

  

     

  




Author’s Note


Geographically Mexico is a unique country. 


It boasts towering mountain ranges, broad high plateaux and jungle lowlands.


The temperatures are as varied as the scenery. Rainfall in some places is a few drops a year. In the Southern part of the country the annual precipitation can be as much as sixteen feet in the Grijalva River valley.


Mexico has had roughly twenty centuries of turmoil, invasion, occupations and revolutions. Spanish is the language now after the Spanish invasion although English is widely spoken.


In some outlying areas the ancient Indian languages are still spoken by the inhabitants.


The God Quetzalcoatl is the God of Life, the God of Rain and the God of the Morning Star and has always been of great importance with the Mexicans.


Towns were built in his honour and the Marriage Service that I describe in this novel still takes place among his followers.


Benito Juarez was born a poor Zapotec Indian who was educated in a Convent School and rose to the Supreme Court. He became President, but once lived in exile in New Orleans.


There are many monuments to him because he was a great reformer known for this personal integrity and ideals – he tried to lead his country forward to a new Nationalism.


Juarez initiated the Reform Movement, which expropriated Church properties, placed education under state control and proclaimed religious liberty. In general he separated the Church and the State.


It took years to accomplish, but because of Juarez, the convent-educated Indian intellectual, it all began. What he did accomplish was to give Mexico a sense of being a united Nation.




  Chapter One ~ 1889


“If you will not marry me, I will kill myself!”


The young man spoke dramatically and then walked across the room to stare out of the window onto bustling Fifth Avenue.


Orina Vandeholt, who was sitting on the sofa, stiffened.


“Really, Clint,” she said, “how can you talk such nonsense!”


“It’s true,” he insisted, “I have loved you for months and months. I have begged you a hundred times a day to marry me. But now I have come to the end, I can go on no longer!”


He was being so theatrical that Orina rose from the sofa.


“If you talk like this,” she scolded him, “I am going to leave you.”


“No, no, listen to me! I love you! I love you. I cannot live without you.”


She looked him up and down.


He was indeed a very presentable young man.


At the same time there was something a little unbalanced and weak about him that she disliked.


She did in point of fact dislike most men and, since they had pursued her relentlessly for the last two years, she had become more and more fastidious and difficult to please.


There was always something about men who threw their hearts at her feet that she felt was disturbing and wrong.


She could not put it exactly into words.


Yet she shrank from the way they spoke and the way they endlessly grasped at her.


She had emerged from the schoolroom having been strictly brought up by English Governesses and English Tutors in an English home.


She had known nothing about men and very little about the Social world and the way that it operated.


Her mother, Lady Muriel Loth, the daughter of the Earl of Kinloth, had been swept off her feet by an American during her first London Season.


It had never entered Lady Muriel’s father’s or mother’s heads that any daughter of theirs would consider a man who had crossed the Atlantic as a suitable husband.


In fact Dale Vandeholt had been tolerated in England simply because he was extremely rich.


And as it happened he was outstandingly intelligent as well.


He had come to England with some original ideas regarding machinery, railways and ships, which had intrigued everyone he talked to about them.


And that included members of the aristocracy and even the Prince of Wales himself.


Dale Vandeholt was an extremely good-looking and personable young man.


Yet it had never crossed the minds of the parents of marriageable daughters that he might be a suitor.


Lady Muriel had known the first time she saw him that he was different from any other man that she had ever met.


Her father had thrown a large ball for her during the previous Season when she had been presented at Court and had curtseyed formally to Queen Victoria at Buckingham Palace.


After that every London hostess sent her an invitation to their balls and she had been an outstanding success.


She was a very beautiful, quiet, gentle and amenable young lady.


It had therefore astounded the whole family when she had declared that she was going to marry Dale Vandeholt.


In fact she insisted upon doing so.


Her father had raged at her and her mother had cried. Her relatives had sneered at him and pleaded constantly with her.


Muriel, however, just persisted in her determination to marry the man she loved.


If her father continued with his violent opposition, she told him then that she would run away.


‘Running away’ in this instance was not a question of going to Gretna Green in Scotland or to a remote part of the British Isles.


It meant going across the Atlantic!


Finally the Earl of Kinloth had reluctantly capitulated.


Grudgingly and arguing with her father all the way to the Church, Lady Muriel was married at St. George’s in Hanover Square.


After the Marriage Service was over she and Dale Vandeholt left for New York and, despite everyone’s misgivings, the marriage had proved to be a blissfully happy one.


Dale Vandeholt was a far more civilised person than the English imagined that he would be.


To begin with his grandfather had been a Dutchman who had emigrated to America and his mother was a very beautiful and well-bred Hungarian.


Her father had been the Hungarian Ambassador to the United States of America and like Lady Muriel she had fallen in love and nothing could persuade her to return home to her own country.


Dale Vandeholt therefore had inherited the brains of his father and the delightful charm of his mother besides what he had learnt in the land of his birth, which was a forceful determination to succeed.


This invariably meant that he would always get his own way.


He wanted Lady Muriel and there was something inspiringly special between them that could not be translated into words.


Because he was determined to prove himself as wonderful as his wife thought him to be, Dale Vandeholt climbed so swiftly up the ladder of success that anyone watching him was left breathless.


Everything he touched seemed to turn instantly to gold.


When finally his land in Texas was found to contain virtually unlimited oil, his wife had laughed.


“Now you have everything you could possibly wish for, my darling,” she enthused, “and you really cannot ask for more.”


“Everything I have is entirely due to you,” her husband answered graciously. “You wanted me to be a great man and that is what I have tried to become.”


He kissed her and knew as he did so that there was no reason for her to answer him. She had always believed in him and it was that dedicated belief that had spurred him on from peak to peak.


Or rather, because it was America, from skyscraper to skyscraper!


Any sadness, if there was any, was because, after their first child, a daughter, was born and the doctors had then advised them strongly that Lady Muriel should not have any more children.


“Another child would kill her,” they said sternly to her husband.


Dale Vandeholt would have liked a dozen sons, but, because it was impossible, he forced himself to be content with his only child, his daughter, Orina.


Then tragedy struck.


When Orina was only ten years old, Lady Muriel died.


It was peritonitis for which there was no known cure and no operation had yet been discovered to prevent the victims from dying quickly and painfully.


Dale Vandeholt was heartbroken. 


He felt that everything he had striven for was worthless compared to the loss of his beloved wife.


It would be true to say that if he had had a choice of being penniless and having Lady Muriel with him, he would not have hesitated.


Lady Muriel’s father, who was not yet an old man, then wrote to him with a proposition.


He said in his letter,


“Without anybody to guide my granddaughter, Orina, I think it would be in the child’s best interests if you would allow her to be educated in England or at least for some months of the year.


I am sure that Muriel, if she was alive, would want her daughter to acquire the grace that is perhaps a little lacking in such a new country as yours and also that she should meet members of the family who Muriel grew up with.


They will be her friends and, of course, prospective husbands when she eventually makes her debut – ”


Dale Vandeholt knew exactly what his father-in-law was saying.


He was implying in a not very subtle manner that it would be a mistake for his daughter to marry an American and that one in the family was already quite enough.


Over the years the Earl had become reconciled to the fact that his daughter was ecstatically happy living in America.


Also every year her husband became richer and even more important in his own country.


Dale Vandeholt was very intelligent, which was rather different from being just clever.


When he thought it over, he knew the reason why he had loved his wife so deeply. It was that she was so different from the brash rather hard-voiced American women he met.


He had always found them lacking in the polish and what the Earl called ‘the grace’ that was to be found in England.


Making what was a supreme sacrifice on his part, he sent Orina to her grandfather, but only after making it crystal clear that she would spend at least two months of any year with him.


The Earl was overjoyed at this arrangement.


He missed his daughter and he was insular enough to think that, however rich she might be, she had lowered herself socially and personally by marrying an American.


Orina had indeed enjoyed living in her grandfather’s delightful ancestral home in Huntingdonshire.


It was an extremely fine house with a large estate and she quickly learnt to appreciate the many pictures on the walls. Also that all the treasures that the house contained were part of the family history.


She was astute enough to realise that the antiques that packed the drawing rooms on Fifth Avenue were slightly out of place in heavy brownstone houses. They managed somehow to appear alien to their surroundings.


She thought that they seemed to look disdainfully down on their owners because they had acquired rather than inherited them.


So she saw both sides of the Atlantic.


While she appreciated the bustle and ‘go’ of New York City and that her father always had something new and exciting to show her, she loved the peace and serenity of England especially the English countryside.


Everything seemed so well ordered and delightful, slower and calmer.


She would watch her grandmother receiving her guests for a dinner party with unhurried dignity.


It all seemed to her like the movements of a ballet.


She watched the servants at mealtimes, never making a mistake and performing their duties as if some unseen voice directed them.


The guests themselves, she noticed, behaved in a very different manner from the noise and chatter of Americans. There the conversations took place across the table more than to those on their left and right.


At the same time she thought that her father’s horses on his Ranch in Texas more spirited than those she rode in England.


However she did not tell her grandfather this, but she well knew the difference in their breeding and training.


Hers was a double-sided education, which was certainly different from any other girls of her age.


In both countries she naturally had the best of everything.


Her grandfather was a rich man, but her father insisted on paying for everything that she required.


He sent her to England with an embarrassingly large Bank Account which she could draw on whenever she pleased.


Because her grandfather had pleaded that she should have her first Season in London, she was presented at Court by her grandmother.


She was taken to ball after ball.


She sat in the Royal Enclosure at Royal Ascot Races and was undoubtedly, although it seemed somewhat unfair, the most beautiful girl of the Season.


It was, of course, not only her beauty that made her receive proposal after proposal of marriage.


The stories of her father’s fortune and the fact that she was an only child lost nothing in the telling.


Orina would have been less than human if, by the end of June, she had not gained a very good appreciation of herself.


It was then on her father’s orders that she sailed for New York.


She was attended by a chaperone, a Courier and a lady’s maid.


The very best suite in the Liner was naturally put at her disposal.


Her father met her in New York and there were as many pressmen waiting to photograph her as if she had been Royalty.


Dale Vandeholt had already arranged the most enormous ball that New York had ever seen.


He gave a dinner party for nearly three hundred people before it took place and a number of other guests came in afterwards.


Everybody present received a gift, which was made of gold and was embellished with Orina’s initials.


There were three orchestras to play for the dancers and one was the best known and most sought after in the whole of New York.


The second was a gypsy band, which had been brought in especially from Hungary for the occasion.


And the third, which played country music, came from the Vandeholt Ranch and they had been practising for a year to be good enough for this special occasion.


It was a party that was talked about in New York for a long time after the event.


It produced everything unusual that Dale Vandeholt had ever heard talked about in the past.


There was a fountain that sprayed perfume, a lake especially created in the garden on which there were Venetian gondolas.


There were midnight fireworks, which flared up into the sky. It was a more expensive and dramatic exhibition than had ever been seen before even by New York standards.


Not surprisingly Orina enjoyed herself enormously.


In the months to come she received even more proposals of marriage than she had in London.


Then with a swiftness of mind that was so like her father’s, she decided that she had had enough.


“Let’s go back to the Ranch now, Papa,” she had pleaded with him.


He laughed.


“And leave all your admirers behind?”


“They all say exactly the same thing,” Orina had replied, “and while their eyes look at me with admiration, their brain is adding up how much money you must have made last year!”


Her father had thrown up his hands.


“A cynic at eighteen? I just don’t believe it!”


“I am not cynical,” Orina asserted. “I am practical like you, Papa. It is better to face things as they are than to believe in Fairy stories.”


To her surprise he did not laugh, but looked at her seriously.


“Fairy stories do happen,” he stated quietly, “and, when I met your mother, as far as I was concerned, mine came true.”


“I know, Papa,” Orina said gently. “I can remember Mama telling me how wonderful she thought you were. The moment she saw you, her heart turned a somersault.”


She made an expressive little gesture with her hands and added,


“Unfortunately that has never happened to me.”


“It will happen,” her father tried to assure her. “I promise you it will happen to you one day and that is why I want you to promise me that you will never marry any man unless you really truly love him and be very certain that he loves you for yourself and nothing else.”


Orina nodded and her father added,


“I have always known it was a mistake that you were an only child, but, as God gave me so much in my life, I could not be greedy and ask for more. At the same time, as far as you are concerned, it is a great responsibility.”


“I know that,” Orina responded.


“It’s not only the responsibility for other people,” Dale Vandeholt went on, “it also means, my darling daughter, that, as you already know, you have to separate the wheat from the chaff and that can be a very difficult thing to do.”


Orina sighed and, when she did not speak after a moment or two, her father looked at her sharply.


“If you have discovered it already, it has not hurt you, has it?”


“No, of course not,” Orina countered quickly, rather too quickly.


She did not say anything more and Dale Vandeholt was sensible enough not to try to force her confidence.


They had gone to his ranch and he was happier than he had been at any time since his wife had died.


They rode together and talked together late into the night.


Then one evening after dinner was finished he began to tell her about his plans for the future and the different businesses that he was engaged in at present.


He was sensible and intelligent enough not to expect to do everything himself.


He had scoured the country for eager young men to appoint as his Managers and they had, he believed, the same intuitive sense of what was right and what was wrong as he himself had acquired.


He then went on to tell Orina all his secrets, night after night.


She found herself thrilled and intrigued by the huge network that he was spreading all over America.


“This is a great country as well as a new one,” her father advised her. “The opportunity for development is just waiting for able brains and able minds.”


“That is why America is lucky to have you, Papa.”


“I am very proud of what I have achieved so far,” her father answered. “Equally there is room for everybody. There is no need for anyone to envy me when they are crying out for more Americans who are not only concerned with building and developing for themselves but also for the Nation.”


He showed Orina his plans for the development of the railways, which, he explained, were still in their infancy.


He had factories making machinery of every sort in a great number of the larger Cities.


He had sent men he really trusted to Europe to spy out new ideas and new inventions.


And they were asked to bring back men who would like the chance of putting the new ideas in their brains into action.


“You are very very clever, Papa!” Orina murmured in awestruck tones.


“That is what you will have to be in the future,” her father said quietly.


She stared at him.


“Do you expect me, Papa, if anything happens to you, to carry on with all of this?”


“Of course! It’s your destiny and it is what has to be done, otherwise I shall have lived in vain.”


Orina put her arms round his neck.


“You are still a very young man, Papa,” she said soothingly. “I need not worry my head about losing you just yet. But, of course, I would like to understand more about all your businesses and investments and to do exactly what you want of me.”


Dale Vandeholt kissed her.


“It does not seem fair, my darling Orina, that you should have both beauty and brains. At the same time brains are very important where I am concerned.”


They had stayed for a while at the Ranch before he had taken her on a tour of his great possessions.


They travelled on his own railway to Chicago and to many places in the West. Then they had gone to Washington D.C. and then on to Miami in Florida.


He had taken her there particularly in order to show her some of his interests in shipbuilding and his new ultra-modern yacht, which was nearing completion.


It looked almost as big as one of the Transatlantic Liners and Dale Vandeholt was most determined to have every gadget on board that no one else had.


He also had a huge engine fitted in it that could out-speed any yacht already at sea.


Orina naturally found it all very exciting.


In point of fact far more so than dancing at a ball or attending the large Receptions that were given for her father in every City they stayed in.


The year was passing by quickly and now it was time to go back to New York.


It was then that Orina suggested again that they should go back to the Ranch in Texas.


“I do so want to ride one of your really spirited horses, Papa,” she said, “which is very different from trit-trotting in Central Park!”


Her father had laughed.


“Very well, dearest, that is what we will do, although you may find it rather cold.”


Orina smiled at this.


Her father had shown her the new central heating system that he had installed when they had last been at the Ranch and it was completely different from anything that she had seen before.


He had turned it on for her benefit and it had made the ranch house, which was a large one, unbearably hot.


She had thought then that, when winter came, although it might be cold outside, she would certainly not feel anything inside but the heat of summer.


They had gone to the Ranch and had spent a delightful Christmas there.


Her father had given her a necklace of perfect Oriental pearls besides a number of other gifts that would have been acceptable for any Queen.


Orina had been more thrilled, however, to ride the obstreperous only partially trained horses and her father had bred them from the very finest stud available in the whole country.


Their time had now nearly come to an end and they had to leave for New York the following day.


They had gone out riding together. It was very cold and there had been a sharp frost the night before.
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