

  

	

	

	

  




   




Author’s Note


If legends are to be believed, Lisbon was founded by the great God Ulysses, but it is true that the Greeks traded along the Iberian coast and the large Harbour of the River Tagus was for a long time called Olissibona, a name that is to be found on some of the earliest printed maps.


Lisbon today, with its semi-circle of seven hills sheltering the narrow flat land on the slow-flowing tidal river, is extremely beautiful.


The people are smiling and welcoming and the fish, fresh and delicious in the restaurants and the many lovely Churches have an atmosphere that speaks of the faith of its people that has remained unchanged over the centuries.


The narrow pavements in the Old City are crowded by a colourful throng of tourists, the many hawkers of lottery tickets, the blind street singer with his guitar and the fruit pedlar with his barrow.


Flowers are sold around the splashing fountains of Rossio and the smell of coffee wafts from the cafés to mingle with the sharp sultry breeze from the sea.


It is all very unlike the hustle and bustle of more modern Cities and far more attractive.


Outside Lisbon, Estoril with its Villas, expensive hotels, flowered terraces and elegant shops, has become the home of many European Monarchs and Royalty who have lost their Thrones.


But while the last King of Portugal has gone, and with him most of the Court, a small creek still bears the name the ‘Queen’s Beach’.




  Chapter One ~ 1890


The Manager stepped forward eagerly.


Down the stairs, moving with a grace that had been acclaimed all over Europe, came the Duchesse de Monreuil,


“Good morning, madame,” he greeted her in French.


She replied in Portuguese, which was his own language,


“Good morning, senhor, it is a beautiful day.” 


“Beautiful, madame,” he replied, “for the sun always shines wherever you go.”


She smiled at him and he added,


“The special carriage I have ordered will be arriving here in a few minutes and perhaps, madame, you would prefer to wait in the salon?”


“No, I will wait here,” the Duchesse replied.


As she spoke, she seated herself elegantly in an armchair in front of a writing desk.


It stood in the centre of the large Reception Hall of The Grand Hotel.


She looked very attractive as she did so, wearing a gown that had obviously come from Paris. Precious stones glittered in her small ears and on the long thin fingers of her ungloved hands.


“Tell me,” she enquired, as the Manager hovered near her, “what has been happening in Lisbon since I was last here?”


Even as she asked the question of him, she thought that it was most certainly a mistake.


How could she bear to talk about Lisbon?


The last time she had stayed in what has been called the most beautiful City in Europe she had suffered an agony of misery that she wanted so much to forget.


It had not been beautiful to her then.


Yet it seemed so ridiculous that it was thirty-two years since she had last set foot in the country of her birth.


She remembered, she felt now, every single brick and stone of the City of Lisbon.


She recalled the sunshine glittering on the sea, the beauty of the ancient buildings and the flowers which were bountiful everywhere she looked. Especially those in the sellers’ baskets around the stone fountains.


When she had arrived last night at the hotel and then smelt the familiar fragrance that was essential Lisbon, she knew that she had really made a mistake.


Her first impulse, therefore, on waking this morning was to leave immediately and return to Paris.


Yet, having forced herself to come to Portugal, now that she was here, her pride, which was very much part of her character, would not let her play the coward.


Once and for all she would lay the ghost that had haunted her for so long, a ghost that she was afraid she would carry with her to her grave.


She had tried hard to forget when she was being acclaimed lavishly in France, in Monte Carlo, in Greece, in Hungary, in Vienna and in London.


She had told herself that she would not think of him, she would not remember him and she would try and try to forget everything about him.


And yet he was always there.


If she closed her eyes, she could see his handsome face as if it was yesterday.


“Darling little Inès, I love you!” It was his deep voice echoing down the years. “You are mine, mine completely and I am the first and the only man in your life.”


Prophetic words.


So prophetic that she felt even now, when she was approaching old age, like screaming because she could not escape from him.


With an effort she brought her thoughts back from the past.


The Manager was still hovering near her chair.


“Tell me,” she asked him, “now that the Marques Juan de Oliveira Vasconles has died, who is living in the Palace da Azul?”


“His son, madame, the Marques Alvaro now lives there.”


“His son!” the Duchesse repeated the words beneath her breath. “I did not know he had a son.”


“Si, si, madame, the Marques Alvaro is very much like his father. Very handsome, very charming and, let me see, he must be over thirty by now.”


“I had no idea,” the Duchesse remarked in a faint voice.


“Madame must have met the Marques Juan when you were last here?”


For a moment the Duchesse closed her eyes.


Then she said in a voice that did not sound at all like her own,


“Yes – I met him.”


“You will recollect, madame, how magnificent the Marques looked when riding one of his superb horses.”


“And the new Marques – his son?”


“He looks just like his father and as a rider is admired by every young man in the whole country while his horses win all our most important Classic races.”


The Manager smiled before he added,


“We are indeed very proud of the Marques Alvaro, just as we were very respectful of his father.”


Again the Duchesse closed her eyes.


She could see the Marques as the Manager had described him, riding towards her on a huge black stallion.


The moment she had seen him it was as if he had just stepped down from the mountains that the simple people still believed were the habitation of the Gods.


He was certainly God-like to her, God-like from the moment she first saw him and when he swept her into his arms and proclaimed that she was his, how could any girl, innocent and unsophisticated, have resisted the Marques Juan?


“Perhaps Madame will drive out and see The Palace,” the Manager was suggesting. “It is even more impressive than it has been in the past. The new Marques has spent a great deal of money on it and the gardens are unique in their beauty.”


The Duchesse drew in her breath.


How could she ever forget those gardens with the stone fountains throwing their water, iridescent in the sunshine, up towards the sky?


She particularly remembered the scent of lilac, white and pink.


They looked, Juan had told her, as if the Gods had made them especially as a background for her beauty.


There had been Japanese bridges, rock gardens, summerhouses and grottos.


And he had kissed her in each and every one of them.


They had wandered in the bright sunshine into the hothouses and he had then picked her orchids from his fabulous collection from all over the world.


He had said, as he so often did, that they were not as beautiful as she was.


Yes, she certainly remembered the Palace da Azul with its Gothic turrets, Arab minarets, Renaissance cupolas and gazebos.


She had called it a Fairy Palace.


And how could Juan be anything but a Fairytale Prince?


Never, never would she forget the hot summers when they had been together.


Only when his family came to stay with him and he filled The Palace with aristocratic guests for the races was she banished to the house a little way down the hill.


There she was looked after by a number of kind elderly servants until she could be with Juan again.


It had been a glorious dream.


Like a child she had never envisaged that the day would come when she would ever wake up to reality.


Juan had taken her to Paris. He had bought her wonderful clothes and jewels that she had never thought to own in her wildest dreams.


She had gloried in them because they made her more beautiful for him.


They had visited other countries in his yacht, but looking back now, the Duchesse could remember very little about them.


All she could recall was Juan’s lips on hers, Juan’s arms around her body and the ecstasy and rapture when he made her his.


“Yes, madame, you will certainly enjoy seeing the Palace da Azul,” the Manager then continued. “We have been laughing among ourselves and saying it might have been built for our King, but there is still a King in residence, for how could the Marques Alvaro be anything else?”


The Duchesse was wondering how she could possibly endure this talk of the Palace da Azul. any longer.


Then there was an unexpected interruption.


A girl came to the side of the Manager and in a low pleading voice the Duchesse heard her saying,


“Please, senhor, please, please let me show my needlework to the ladies staying here at your hotel.”


The Manager made a gesture with his right hand as if he would brush her away.


But the girl interposed.


“I beg of you, senhor, to help me, as you have sometimes done before. I am starving and I have no money to buy any more material for my work.”


The Manager parted his lips as if he was determined to be rid of her, but then he found it difficult to refuse the pleading in the girl’s eyes.


He obviously recognised the desperate note in her soft educated voice.


On an impulse, because he was a kindly man, the Manager turned to the Duchesse,


“I wonder, madame, if you would care to look at the very beautiful needlework that this young woman brings here from time to time. It is, I assure you, of the very highest quality and not easily obtainable elsewhere in the City.”


The Duchesse, deep in her thoughts, was about to reply that she was not interested.


Then she looked at the girl standing a little distance away and realised that she was very beautiful, so beautiful in fact that it passed through her mind that it might have been herself thirty years ago when Juan first saw her.


For a long moment she thought that by some unaccountable magic she was looking at her own face.


Then she realised that, although the girl was surely beautiful, she was different from any Portuguese she had ever seen before.


While she had dark hair that was so like the pictures of the Madonna in the Cathedral, incredibly her eyes were blue.


For a second the Duchesse thought she must be mistaken, but, though her eyelashes were dark, her eyes were unmistakably blue. It was the deep blue of the Mediterranean.


She had a small oval face and a little straight nose.


Looking at her the Duchesse saw that she was undoubtedly speaking the truth when she had said that she was starving.


There was no mistaking that the sharpness of her chin was unnatural and the bones stood out in her wrists above the hand that held the parcel of needlework and it was trembling.


“Let me see what you have to sell,” she suggested.


The Manager moved to one side and the girl came forward and, going down on her knees at the Duchesse’s feet, pulled off the wrapping of her parcel, which was a piece of grey cloth.


Underneath was a nightgown made of silk and appliquéd with ecru lace.


One glance told the Duchesse that her work was exceptional, indeed so exceptional that she asked her sharply,


“Is this entirely your own work?”


“I was taught at the Convent, Donna,” the girl replied, “and the nuns there are noted for their needlework.”


“It is certainly very beautifully done,” the Duchesse said. “I will buy it from you and any other garments you have completed.”


The girl gave a little cry and tears came into her eyes.


“Thank you – thank you – you have saved me! I thought when I came – here that this was my – last chance of living.”


“Just how can you think of dying when you are so young and beautiful?” the Duchesse asked.


As she spoke, she remembered the agony and the misery when she had been determined to die. In a very different way she had been saved at the last moment.


“Life is precious,” she now said aloud.


She thought as she spoke that she was being hypocritical. Life had not seemed precious to her when she was this child’s age.


In fact death would have been infinitely preferable to living without Juan and so without love, she surmised.


“I have two other – garments at – home,” the girl said. “May I fetch them for – you, Donna?”


The eagerness in her voice made the Duchesse smile. How easy it was to be kind when one could afford it! 


“Excuse me, madame,” the Manager intervened in their conversation, “but your carriage is at the door.”


The Duchesse rose slowly to her feet.


“See that what this young woman has to sell me is taken up to my suite,” she said, “and pay her what she is asking.”


She heard the girl draw in a deep breath.


Then the Duchesse changed her mind.


“Come with me,” she now said. “I will take you to your home and then you can show me what else you have made.”


“That is so very gracious of you, madame,” the Manager said, “and I can assure you that this young woman is completely trustworthy.”


“That is what I thought,” the Duchesse replied.


She moved across the hall and the Manager hurried ahead to open the outer door for her.


The girl followed and she was wondering if the Duchesse really intended her to travel in her carriage or perhaps she had misunderstood what the lady had said.


The carriage was an open one and the horses looked fat and well fed.


There was a smart coachman and a footman on the box.


A porter, wearing the livery of The Grand Hotel, opened the carriage door and helped the Duchesse inside.


She seated herself on the back seat and he covered her knees with a light rug.


Then, as the girl hesitated, the Manager said sharply,


“Go on, girl, get in and sit opposite Madame!”


She obeyed instantly him, looking small and rather frightened as she did so.


“Do you really intend, madame,” the Manager asked, “to take this young woman to her home?”


The way he spoke told the Duchesse that he was anxious in case it was in an unpleasant part of the City which would offend her.


“That is what I said I would do,” she replied.


She turned to the girl.


“Where do you live, child?”


The girl gave an address which the Manager knew was in a poor but respectable area close to the sea.


He repeated what he had heard to the porter, who then informed the coachman.


The carriage started off briskly.


The Duchesse did not speak.


After a few moments the girl sitting opposite to her began tentatively, addressing her as the Manager had done,


“You are – very – kind, madame.”


“What is your name?”


“Felicita Galvão, madame.”


“And you live with your parents?”


There was a little pause before the girl replied,


“My father – died last year – and my mother two – months ago.”


The pain in her voice was unmistakable and the Duchesse quizzed her,


“Then who are you living with?”


“The lodging housekeeper, where my mother and I spent the last six months of her life has been very kind to me, but I owe her for – two month’s rent and the – food she has let me have.”


The Duchesse did not speak and Felicita went on, 


“She is very poor – and if you had not – helped me today, I could not have – continued to impose upon her.”


“And now, when I have paid you, what will you do?” the Duchesse asked her.


“Go on working, madame, and pray when I have finished – what I have made – God will help me – as He has done today.”


“It does not sound a very secure way of living.”


The girl made a helpless little gesture with her hands. She said without words that there was nothing else she could do.


Looking at her, the Duchesse thought again how lovely she was


“How old are you?” she then enquired.


“Eighteen, madame.”


It was a coincidence.


Felicita was the same age, the Duchesse reflected with interest, as she had been when she had first seen Juan.


It had been exactly three days after her eighteenth birthday and she had walked along the beach alone, which she had been strictly forbidden to do.


But there was no one to accompany her at that moment and she needed the exercise.


She had her dog with her and thought that he was more of a protection than their two old servants who disliked moving from the comfort and warmth of the kitchen and, moreover, when her mother and father were away, they considered themselves off duty.


It was a lovely sunny day with a touch of wind in the air and she had run breathlessly over the sands.


And then because no one was with her, she had taken off her shoes and stockings so that she could paddle in the water.


She threw a stick for her dog into the waves and he then swam out and brought it back wagging his tail.


She was laughing at him, her dark hair curling riotously round her forehead and, because she had been running, her bonnet had fallen down her back and was hanging by its ribbons.


She picked up the stick and then threw it again as far as she could out to sea. Barking excitedly her dog dashed after it through the waves.


It was then that she became aware that a man had pulled in his horse behind her on the sands.


She turned round and thought at once that he must be an apparition from another world.


No human man could look so exciting, so majestic or so overwhelmingly handsome.


She stared at him and for some unknown reason she had been unable to look away.


The man rode his horse a little nearer to her so that he could ask in his deep compelling voice that was somehow magnetic,


“Please tell me what is your name?”


“Inès.”


“A very pretty name for a very lovely person!”


She had blushed like a pretty rose in the gardens.


She was suddenly aware of her windswept hair, her bare feet and that she was holding her skirts with one hand so that they should not get wet.


“I was playing with my dog,” she said unnecessarily.


“So I see and he is surely very lucky in his choice of a Mistress.”


That was the beginning.


Inès had next walked with him over the sand and they had sat talking on a grass-covered hillock.


The Marques had asked her about herself and she told him that her parents were away because her father was seeing a firm in Oporto. He wanted to design the new buildings that they were erecting in the centre of the town.


“Your father is an architect?” the Marques questioned.


“He has designed several buildings in Lisbon and Oporto, but at the moment things are difficult, as I expect you would know. People do have not the money for the sort of buildings that my Papa likes creating.”


The Marques had seemed interested in her father’s expertise, at least she thought so.


Then they talked about themselves.


Somehow, although she knew that it was something she should not do, she agreed to dine with him later that evening.


It was a candlelit meal of sheer enchantment.


When the Marques drove her home in his luxurious carriage, he kissed her.


She had known incredibly there and then that she was very much in love with the most fascinating and enthralling man she had ever imagined.


Fascinating was the right word, the Duchesse had thought to herself.


No one, unless they were made of stone, could have resisted Juan.


“We are here, madame, Felicita said a little nervously.


She broke a silence that had continued for what seemed a long time.


“Yes, of course,” the Duchesse nodded. “Now, you go and fetch the work you promised to show me. I will wait for you.”


Felicita smiled and it made her look even lovelier than she had before.


“I am half-afraid madame, that you will – vanish like – Cinderella’s coach and her – Fairy Godmother!”


“I promise I will not,” the Duchesse replied rather sternly.


The footman opened the carriage door and Felicita seemed to fly out of it almost as if she had wings.


The Duchesse could sense her excitement as she ran up the narrow stairs and the sound of her footsteps came vibrating back through the open door.


Felicita obviously felt as she had felt when she had run home the afternoon when she had met the Marques.


She turned everything out in her bedroom to find a gown that she would look lovely in for him when they dined.


‘Juan! Juan! Why did this girl, like Lisbon itself, bring you back quite so vividly?’ she murmured to herself. 


It was almost as if he was right sitting beside her.


Then she remembered the agony, five years later, when he had told her that he was to be married.


She recalled how she had woken that morning, thrilled and excited because today he was returning from England.


He had gone to attend the Race Meting at Royal Ascot and he had entered his best and most superb horse for the Gold Cup.


She had prayed, as he had asked her to do, that his glorious stallion would win the most prestigious race of the English Classics.


She had also prayed that he would not be away for very long and, when he had returned, they would be as happy as they had been before he left.


She was waiting for him in the attractive house he had bought for her on the outskirts of Estoril. He had thought that the house near The Palace was just too small for the times when he wished to stay with her.


Moreover they had both found it a considerable inconvenience when she had to move in and out from The Palace when he was obliged to entertain a constant stream of visitors.


Instead she now had a comparatively large and comfortable house with four servants to wait on her.


Her garden was almost as delightful as the one at The Palace.


Before Juan had taken her away from her home, he had been most generous to her father. 


He employed him as a special architect on his several estates in Portugal.


Therefore at first her parents had to close their eyes to just what was happening to their daughter.


They had been shocked and horrified when Inès had been determined to leave them. And yet there was nothing they could do but accept the inevitable.


Her mother had cried. At the same time Inès had been aware that they were impressed and even overawed by the Marques.


They did not feel that it was such a terrible disaster as they would have done had it been any other man.


While she lived with the Marques ‘in sin’, to her he had always been her husband and the man she belonged to.


That he was returning home made her feel as excited as she had been the very first time he had become her lover.


‘Tonight,’ she had told herself as she dressed, ‘I shall be in his arms and I shall tell him how much I love him and how empty the days have been whilst we were apart.’


‘I love him!’ she had said every day to the sunshine and the waves beating on the shore.


“I love him!” she had exclaimed as she walked in the garden.


She picked roses that would scent the drawing room and their bedroom.


She so wanted everything to be beautiful as a perfect background for their love.


He had returned, as she had expected, at about six o’clock in the afternoon.


When he came in through the drawing room door, she stood still for a moment.


She was staring at him intently because he was so handsome and because she loved him so overwhelmingly.


Then she flew into his arms quicker than she could move her feet.


“Juan!”


Her voice seemed strangled in her throat by her excitement and the rapid pounding in her heart.


His arms went round her, but, as he kissed her, she just knew that something was wrong.


It was not that his lips did not give her the ecstasy which she always experienced when he kissed her.


It was just that she knew the fiery insistence that she was so familiar with was no longer there.


“Darling, you are back!” she cried.


It was a paean of thankfulness because she felt that she had waited for too long without him.


But, as she looked up at his eyes, she asked him and her voice was frightened,


“W-what – is wrong?”


He took his arms from her and walked towards the mantelpiece.


He stood with his back to the fireplace in a position that she knew all so well.
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