enthusiastic when the Prince suggested,




  “I hope, Vivien, that you are dining with me tonight. The Princess is away and I am looking forward not only to entertaining my old cronies at dinner but to finding some amusement later among the glittering lights.”




  This meant, the Marquis knew, that they would go to some theatrical party which always amused the Prince and they would doubtless end up in one of the many Pleasure Houses, which would welcome them with open arms.




  He told himself almost petulantly that he was too old for such frivolities and so was the Prince.




  But His Royal Highness still enjoyed the glitter and tinsel of the stage and the so-called glamour of the ladies of the town with the enthusiasm of a young Subaltern.




  “It sounds delightful, Sire,” the Marquis replied.




  The Prince chuckled as they walked down the ancient oak stairs of the Palace that had been trodden by Royalty for over four centuries.




  A carriage was waiting in the courtyard to convey the Prince the very short distance to Marlborough House.




  As he drove away, the Marquis and the other courtiers, statesmen and equerries who had seen him off, bowed their heads in the manner due to Royalty, then relaxed as the horses carried the heir to the throne out of sight.




  “Well, that is over,” one of the Gentlemen-in-Waiting said to the Marquis, “and now thank God I can get out of this uncomfortable uniform.”




  “I intend to do the same,” the Marquis concurred.




  He had turned away towards where his own carriage was waiting for him when the Gentleman-in-Waiting said,




  “Oh, by the way, Oakenshaw, I almost forget, the Foreign Secretary asked if you would call to see him at the Foreign Office before luncheon.”




  “What about?” the Marquis asked in an uncompromising tone.




  “I have no idea,” was the reply, “but knowing his Lordship I imagine it will be something he wants done – yesterday!”




  The Marquis gave a short laugh with little humour in it.




  He was well aware that Lord Rosebery with his ability, his rank and his wealth would have reached power even without the drive and the enquiring brain that made him in many ways, remarkable.




  Mr. Gladstone had called him ‘the man of the future'.




  When he was promoted to the post of Foreign Secretary, Lord Rosebery’s powers of oratory had won him many admirers and great popularity in the country.




  This was accentuated by the fact that his racehorses were superlative and constant winners.




  That he included amongst his close friends the much younger Marquis of Oakenshaw was not surprising, for they were both fine sportsmen and both had a sense of humour that enabled them to laugh not only at their contemporaries but at themselves.




  As the Marquis’s carriage, which was lightly sprung and drawn by two outstanding horses, drove towards the Foreign Office, he was wondering why Lord Rosebery, with whom he had dined only a few days ago, should wish to see him again in such a hurry.




  He would have liked to go back first to his house in Grosvenor Square to change, but, if Lord Rosebery said his need of him was urgent, then it would obviously be a mistake to keep him waiting.




  The horses drew up at the Foreign Office and one of Lord Rosebery’s private secretaries came hurrying down the steps to greet him, saying as he did so,




  “Good morning, my Lord. The Foreign Secretary will be very grateful you were able to come to him so quickly.”




  “Good morning Cunningham,” the Marquis said, having met the young man before. “What is the excitement?”




  “I think his Lordship will want to tell you that himself,” Mr. Cunningham replied.




  He led the way along the high-ceilinged corridors to open the door of his Chief’s office with almost a flourish, as he announced,




  “The Marquis of Oakenshaw, my Lord.”




  Lord Rosebery gave an exclamation of pleasure and rose to his feet as the Marquis walked towards him.




  “Thank you for coming, Vivien,” he said. “I must say you look very resplendent. What was the Levee like?”




  “Rather more boring than usual,” the Marquis replied sardonically.




  He sat down, as he was expected to, in a chair opposite the desk as Lord Rosebery resumed his seat and said,




  “Thank you for coming. I expect Stanhope told you it was urgent.”




  “What has happened?” the Marquis enquired. “Has war broken out in Europe or have the Russians invaded India?”




  “Nothing quite as bad as that,” Lord Rosebery replied with a smile, “but I want your help in Siam.”




  “Siam?” the Marquis exclaimed. “I thought the trouble there was settled.”




  “It is – or soon should be, but at the same time I need you to visit Bangkok on a mission of goodwill.”




  The Marquis put back his head and laughed.




  “I will say one thing for you, Archibald, you are always full of surprises. I might have expected you to ask me to go to Paris or Cairo, but certainly not Siam.”




  Lord Rosebery settled himself a little more comfortably on the other side of the desk and his eyes were twinkling as he added,




  “I am not asking you to put yourself out unduly. I thought perhaps your yacht, which is doubtless gathering barnacles from lack of use, would be a comfortable means of travel and you could anchor in the river as the French managed to do with their gunboats last year.”




  “I heard about that,” the Marquis remarked, “and a nice mess they made of it. I understand that after we had sent a couple of warships into the vicinity everything quietened down.”




  “It did,” Lord Rosebery agreed, “and I might have known, Vivien, that you would be well informed.”




  He was silent for a moment and he looked with a speculative eye on the handsome young man opposite him. Unexpectedly he said,




  “With your brain and your knowledge of the world, why do you not play a more prominent part in politics? We need you.”




  The Marquis smiled, which swept the bored look away from his face.




  “I think the answer is,” he replied, “that those long-winded speeches in the House of Lords are as boring as those who make them.”




  Lord Rosebery laughed.




  “All right, I will not push you into doing anything in Parliament if you will help me, as you have before, outside it.”




  “Do you really wish me to go to Siam at this particular moment?”




  “If it is inconvenient,” Lord Rosebery replied, “I am sure I can surmise the reason you are reluctant. Is she very alluring?”




  “She is.”




  He was thinking as he spoke that Lady Bradwell, who had just come into his life, had an allure that he thought and hoped was different from that of anyone he had met before.




  The Marquis’s love affairs, which were continuous, fiery and passionate, never lasted long because invariably he became bored with the sameness of them.




  At the age of thirty-three he was still unmarried for the simple reason that he had not met any woman he could seriously contemplate being in his life indefinitely.




  In the majority of his affaires de coeur, there was no question of marriage.




  But he found that even the attractive, witty and much acclaimed beauties that came into his life with a flattering eagerness were, as soon as he knew them well, so identical in their outlook and their conversation that all too quickly he began to yawn.




  “Good Heavens, Vivien,” his closest friend Harry Prestwood had said to him only the week before. “What the hell do you expect out of life? What are you looking for? And if it comes to that, where did Daisy fail you?”




  He was speaking of a lady who had been unanimously spoken of as the greatest beauty of the century and who had, like so many women before her, lost her heart and in consequence her head, over the Marquis.




  The Countess had a complaisant husband who preferred the country to London and after ten years of marriage closed his eyes to his wife’s private amusements so long as she upheld the dignity of his name in public.




  Because of the Marquis’s raffish reputation, which would have been more suited to the reign of George IV than that of Queen Victoria, any woman even seen with him was enough to start the gossips chattering.




  But he had attempted to be very circumspect where Daisy was concerned for the simple reason that he was well aware that since they were both notable people from the public point of view, their association if noticed, was bound to be sensational.




  But Daisy fell obviously in love and they began to be talked about. So, because the Marquis disliked the innuendos of his friends and the snide remarks of the gossip columnists, he brought the affairs to an abrupt end.




  When he wished he could be very ruthless and very determined. Once he had made up his mind, no amount of tears, pleading or recriminations would alter it.




  “How could you do this to me?” Daisy cried, when he told her he thought it best that they should not see so much of each other.




  “I am afraid there is nothing else we can do,” he replied.




  “I love you,” Daisy said, “I adore you. I never thought it possible I could love a man as I love you.”




  “You are certainly very flattering,” the Marquis answered, “but you cannot afford to damage your reputation either in public or at Marlborough House.”




  Daisy had stiffened and for a moment her blue eyes were swimming with tears as she looked at the Marquis incredulously as if she doubted he was speaking the truth.




  “What do you mean about Marlborough House?” she enquired. “The Prince would never say anything against me – as you well know.”




  “Last night at dinner the Princess asked me very pointedly,” the Marquis replied, “when your husband was returning to London.”




  Daisy was silent.




  She was well aware that to antagonise the Princess would be disastrous Socially and, though she thought it unlikely that the beautiful Alexandra would become an enemy, she had never been as friendly as Daisy would have liked.




  As if he knew he had scored an important point, the Marquis said quietly,




  “I want to thank you, Daisy, for the happiness you have given me and I hope we shall always be friends.”




  As he spoke, he knew he sounded pompous, but there was nothing else he could do.




  The truth was that he was not so concerned with Daisy’s reputation as with the fact that she no longer attracted him as she had at first.




  He could not understand why all too quickly every woman in whom he was interested seemed after a very short time to repeat and re-repeat what she said until he could anticipate almost every word before it passed her lips.




  He did not wish a woman to be too clever – God forbid! Nothing was more infuriating than a blue stocking.




  But at the same time even while Daisy could set his body on fire, as far as his mind was concerned, he criticised the banality of what she said even when the words were spoken through her perfectly curved cupid-bow lips.




  “Damn it all,” he had said to Harry, not once but a dozen times, “I shall never marry.”




  “Of course you will,” Harry replied. “You must have an heir and quite frankly The Castle would benefit by having a hostess at the end of the table.”




  If Harry had exploded a bomb under his feet, the Marquis could not have been more surprised.




  “Are you insinuating,” he asked, “that I am not a good host?”




  “No one could be a better one,” Harry answered, “but at the same time when you are entertaining – and no one does it more lavishly – it seems somehow unbalanced that there is not at the other end of the table a beautiful woman wearing the Oakenshaw diamonds, which she would also wear at the Opening of Parliament. “




  The Marquis had thrown back his head and laughed.




  “You talk exactly like my mother,” he said.




  Equally he knew that Harry was right.




  It was expected and inevitable that eventually he should take a wife to be hostess at The Castle, in London and in his other houses in different parts of the country, besides taking her hereditary place beside him at Court.




  Then he thought of the boredom he would endure if he had to listen to the platitudes mouthed by some young girl at breakfast, hear them again at luncheon and at dinner, with the terrifying knowledge that they would continue ad infinitum for the rest of his life.




  ‘I cannot and will not do it,’ he told himself.




  Having disposed of Daisy very effectively and softened the blow in his usual generous manner with an extremely expensive present from Cartier’s, he had looked round for someone else to please his eye.




  There had been no one until last week when, attending a dinner party given by a Member of the Government whom he usually ignored, he found himself sitting next to a woman he had never seen before, called Lady Bradwell.




  She was beautiful, it went without saying, otherwise he was quite certain she would not have been put next to him.




  But she was rather unusual in that her beauty had not been seen by or appreciated before by the Marlborough House Set.




  “Where have you been hiding?” the Marquis enquired.




  “I have been in Paris,” she replied, “and in mourning for a year.”




  “That accounts for it.”




  He meant that it accounted not only for his not having met her before, but also for the extremely elegant way in which she was dressed and the manner in which she spoke and parried his bolder advances with an expertise most English women lacked.




  By the time dinner was over, the Marquis was definitely intrigued.




  Two days later he settled himself down to a chase that he knew of old would not take long, nor was there any question of the outcome.




  The Marquis was not particularly conceited, but he would have been extremely stupid if he had not been aware that any woman on whom he set his sights was invariably instantly ready to comply with his demands, only making a token resistance to salve her pride.




  Lady Bradwell, however, had not only intrigued him but also contrived with what he thought was unexpected cleverness to keep him guessing.




  In simple words, the Marquis had not yet reached his objective and, although it was a foregone conclusion, he had no wish to go abroad at this particular moment.




  It suddenly struck him that as Lady Bradwell had no husband, there would be no difficulty in persuading her – discreetly chaperoned of course – to come with him.




  Aloud he asked,




  “When do you wish me to set off on what you call a goodwill mission, Archibald? What exactly am I expected to do?”




  He saw by the smile on the Foreign Secretary’s face and the twinkle in his eyes, that Lord Rosebery was not only delighted at his acquiescence but also guessed more or less the reason for it.




  “The answer to your first question is as soon as possible,” he said. “As for your second, since you know what has been happening in Siam, I will not explain that you will be going to soothe the King’s apprehension over the Anglo-French Agreement of last year.”




  He smiled as he continued,




  “You must make His Majesty believe that it will not be detrimental to his country, but will actually ensure its independence.”




  “What you are saying,” the Marquis remarked, “is that the Colonial Powers, the British in Burma and the French in Laos, will treat Siam as a buffer state.”




  “Exactly,” the Foreign Secretary agreed, “but after all the disagreeableness – especially from the French – King Chulalongkorn is naturally nervous and apprehensive as to the future.”




  “I hope he will not be that,” the Marquis remarked. “I have always agreed with you that Chulalongkorn is one of the greatest Kings of this age and will certainly go down in history.”




  The Foreign Secretary nodded.




  Both men were thinking how the King had begun his reign by proclaiming that the children born to slaves were to be free men and had gradually been freeing his subjects from slavery ever since.




  He had introduced a modern postal system, built railroads and replaced regional feudal Barons, who were far too powerful, by centrally appointed Governors accountable directly to the throne.




  When the Marquis had visited Siam some years previously, he had been tremendously impressed by the King and his reforms, especially when His Majesty had said to him personally,




  “All children from my own to the poorest shall have an equal chance of education.”




  King Chulalongkorn was determined that Siam should not be simply a Westernised dependency and one of the ways to avoid it was to pay for their own path towards progress.




  At the same time, with Great Britain in full control of Burma, he was anxious about the growing power and influence of the French in Indo-China.




  Last year there had been trouble when two French gunboats on entering the Chiapana River to go up to Bangkok, had fired at the Thai forts.




  There were casualties on both sides, but by now all the animosity should have died down.




  “What I want you to do,” the Foreign Secretary said, “is to make the King aware that Britain is genuinely anxious to be friendly and I know no one, Vivien, who can do this better than yourself.”




  “You are being very flattering,” the Marquis said, “but I am well aware that you are doing so in order to get your own way.”




  He sighed.




  “All right, I will go – but only if I can be sure I can take an amusing party with me.”




  “What you are telling me,” Lord Rosebery remarked, “is that it depends on the object of your vacillating heart at this particular moment accepting your invitation.”




  He paused before he added –




  “I have quite a long acquaintance with you, Vivien, and I have never yet known any woman refuse you.”




  “There always has to be a first time!”




  “Make sure it is not now.”




  Lord Rosebery rose to his feet, adding,




  “I have a meeting waiting for me. Can you have luncheon with me tomorrow? I can then tell you more about the position in Siam and also give you letters for the King and our Minister and Consul General in Bangkok, Captain Henry Michael Jones, who is a V.C.”




  “I have an uncomfortable feeling you have pressurised me into this,” the Marquis grumbled half-jokingly. “If anything goes wrong, Archibald, I swear this is the last time I shall agree to one of your propositions, which, when you were Foreign Secretary before, took me to parts of the world I had no particular wish to visit!”




  “Nonsense!” Lord Rosebery replied. “You know as well as I do you will enjoy getting away from the intrigues at Marlborough House and the long drawn out meals, at which I have often seen you fidgeting. And who knows – in pastures new you may find the rare orchid or is it the star, for which you are always searching.”




  The Marquis stared at him incredulously.




  “Who said I was searching for anything?”




  “Of course you are,” Lord Rosebery replied. “And with your looks, Vivien, your position and wealth you have everything, except what is more important to a man than anything else.”




  “What is that?” the Marquis asked in a hostile voice, well aware of the answer.




  “Love,” Lord Rosebery answered simply.




  The Marquis was just about to say that love was the last thing he wanted and could well do without it, when he remembered that Lord Rosebery had lost his wife only four years ago and his friends were aware he had been a lonely and unhappy man ever since.




  He therefore changed his mind about what he had been about to say and merely remarked lightly,




  “I have always been told that as Mr. Rudyard Kipling says, he travels fastest who travels alone.”




  “A somewhat trite remark for you, Vivien,” Lord Rosebery said dryly, “though naturally it depends on where you are going.”




  The Marquis appreciated the subtlety of the remark, knowing that the Foreign Secretary had often begged him to use his unusual and brilliant gifts in a much more serious way than he was doing at the moment.




  There was a brief silence before the Foreign Secretary said,




  “When you return, I have a more serious proposition to discuss with you.”




  The Marquis raised his eyebrows and asked,




  “What can that be?”




  “I am not going to tell you about it now,” Lord Rosebery replied, “but I have already mentioned it to Her Majesty who is very pleased with the idea.”




  “I presume,” the Marquis said slowly, “you are thinking of a Governorship?”




  “Perhaps something higher. Anyway hurry back – I don’t want you away in the wilds too long.”




  The Marquis rose to his feet.




  “I will have luncheon with you tomorrow, Archibald, and you had better convince me then that my journey is really necessary or I swear to you I will cry off at the last moment.”




  “You have never failed me yet,” the Foreign Secretary replied, “and actually I only wish I had the time to come with you. If I had, I should not hesitate to set out on a cruise which may or may not lead you to your Golden Fleece.”
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