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         When requested by the distinguished Philip Saratola, Sarah Cunninghame didn’t mind helping out in a family emergency. After all, she enjoyed looking after his nephew and niece, and Portugal’s Bay of Moonlight was an enchanting spot.

          
   

         Sarah wasn’t prepared, however, to have Philip manage her life as he did the children’s. His dogmatic decisions aroused her to a state of furious rebellion!

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter one
   

         

         While her aunt 
      packed feverishly in the hotel bedroom Sarah sat on the balcony and watched the Saratola children playing in the garden.

         It was a delightfully secluded garden, a little like an English garden with its fine lawns and shady trees, but essentially Portuguese in that it abounded in neat clipped hedges and tucked-away arbors approached by ordinary tiled paths. The flowers, too, were quite un-English, and so was the overhanging arc of intensely blue sky … and, above all, the wonderful golden shower of sunlight that created lilac shadows beneath the trees and crisscrossed the paths with white-hot bars that had the qualities of a burning glass if one ventured onto them heedlessly without the protection of either a hat or dark glasses.

         The Saratola children spent hours of every day in the garden, and although their play was conducted soberly there was no doubt about it, they enjoyed themselves. Their mother, who had brought them to the hotel in the charge of an elderly nannie, had flown off to England almost immediately after their arrival, and it seemed there was no one else to take an interest in them during the long, hot hours of daylight.

         Sarah had made a point of speaking to them on several occasions and she had learned that their names were Maria and Roberto. Maria was two years older than Roberto, but so small and thin and generally underdeveloped that Roberto appeared to be far older than she was. He had rather a charming air of recognizing his physical superiority and extending to her some highly necessary protection…. And she, with her sloe-black eyes and slightly furtive glances, was never more than a foot or so away from his side.

         The hotel treated them with impressive respect, and turned a blind eye to any depredations they caused in the flower borders. It was quite obvious that the name of Saratola meant a good deal to the management, and as a result the two lonely but strikingly attractive youngsters—each, however, in an entirely different way—received something in the nature of VIP treatment. Their mother, who was also a strikingly beautiful and very elegant young woman with the same shining fair hair and Anglo-Saxon blue eyes as those that set Roberto apart from his sister, had received rather more than VIP treatment on arrival, and her departure had been watched with openly regretful looks by the entire assembled staff—or so it had seemed to Sarah when she encountered them all in the entrance while a long black Mercedes took the senhora away to the airport.

         The children had been pelting one another with brightly colored balloons while Sarah’s Aunt Constance had been preoccupied with her packing; but at the very moment that she appeared on the balcony to announce that it was all completed, Maria’s balloon burst, and she quite uninhibitedly burst into tears.

         Sarah leaned from the balcony and addressed her urgently.

         “It’s all right, Maria, I’ll buy you another,” she promised.

         Roberto put his arm about his sister’s shoulders and called politely. “There is no need, senhorita. She can have mine!”

         Aunt Constance spoke in an amused voice.

         “Really, my dear, the way you fuss over those children! I’m not surprised you’ve decided to take up child welfare, or whatever you call it, when you get home to England. You seem to have a positive bent for it! But it would be much better, in my opinion, if you got married and had children of your own!”

         Sarah turned and smiled at her.

         “All finished, Aunt Constance?” she asked her. “I really should have helped you, but I know you prefer to do these things on your own…. You’ve done so much packing in your life that you must be quite expert by now.”

         Constance Cunninghame conceded that in her own not particularly humble private opinion there were few people who could more expeditiously dispose of their wardrobe and immediate personal possessions in the short space of time that she could, and have them ready for collection by hotel porters.

         “As a matter of fact, I’m feeling terribly guilty,” she admitted, sinking into a chair and stretching her long, slim feet in handmade shoes out in front of her, and delving into her crocodile handbag at the same time for her cigarette case. She was a handsome woman of forty-five who traveled constantly from one part of the globe to the other, and having plenty of money with which to indulge her every whim it troubled her that Sarah, who had very little money and was extremely young, was being left behind in Lisbon to while away another week without anyone to afford her close companionship.

         It was true that she had done her best for her at the reception desk. She had settled her bill for her, and added the necessary ten percent for her tips and other charges, and there was a little wad of notes in a billfold that was being left for her personal expenditure; and, of course, her return fare to London was all taken care of.

         As a relative without obligation she had acted quite generously … very generously, she personally considered. But all the same, her conscience troubled her.

         “You do understand why I’ve got to dash off and leave you like this, don’t you?” she said. “That telegram I received yesterday … well, I simply couldn’t ignore it. Kate Meadows and I are such close friends, and the fact that she’s in Istanbul and I’ve never seen Istanbul … you do understand, don’t you, darling? And in any case, she’s counting on me not to let her down. And we have had two whole weeks together—”

         “We’ve had an absolutely wonderful two weeks,” Sarah enthused, understanding perfectly, and leaning toward her impulsively. “I shall never be able to thank you, Aunt Constance, for giving me this holiday … this wonderful opportunity to get away from England and see something of the world. I was expecting to be able to afford one week in Bournemouth or somewhere like that … and then your exciting telegram arrived and I was whisked off to Lisbon. This place—” she indicated the hotel “—is the sort of place I could never, never have hoped to stay in, even if I could have managed a package conducted tour, and the quality of the luxury really shook me at first. You see—” a trifle naively “—I always thought continental hotels—the smart, luxurious ones—were just smart and luxurious. But this is … this is quite different.”

         “It is indeed,” Aunt Constance agreed. “But then I never stay in very modern hotels. I like the old established ones, the ones with high standards and traditions of comfort and the finest food in the district. And there is not another hotel in Lisbon, believe me, that will offer you the standard of comfort that you have enjoyed here.”

         “I’m quite sure of that.” Sarah sighed blissfully and gazed over the parapet at the billiard-table surface of the emerald green lawn that was in her immediate line of vision—the lawn over which Roberto was at that moment being chased by Maria. “But then, of course, it’s expensive—horribly expensive, I should imagine!”

         “I like expensive things, and fortunately there is no reason why I should not indulge myself,” Constance Cunninghame admitted with complacency.

         Sarah’s eyes shifted to her a trifle wonderingly. She admired this handsome aunt of hers enormously—the very rich aunt who had never married and burdened herself with a family—but there were occasions when, as a result of some particular indulgence, she did feel inclined to wonder….

         She was not censorious, nor even mildly critical. But she did wonder….

         If her father, for instance, had inherited a very minor portion of the sum that his sister had inherited from their very wealthy old aunt who had accumulated her wealth from sources that had completely baffled the rest of the family, would he have found life so hard? Would he have died quite so young without realizing any of his ambitions and oppressed by the knowledge that he was a failure?

         Very likely not. But then one could never tell.

         “Take my advice, dear,” Aunt Constance observed, as she inserted her cigarette into a long ivory holder, and then walked through into the bedroom to press the bell for room service. “Never allow yourself to be attracted by second-best. The best always gives satisfaction, and that goes for hotels, clothes, travel arrangements—even people. The best people are not the easiest to get to know because they are reserved, aloof … like the atmosphere inside this hotel. One would not expect to meet a bevy of third-class tourists downstairs in the entrance here, would one?”

         “No,” Sarah admitted, and felt inclined to smile as she thought of the possible expressions on the faces of the dapper little manager and his exceptionally well-trained staff if a bevy of third-class tourists threatened to invade the hotel. This was essentially a retreat for the “best” people, as her aunt was pleased to describe them, and not even loud-voiced but well-to-do tourists seemed happy within its cloistered precincts. They often removed to one of the brasher hotels that had gone up more recently.

         She heard herself adding rather thoughtfully, “I suppose the management prefers people like the Saratolas. In their eyes they are almost certainly ‘best people.’”

         “You make it sound a little snobbish, dear,” her aunt reproved her after she had ordered aperitifs to be sent up as well as the lunch menu, and her cases to be collected immediately after lunch and a taxi for the airport to wait outside to receive her. “But the Saratolas are undoubtedly a very good local family. I believe Philip Saratola, who has several houses in Portugal, is expected here within the next few days to collect his small family and take them home with him. I gather that the elderly woman who is in charge of them is finding them something of a handful.”

         “Then I wonder why the mother went off and left them without making adequate arrangements for them,” Sarah wondered aloud.

         Her aunt, returning to her chair, shrugged her shoulders.

         “From all I’ve heard of Mrs. Saratola she is not entirely obsessed by her children. She is English, you know—in fact, very English, and I once knew a close connection of hers who seemed to be of the opinion that the marriage might not last long. However, I do not enjoy discussing subjects like that, neither do I think it in good taste to do so. The Saratolas’ family concerns are their own private business, and I know old José Saratola would have been horrified by the merest breath of scandal. If it’s of any interest to you, he once proposed to your grandmother.”

         “Did he?”

         “Yes, and she nearly accepted … or so I’ve been given to understand. But she didn’t, and the link between us and the Saratolas was never forged.”

         “So she married my Grandfather Cunninghame instead?”

         “Yes.” Aunt Constance was already a little tired of Portugal, and all her thoughts were concentrated on Istanbul, where new delights, she felt sure, awaited her. “It was probably a wise decision.”

         “Oh, I don’t know.” Sarah lay back in her chair and looked up at the incredibly deep blue of the sky. She remembered how wonderfully blue were the jacaranda trees beneath which she had walked in Lisbon, and the sunlight that was flooding all around them was so golden, that it would surely have been a good thing for a family, deprived of quite so much color and warmth, to be linked with a place like Portugal? Which would have meant that she herself would be partly Portuguese now … or would she? What would have happened to the Cunninghame half of her?

         Her Aunt Constance glanced at her smilingly.

         “I’ll tell you something else,” she said, feeling in an exceptionally amiable and therefore communicative mood. “You are very like your grandmother. She had your long fair hair, and those dark blue eyes of yours. I don’t know whether you realize it, my dear, but you’re very pretty … quite exceptionally attractive. Instead of becoming so obsessed with the idea of looking after children I would have thought you might have gone in for modeling.”

         Sarah shook her head. “I would hate that,” she said. “Besides—” taking a hasty peep at herself in her handbag mirror “—although you flatter me by calling my hair fair, Aunt Constance, it’s really mousy … and I’ve got fair tips to my eyelashes.” She fluttered them. “Unless I use mascara all the time they look as if I’ve been left out in the sun and got bleached … only, unfortunately, my hair doesn’t bleach as much as I would like it to!” she said touching it disparagingly.

         Her aunt patted her knee comfortingly. “Don’t worry, my dear. I’ve told you you’re attractive, and you are. With some of the money I’ve left in that wallet for you, I hope you’ll buy yourself some really pretty clothes while you’re here. It will be something to do—going around the shops.”

         Sarah was immediately diverted. “Yes, it will, won’t it?” she said, but rather dubiously. “I don’t feel I ought to allow you to be so generous, Aunt Constance. You’ve done so much already! I think you should take back some of the money out of that wallet—”

         “Don’t be silly, child.” Her aunt patted her knee again. “As I’ve already explained, I feel guilty, and I want you to have a good time. After my taxi has left go to the shops, buy yourself something you’ve wanted for a long time. There must be something!”

         “Oh, there is,” Sarah admitted, and casting a mental eye over the contents of her wardrobe she knew that it lacked quite a few things. A cloudy black chiffon evening dress, for instance, or something shadowy and dark in cobwebby lace, such as Senhora Saratola had worn and caused all eyes to swing around to her when she entered the main dining room of the hotel, on the one night that she spent there before flying off to England.

         Then she frowned, thoroughly displeased with herself.

         Why was she so obsessed with Mrs. Saratola? And her amazing good looks! It was the Saratola children who really interested her!

         Her aunt’s departure was a topic of conversation throughout lunch and afterward they kissed one another affectionately on the hotel steps and Miss Constance Cunninghame was borne away in a gleaming new taxi.

         Sarah waved to her until the taxi took a bend in the road and disappeared from sight, and right up until the moment that that occurred, her aunt waved back, and Sarah could see her white-gloved hand protruding from the rear window acknowledging the farewell salute of the girl who was left behind.

         It was Sarah’s first trip abroad, and she felt a little strange and abandoned once the realization really sank in that she was alone.-Alone, that is, save for absolute strangers, and with only a very superficial knowledge of the ways of the country she found herself in. And as for a knowledge of the language … well, she had learned to say “good morning,” and “good afternoon,” and “what marvelous weather,” and things like that, in the two short weeks of her stay, in what she feared was badly accented Portuguese. But she had learned nothing that could open the way to a conversation, or anything in the nature of a conversation, with anyone who didn’t speak English.

         Fortunately, everyone in the hotel, apart from the chambermaids, spoke very fluent English and there was no real difficulty there. The manager beamed at her when he caught sight of her out of the corner of his eye, and bowed when she crossed his line of vision, and she gathered that he looked upon her aunt as quite a valuable patron. He always wore a flower in his buttonhole and had fiercely waxed moustache ends, and by no means went out of his way to acknowledge everyone who sojourned there for a day or so.

         From this she deduced that anyone who could afford a private suite for three weeks without looking a little glum when the bill was presented was, according to his views, really worth the occasional touch of subservience.

         They had lunched early in order that there should be no danger of her aunt missing her plane, and the main restaurant and dining room were only just beginning to fill up when Sarah turned back into the hall from the steps. She returned to the dining room for her handbag, which she had left beside her chair, and noticed that at a table near hers an extremely distinguished-looking dark man was lunching alone. He had an air of being completely withdrawn from the pleasant buzz of chatter in the room, and was consulting the menu while a waiter stood stiffly at attention—as if the gentleman were an officer of the Guards, and the waiter a somewhat inexperienced and over-anxious corporal.

         Sarah retrieved her bag, and as the waiter was also the waiter who attended at her table she smiled at him. He did not smile back, but the dark man glanced up as if he sensed her sudden presence.

         Sarah felt mildly startled. She had seen those inquiring eyes before. They were very, very dark and deep, like water at the bottom of a well studied with some difficulty in the light of a very few stars. There was a certain gleam of starshine about them, and yet they were opaque—unfathomable.

         “Oh, I … I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed, as she collided with an empty chair at his table that was protruding rather more than it should have been doing into the thickly carpeted aisle. She turned away swiftly, in embarrassment, and the same chair became entangled in some inexplicable way with the strap of her handbag; the latter was wrenched out of her clasp, the flap torn open and the contents scattered around her feet and the feet of the gentleman who was just about to begin his lunch, all before she could take a single step in the direction of the dining-room door.

         It was the sort of thing that happened occasionally, and it was always accompanied by a lot of confusion and several people reaching for ball-point pens and compacts and a trickle of coins that escaped from improperly zipped purses. Only on this occasion the coins were foreign, and rolled far and wide—the compact actually alighted on the dark gentleman’s foot, and a packet of brilliantly colored cards of Lisbon and its environs lay spread out like a fan very close to his foot, and was one of the first items to be returned to her as he dived and scooped it up with the particularly shapely fingers of a slim brown hand.

         His sleek dark head emerged from under the startling whiteness of the tablecloth, and he looked up at her without any change of expression in his oddly familiar eyes.

         “I think that’s the lot.” He counted them as he stood up and straightened his shoulders. “Twelve in a packet! That is right, senhorita?” His dark eyes flickered over her, taking in the simple lines of her pale pink linen dress, her camera slung across her shoulder, a pair of sunglasses clutched in a hand with delicate pink fingernails. “Ah!” and he dived to retrieve the compact. “I am afraid that some of your money might not be recovered … at any rate, not until the room is cleared. But I am sure that when it is recovered it will be handed over to you.”

         Sarah assured him that they were all coins of a lower denomination, and their loss would not seriously embarrass her. And while she did so her cheeks burned hotly, and she wished that the two waiters who were also crawling around on their knees would cease their operations and that she would be allowed to escape without any further reference to any of her possessions that were still lying on the dining-room floor … even her little hand-tooled purse of soft green leather that she had bought at a jumble sale far away in England.

         But a young American tourist brought her tiny St.

         Christopher badge that was made of beaten silver over to her, and one of the waiters grinned from ear to ear as he passed her a fistful of coins. The other waiter promised a thorough search as soon as the lunch was over, and a couple of Portuguese ladies in sober black that was offset by quite a lot of jewelry regarded her with cold surprise beneath the brims of their fashionable hats; and one of them actually put up a pearl-handled lorgnette, the better to observe her.

         Then she was permitted to escape—but not before the dark man had accorded her quite a graceful bow. She ran up to her room rather than wait for the elevator and felt as if the entire hotel knew about her awkwardness in the dining room.

         That was the sort of thing her Aunt Constance would have deplored. One should never draw attention to oneself, or so she maintained, and as Sarah studied her hot face in the mirror on her dressing table she was sure that she had drawn quite a lot of critical attention to herself.

         And she was still without her purse, which was beneath the dark gentleman’s chair.

         She sat down to write hurriedly on one or two of the postcards before she set out to do what her aunt had suggested, and that was have a look at the shops. She had already looked at many of them, and knew very well where the most likely little establishments devoted to the cult of feminine allure were situated, and all she had to do was to mention a certain street to the taxi driver when she stepped outside the hotel to be whirled there at once.

         She felt better once she was outside the hotel, and was inclined to look upon the incident in the dining room as nothing very abnormal; and although she had suffered embarrassment, it was easily wiped away by the promise that she made to herself that she would buy herself something new and rather fetching to wear at dinner that night. It would be the first night that she had had to appear in the dining room alone—and after the incident at lunch there might be one or two curious glances cast in her direction—so a new dress would give her poise, and most certainly help matters.

         It didn’t have to be anything wildly expensive. She had had to make her money go as far as possible for so long now that it would not be easy for her to be extravagant. But she was determined that she was going to acquire something nice.

         It would be a souvenir for her to carry away with her from Lisbon.

         She asked the taxi driver to drop her off in the middle of the main shopping area, which in Lisbon was quite fascinating because it either climbed steeply uphill or steeply down. The streets were narrow and usually crowded with shoppers, and in summertime thronged with tourists. The jacaranda trees along the river were still in flower—the famous jacaranda trees that had brought a gasp from Sarah when she saw them for the first time. It was too early yet for the main body of tourists, but Sarah found herself jostled on all sides, nevertheless, as she tried to remember where she had seen the really exciting shops—the frightfully expensive shops—that her aunt had not hesitated to patronize, and where for once she meant to go slightly berserk.

         She had bought herself a pair of shoes and a whole new range of cosmetics before she finally found herself standing in the middle of an elegant square of carpet in the shop where she parted with most of her money. She discovered that she was beset by an extraordinary weakness once she actually released the brakes, as it were, and before she quite realized what had happened she found herself the possessor of not merely a new evening dress, but a cocktail outfit that was utterly enchanting.

         The evening dress was white silk crêpe with some touches of silver, and the saleslady guided her choice in this. Perhaps because she was tired of sallow-faced ladies who went in overwhelmingly for black, the saleslady was quite voluble about the charms of white for one with such a startlingly perfect complexion as Sarah. She was obviously fascinated by the golden highlights in Sarah’s “mousy” hair, and even a little hypnotized by her eager blue glances. She kept murmuring compulsively that “the senhorita was so very English,” and Sarah realized at last that this inevitably stamped her as quite unfitted to make an appearance in one of those mysteriously draped dresses that were almost invariably slightly risqué, whether the material was “see-through” black lace or richly gleaming velvet—dresses that were apparently exclusively designed to enhance milk-white skins and a certain seductiveness.

         She was not seductive—or that, apparently, was the saleslady’s opinion—and her skin was “English,” meaning “a little like a drift of apple blossom” —words the saleslady would have used if she could have thought of them, and translated them from Portuguese into English.

         However, nothing could alter Sarah’s mind when she decided that the one thing she had always wanted, and was now determined to carry away with her out of the shop, was a slender black silk suit with which was worn an utterly delectable white chiffon blouse that had waterfalls of lace at the neck and wrists.

         She had never seen anything quite like it before, and it really did suit her. In fact, in her opinion, it quite transformed her.

         She paid for her purchases and received the joint smiles of the two salesladies in the shop, and then hurried out and made for another shop where she bought a large and highly ornamental box of assorted confectionery for the two Saratola children. She had promised Maria a balloon, but she couldn’t see any balloons, and it was getting late, so she took a taxi back to the hotel and the elevator to the second floor, and handed over the box of confectionery to the elderly sour-faced woman who opened the door of the Saratola suite.

         The woman seemed surprised, and then very much inclined to hesitate over accepting the present. She pointed out in stilted Portuguese that the Senhora Saratola might object, and when it was apparently borne in on her that Sarah was English, thrust the box back at her and said rather rudely, “No, thank you, I cannot take it. The children are not allowed sweets—they are bad for their teeth—and, in any case, I do not know you!”

         There was no sound of the children inside the silent suite, and she was about to close the door in Sarah’s face when a man’s voice spoke unexpectedly from the shadows of the partly seen room.

         “Who is it, Carmelita? Who are you sending away?”

         He, too, spoke in English, and Sarah was so surprised when she saw who it was that she actually stared at him.

         “You!” she said.

         It sounded almost as rude as Carmelita’s blunt refusal to accept the box of confectionery, but the brilliant blush that stained Sarah’s cheeks as soon as the solitary word had escaped her no doubt decided him against taking any offense. In fact, he actually smiled at her.

         “I am very glad to see you again, senhorita,” he told her, “because I have something for you.” He disappeared for an instant, and then returned and handed over her small green leather purse.

         “It was under my chair,” he admitted, his beautifully white and very even teeth flashing in a distinctly attractive way in the rather grave thinness of his dark face. “I was proposing to lodge it with one of the clerks at the reception desk, but fortunately you have now made that unnecessary.”

         “Oh, thank you … thank you very much!” Sarah responded, grasping the purse. She was rather hot after her somewhat strenuous afternoon, and the color was slow to die away from her cheeks. “I had missed it,” she admitted.

         “I’m afraid it’s empty.” He continued to smile, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement. “Let’s hope one of the waiters has collected some more of your money for you.”

         “Oh, but there was really very little in it … I mean, I only use it for bus fares and things like that.” She felt oddly confused as she looked down at the gay carton of sweets in her other hand. Somewhat tentatively she handed it over. “I … I bought these for—”

         “Maria and Roberto? That was most kind!” She knew that there was no mistake about the appreciative flash in his eyes, the sudden warmth in his voice. He accepted the carton without hesitation, and she saw him smile at the bright ribbon and the garlanded sides of the box itself. “Maria will probably keep her hair ribbons in this when the contents have disappeared. I believe she has a very large number of them.”

         “A good idea,” Sarah said, rather feebly.

         The servant said something to him swiftly in Portuguese, and he frowned at her. “Oh, but that is nonsense,” he observed rather curtly. “In fact, I think it’s quite ridiculous!” Then he bowed formally to Sarah. “The children will thank you themselves tomorrow, senhorita.”

         She assured him that there was no need for any further thanks. She now knew why his eyes had seemed familiar when she gazed into them at first, and the thing that puzzled her was her curious disinclination to believe that he was the children’s father. She ought to have guessed immediately, but she didn’t … and now it was so obvious that she supposed she ought to have said something like, “You must be Mr. Saratola? I think your children are fascinating, and I love to watch them play! I think they’ve been rather lonely. They’ll be happy now you’ve come!”

         But she hadn’t, and perhaps it was as well. The Portuguese were a very formal people, and he might have considered it rather bad taste … and in any case, rather gushing. She was glad she hadn’t gushed.

         She backed away from the door for a foot or so, then turned and made all haste back to the elevator. As she ascended to the floor above—a little less expensive than the second floor—she thought with a kind of dismay of the woman who was in charge of Maria and Roberto. It was the first time she had had any conversation at all with her, and she seemed distinctly forbidding. No wonder Maria had that slightly furtive, slightly uneasy air. She was probably always expecting Carmelita to pounce upon her for doing something she ought not to do.

         Sarah wore the white dress that night, but she felt too conscious of her aloneness to take note of its effect on her fellow diners. And as she went down early for her evening meal in order to avoid the rush, there were not many other people in the dining room.

         She had the same table that she had shared with Aunt Constance, and it was rather tucked away and further protected from prying eyes by a cascade of greenery and a brilliant flower arrangement. Aunt Constance disliked prying eyes, and tonight Sarah—who normally liked to see a good deal of what was going on around her—felt grateful for the fact that her table was so far removed from the center of the room.

         The young American tourist who had retrieved her St. Christopher badge was sitting near her, she discovered suddenly when she was halfway through her soup. He was quite a pleasant-looking young man, with closely cropped, fairish hair and a pair of rather amused gray eyes. He was waiting for the moment when she would look up and recognize him, and the instant she did he smiled swiftly and then rose and walked across to her.

         “I was wondering whether you’re doing anything tonight,” he told her frankly. “That lady who was with you—your aunt, was it—has left, I understand, and if that means you’re going to be alone—well, it’s a bit dull being alone in a place like Lisbon!”

         Sarah found herself quite captivated by his uninhibited smile. He could not have been older than twenty-five or six—perhaps a couple of years older than herself—and he had that well-scrubbed and barbered appearance that she liked a young man to have. She noticed that his American drawl was not too pronounced.

         “Well …” she began.

         “The name is Frank Ironside … one of Cromwell’s Ironsides!” He grinned at her. “You don’t have to tell me who you are, because I know. I made a lot of inquiries about you days ago, only at that time your aunt was very much in attendance, and I didn’t think it wise to try and detach you from her. However, now—now that there’s just the two of us … why can’t we occasionally join forces?”

         “So long as it’s only occasionally that you expect me to join forces with you, Mr. Ironside.” But she smiled back at him. “I haven’t thanked you properly yet for rescuing my St. Christopher … and I would have hated to lose it because I’ve had it for years.”

         “Then I’m happy you’ve got it back.”

         “I felt so stupid, upsetting my bag like that. Mr. Saratola returned my purse this evening.”

         “Mr. Saratola? Oh, you mean that dark chap who sat over there?” He jerked his head at the Saratola table. “Is he the father of the two children who spend nearly every hour of every day playing in the garden? I gathered that he was coming to collect them.”

         “Yes. They’re sweet, aren’t they? And they don’t behave a bit like English children.”

         “But then, they’re only half English. The mother’s a smasher. I saw her in the elevator on the night she arrived. Whew!” He rolled his eyes upward. “Some men have all the luck. And Philip Saratola has a lot besides. Have you seen the car the children are taken out in? And the car Saratola arrived in? I was admiring it in the garage. I’m afraid I’m doing Europe on foot, and that makes me feel distinctly envious.”

         She felt surprised. “You’re doing Europe on foot? And yet you can stay in a hotel like this?”

         He shrugged, and grinned again. “Oh, well, perhaps it’s not as bad as that. I can occasionally afford the little luxury. But at the moment I’m without a car, which makes me sore.”

         “You could rent one.”

         “I could,” he agreed. He was gazing at her smooth face, and the long hair that was so bright under the lights. Like Aunt Constance, he considered her unusually attractive, and he wanted to discover how long she would be staying in Lisbon. He remained at her table until she had completed her meal, and then he suggested that they go through into one of the public rooms for coffee.

         He had by this time complimented her on her dress, which he shrewdly suspected was new, and she was gratified because, apparently, the saleslady had been right—she was not really the type to be dramatized by black. Judging by the appreciative gleam in his eyes whenever he glanced at her, it was apparent he considered himself in luck because her aunt had departed and the opportunity to get to know her had arisen so naturally.

         They ensconced themselves on a large and comfortable settee that was partially protected from the public gaze by a handsome palm in a brass pot, and they drank several cups of coffee and learned quite a lot about one another. Although Sarah was always reticent about revealing certain aspects of her own private life until she got to know someone a little better than she, as yet, knew Frank Ironside, she was inclined to suspect that, as she was remaining in Lisbon for another week, and he apparently had no plans for moving on immediately, she would soon know enough about him to make her decide whether or not she wished him, in return, to know more about herself.

         She gathered that he was a New Yorker, although his mother was a Bostonian, and apparently his father was sufficiently well-to-do to give him an allowance that enabled him to see the world. But his father also expected him to go into the family business one of these days, and he couldn’t wander forever. As it was, his parents were growing restless because he kept postponing his return, and sometimes he found it difficult to stretch his allowance because he had a weakness for the fleshpots and disliked second-class hotels; and rather than stay in a second-class hotel he much preferred to sleep under the stars … which he had actually done on more than one occasion since he left home.

         He had already seen quite a lot of Spain, and was proposing to see more of it before he went home. He had stayed in London and Paris, and been quite fascinated by Vienna; he had even roughed it for a time in Yugoslavia. He had intended to penetrate as far as Moscow … but somehow he didn’t think he’d do that now. He wanted to see as much as he could of Portugal, then make his way down to the Algarve. He might rent a cottage, or something of the sort, and take root for a time. If ever he ran out of funds he was quite a clever artist, and his pictures were salable. Also, he had intended at one time to teach, and he supposed he could do a spot of tutoring … a job, teaching English in a Portuguese family, mightn’t be a bad idea.

         While he was painstakingly cataloging his various assets and likely attributes, Sarah, who enjoyed listening to him but, unknown to him, was thinking of other things as well, suddenly noticed Philip Saratola make his appearance in one of the doorways and cross the room toward one of the other doors. He was wearing dark evening clothes and he looked even more distinguished than he had looked at lunch. Moreover, being a member of the “best class” of Portuguese society, he was, most decidedly, a focal point for many pairs of feminine eyes, especially those of dowagers, who were inclined to beam openly at him; and if they hadn’t had the pleasure of making his acquaintance, looked as if they would have given quite a lot to have the right to incline their heads to him, and see him incline his head in acknowledgment.

         Sarah stiffened slightly—for a reason that was not quite clear to her—when she first caught sight of him; and then she shrank into her corner of the settee, hoping against hope that he would not notice her.

         There was no reason why he shouldn’t notice her, but she didn’t want him to do so … not while Frank Ironside was bending toward her and smiling into her eyes while he unfolded the tale of his life for her benefit.

         By this time Ironside had the feeling that they had known one another for ages, and his smiles were meaningful, and he was inclined to reach out playfully and capture one of her hands, giving it a squeeze occasionally. At the very moment that Saratola caught sight of them and paused, he was complimenting her on the slenderness of her fingers and the delicacy of her nail varnish.

         “I don’t know when I’ve seen such pretty hands before. You ought to make money out of them—become a photographic model! And the rest of you looks pretty good to me, too.” He leaned just a little nearer to her and wrinkled his nose. “I like that scent you use.”

         Philip Saratola bowed. Sarah felt so ridiculously embarrassed that her embarrassment showed in her face.

         Frank Ironside glanced around carelessly.

         “Who was that? Oh, the kids’ father. You’d think he owned the place, wouldn’t you, from the looks he distributes around him! Talk about condescension! But then the Portuguese are all like that … or his type is.”

         Sarah stood up. “I really must go to bed now,” she said. “It’s getting late.”

         He was obviously disappointed. “But I’ll see you tomorrow?” There was something frankly pleading in his attractive gray eyes. “What about making a day of it together? We could go out into the country … rent a car!”

         “I … I’ll see.” She wanted to escape as quickly as possible, before the father of Maria and Roberto returned, and she couldn’t remember feeling quite so agitated for a long time. “I … I’ll see,” she repeated.

         “If you could make up your mind tonight we could start off nice and early. I know a garage where I could pick up a car … not terribly expensive. But of course, everything would be on me! I’d simply love it if we could spend a day together, Sarah.”

         She smiled at him waveringly. “Wait until after breakfast tomorrow.”

         “Well, of course, if you need all that time. But you’ve only got a week before you go back to England. It isn’t long!”

         “No, I know it isn’t. Good night, Frank!”

         She sped away across the lounge, and in the elevator she felt as if she had been running up several flights of stairs, depriving herself of the ability to breathe easily. The uniformed elevator attendant gazed at her in mild surprise, and when they reached the third floor, swung open the elevator door and said good night to her punctiliously. He was thinking that she had always appeared quite calm and composed when in the company of her aunt. But it was quite true that sometimes when the cat was away ….

         He gazed after her admiringly as she retreated hurriedly along the corridor, and then descended to pick up Senhor Saratola, who was too preoccupied to notice when the man said good night in the same punctilious way.

         Sarah slept badly that night—for the first time since her visit to Portugal—and she could only attribute it to the fact that she felt strange with the knowledge that her aunt was not in the next room and that for the next seven days she was on her own. And she didn’t want to become involved on the last seven days of her holiday.

         She breakfasted in her room—on the balcony outside her room, as a matter of fact—and was halfway through her coffee and rolls when a tap came at the door and the chambermaid entered. The girl carried a sealed envelope out onto the balcony and handed it over to Sarah, and at the sight of her name inscribed in precise masculine characters Sarah felt surprise well over her. For she knew immediately that that was not the handwriting of Frank Ironside. For one thing, it was distinctly foreign, and for another, from the moment her fingers touched the envelope she knew the communication had nothing whatsoever to do with her new American friend.

         She slit open the envelope while the chambermaid stood waiting as if she expected to be entrusted with a verbal reply. There were only a few lines on a sheet of hotel notepaper, but they were very much to the point … quite astoundingly to the point, in fact.

         
            Dear Miss Cunninghame,
   

            If you could come along to my suite I would be very grateful. Something has happened that makes it imperative I should see you. I will wait here for you.
   

            And it was signed, Philip Saratola.
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