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  Love has no name


When Nanny had finished her coffee, she said,


“That was a really good meal and I feel much better for it.”


She pushed back her chair and added,


“I’m just goin’ to wash my hands and then I’ll go to the carriage as I know, although you didn’t say so, that you’re anxious for us to be on our way.”


“I certainly want to get home before it’s dark.  At this rate we will not get there until tomorrow.”


“You are fussin’ yourself unnecessarily, now that the horses have had a rest and the roads will be clearer, we’ll soon reach home and I expect they’ll be surprised to see us.”


Nanny did not wait for Georgina to answer her, but walked away from the table.


Georgina then looked in her handbag and was now wondering how much the bill would come to, when a man came walking towards her.


As she looked up at him, thinking that it must be the publican, she gave a gasp of astonishment.


It was the Duke!


As he saw her, he exclaimed,


“Thank God I have found you.  I have been to four other inns and I had no idea, although you left early, that you would have gone so far.”
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   “When I wonder at the beauty of Nature, the timeless grandeur of mountains, the warmth of the sun and the miracle of new born babies, I realise humbly how lucky we are as the human race.


But without love in our lives we cannot really appreciate and enjoy all of God’s sublime gifts.”




  Barbara Cartland




  





CHAPTER ONE ~ 1889


 “Papa, I want to go home!”


Robert Malton looked up from his newspaper and saw his daughter standing in front of him.


She was looking, he reflected, exceedingly pretty.


At the same time he knew from the expression in her eyes and the way she had spoken that she was upset.


“What has happened now,” he enquired gently.


“Need you ask,” Georgina replied.


Robert Malton smiled.


“I suppose the Prince has proposed to you,” he said.  “I expected him to do so and it was obviously what he was thinking of doing last night.”


“I thought he would too,” Georgina replied, “and, as you can imagine, he was really sure that I would accept, seeing as he has a Royal title.”


“And what did you say?” her father asked.


He knew the answer, but he had to ask her for it.


“I said what you told me to say and I have never seen a man crumble so quickly or make an obvious excuse to disappear!”


Georgina spoke scornfully.


Then she walked to the fireplace and turned round almost like her father often did and asserted firmly,


“I want to go home and I am going home.  I love England and I now hate America!”


Her father laughed.


“It is what I expected, my darling, and it is obvious that you have to be sensible and accept things as they are and not what you want them to be.”


“I do not want to marry anyone, Papa. “But, when a man who has just told me he loves me and wants to be my husband almost crumbles like ashes at my feet, I want to kick him and say quite frankly that I want to go home.”


Robert Malton was silent for a moment.


Then he said,


“Of course, you must do exactly what you want to do, but I shall miss you.”


“You will be going back to the fields,” Georgina replied, “and the last time you left me in New York I had dozens of invitations, but all the men made a fuss of me, not because I was me but because I was your daughter.”


Her father sighed.


“We never get anything for nothing in this world.  We have to pay for success as we have to pay for poverty or worse still for being caught stealing.”


He paused thoughtfully before he went on,


“Now you just have to make up your mind to enjoy being the daughter of a millionaire.  It is no use fighting against it because it is there.”


“And it makes me feel sick!” Georgina exclaimed.  “That is why I am so fed up with America and I want to go home to England.  At least men there behave better than those I have met here.”


“I told you that this would happen, but you thought I was talking nonsense.  I have listened to the complaints of other men who had found gold and they have had to suffer just as you are suffering now.”


He stopped for a moment before resuming,


“I recall one man telling me that he had received no invitations to parties because of the man he lived next door to. This was because he was not smart enough or important enough to be their friend.”


“Then when he found money, he found gold.  And I suppose they asked him dozens of times.”


“Of course they did,” her father answered. “That is Fate or rather that is how human beings behave.  You have to adjust yourself, my darling, to the fact that I am now a multi-millionaire and it will be very difficult for any man to think of you except that you are framed in gold.”


Georgina stamped her foot and walked towards the window.


“If I marry and Heaven knows I have no intention of doing so, I want to be married because I am me and not because you have made yourself so very rich that everyone kowtows when you appear and the easiest way for them to share your money would be for me to marry them.”


She spoke so bitterly that her father rose to put his arm round her.


“Now, darling, you have to be sensible about this.  You know that in England people will be pleased I am rich, but they certainly will not kowtow or fawn in the way the people do here.”


He hesitated as if he was thinking and then he said,


“If we are honest it is not the Americans who are behaving so badly.  It is all the fortune-seekers who are flooding in from Europe and trying to find a wife who will bring gold to their estates in Europe and, as far as I can gather, they are all falling to bits.”


There was silence between them for a moment.


Then Georgina went on,


“Well, one thing certain.  I am not marrying anyone from Europe, Prince or no Prince.  I consider it an insult if a man asks me to marry him simply because he is thinking of a bag of my gold.”


There was more silence and then her father said,


“I am sorry, darling, that this should happen to you and I agree it is very disillusioning.  But you have to take the world as it is and not as you would want it to be.”


He sighed again.


“Think of all the good things we can do at home,” he continued, “and the people we can help because they are starving or in desperate ill health as they cannot afford to see a doctor or to have treatment of any sort.”


“That is satisfactory at any rate,” she answered in a very different tone from the one that she had used before.  “You have always been kind to people who are suffering and now you are so rich you will find thousands of them sitting on your doorstep with their hands outstretched.”


Robert Malton laughed.


“It will not be as bad as that, my precious.  If you want to go home now, of course, I will make the necessary arrangements.  I will follow you as soon as I can.  In fact rich or poor, I think we have had enough of America to last us for quite a long time.”


Georgina flung her arms round her father’s neck.


“Thank you, Papa.  I knew you would understand,” she cried excitedly.  “I just feel that these fortune-seekers are making a fool out of me and I will go home and make everything ready for you for when you return.”


She kissed her father’s cheek and added,


“One thing we can repair is the roof which is badly in need of it and we can prevent the ceilings from falling in as they kept doing before we left.”


Robert Malton drew in his breath.


“I had thought of all that myself,” he said.  “I am so glad you did not want to buy a more impressive house but to make our own as comfortable and impressive as it was in my grandfather’s time.”


“Of course we don’t want to leave it altogether,” Georgina agreed.  “I love my home and Mama made it as beautiful as she could.  But now we could make it even lovelier.”


She smiled before she added,


“I would rather be there than sitting on any Throne, big or small, in Europe.”


Georgina was finding what a great number of other girls had found that when their parents had discovered the glittering gold that made America the most talked about country in the world, it was not so perfect as those outside America believed it to be.


Men from every nationality on a precarious Throne had flooded into America to partake in the gold rush. 


No one had taken much notice when the first oil wells began to appear in the country.  And even those who owned them did not at first realise their significance.


Then suddenly the commercial people of New York became aware that oil was what they had always needed and had been extremely short of.


From being of little interest to anyone the oil wells became instantly the greatest discovery for generations and the well owners became multi-millionaires overnight.


So it was not surprising that Europe was not only jealous but determined to take some part in the bonanza.


The Prince and Rulers of small nations journeyed at once to New York hoping that their Crown was sufficient attraction to make them return to Europe with a wife who personified gold.


The newcomers were lavishly entertained by all the most prestigious families.


A great number of them felt it rather exciting for one of their daughters to become a Princess even though it meant her leaving America for a Throne in Europe.


To Georgina it seemed at first rather amusing that men she had only just met should pay her the most fulsome compliments.


As she said to herself, almost before she knew their names, they asked for her hand in marriage.


She had laughed at the first two proposals that she received.  Then she realised that it was an insult that any man should pretend to love her for her beauty and herself, when he was really thinking only of what she had in her pockets.


Her father told her how to cope with them and last night she had carried out his instructions to the letter.


The Prince, who reigned in one of the many small German Principalities, had been trying to pursue her the night before.


But she had promised to dance with so many other men that he failed in his chase until she was about to leave for home.


“You have not given me the dance you promised me,” he complained.


“You were far too late in writing your name on my card,” Georgina replied.


“But I want to dance with you,” the Prince went on.  “I want to dance with you more than I can possibly say.”


He spoke very good English and she thought that there was a note of eagerness in his voice which was in fact rather touching.


“You will just have to wait until tomorrow night,” Georgina said.  “I expect that you will be dining with the Astors and they are having a ball, which they say will be the biggest they have ever given.”


“I want the first seven dances on your card,” the Prince stipulated firmly.


Georgina laughed.


“You will have to wait and see, but, if you arrive late as you did tonight, you will find that my card is full up.”


She was laughing as she slipped away from him and into her carriage which was waiting outside for her.


And there was nothing that the Prince could do but wave her goodnight.  She waved in return thinking that he was rather handsome.


He had an air of authority which was often amusing amongst the American men.


As she had been busy all day being entertained by her friends and spending what little time she could with her father, Georgina had really forgotten about the Prince when she arrived at the Astor’s house.


The front door and the hall were decorated with fairy lights and, as she had been there before, she knew the big ballroom at the end of the house would be a picture of lights and flowers.


She was wearing one of the very expensive but very attractive dresses that she had bought after her father had found gold.


The dress besides being the most costly one she had ever owned was almost the most becoming.


Then she saw that by some cleverness and perhaps pressure, she was sitting next to the Prince at dinner.


“This is wonderful!” he cried.  “Now you can tell me all about yourself and why you are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”


Georgina felt like chuckling as she replied,


“I have a suspicion you would not have said that to me last year.” 


“I should have said it not last year but a dozen years ago,” the Prince retorted, “and I will say it every time I see you because it’s the truth.”


“Then I can only say, ‘thank you’.” 


He paid her many fulsome compliments throughout dinner and tried to monopolise her so that she had great difficulty in speaking to the man on her other side.


The dinner was superb as were all the parties that she had attended lately in New York.


When dinner was over and they then went into the ballroom, it was with difficulty that the Prince managed to claim her for the first dance.


“Why must you be so popular?” he asked.  “I want you as I have wanted you ever since we first met.”


Georgina did not speak and he went on,


“When some man takes you away from me, I have the greatest difficulty in not knocking him down or, as they would do in my country, stab him with a dagger or shoot him with a pistol.”


Georgina laughed.


“That would be a very unpleasant thing to do,” she said.  “Besides you would end up in prison and I am told that the prisons in New York are not very comfortable.”


“Then you must not make me angry or jealous as I am now,” the Prince moaned.


“It is too soon for me to do either.  Let’s enjoy this dance and you must admit that the band is excellent.”


He swung her round the room and she thought that he was a good dancer and indeed far better than most of the men she had danced with up to now.


The Prince had also, she found, been well-educated and he had finished up by going to an English University. 


“So that is why you speak such excellent English,” she said.  “I find many of the men I have danced with who have come from the Continent are difficult to understand, although I do speak pretty good French and Italian.”
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