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  THIS WAY TO HEAVEN




  Jasmina laughed loudly as she struggled to control Lightning as he skittered across the path, tossing his head and chomping on his bit.




  Lightning was certainly a marvellous ride, fast and strong.




  Then the stupid stallion had spooked when a small rabbit ran across his path.




  Just as she had been about to get Lightning under control, a great black and silver car came roaring round the bend and it took all her skill as a rider to stop her mount from bolting.




  She was still struggling to quieten him when a man jumped out of the car, shouting at her, his face dark with anger and grabbed hold of the bridle.




  “You little fool! Who on earth put you up on such a powerful animal? Get down at once!”




  Jasmina gathered the reins tightly in her hands and tugged the bridle away from the dark-haired stranger who was glaring up at her in a passion of fury.




  “Please stop shouting at me! You are only making the horse more anxious.”




  “Why, you’re an American!”
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  THE BARBARA CARTLAND PINK COLLECTION




  Barbara Cartland was the most prolific bestselling author in the history of the world. She was frequently in the Guinness Book of Records for writing more books in a year than any other living author. In fact her most amazing literary feat was when her publishers asked for more Barbara Cartland romances, she doubled her output from 10 books a year to over 20 books a year, when she was 77.




  She went on writing continuously at this rate for 20 years and wrote her last book at the age of 97, thus completing 400 books between the ages of 77 and 97.




  Her publishers finally could not keep up with this phenomenal output, so at her death she left 160 unpublished manuscripts, something again that no other author has ever achieved.




  Now the exciting news is that these 160 original unpublished Barbara Cartland books are already being published and by Barbaracartland.com exclusively on the internet, as the international web is the best possible way of reaching so many Barbara Cartland readers around the world.




  The 160 books are published monthly and will be numbered in sequence.




  The series is called the Pink Collection as a tribute to Barbara Cartland whose favourite colour was pink and it became very much her trademark over the years.




  The Barbara Cartland Pink Collection is published only on the internet. Log on to www.barbaracartland.com to find out how you can purchase the books monthly as they are published, and take out a subscription that will ensure that all subsequent editions are delivered to you by mail order to your home.
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  THE LATE DAME BARBARA CARTLAND




  Barbara Cartland, who sadly died in May 2000 at the grand age of ninety eight, remains one of the world’s most famous romantic novelists.  With worldwide sales of over one billion, her outstanding 723 books have been translated into thirty six different languages, to be enjoyed by readers of romance globally.




  Writing her first book, Jigsaw at the age of 21, Barbara became an immediate bestseller.  Building upon this initial success, she wrote continuously throughout her life, producing bestsellers for an astonishing 76 years.  In addition to Barbara Cartland’s legion of fans in the UK and across Europe, her books have always been immensely popular in the USA.  In 1976 she achieved the unprecedented feat of having books at numbers 1 & 2 in the prestigious B. Dalton Bookseller bestsellers list.




  Although she is often referred to as the �Queen of Romance�, Barbara Cartland also wrote several historical biographies, six autobiographies and numerous theatrical plays as well as books on life, love, health and cookery.  Becoming one of Britain's most popular media personalities and dressed in her trademark pink, Barbara spoke on radio and television about social and political issues, as well as making many public appearances.




  In 1991 she became a Dame of the Order of the British Empire for her contribution to literature and her work for humanitarian and charitable causes.




  Known for her glamour, style, and vitality Barbara Cartland became a legend in her own lifetime.  Best remembered for her wonderful romantic novels and loved by millions of readers worldwide, her books remain treasured for their heroic heroes, plucky heroines and traditional values.  But above all, it was Barbara Cartland’s overriding belief in the positive power of love to help, heal and improve the quality of life for everyone that made her truly unique.




   




  “We all seek Heaven and some of us are lucky enough to find it, but the only way to reach Heaven is through Love, which is the closest man can ever get to God.”




  Barbara Cartland




   




  




  CHAPTER ONE


 1908




  “Oh dear, Jasmina, I do feel so dreadful leaving you in such a fashion!”




  Margaret, the Duchess of Harley, stood at the top of the long flight of stone steps that led from the great door of Harley Court down to the wide gravel driveway that circled a vast ornate fountain.




  A brisk November wind was tearing the remaining yellow and bronze leaves from the avenue of fine oaks that bordered the drive all the way towards the great ornamental gates at the far end.




  Beyond the gates was the road that led through the woods and up into the hills towards the pass through to the town of Debbingford in the next valley.




  In the other direction the hills rose up one after the other until they reached the wild heather covered Yorkshire moors.




  The Duchess was a short plump lady wrapped in layers of heavy winter clothes and wearing a huge hat tied under her chin with a silk scarf.




  To an onlooker she appeared almost a comical little figure, looking almost as wide as she was tall.




  Now as she gazed up at the tall slender American girl standing next to her there was a worried expression on her kind face.




  “Are you sure you would not be better coming with me to London?”




  Jasmina Winfield smiled down at her distant cousin with real affection.




  “Now, Aunt Margaret, we have discussed this many times. You are greatly needed in London and as I have already seen something of that wonderful City, I am to go to my mother’s cousins at the Parsonage in Debbingford for a few weeks and experience a real English Christmas.”




  The Duchess clutched at her long floating scarf that was in danger of being blown away. She wrapped it firmly round her neck and wished not for the first time that day that Albert, her husband the Duke, was not so far away on business in Scotland.




  Their only daughter, Hope, was married to the Earl of Leyton and news had arrived the night before to Harley Grange that the infant heir to the Earldom had been born into this world three weeks early.




  The Duchess was desperate to travel to London to be at her daughter’s bedside.




  But to add to her worries she had a houseguest – an American relation, Jasmina Winfield, and she was concerned about what was to become of her.




  They had only been at home in Yorkshire for three days after a few weeks at their London house before the baby made his unexpected entrance and now her attentions were needed elsewhere.




  As a good hostess she felt dreadful, Jasmina knew no one in the area and there had been no time for introductions.




  She sighed.




  The Duchess had been hesitating on the steps for a good ten minutes now and she could see that the chauffeur was growing restless.




  The luggage had been loaded into the Rolls Royce and her cousin’s maid was standing shivering by the side of the car.




  “Aunt Margaret,” declared Jasmina firmly, placing a gentle hand under her arm and escorting her slowly down the stone steps. “It is much too cold a day for you to stand outside. If you catch a chill, you will not be able to help Hope with her darling little boy.”




  “Oh dear, oh dear, yes, well, if you are quite sure. Now, do be very careful on your journey when you leave, Jasmina. The roads are so treacherous at this time of year.”




  Jasmina smiled.




  She was from a part of America – Missouri, where the winters were always terribly hard. She was very used to low temperatures and thick snowfalls.




  By comparison Northern England in the month of November had seemed very tame.




  “I shall be most careful, do not fear. Now, off you go, Aunt Margaret. Give my love to Hope and write to me at my cousin’s address with all the news.”




  The Duchess hesitated a few seconds longer. She was still feeling uneasy.




  This young American cousin was so different from the English girls of her age.




  Jasmina was extremely independent and held some determined views. She had shocked some of the Duchess’s elderly friends with her outspoken comments about politics and how to cure poverty in the most destitute areas of big Cities.




  The Duchess sighed loudly as she took her seat in the Rolls. She was more than certain that America was a fine place, but it did seem to breed a very headstrong type of young woman!




  At long last the car drove away down the drive, the Duchess waving her handkerchief from the window until it passed out of sight.




  Jasmina looked relieved.




  She was extremely fond of the lady she called Aunt Margaret, although she was not really her aunt, of course, but a distant cousin on her father’s side.




  Jasmina was born and bred in America, but all her life she had longed to visit England. She had read every book and travel guide she could find and asked her long-suffering parents many questions about their family in that distant country.




  At long last when she reached the age of twenty-one, her father had given in to her pestering and arranged for her to cross the Atlantic to stay with his relations, the Duke and Duchess of Harley and their family.




  To Jasmina, tall and fair, with sparkling blue eyes and a determined expression, London had been everything she had ever imagined.




  She had enjoyed the shops, the ancient buildings, the parties and balls. She had loved visiting the historical places she had only read about, learning the manners and traditions of a different world.




  But it was not until she travelled up to the family’s ancestral home in Yorkshire on the edge of the moors that she felt her spirits lift with unexpected joy.




  Jasmina had never seen such beautiful countryside and she knew with all her soul that even when she returned home, part of her heart would stay here.




  Now she ran nimbly up the stone steps and into the huge echoing hall with its superb black and white marble floor and graceful Grecian statues brought back to England by one of the Duke’s ancestors.




  She would be very sad to leave Harley Grange, but was sensible enough to know it would be inadvisable to stay there on her own.




  Back home in Missouri she would not have given it another thought. But even though they were now in a new century, Jasmina was aware that many of her family’s acquaintances still adhered to the old ways of manners and decorum.




  So she would depart for the Parsonage to the other cousins who lived in the village of Debbingford twenty miles away in the next valley.




  She had assured Aunt Margaret that she would be perfectly safe travelling there on her own.




  ‘Goodness’, she thought to herself, ‘at home in Missouri most friends live more than twenty miles away and I often went to their houses just for lunch or an afternoon visit!’




  “Miss Winfield – ”




  It was Reid, the elderly butler.




  “Yes, Reid. Can I help you?”




  “Just to inform you, miss, that the horse His Grace purchased recently has just arrived. It has been stabled and cared for, but I thought it best that you knew.”




  “Oh, yes, Reid. Thank you! The Duke told me in London before he left for Scotland that this is the mount he wants me to ride while I was here at Harley Grange.




  “It is vastly annoying that the dealer has delayed in sending the animal. I am so looking forward to seeing him. I must go down to the stables. Perhaps I could take him out for just a short ride before I leave.”




  Reid’s mouth tightened.




  This young American lady was certainly pleasant, but surely she should know that it was not suitable for her to ride around the countryside on a strange horse. Well, maybe in America things were handled differently, but this was Harley Grange in England.




  “Perhaps it would not be advisable, Miss Winfield. The Head Groom is away on estate business and I believe the animal is extremely highly strung.”




  Jasmina was about to inform the butler that she had been riding since she was three and could handle any horse given her.




  But she hesitated, as she was well aware that there were differences in the way Society worked over here in England and although it was irritating, well, there was no reason to antagonise the staff.




  No, what the eye did not see, the heart would not grieve over – that was what her old Nanny would have said and at the moment Jasmina thought this was very good advice.




  She ran up to her room and began to sort out the clothes she would need for the following day.




  Because she had just had the most marvellous idea – a wonderful plan.




  She would ride the new horse across country to her cousins in Debbingford!




  She knew these cousins were not as wealthy as the Duke and Duchess and so she was not sure if they would have a mount for her. It seemed such a shame to leave the animal in the stables when he had been purchased just for her.




  The casement window now rattled violently and she hurried across to close it.




  Gazing out she could see on a far distant hill the brooding turreted outline of Somerton Castle.




  Jasmina realised that the immense Somerton estate bordered on the Duke’s land and was intrigued by the story the Duchess had told her over supper the night before.




  “Oh, my dear, it is so sad. Richard, the present Earl of Somerton, is a tragic figure. A real recluse. He sees no one!”




  Jasmina had gazed at the Duchess across the candle flames, her sapphire eyes sparkling.




  “No one at all? My word, what would he do if you called?”




  “I would be told firmly that he is not at home. My dear Albert meets him occasionally on estate business and I believe he undertakes various work for the Government so he does travel down to London. But apart from that he never appears in Society.”




  “But why? Is he perhaps – ” Jasmina hesitated, searching for the right words, “disfigured in some way?”




  “Oh, no, my dear, Richard was always the best-looking young man and even now at thirty he is most distinguished. But – ” she leant dramatically across the table – “he lost Millicent, his wife, two years ago in a tragic accident. Dreadful. She was so young, so pretty. He has never been the same since.”




  Now from her bedroom window, Jasmina gazed out at the distant castle.




  She would have loved to have met the Earl.




  He sounded such a romantic, tragic figure. Like a character in a novel.




  But now she was leaving the district, even though temporarily, so there would be no immediate opportunity for their paths to cross.




  *




  The next day dawned cold and dull and the sullen sky hung grey over the Yorkshire countryside threatening snow later in the day.




  Richard, the Earl of Somerton, sat drinking coffee in the dismal breakfast room of Somerton Castle.




  He had told his staff not to bother lighting the fire this morning, because he was going to be away from home in London for a few days.




  But now he shivered in the chilly room.




  “More coffee, my Lord?”




  His housekeeper, Mary Landrey, was at his shoulder.




  “No, thank you, Mary. And you can clear away the food as well.”




  She bit her lip as she could see that he had eaten nothing. The hot dishes of crispy bacon, succulent local sausages and scrambled egg remained untouched.




  “Shall I ask cook for more toast, my Lord? We do have some new plum preserve and – ”




  “Nothing, thank you, Mary. I shall be leaving for London within minutes. But do make sure this food does not go to waste. I am sure the staff will enjoy it.”




  She bent her head in exasperated acknowledgement and signalled to Gladys, the maid, to clear away.




  The breakfast would all go to waste. The servants would be appalled to be offered cold eggs and bacon!




  Mary watched from the door as the Earl stirred his coffee. She could tell he was in one of his black moods, those great bouts of depression that came down on him like thunder clouds.




  She sighed and twisted her hands together under her white starched apron.




  She had wanted to speak to her Master today about George Radford, but this was obviously not a good time.




  Mary was slim and dark-haired with worried grey eyes. At twenty-five years old, she was rather young for her position as housekeeper to a great castle and family, but in reality her job was very simple as the Earl no longer entertained or had visitors.




  It had all been so different some years ago, when she had been appointed lady’s maid to Millicent, the late Lady Somerton.




  Millicent had only been thirteen when her parents died in a tragic boating accident on the River Thames in London and she had been left as ward to the then Earl of Somerton.




  People had felt pity for a young girl going to live with such a brusque military man, but as it turned out he had doted on the child, giving her everything she desired and never saying no to whatever fancy she asked for.




  Then three years ago, when Millicent was sixteen, the old Earl had died and his son Richard, who had been away in India in the Army, had inherited the title.




  On his return to England, he had married the young Millicent and Mary had been promoted from parlourmaid to lady’s maid.




  It was difficult looking at the Earl’s serious dark eyes and frowning expression to recall those happier days. There had been parties, dinners, dancing and music.




  Privately Mary had never reckoned the Earl to be deeply in love with his young wife, but, like his father before him, he had indulged her every whim and that some whispered had cost her life.




  And when pretty silly Lady Somerton died in that dreadful accident, the Earl had shut up most of the castle and shunned the world.




  Mary had thought she would be out of a job, but to her great surprise the Earl had offered her the position of housekeeper.




  Why had she accepted his offer? Life at the castle was bleakly quiet these days.




  The Earl had a very uncertain temper and the black moods that descended on him made him a difficult employer.




  But if she was honest, she knew why.




  Mary had given her heart to a young local farmer, George Radford, and although he told her he could not afford to marry her, she knew she would never willingly move from Somerton to a place where she might never see George again.




  “I shall be away for two or three days in London, Mary,” the Earl said, standing up abruptly. “You can, of course, reach me at the Knightsbridge house if there are any emergencies.”




  “Yes, my Lord. Shall I ask Mills to bring the car round at once?”




  “Yes, please do so. I have told Fergus he need not accompany me and tell Mills I will drive myself.”




  Mary sighed.




  It seemed that the Earl no longer even wished for the company of his valet or chauffeur when he travelled to London.




  He was withdrawing himself more and more from the world. It was exceedingly worrying, but there was no one she could talk to about the problem.




  She made her way back along the stone passage, through the baize door that led to the kitchen and told Mills to bring the car to the castle courtyard.




  Mrs. Rush, the cook, gave her a sharpish look and poured her out a large mug of tea.
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