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  Love Cannot Fail




  Salvia told Monsieur Girard that she was tired.


“I really have no wish to dance anymore,” she said firmly.


He paid the bill for their dinner.


Then they drove back in his carriage.


When she reached the hotel, she realised that it was not particularly late in the evening and maybe she had been rather rude.


She therefore did not over-protest when he insisted on going up to her sitting room to have, as he said, ‘a last drink.’


Lord Carville had left a bottle of white wine on the sideboard.


She poured Monsieur Girard out a glass and then said,


“Now you must let me retire to bed, as I have told you I am feeling very tired.”


He took the wine glass from her hand and put it down.


Then he said,


“That is exactly what I am thinking we should do.”


Almost before she realised what was happening, he pushed her through the door beside them.


It was open and so he realised that it led into her bedroom.
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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.
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  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.




  





   “I adore hearing other people’s stories about love.  How they fell in love, how love changed their lives and how they found each other in the most unlikely circumstances as if by chance.


But was it chance or was it destiny that was always going to happen as love is the most powerful force in the Universe and always will be?”




  Barbara Cartland




  





CHAPTER ONE ~ 1867


The Countess of Wenlock came down to breakfast rather late.


She always insisted on having breakfast downstairs rather than in her bedroom which most of her friends asked for after being out late the night before.


The Countess, however, was keen to keep herself active.  It was only when she was in London entertaining and being entertained that she found it at all difficult to get up early in the morning.


It was nearly ten o’clock. which was pretty late for her. and breakfast was ready waiting for her in the dining room.


She sat down at the table and the butler put in front of her the scrambled eggs and bacon she enjoyed so much for breakfast.


She always had them whether she was in London or in the country.


The house in London was her favourite because it was so spectacular.


It had been built nearly two hundred years ago in the middle of London opposite what was now called Hyde Park and it stood back from the road which was known as Park Lane.


It had a large garden filled with shrubs flowers and many different vegetables just as it was at their house in the country.


She noticed, however, that to the North of her there were now houses facing onto Park Lane.


She was very afraid that one day they would extend further and stand in front of the house which had been in the Wenlock family ever since it was first built at least two centuries ago.


When her husband had died two years ago and her son became the Earl in his father’s place, she was worried that he might get married and want her to leave their house in London if not the one in the country.


But Donald showed no sign of getting married.


He was merely enjoying himself speeding from one beautiful woman to another.


The Countess was very proud of her son and she was well aware that he was exceedingly good-looking with the result that women pursued him relentlessly.


For him it was inevitable that he went from one entrancing blossom to another.


Her daughter, the lovely Salvia, however, was very different.


She enjoyed the parties which, when she came to London, were waiting for her every night if she wanted to go to them.


But she really much preferred being in the country and riding the many excellent horses that her father had filled his stables with.


She had missed her father more than anyone else because he had found her so intelligent that he preferred to take her with him on his travels rather than his son.


There was only a year between them, but it always seemed to him that Salvia was the eldest simply because her intelligence and brain was much the same as his.


Before he had married he had travelled a great deal, but he found when Salvia grew older that it was easier to take her with him on his trips rather than her mother or his son.


“If I am not at home,” her mother had said to him, “you know perfectly well the garden will not be properly looked after and our many horses and dogs might easily be neglected.”


She had smiled at her husband as she added,


“Quite frankly, darling, I want to keep the house perfect for when you return from what I am grateful to say is seldom a very long voyage.”


Actually he was engaged in running messages from Queen Victoria to other countries in Europe and the Middle East.


Because he was so astute it did not take him long to deliver them and to receive an answer that usually pleased Her Majesty.


Salvia always adored travelling with her father.


Although no one ever said so, it was perhaps she who missed him more than anyone else.


It was with some reluctance that the Countess came to London after he died when she would have much rather stayed in their country house.


At the same time she loved her London home and thought it was very good for Salvia to accept the many invitations that she had received from the very moment she became a debutante.


She was very pretty as well as bright and it seemed to quite a number of people that it was extraordinary she had not already been marched up the aisle with one of the handsome and grand gentlemen who had fought to dance with her.


Salvia had received several proposals of marriage, but she had no wish to leave home.


Compared to her father she found that the majority of young gentlemen she danced with were not particularly intelligent, however flattering they might be to her.


Looking round the breakfast room now and the sun outside the windows, the Countess thought that the flowers were particularly lovely.


 ‘I do hate London when it’s cold and frosty,’ she thought to herself.  ‘But when the sun is shining, I love to be in the country.’


Then she laughed at herself for wanting too much when she already had a great deal to be thankful for.


She had just finished breakfast when Salvia came in wearing her riding clothes.


“I have just been in Rotten Row, Mama,” she began.  “You have never seen such a lot of stupid girls who want to ride because it is the vogue, but who have no idea how to handle a horse.”


“I would suppose that they were admiring Bruno,” her mother asked, knowing which horse she would have been riding this morning.


“All the men did,” Salvia replied, “but the women were so busy trying not to fall off their saddles that they had no interest in anything but themselves.”


The Countess laughed.


“You are not to be so critical, my darling, just because you ride divinely and no one could purchase better horses than your father.”


“That is true,” Salvia sighed.


She was just about to leave her mother when her brother came into the room.


“Oh, there you are, Donald,” the Countess greeted him.  “I heard that you had gone out.”


“I went out early and I have come back to tell you I am afraid, Mama, that there is very bad news.”


“Bad news?” the Countess questioned.  “Why?”


“Because you will be angry with me when I tell you and I cannot believe that it has actually happened.”


He was an extremely good-looking young man, but at twenty-five he still appeared, in some ways, more of a boy than a man.


He sat down, not at the end of the table where his father had always sat but near to his mother.


Then he said in a voice he could hardly recognise as his own,


“I really don’t know how to tell you. Mama what has occurred.”


His sister, who had been about to leave the room, came back and sat down at the other side of the table.


She did not say a single word, she only looked at her brother wondering what could have upset him so much and made him look so different from his usual happy and contended self.


There was a pause and the Countess urged him,


“Come along, darling, tell me what is wrong.  I am certain that it cannot be as bad as you are anticipating it to be.”


“It is worse,” Donald answered glumly.


There was more silence before he began,


“You will remember that I mentioned the American who was here last week, who made himself very pleasant to me.  In fact I enjoyed his company a great deal.”   


“Yes, you told me about him,” the Countess said.  “But I don’t recall meeting any of his friends.”


“I think that this was Walter’s first visit to England and he told me that his family was one of the richest in New York, but none of them had ever been on a visit to England.”


Donald was taking rather a long time over what he was saying.


Salvia was wondering if she should go and change her clothes, which she intended to do because she had an appointment later in the morning.


Then the Countess asked Donald,


“What has happened to your friend?  Has he injured himself in any way?”


There was another pause. 


And then Donald replied,


“He has gone back to America and taken all our money with him!”


There was a stunned silence and then the Countess asked him,


“What do you mean, Donald?  I don’t understand.  How could he have taken our money?”


“He told me that as he was so rich he wanted to make me rich too.  He told me that many of the things we had invested in here in England were very feeble compared to what they would pay in America for exactly the same projects.”


He stopped and Salvia prompted him,


“Go on, Donald.  What has happened?”


“I listened to everything that he told me and finally, I agreed to let him invest some of our money in New York, which he promised me would be magnified more than a thousand times.”


Again there was silence until the Countess asked,


“I suppose you have a list of what he has taken.”


“I cannot bear to tell you what has happened.” 


“But we have to know, of course we just have to know,” Salvia exclaimed at once. “After all it is our money as well and we are entitled to know exactly where it has gone.”


Donald drew in his breath.


“Very well.  Walter has left England this morning taking every penny we possess with him!”


Salvia and their mother stared at him.


“What are you saying?” the Countess quizzed him.  “How can he have taken all our money?”


“I can hardly believe that it is true,” Donald replied.  “But yesterday he asked me if he could see our books and what our money was invested in.”


He coughed before he continued,


“I showed them all to him and, as I wanted to play tennis at the Club with Horace, who was supposed to be so good, I said to Walter, ‘you can go through the books and take out the ones you think would be of interest in America and we will collect them from the Bank tomorrow’.”


Donald put his hand up to his eyes.


There was more silence and then Salvia broke it by saying,


“Well, surely he could not do much harm just by reading the books.”


“He said to me, ‘if you are going to be away long you had better let me go to the Bank and collect the shares which I just know will make you a millionaire.  As I am leaving very early you had better sign a cheque now for the amount of money you wish me to invest for you’.”


No one spoke and Donald went on,


“I told him that he could only do so after he had looked at the books, but I did think that it would be rather a rush in the morning.”


“So what did you do?” Salvia asked.


For a moment it was impossible for him to answer and then he said in a hoarse voice that did not sound like his own, 


“I signed a cheque for him.”


There was a horrified silence and then the Countess said,


“I don’t understand at all.  You signed a cheque, but was there anything wrong in that?”


“Apparently he added up everything that our money was invested in,” Donald explained, “and took all that was in the Bank. And he took the shares of every Company that Papa had invested our money in.”


“He drew it all out?” Salvia asked in amazement.


“All of it, everything that we possessed.  I signed a cheque and the Bank never queried for a moment that it might be illegal.”


”Are you saying,” the Countess then asked after a moment’s pause, “that we are left with nothing?”


“Practically nothing and the Bank says that he had forged a letter signing it with my signature, saying that he was to take from the Bank everything he asked for and his action had my complete approval.”


“How could he do such a thing?” Salvia questioned, while the Countess was silent from sheer shock.


“I am sorry, so desperately sorry,” Donald said.  “I am leaving for America immediately to catch up with him and force him to give me back at least some if not all of our money.”


“So do you mean he has stolen it for himself?” the Countess asked and her voice sounded almost strangled.


“I am afraid so, Mama, and I don’t know how I can tell you how sorry I am.  But I swear I will get at least some of it back.  In fact I have told the servants to pack my clothes and I am leaving now for Southampton to catch the first ship going to America.”


“Suppose he refuses to give you any of it back.” Salvia asked.


“Then I will go to the Police and I feel that he has no wish to attract the unfavourable publicity that such a case would mean.”


“I only hope you are right,” Salvia said.  “It seems to me just incredible that any man could behave in such an appalling manner even if he is a thief and a cad.”


“I trusted him,” Donald replied dismally, “because he was so friendly and amusing.  I liked being with him but thought what I felt about him he felt about me.”


“Instead he was stealing our all money,” Salvia said speaking softly as if to herself.


“Do you really think, darling,” the Countess said, “that you yourself can deal with this terrible man?  Would it perhaps be wiser to have the advice from a good Solicitor here in England?”


 “I think it would be a waste of time.  If he is not to spend all of our money, then I must reach him as quickly as possible. Please forgive me, Mama, as I will never forgive myself.”


He rose from the table and kissed his mother and then he hurried out of the room closing the door behind him.


Salvia looked at the Countess.


“How could this have happened?”


“I am asking the very same question,” the Countess replied.  “Does he really mean we now have no money?”


“I suppose the man managed to convince the Bank that that was our wish and they handed over everything we possessed,” Salvia answered.


Then the Countess said,


“I suppose we will have to sell my jewellery. As the pictures and the furniture from both houses are entailed, I don’t expect that Donald will be allowed to sell them even if he comes back penniless.”


Salvia did not reply and after a moment her mother went on almost as if she was speaking to herself,


“Of course, I could close this house and I suppose, if nothing else, we could sell the horses which belong to Donald now that your father is dead.”


“We are not going to sell anything at all until we are quite certain that Donald will not get our money back!” Salvia exclaimed.


“But if the money has all gone and we have nothing in the Bank,” her mother replied, “how then are we going to live?  After all the servants have to be paid.  The food we eat does not come to us for nothing.”
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