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  HIDING FROM THE FORTUNE-HUNTERS




  Lord Heronwood gave a deep sigh.




  “You have seen the condition of the village as you came through it. Although it is covered up at the moment, there is a great deal that must be done to this house if it is to continue to be as beautiful, as you put it, as it has been over the centuries.”




  “Just trust me, my Lord,” Colena said. “It seems an odd thing to say when we are strangers to each other, but I have a feeling that you will benefit by having us here. My father always credited me with having what the Ancient Egyptians call The Third Eye – an ability to see into the future and to be able to know what people are thinking and even see into their souls.”




  There was silence before she added,




  “Although I cannot really tell you the reason for it, I know instinctively that your luck has changed.”
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    Barbara Cartland was the most prolific bestselling author in the history of the world. She was frequently in the Guinness Book of Records for writing more books in a year than any other living author. In fact her most amazing literary feat was when her publishers asked for more Barbara Cartland romances, she doubled her output from 10 books a year to over 20 books a year, when she was 77.




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




    Her publishers finally could not keep up with this phenomenal output, so at her death she left 160 unpublished manuscripts, something again that no other author has ever achieved.




    Now the exciting news is that these 160 original unpublished Barbara Cartland books are ready for publication and they will be published by Barbaracartland.com exclusively on the internet, as the web is the best possible way to reach so many Barbara Cartland readers around the world.




    The 160 books will be published monthly and will be numbered in sequence.
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  THE LATE DAME BARBARA CARTLAND




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




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




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




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




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




  





  “Money can be a curse or a blessing in the right hands, but the real love between a man and a woman is always a blessing that can only come from God.”




  Barbara Cartland




  





  CHAPTER ONE ~ 1877




  Colena pulled off the black hat she had worn at her father’s funeral and then threw it onto a chair before she sat down in front of the mirror to tidy her hair.




  She had tried not to cry at the funeral and somehow she had succeeded.




  But now she felt tears coming into her eyes and it was difficult to see her own reflection.




  The funeral for Sir Arthur Dalton had taken place at the English Church in Paris and because they were in Paris his death had not filled the newspapers, which Colena knew it would have done in London.




  Sir Arthur had made himself one of the richest and most acclaimed men in the whole country and, because he was so shrewd as well as lucky, he had become one of the wealthiest men of the times.




  Colena knew that his death would be headlines in almost every English newspaper.




  It was because of this that she had deliberately had him buried very quickly after his death.




  Only his relatives and close friends were aware that he was no longer with them.




  It was three years ago that Sir Arthur, on one of his trips abroad from which he usually came back richer than he was already, had caught a strange and frightening fever, which developed into a disease that had affected his whole body.




  Because he had been in Paris when it had occurred, Colena had not returned to England, but stayed so that she could see her father every day and she had been told by the doctors that it was only a question of time before he was back on his feet.




  He was, in fact, only sixty-five when he died.




  It was something no one expected or anticipated.




  Colena herself had been dreadfully shocked when she had called to see her father after his afternoon rest to be told that he had died in his sleep.




  “But you were so sure,” she had said to the doctors, “that he would recover from this dreadful Oriental disease which has lingered – on and on. I did not believe – that it would kill him!”




  The tears had come into her eyes at the last words.




  One of the doctors, who was French, bent forward to put his hand on her arm.




  “You must be very brave, mademoiselle,” he said in French, “as you have been all the time that your father has been so ill. To be absolutely frank with you, none of us had the slightest idea that it would eventually kill him.”




  “You have been so kind, doctor,” Colena sighed, “but I too thought that he would soon be back to being as energetic and as clever as he has always been.”




  There was nothing more that the doctor could say.




  She had gone back to the house that her father had bought in Paris, which was just off the Champs Élysées.




  Her cousin, Elizabeth, had been waiting there for her and she knew, as soon as she saw her that something terrible had happened.




  Colena had rushed forward and thrown her arms around her cousin.




  “Papa is – dead,” she sobbed, “and they were – so sure that he would get well.”




  She was weeping copiously and there was nothing her cousin could do but hold her closely.




  “You have to be brave,” she told her, “as your dear father must have been brave when your mother died.”




  “You are the only person who I have left,” Colena wailed. “Now I feel all alone in the world and there is no point in thinking – that there is anything for me to do.”




  Elizabeth thought this to be true, but was too wise to say so. She merely comforted Colena as best she could.




  When she became calmer and stopped crying, they started to plan what they would do.




  “I don’t want to stay in Paris,” Colena said. “It will always remind me of Papa and how he enjoyed taking me to see the sights when he was not busy.”




  “You are not the only person who will miss him,” Elizabeth replied. “He is renowned for the brilliant way he has helped so many people become almost as rich as he was himself.”




  “I know that,” Colena answered, “and I know how much he will be missed in England. I would rather be at home when they will all come saying, over and over again, how wonderful he was.”




  “Then we will certainly go back,” Elizabeth assured her. “After all, the house is waiting for you and you never expected when you came away that we would be here for so long.”




  “It must be nearly two years,” Colena said. “I was seventeen when I left and had just finished my schooling.”




  Elizabeth nodded and Colena went on,




  “But, of course, I wanted to come to France with Papa. As he knew that he had a big job to do, he wanted me to be with him rather than leave me in England.”




  “And, of course, you enjoyed Paris,” Elizabeth said. “It was a year later when I came to join you. I was thrilled at the invitation, but then I never expected that it would last over two years.”




  “None of us did,” Colena replied, “but when Papa became ill there was no point in moving. So here we are now without him.”




  Tears ran down her face again.




  Her cousin held her very closely.




  “You have to be brave,” she said. “Just think how wonderful your father was and how many people will miss him. You are so lucky to be his daughter.”




  “Of course I am,” Colena agreed. “I thought that he was the most fabulous man there ever was even though I really saw very little of him.”




  “He was always so incredibly busy. And everyone wanted him because he was successful in everything he undertook.”




  Elizabeth then took Colena upstairs and insisted on her lying down.




  “If you want to cry, then you must cry,” she told her. “But you must not let everyone else see you because they will want to cry too.”




  “I think a lot of people will be missing Papa more than they realise,” Colena said. “He was so brilliant that he succeeded in everything he did and then everyone wanted to copy him or be associated with him in some way.”




  Her cousin had agreed.




  At the same time she thought that going on and on about just how marvellous Sir Arthur had been would only make Colena unhappier than she was already.




  She therefore started to pack up all the things they would take with them to London.




  Elizabeth took out her pen and drafted a letter that she thought Colena should read, before she sent it to the house in London, saying that they were returning.




  ‘The sooner we leave here,’ she thought, ‘where everything reminds Colena of her father, the better.’




  She started thinking who they had to inform of her uncle’s death, the most important naturally were the people who had looked after his money and his possessions while he had been so ill.




  Luckily, Mr. James Armstrong, the Solicitor who paid the servants and everything that was needed was due to come back to the house later that afternoon.




  When he did arrive, he was as horrified as they had been at Sir Arthur’s death.




  The man who had always seemed to him and a great number of others to be the very spirit and Master of everything around him was no longer there.




  “What we have to do now,” Mr. Armstrong said to Elizabeth when her cousin was not there, “is to make Miss Colena feel at home in London. She has not lived in the house for any length of time and therefore has very few friends in England.”




  “The family will rally round her,” Elizabeth replied.




  She was twenty-four and one of Colena’s cousins, who was not married or involved with any man when Sir Arthur had realised that he had to be in France for some considerable time.




  He had therefore asked her to be a companion to his daughter.




  Sir Arthur had been more grateful to her than she expected and she had actually given up a great deal to do as he wanted.




  She had only recently been a debutante for one year and had been a great success and she was invited to parties almost almost every night.




  However, because her uncle was so influential and admired by everyone she knew, it was a great compliment that he was offering her this position of trust.




  She had therefore accepted it without hesitation and she had thought, of course, that they would only be in Paris for three or four months at the outside.




  But, when it extended year after year, she had too kind a nature and was too fond of Colena to say goodbye and return to London alone.




  She was well rewarded by being given the most beautiful clothes that only Paris could provide.




  She had also received at birthdays and Christmas the most expensive and beautiful jewellery from the Rue de la Pays.




  At the same time she had greatly missed her friends in London and was only too well aware that she was now no longer a debutante.




  In fact, as a friend wrote to her, if she had been in London she would doubtless be married by now.




  ‘I don’t regret it in any way,’ she thought to herself as she wrote to the different people who had to learn of her uncle’s death.




  One thing that she was sure of was that Sir Arthur would be little mourned here in Paris except by those who actually did business with him, but in London there would be many people who would be distressed at losing him.




  Perhaps the Prime Minister himself and Members of the Cabinet would appreciate better than anyone that they had lost a man of outstanding merit who had helped and advised them in good times and bad.




  There was no one to take his place in London or for that matter anywhere else.




  What Elizabeth now saw as a difficulty more than anything else was that, as Colena had been at school in the country and abroad so much, she had no friends in London.




  In the holidays her father had invariably taken her either to their home in the country or on a trip to Scotland or Ireland where he would be working on business deals.




  Colena was therefore returning to London and, as her cousin saw it, with few people to welcome her and no one who had worked with her father would be likely to find a place in their busy lives for her.




  ‘Now I will have to ask someone in the family to chaperone her,’ she thought. ‘I cannot think who that could possibly be.’




  It seemed strange, but actually their family was a small one.




  Sir Arthur had been born in Scotland although his family were not Scottish.




  He had won a Scholarship to Oxford University and had emerged with such an outstanding and brilliant brain that everyone in London had held out their arms to him.




  It had never struck him that he should return back to Scotland to his own relations.




  As the years passed and he travelled all over the world growing richer and richer from every country that he visited and, being politically involved in the Empire, which was growing year by year, there had been no opportunity for him to look up his relatives.




  And, as far as Elizabeth knew, because they were her relations too, most of them were dead.




  Elizabeth’s mother had died in childbirth when she was only fifteen and her father, of whom she saw very little because he was a constant traveller, had an accident a year and a half ago.




  The carriage he had hired was overturned in a road accident and he had died shortly after receiving extremely serious injuries to his head.




  By this time, because she had been with Colena in the holidays, she had been quite happy to make her home her own and to think of herself as a part of the magnificent entourage that Sir Arthur surrounded himself with.




  What she had liked more than anything else was that he talked to her as if she was older than she actually was and she believed that she had learnt more from him than she had ever learnt at school.




  Now it seemed horrifying that she and Colena were two young people travelling on a great sea of money, but with few companions and no one to tell them exactly what they should do on their own.




  When Sir Arthur had been alive, it had always been a question of obeying him as quickly as possible.




  His endless orders came sharply almost as if he was speaking to soldiers and the two girls had hurried to obey him whatever he asked of them.




  It had all been very exciting and a different world from the one she had grown up in and it was an adventure that never ceased to surprise and entrance her.




  And she knew that Colena felt the same.




  She just could not help feeling that for a moment everything had suddenly come to an abrupt standstill, as if they were in some huge train and they had no idea how to get it moving again.




  ‘I must do my best for Colena,’ she told herself, ‘because now she is completely alone. I cannot think what we will do when we reach London.’




  Feeling that she must talk to Colena and tell her what was happening, she went along to her room only to find that she was fast asleep.




  ‘It’s the best thing that could happen,’ Elizabeth thought to herself.




  Very softly, so as not to disturb her cousin, she pulled down the blinds and left the room in darkness.




  It was actually only half an hour later that Colena, who had cried dismally before she fell asleep, awoke.




  At first she thought that it was night and then she remembered that it had been early in the afternoon when she had gone to bed.




  As she had missed her luncheon, she would be glad for a cup of tea.




  She had only partially undressed, so it did not take her long to put on her dress again without calling a maid, tidy her hair and walk downstairs.




  As she neared the drawing room, she heard a voice and then she moved quickly into the room adjoining it.




  If there were visitors and perhaps they had learnt of her father’s death and wanted to talk to her about it, it was the one thing that she wished to avoid for the present.




  But there was definitely voices next door.




  She then walked across the room to the door that communicated with the drawing room where the sound was coming from.
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