

  

     

  




AUTHOR’S NOTE


The descriptions of the British suspicions in 1892 that the United States was attempting to draw Argentina into the orbit of American influence by an offer of one hundred million dollars is accurate.


Secret reports in the British Foreign Office show that both the French and Uruguayan Ministries were agreed that the Americans had endeavoured to buy a Naval Base either in Argentina or Uruguay.


The golden age of Anglo-Argentine relations lasted from the Boer War 1899 to the Great World Depression in 1928. During these years Britain was Argentina’s best customer and Britain occupied first place as a supplier to the Argentine market.




  CHAPTER ONE ~ 1894


“It’s no use, Mama. I cannot sew like you. I shall have to find some sort of employment.”


The woman in the bed gave a little cry.


“No, Cañuela. I cannot have you going out to work. Besides what could you do?”


Cañuela smiled.


“You forget, Mama, that I can speak Spanish, Portuguese and a little Italian. I feel quite certain that I could be a secretary to a businessman.”


Her mother gave another cry of horror.


“It’s impossible! What would your Papa have said?” 


Cañuela crossed the room to sit down on a chair beside her mother’s bed.


She put out her hand to lay it gently on the delicate white fingers on top of the sheet.


“Let’s talk about this sensibly,” she suggested in her soft voice.


“I am sure,” her mother said, “I could do at least an hour’s sewing a day.”


“You must do what the doctor told you to do,” Cañuela replied, “and that is nothing.”


Mrs. Arlington gave a deep sigh.


“Is it really impossible to manage on what we have?” she asked in a low tone.


“I am afraid so,” Cañuela answered quietly.


“It’s all my fault,” Mrs. Arlington replied. “Those medicines are so expensive and the extra food. Surely I don’t need so many eggs or so much milk?”


She sighed again.


“I cannot bear to think of you working. There are men who will notice you and you are far too lovely, my dearest.”


She spoke the truth for Cañuela was indeed arrestingly beautiful.


Her features were almost perfect. She had a straight, aristocratic little nose and a heart-shaped face, but when people first saw her they noticed only her enormous grey-green eyes.


Her hair was a strange mixture of gold with touches of red, her lashes were long and dark and her mother was well aware that wherever Cañuela went men were attracted by her.


Ever since they had come back to England, Mrs. Arlington’s health had become progressively worse.


It stemmed not only from her desperate unhappiness over the loss of her husband and the tragedy and adverse publicity that had surrounded his death. But also she and her daughter had been left with practically no money at all.


They had sold the few valuable possessions they had and for the last six months had been subsisting on what money Mrs. Arlington could earn by her exquisite embroidery.


There was a shop in Bond Street that would take as many of the embroidered satin and silk underclothes that she could make.


In fact the demand was far greater than she was able to supply.


While Cañuela could sew the seams, cut out the garments and stitch on the lace, she could not embroider in the same delicate manner as her mother.


What was more she took much longer over it and they were so behind with the orders that the shop was becoming disagreeable.


It seemed to Cañuela that the list of expensive foodstuffs and medicines that her mother required increased week by week.


At the same time Mrs. Arlington appeared to be growing weaker.


She was very thin, she coughed incessantly and there was a flush on her cheeks that looked unnatural against the whiteness of her skin.


 “Do you think,” Mrs. Arlington said hesitatingly after a moment, “that people in – England will really require secretaries who can – speak – Spanish?”


“There must be someone somewhere,” Cañuela replied. “I saw in the newspaper the other day that this country is buying more meat from Argentina than ever before.”


She made an expressive gesture before she continued, 


“That means that someone here is making contracts, someone is writing to the estancieros in Argentina and we know that most of them can only speak Spanish.”


Mrs. Arlington did not answer for a moment and then she said in a low voice,


“Your father had made such plans for you when you grew up. He always knew that you would be beautiful and he saved so that we could give you a magnificent coming-out ball, elegant gowns and the chance to meet all the eligible bachelors available.”


“Papa at least would have enjoyed the parties,” Cañuela said with a little smile.


“And you would have enjoyed them too,” her mother answered. “What woman does not wish to be admired, fêted and flattered?”


Cañuela was silent. 


Then she said without any bitterness in her voice,


“It’s no use crying over spilt milk, as my English Governess used to say.”


“Poor Miss Johnson, I wonder what happened to her?” Mrs. Arlington remarked. “But the person I often think about, Cañuela, is Maria. She was such a dear old woman and she loved us all so much.”


“She worshipped Papa,” Cañuela sighed. “I can remember now all the Italian lullabies she sang to me when I was a baby and she was still singing them when we went back to Buenos Aires.”


She saw the distress on her mother’s face and added quickly,


“We will not talk about it if you would rather not, Mama.”


“I think about it all the time,” Mrs. Arlington said, “of the last years when your Papa was doing so well, when everybody said that for his next post he would be given an Embassy in Europe – and then – ”


She stopped suddenly and closed her eyes so that her daughter would not see the tears in them.


“Then it happened!” Cañuela said in a low voice, “and, whatever anyone else may have said, you and I both know that Papa was innocent!”


“Of course he was innocent,” Mrs. Arlington exclaimed. “Do you really imagine that he would ever have done such a thing?”


She drew a deep breath and her voice was strong as she went on,


“He not only loved England he also loved Argentina. He always said that the country was in his blood and Buenos Aires meant home to him as much as London.”


“I remember Papa saying that,” Cañuela agreed. “He used to say too that when he was away from Argentina he would dream of the Rio de la Plata, the campus and the people who were so warm and friendly towards him.” 


“Until the end,” Mrs. Arlington murmured.


Cañuela rose to her feet and walked across the room. 


“I will never forgive the Argentines for the way they behaved,” she said. “I hate them! Do you hear me, Mama? I hate them! Just as I hate those so-called friends of his in the British Embassy who did not stand by him when things went wrong.”


“They could not help themselves,” Mrs. Arlington said. “Once a report had been sent to England, your father had to come home to face an enquiry.”


“And what did the Foreign Office expect to discover?” Cañuela asked.


“If only the map had not been missing,” Mrs. Arlington said beneath her breath. “That is what was so damaging. On board ship your father would walk up and down the cabin night after night saying to me, ‘where could it be? What could have happened to it?’”


There was so much distress in her mother’s voice that Cañuela went back to the bed to take both her mother’s hands in hers.


 “Don’t torture yourself, Mama. That is something we shall never know and at least Papa died a hero.”


Mrs. Arlington did not reply and both mother and daughter were thinking the same thing.


Lionel Arlington had dived overboard to save a little girl who had fallen into the sea.


He brought her safely to a boat that had been lowered from the ship to pick them up.


Then inexplicably, when he should have been helped aboard, he vanished beneath the waves and was never seen again.


He was a strong swimmer and the sea was not particularly rough.


It was a mystery that, having brought the child to safety, he should then have lost his own life, unless – he had wished to do so.


The newspapers had made the very most of it. 


The headlines screamed,


 


“DIPLOMAT UNDER SUSPICION DIES LIKE A HERO.”


“TRAITOR OR HERO?”





There had been endless articles beginning,


 


“Has there been a tragic mistake in suspecting one of our most brilliant Diplomats?”





Through the kindness of the Captain of the ship that had brought Mrs. Arlington and Cañuela back to England, they had managed to evade the hordes of reporters waiting for them on the quayside.


They slipped ashore without being noticed. 


Then they had vanished.


The Press had tried to find them but without avail.


No one suspected that the quiet Mrs. ‘Gray’, who took a bedsitting room for herself and her daughter in a cheap boarding house in Bloomsbury was the much sought after widow of the dead Diplomat who had occupied the front pages of the newspapers for nearly a week.


No one could have expected such an international storm over an attempt by the United States of America early in 1892 to draw Argentina into the orbit of North American influence.


In March of that year, the British Minister in Buenos Aires had sent a report to the Marquis of Salisbury in England ‘in the strictest confidence’.


It was rumoured, he said, that a Mr. Pitkin had made an offer to supply the Argentinian Government with silver up to the sum of one hundred million dollars.


Before a reply could be received the British Minister went on leave and left Lionel Arlington, as Chargé d’Affaires, with this problem on his hands.


He became so worried about the American-Argentinian negotiations that he sent off the longest ciphered telegram in the history of the British Embassy.


But while in London Statesmen considered the situation in Argentina, where it was impossible to keep a secret, a seething controversy arose, all the fiercer and bitter because it was unofficial.


In London The Times published a brief account of American attempts to obtain a Military base on the River Plate.


This swept aside the secrecy and caused the American Minister to issue a public statement that the assertion was untrue.


The French Minister, however, was satisfied that these discussions had taken place and both he and the Minister of Uruguay agreed that the Americans were endeavouring to buy a Naval base either from Argentina or from Uruguay.


It was at this moment that a minor official, Janson Mandel, in the British Embassy, supported by a dissident Argentinian, sent a secret and confidential report to London.


Lionel Arlington, they alleged, was personally intriguing with the Americans.


It was totally and complete untrue.


The report was activated by jealousy and a personal vendetta as the man in question had insulted Mrs. Arlington at a ball with his attentions and had been knocked down and humiliated by her husband.


The accusations might have been ignored by the Foreign Office because the spectre, so alarming to the British of an American-Argentina alliance, in fact soon disappeared and the Americans embarked on a tariff war.


This provoked the Argentine Government to lay an absolute prohibition on American petroleum, timber and machinery.


Unfortunately Lionel Arlington’s enemies, who should then have been forced to let the whole matter drop, discovered that a secret and highly important plan of the harbour defences of Buenos Aires was missing from the British Embassy.


It had last been seen in Arlington’s hands, which he freely admitted.


But, when asked to produce the map, it had apparently vanished!


In the circumstances there was nothing that the Marquis of Salisbury could do but recall Lionel Arlington to London for an enquiry into what had occurred.


No one knew who gave the story to the Argentine newspapers, but it was not difficult to guess the informer’s name.


Buenos Aires was at any time prepared to attack foreigners in their midst even though the money they invested in Argentina was of great consequence to the country.


For a few weeks another ‘get rid of the foreigners’ wave struck the City and resulted in a certain amount of violent rioting amongst the members of the Union Civica Radical.


Arlington’s name was bandied about as if he was a traitor rather than a man who had given many years of his life to diplomatic relations between his own country and Argentina.


Sensitive, highly cultured, a man of great personality and integrity, he was shattered by the mere idea that anyone could imagine he could have behaved in such a manner.


As they sailed for home, sixteen-year-old Cañuela thought that her father had become an old man overnight.


Now looking at her mother lying back against her pillows with so much of her beauty destroyed by suffering and illness, Cañuela told herself that not only had her father died at sea two years ago but a part of her mother had died aa well.


“You are going to get well, Mama,” she said suddenly. “We are not going to sit here in misery, hiding ourselves away and dying gradually of starvation. I am going to make money! Enough money at any rate for us to be comfortable.”


“I cannot allow it, Cañuela,” her mother replied. “You do not know what the world is like for someone as beautiful as you. You have always been chaperoned, as Spanish girls are chaperoned, and English ones too for that matter.”


“You are talking about aristocratic ladies who can afford to do nothing,” Cañuela answered. “We have no money, Mama, and therefore I have to make some.”


There was a sudden hard note in her voice that had not been there before.


As she spoke, she talked across the room to a mirror that stood on top of a chest of drawers.


She looked at her reflection for a moment and then she undid her hair, which had been skilfully arranged in a chignon at the back of her head.


It tumbled over her shoulders rippling like fiery gold almost to her waist.


Then she brushed it back from her oval forehead with a hard brush and, putting up her hands, twisted it into a rope, which she pinned into a bun.


She pinned it so tightly with long hairpins that there was not a ripple in the smoothness of the hair that covered the top of her head.


She opened a drawer and, feeling at the back of it, drew out a pair of tinted close-fitting spectacles that had belonged to her father.


He had worn them one summer because he had hurt his eye in a riding accident and the doctor had thought that the light was too strong for the damaged retina.


She put the spectacles on her nose.


Because they had been fashioned for a man they were very large and her small thin face seemed almost hidden behind them.


She turned around.


“Behold, Mama,” she trumpeted. “The efficient secretary!”


Mrs. Arlington stared at her daughter.


“You look terrible, Cañuela!” she said, “and those spectacles are positively disfiguring!”


“That is what I intend them to be,” Cañuela replied. “You must admit, Mama, that no man would look at me a second time.”


“It is certainly a very effective disguise,” Mrs. Arlington agreed.


Cañuela was wearing a black gown.


It was one of the very few she had. After the mourning for her father was over, she and her mother had not been able to afford to buy new clothes.


They had in their trunks the pretty gowns that they had worn in Buenos Aires, but neither of them could bear to think about the dresses, colours and the luxury that belonged to the past.


Cañuela went to the wardrobe and took a small black bonnet from the top shelf.


It was trimmed only with black ribbons and even these she pressed down so that they would not look too smart or gay. She tied it under her chin and covered the bodice of her dress with a tight black jacket that buttoned severely to the neck.


“I am going out,” she announced. “I shall be a little time, Mama, so don’t worry about me.”


“Where are you going?” Mrs. Arlington asked.


“To Brewstead’s Agency in Piccadilly,” Cañuela answered. “I remember when we were in London some years ago I went with Papa there to engage an accountant for the Embassy in Spain.”


“I remember that,” Mrs. Arlington said in a low voice. “He was a very nice young man.”


“I wish that there was someone I could leave with you, Mama.”


“I shall be all right until you come back,” Mrs. Arlington answered. “But hurry, dearest. You know that I don’t like to think of you walking about the streets by yourself.”


Cañuela gave a little laugh.


“I shall be safe enough looking like this,” she answered. “The man who followed me from the shops yesterday would not give me a second glance today!”


“A man followed you? Oh, darling, you did not tell me.”


“There was nothing he could do in broad daylight in a crowded street,” Cañuela answered.


Mrs. Arlington’s fingers trembled as she held them out towards her daughter.


“Do you really think that you are doing the right thing?” she said. “If you were in an office with a man, it would not be as safe as being in a crowded street.”


“I promise you,” Cañuela said soothingly, “I will choose my employer with great care. I will try and find someone as old as Methuselah and as rich as Croesus!”


Mrs. Arlington tried to smile but failed.


When Cañuela had gone, she felt that she should have protested more about her daughter’s impetuous action in going in search of work.


She knew despairingly, however, that the little money they had would not last much longer.


She was well aware that Cañuela was getting thinner and was depriving herself of food so that she could buy the medicines that the doctor kept prescribing despite the fact that they seemed, Mrs. Arlington thought, to do little good.


He was also expensive.


Because they were proud, they insisted on paying him after every visit.


The future seemed so dark and so hopeless that Mrs. Arlington lay back and closed her eyes.


First one tear and then another trickled down her cheeks.


“Oh, Lionel, Lionel,” she whispered to the room, “how can I go on without you?”


*


Cañuela reached Piccadilly after changing from one horse-drawn bus onto another. There were no incidents such as she usually encountered when she was out alone.


 It had been impossible for her not to be aware that her looks had an inflammable effect on men and that, while it often ensured her courtesy, assistance and politeness, it also brought her a lot of unpleasantness.


Sometimes it was clerks and racing touts who tried to get into conversation with her.


In the West End there were always top-hatted men who had the appearance of gentlemen, but who did not behave like them.


Today for the first time she passed unnoticed and she thought with delight that her disguise was proving extremely effective.


She also hoped it made her look older.


Few employers were likely to believe that a girl of eighteen was as intelligent and proficient as she was at languages.


She had been born in Argentina, which accounted for her name, for her father and mother had been holidaying in the quiet lovely village of Cañuela when she had arrived unexpectedly.


When she was five, her father had been posted to Spain and after three years in Madrid he had been offered a higher position in Lisbon.


From there they had returned to Argentina and for Cañuela, like her father, it had seemed like coming home.


Lionel Arlington had been like a boy showing her all the places he had known during his last appointment in Buenos Aires before he married.


They rode miles every morning into the fresh green empty land outside the City.


They set off at weekends when the British Embassy was closed to explore the beautiful lush sunlit country that Cañuela grew to love as much as her father did.


“I am convinced,” Lionel Arlington said once to his wife in Cañuela’s hearing, “that this is the original Garden of Eden and, if I am Adam, I could never ask for a more attractive Eve than you, my love.”


Mrs. Arlington had laughed at him, but there was an adoring expression in her eyes.


They were supremely happy together, which was fortunate because Mrs. Arlington, a daughter of Lord Merwin, to the fury of her family had run away with an unknown penniless young man in the Diplomatic Corps.


What had made her action worse was that at the time she was engaged to a Nobleman of high standing, a fiancé chosen for her by her father.


“My family will never forgive me,” Mrs. Arlington told her daughter, “not only because I married the man I loved but because I caused a scandal! In my father’s eyes to appear in the newspapers, except when one is born or dies, was an unforgivable offence.”


Cañuela remembered those words when she realised that she could not buy her mother all the luxuries necessary for her health.


She had considered the idea of approaching her grandfather, if he was still alive for help. Then she knew that not only would her mother forbid it, but he would undoubtedly refuse her request.


If he had resented the few paragraphs in the newspapers concerning the breaking off of his daughter’s engagement, what would he think of the headlines, the editorial comments and endless speculations about his son-in-law’s supposed treachery and dramatic death?


‘No, I have to look after Mama myself,’ she told herself and, reaching Brewstead’s Agency, she climbed the narrow stairs to the first floor.


Mr. Brewstead was an elderly sharp-faced man with beady eyes who gave the impression that he expected every applicant who called to tell him lies.


He looked at those who sought employment with a disdainful air that made them feel humble and subservient from the moment they entered the Agency.


Any pretentions they might have about themselves quickly crumbled as he interrogated them skilfully from long experience and was able to extract information that they had been determined not to give.


For prospective employers he had an ingratiating manner that made them declare with satisfaction, ‘Brewstead is always so obliging.’


 Cañuela waited her turn until a grey-haired man who was seeking a post as cashier had been humiliated into thinking that he was in his dotage and long past being employed.


“I’ll see what I can do,” Mr. Brewstead said disparagingly, “but it’s unlikely I’ll be able to find you anything to equal the positions you have held in the past. You can call again tomorrow.”


Dismissed with a look of something like despair in his eyes, the man turned away and Mr. Brewstead gave his attention to Cañuela.


He shrewd eyes observed the black dress. At once he was aware that the material was not of the best despite the fact that it fitted superbly.


He noted the plain bonnet and his eyes lingered on Cañuela’s glasses.


“Well?” he asked uncompromisingly.


“I am looking for a position as a secretary,” Cañuela began.


“Anything wrong with your eyes?”


“Nothing, except I prefer to wear glasses.”


Mr. Brewstead obviously tried to think of a retort for this but failed. 


He opened his ledger.


“Name?”


“Gray.”


“Age?”


“Twenty-four”


Mr. Brewstead gave her a hard glance, but made no comment.


“Address?”


Cañuela gave it slowly and it was duly written down.


“Qualifications?”


There was something in Mr. Brewstead’s voice that told Cañuela that he did not expect her to have any.


“I speak Spanish, Portuguese and Italian,” Cañuela said, “and a little French.”


She was pleased to see that Mr. Brewstead look surprised as he wrote this down without comment.


“Can you use a typewriter?”


“Yes,” Cañuela replied, “and I can also use a shorthand of my own that is quick enough to follow most people’s dictation.”


She thought as she spoke how lucky it was that her father had always used her as his unofficial secretary when he was at home.


“We don’t want the staff of the Embassy coming here at all hours,” he used to say. “Cañuela can do all I want done. I like my home to myself.”


Sometimes when he had reports to submit, he would tell the Embassy that he would not be in for two or three days and he would ride away from the City with his daughter on one of their explorations.


Cañuela would take down his reports in the evening after they had spent the day in the saddle and would spend half the night typing them out for him.


It had all been great fun and she had loved every moment of it.


Now she was glad that it gave her qualifications that even Mr. Brewstead found impressive.


“Let me see your references,” he said in a tone of one who likes to find fault.


“I am afraid that I have always worked abroad,” Cañuela replied. “It therefore will take a little time to write to my previous employers and ask them to speak on my behalf.”


Mr. Brewstead put down his pen.


“Surely,” he exclaimed, “you had the common sense to ask for written references before you left your last employment?”


“As a matter of fact I did not think it necessary,” Cañuela replied in a lofty tone. “I did not expect to have to work when I arrived in England and therefore at the time a reference did not seem necessary.”


She paused to add,


“However, if one is required I will be able to produce it, but not, of course, at a moment’s notice.”


Her explanation sounded plausible even to herself and Mr. Brewstead stared down at what he had written.


At that moment a man came into the Agency.


He was middle-aged and dressed neatly if inconspicuously.


 He walked up to the desk with an air of authority and Cañuela stood aside for him.


“Good day, Mr. Hayward,” Mr. Brewstead said effusively, “we were not expecting to see you back so soon.” 


“I am afraid,” Mr. Hayward replied, “the young man you sent us was hopeless – quite hopeless. His Spanish was slow and laboured and his Portuguese non-existent!” 


“Tut, tut. I am indeed very sorry,” Mr. Brewstead apologised. “His references were excellent.”


The middle-aged man gave a faint smile.


“The standard of Spanish that the English find adequate is useless where my employer is concerned.”


“I can only apologise,” Mr. Brewstead said, “and hope that we can find you someone else, but quite frankly, Mr. Hayward, we have no young man on our books at the moment who can speak anything but his native tongue.” 


Mr. Hayward sighed.


“I know it’s difficult,” he said. “You have done your best, but unfortunately it does not solve my particular problem.”


He turned as if to leave the office and Cañuela, who had stood to one side listening to everything he said, moved forward a step.


“I can speak Spanish and Portuguese.”


Mr. Hayward turned to look at her.


“Really!” Mr. Brewstead expostulated. “The gentleman would not consider employing a female!”


“Why should that matter if he cannot find a man to fill the position?” Cañuela asked.


Mr. Hayward was looking at her. 


Then he said,


“Are you really proficient in Spanish?”


“I can speak it as well as I can speak English,” Cañuela answered.


“And Portuguese?”


“I lived in that country for five years.”


Mr. Hayward hesitated and then he turned to Mr. Brewstead,


“It may be hopeless to make such a suggestion, but perhaps Mr. Lopez would consider this young woman.”


“Then why not take her with you?” Mr. Brewstead suggested. “The answer can only be ‘no’.”


“This is true,” Mr. Hayward said. “Will you come with me, Miss – ?”


“Gray,” Cañuela answered.


“I have a carriage outside,” Mr. Hayward said, “if you are not suitable, it can bring you back within half an hour.”


“Thank you.”


“I can only hope, Miss Gray,” Mr. Brewstead interposed sharply, “that you have told us the truth and that you speak these languages as well as you say you can. Mr. Lopez is very particular.”


“Very particular indeed!” Mr. Hayward confirmed with a sigh. “Don’t let’s waste any more time, since Mr. Lopez was extremely annoyed at finding the young man you sent was so ignorant. It has been a difficult morning, I assure you.”


“I’m sorry – I really am,” Mr. Brewstead said. “Let’s hope that Miss Gray will be able to fill the gap.”


There was something in his tone that told Cañuela that he thought it very unlikely.


He was, however, clutching at straws to save his own face.


Without saying anything more, Mr. Hayward led the way down the stairs and meekly Cañuela followed behind him.


As she went, she was wondering who Mr. Lopez might be.


It was quite a common name both in Spain and in Argentina.


There were aristocrats and beggars called ‘Lopez’ in both countries.


Whoever this Lopez might be, he obviously impressed both Mr. Hayward and Mr. Brewstead.


There was a carriage waiting in the road outside.


A footman opened the door and with an effort Mr. Hayward remembered his manners and let Cañuela step in first.


He followed her to sit beside her on the back seat holding his hat in his hand and twisting it agitatedly.


 “You are quite sure, young lady, that you can speak fluent Spanish?” he asked as the carriage started off.


“I promise you that I am bilingual,” Cañuela answered him reassuringly.


“My employer is difficult – very difficult,” Mr. Hayward said. “He wants perfection. He expects people to be quick as he is himself and he is intolerant, very intolerant indeed, of people who make mistakes.”


Cañuela thought that he sounded abominable, but she said pleasantly,


“Is your employer Spanish?”


“No, indeed. He is an Argentine,” Mr. Hayward replied.


Cañuela stiffened.


“He is Señor Ramón Mendoza de Lopez,” Mr. Hayward went on.


Cañuela drew in her breath.


Now she knew who they had been discussing. 


Ramón Mendoza de Lopez was one of the most talked about and admired men in the whole of Argentina.


He was a representative figure of the powerful elite who had emerged as the result of the rapid expansion of the economy.


Vaguely she remembered, although she had never seen him, that he was spoken of as being handsome and he was famous for his feats of gallantry and gambling. As a youth he had run through one fortune and made another.


He was an aristocrat in that his direct ancestors were Spanish and had come to South America as conquerors.


She thought that his mother had been English, but it may have been his grandmother.


She had been interested in him because her father had spoken of him so often.


She remembered that he had helped to found the Jockey Club and her father had said that he was immensely rich and one of the most able of the wealthy landowners, having an understanding of the financial and political possibilities of the country.


“One day Ramón de Lopez will be president of Argentina,” Lionel Arlington had said once.


 “Why do you think that?” Cañuela asked.


“The people want someone to worship,” her father said with a smile, “and Ramón de Lopez fulfils all their romantic dreams of what an Argentine should be.”


He was speaking half-cynically and yet Cañuela thought that he admired and perhaps envied the rather flamboyant young man who had so much wealth and everything else to his credit.


And yet, she told herself, Ramón de Lopez was, she was sure, one of the men who had hounded her father when the map of the harbour was missing.


There had been a number of them who had spoken against him, given newspaper interviews and urged the British Embassy that Lionel Arlington should be sent home.


She was almost certain that Ramón de Lopez was amongst them, but, if she did not remember, her mother would.


As a surge of hatred swept over her at what the Argentines, even those who had pretended to be friends, had done to her father, she wanted to stop the carriage and get out.


Then she told herself that perhaps it was Fate that he should come into her life at this particular moment.


Perhaps she would have a chance to avenge her father and to destroy an Argentine as he had been destroyed by them.


‘I hate them! I hate them!’ she wanted to shout aloud and realised that she was tense as the carriage drew up outside an imposing house in a street off St. James’s.


“This house belongs to the Argentine Government,” Mr. Hayward explained, “and Señor Lopez stays here when he is in London. He has a private apartment on the first floor. The offices are on the ground level and the upper floors.”


Once inside the house he led the way past a number of liveried footmen.


There was an impressive waiting room in the front part of the house which he showed Cañuela into.


“If you wait here, Miss Gray,” he said, “I will find out if Señor Lopez is in and if he will see you.”


He paused and added,


“You do understand, he may not consider even for a moment the employment of a woman?”


“I realise that I am privileged to have come as far as I have, considering the unfortunate accident of my birth!” Cañuela replied with irony.


Mr. Hayward looked at her with what she thought was an expression of dismay and then he went away.
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