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    LOVE DRIVES IN




    “It was all my fault,” he whispered. “I'll never forgive myself – even if you can find it in your heart to forgive me.”




    “I can't,” she said huskily. “I'll never, never forget tonight.”




    Distraught, he did not know what to say. He only knew that the sight of her with her hair falling about her shoulders, tears streaming down her face, affected him as nothing ever had in his life before.




    “Dorina,” he whispered, “Dorina –”




    But her sobs did not cease, and comforting her became the most important thing in the world.




    Forgetting everything except the bewildering sensation in his heart, he reached out to put his arms round her, pulling her against him.




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    Her publishers finally could not keep up with this phenomenal output, so at her death she left 160 unpublished manuscripts, something again that no other author has ever achieved.




    Now the exciting news is that these 160 original unpublished Barbara Cartland books are ready for publication and they will be published by Barbaracartland.com exclusively on the internet, as the web is the best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




    The series is called the Pink Collection as a tribute to Barbara Cartland whose favourite colour was pink and it became very much her trademark over the years.




    The Barbara Cartland Pink Collection is published only on the internet. Log on to www.barbaracartland.com to find out how you can purchase the books monthly as they are published, and take out a subscription that will ensure that all subsequent editions are delivered to you by mail order to your home.




     




    If you do not have access to a computer you can write for information about the Pink Collection to the following address :
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    United Kingdom.




    Telephone & fax: +44 (0)20 8863 2520
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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.




   





  “Love travels at the speed of light”.





  Barbara Cartland




  CHAPTER ONE


  1895




  Dorina Radford eyed the tennis net, then concentrated on the ball as she prepared to serve.




  The mixed doubles match had been very finely balanced. The first set had gone to Dorina and her partner, Pierre Laforge. The second set had gone to their opponents.




  Now Dorina was serving for the match.




  She paused a long time, until she was sure she had the stroke exactly right.




  It might only be a private match in the grounds of the Laforge mansion, just north of Paris. Her opponents and audience might only be guests of the house party arranged by Monsieur and Madame Laforge, and her partner might only be their son.




  But none of this would deter her from giving the serve everything she had. It was Dorina's way to throw her whole self into whatever she did. Even the most inconsequential action was performed with total concentration and determination.




  It was the only way to achieve success.




  Her father had told her that, and he had every reason to know. Starting from nothing, he had created an industrial empire. Industry was booming in England, and he was one of the driving forces behind it.




  Dorina swung her arm and watched with satisfaction as the ball flew over the net and straight between the other two.




  An ace!




  “Game, set and match to Monsieur Laforge and Mademoiselle Radford.”




  Cheers and applause from the spectators. Pierre and Dorina shook hands before advancing to the net to shake hands with their opponents.




  One of the spectators regarded Dorina judiciously.




  “An excellent tennis player,” he observed. “An athlete, tall, slim, strong. In short, the new woman.”




  “Hmm!” said his companion. “To my mind, the new woman is too much like a man. Where is her femininity? Where is her grace? Where is the interest in fashion, without which no woman is truly a woman? Where is her – ?”




  His hands described a figure eight.




  “True,” his friend conceded. “She has none of these qualities.”




  They exchanged shrugs.




  “But her father is very rich,” one of them conceded.




  They nodded.




  Dorina, passing close by, saw both the shrugs and the nods, and understood them.




  She was used to being regarded as a bit of an oddity. In fact, she supposed that she was one.




  Because her father had no son he had been determined that his daughter should follow him when he retired.




  That made things far more difficult for her than they would have been to an ordinary girl.




  John Radford had become one of the wealthiest and most important men in the business and industrial world in the whole of England.




  He had, unlike many of his contemporaries, concentrated not only on England, but also on the countries abroad, to which he hoped to export the goods he made.




  Since he saw Dorina as the future of the firm, he had made her start learning foreign languages when she was ten.




  As she grew up she learned more and more, sometimes residing in England, but often travelling abroad to perfect her languages.




  She was very proud of the fact that she could speak and be understood in France, Spain, Italy, Germany and Holland.




  She knew that her father was proud of her, but she would have liked to spend more time with him. Sometimes he would come abroad to visit her, but even then his mind seemed to be on the work he had left behind at home.




  Last year, while they were together in Rome, he had said,




  “I made up my mind, when I was very young that I would not only be very rich but, if possible, the richest man in the whole country.”




  “Papa!” she had exclaimed.




  “It's no use looking shocked, my dear. In business the amount of money you make is the gauge of how successful you are. I wanted to be the richest man in England, and now I think that's what I have become.”




  “But you have nothing else in your life but your work,” she had protested. “Mama has been dead for more than ten years now, and I think you should have married again. Then you might have had a son to train up for your empire.”




  “No,” he said firmly. “That could never be. I gave my heart to your mother and she gave her heart to me. No one can ever take her place in my life, even if it was an angel from Heaven.”




  For a moment his face was sad. But then he smiled at her.




  “Besides, why should I need a son? I've got you.”




  Most men would not have regarded a daughter in such a light, and the knowledge that he valued her so highly warmed Dorina's heart.




  But soon after that, he had left her to return to London. When she protested he said,




  “No one can do what I do, as well as I do, although, in time, I'm sure you'll give me plenty of competition. Therefore you understand, my dearest, that I have to go home. I have to make the people I employ do it my way and not theirs.”




  Dorina had laughed and kissed him.




  “You are doing too much, Papa,” she had chided him. “When I finish here I'm going to learn the business so well that you can put your feet up and rest.”




  On her trips home he would take her around his factories and foundries, showing her the iron and steel works with which he created the goods that he supplied to the railways.




  He made tracks, girders, carriages and engines. From the first moment Dorina was thrilled with everything, the size, the noise, the blaze of the furnaces. It might be 'unfeminine', but there was something about this bellowing, controlled ferocity that excited her.




  She learned everything she could, and because she was truly interested she learned quickly. Her father was delighted with her progress, although he said,




  “You think you're getting to know the business now,




  but when you really concentrate you'll find out that there are a hundred more things to learn.”




  “I can't wait to start,” she had told him firmly.




  Now she was on her way home for the last time, ready to take her place beside her father, as they had both dreamed for so long.




  She had returned through Germany, Italy and France on a trip that was, in a way, her farewell to a life of leisure.




  She was entertained by the parents of girls who were more or less her own age, whose fathers had been negotiating with Mr. Radford.




  “I think you must have been not only the cleverest man in Europe,” Dorina wrote to him once, “but also the most charming, because I am overwhelmed with invitations wherever I go.”




  Her father wrote back saying he was very proud to have received letters from those who had entertained her, who said she was not only pretty and charming, but also as intelligent as they expected his daughter to be.




  And brains mattered to Papa, she knew that. So it was lucky that she had some.




  When she left here she would go first to the house her father owned in London, where he maintained his society and government connections that were sometimes useful to him. Then she would travel to their real home in Birmingham, where he had a house close to his main factories. There they would work together.




  Dear Papa, she thought. They loved each other so much, but they had been parted too often. In future everything would be different.




  Now, as she walked back from the tennis court, she found Sophie Laforge walking beside her, asking her about the gown she would wear at the ball this evening.




  “It will be a marvellous ball,” the French girl said. “Papa is celebrating his horses winning three races last month.”




  “Then I must be very smart,” Dorina replied. “To make quite certain, I plan to wear a dress I bought in Paris.”




  “Then you will certainly be smart,” Sophie said, and the two girls laughed together.




  As they went into the house, a servant appeared to say there was a gentleman from England in one of the sitting rooms who had asked to see Mademoiselle Radford.




  Dorina looked at her in surprise.




  Without saying anything to her friend, she hurried into the house.




  As soon as she opened the door to the sitting room, she recognised Mr. Johnson, her father's second in command.




  The elderly man stood up as she approached and took one of her hands in both of his.




  “I am afraid, Miss Dorina,” he said, “that I bring you bad news.”




  Dorina stared at him.




  “Papa is not well?” she questioned.




  There was a moment's pause before the man said,




  “It is with the deepest regret I have come to tell you that your father died two nights ago. He had a heart attack. There was nothing the doctors could do.”




  Dorina felt herself turn cold inside.




  For a moment it was impossible for her to answer him.




  She sat down on the sofa.




  “I am sorry to have to bring you this bad news,” Mr. Johnson said sitting down beside her. “As you can imagine we feel we have lost not only a great businessman but someone who was our friend who helped us in every possible way he could.”




  “How could Papa have died so unexpectedly?” Dorina sighed, “when I was on my way to see him?”




  “The doctors said his heart gave up because he insisted on overworking himself, as he had all his life,” Mr. Johnson replied. “If he had lived, he would have been an invalid, unable to work.”




  “He would have hated to do nothing,” Dorina said almost as if she was speaking to herself.




  “Of course he would. And now I have to tell you what he said to me only a short while ago.”




  “What is that?” Dorina asked.




  “I think he must have had some premonition of trouble, because, in a strange way, he was prepared for it.”




  “How do you mean?”




  “He sent for me, and a few of the others who held responsible positions, and told us that if anything happened to him, we must carry on with his business as he would have done himself. The person who would inherit his money and, he said very positively, his position, was to be his daughter.”




  Dorina stared at him but she did not speak.




  “We all agreed that we would support you in every way, and do our best to carry on as he would have wished.”




  “But how can I take my father's place? He was going to train me, but he never had the chance. I know nothing.”




  “But you will have all of us to help you. He never had any doubts that you could do it. If only you could have heard him talk. He was so proud of you.”




  Suddenly Dorina burst into tears. She had kept emotion at bay until then, but when Mr. Johnson spoke of her father's pride in her she could bear it no longer. She buried her face in her hands and sobbed.




  After staring at her for a shocked moment the old man put his arms about her and drew her head onto his shoulder. “There, my dear!” he said. “It's how we all feel.”




  There was the sound of the door opening, and they both looked up quickly to see their hostess standing before them.




  Mr. Johnson rose quickly.




  “Excuse me, madame. I have come from England to tell Miss Radford that her father is unwell, and she should return without delay.”




  There was an immediate flurry of sympathy and arrangements. Madame Laforge insisted that Mr. Johnson must have something to eat while Dorina's maid did her packing. He accepted gratefully.




  Dorina hurried upstairs, wondering why Mr. Johnson had pretended that her father was still alive. She had not missed the slight shake of the head that he had given her, warning her to stick to the story.




  She was too much in turmoil to feel the depth of her own grief, but she knew that soon she would have to confront it. The father she had loved despite their separations, whom she had longed to join, was gone for ever. Now the dream of working together was shattered, and she would never see his pride as she carried on his work.




  But she could not allow herself to mourn just yet. That would come later, when there was nobody to see her.




  She slipped downstairs to join Mr. Johnson, who was eating enthusiastically.




  “I have been travelling for two days,” he said. “I slipped away at once and went straight to Calais to come and find you.”




  “Why did you not tell them that Papa is dead?” she asked.




  “Because there are things we need to discuss, and decisions to make before too many people know the truth. Your father died in Birmingham which is fortunate, because in London it would have been harder to keep his death a secret. Everyone, except the medical staff, believes that he is merely unconscious.




  “By now his body will have been taken to the nearby Chapel of Rest, but the nurses will remain on duty as though he were in his own bed.”




  “But why the secrecy?”




  “Your father was so important that the vultures will start circling when news of his death gets out.”




  “Yes, I see,” Dorina murmured. “We must plan to defeat them, and not even be seen arriving in England together. You can tell people that I was too far away for you to reach me, but you have written to inform me of my father's death and I will doubtless return to England as soon as possible. But in the meantime you will carry on the business until I arrive.”




  “And then you will lead us,” he said. “As your father did.”




  “Yes, but not at once. I want to learn about business first, so for the moment I will leave it to you to carry on exactly as if Papa was still alive.”




  “But what do you plan to do in the meantime?” he asked.




  “I will tell you that on the journey home,” she said. “We should be leaving very soon.”




  Monsieur Laforge provided his own carriage to take them to Paris, and everyone turned out to wave them off, with many expressions of good will.




  They managed to secure sleeping cars on the night train from Paris to Calais. After eating dinner in the restaurant car, they retired for the night. Now that the first shock had passed, Dorina felt dragged down by grief and was unwilling to talk, or even to think any more tonight.




  When her maid had made her comfortable and bade her goodnight, Dorina sat up in bed.




  'I have simply got to make a success of this,' she told herself. 'Even though I'm quite certain the men who work for Papa will think I am too young, too pretty and too stupid to take his place.




  'Yet I am sure he will help me from Heaven, and I will use the brains he always said I had. Then I will carry on his work and his achievements will not be lost.'




  She got out of bed and went to the window, looking out at the darkened countryside that was swiftly passing by.




  She looked up at the sky.




  'Help me, Papa, help me,' she prayed. 'Wherever you are, tell me what I am to do. Oh, why couldn't you have waited just a little longer and been at home to welcome me? Already I miss you so much.'




  *




  Next morning she and Mr. Johnson ate a quick breakfast as the train covered the last miles to Calais.




  “In many ways your father succeeded by being first in whatever he undertook,” he told her. “We are making a train now that will be in advance of anything on the market. And, of course, there is his pet scheme.”




  Dorina gave a rueful smile.




  “You mean the idea of a horseless carriage? Dear Papa, he was so set on that idea. Nothing would convince him that it simply isn't possible.”




  “He always said that it was the way of the future,” said Mr. Johnson, “and that was his strength, that he could see what the future held for engineering.”




  “You don't mean that he's given his factories over to pursuing this crazy dream?” Dorina asked, startled.
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