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"Lives of great nmen all remnd us W can nake our |ives
sublinme, And, departing, |eave behind us Footprints on the
sands of tine."

- HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW
A Psal mof Life

"The dead do not need to rise."

"They are a part of the earth now and the earth can never

be conquered for the earth endures forever, it will outlive
all systens of tyranny. Those who have entered it honorably,
and no nen entered earth nore honorably than those who died
I n Spain, have already achieved imortality."

—ERNEST HEM NGWAY

AUTHOR S NOTE
This is a work of fiction. And yet...

The ronmantic | and of flanenco and Don Qui xote and
exotic-1ooking senoritas with tortoi seshell conbs in their
hair is also the I and of Torquenmada, the Spanish Inquisition,
and one of the bloodiest civil wars in history. Mre than
half a mllion people lost their lives in the battles for



power between the Republicans and the rebel Nationalists in
Spain. In 1936, between February and June, 269 political
nurders were commtted, and the Nationalists executed
Republicans at the rate of a thousand a nonth, with no
nmourni ng permtted. One hundred sixty churches were burned to
t he ground, and nuns were renoved forcibly fromconvents, "as
t hough,"” wote Due de Saint-Sinon of an earlier conflict

bet ween t he Spani sh governnent and the Church, "they were
whores in a bawdy house."

Newspaper offices were sacked and strikes and riots were
endem ¢ t hroughout the land. The G vil War ended in a victory
for the Nationalists under Franco, and follow ng his death,
Spai n becanme a nonar chy.

The Cvil War, which lasted from 1936 to 1939, may be
officially over, but the two Spains that fought it have never
been reconcil ed. Today another war continues to rage in
Spain, the guerrilla war fought by the Basques to regain the
aut onony they had won under the Republic and | ost under the
Franco regine. The war is being fought with bonbs, bank
robberies to finance the bonbs, assassinations, and riots.

When a nenber of ETA, a Basque guerrilla underground

group, died in a Madrid hospital after being tortured by the
police, the nationwide riots that followed led to the
resignation of the director general of Spain's police force,
five security chiefs, and two hundred senior police officers.

In 1986, in Barcel ona, the Basques publicly burned the
Spani sh flag, and in Panpl ona thousands fled in fear, when
Basque Nationalists clashed with police in a series of
mutinies that eventually spread across Spain and threatened
the stability of the governnent. The paramlitary police
retaliated by going on a ranpage, firing at random at hones
and shops of the Basques. The terrorismthat goes on is nore
vi ol ent than ever.

This is a work of fiction. And yet...

CHAPTER ONE



Panpl ona, Spain

If the plan goes wong, we will all die. He went over it
again in his mnd for the last tinme, probing, testing,
searching for flaws. He could find none. The plan was dari ng,
and it called for careful, split-second timng. If it worked,
It would be a spectacular feat, worthy of the great El G d.
If it failed...

Vell, the tinme for worrying is past, Jaine Mro thought
phil osophically. It's time for action.

Jaime Mrd6 was a | egend, a hero to the Basque people and
anat hema to the Spani sh governnent. He was six feet tall,
with a strong, intelligent face, a muscul ar body, and
broodi ng dark eyes. Wtnesses tended to descri be him as
taller than he was, darker than he was, fiercer than he was.
He was a conplex man, a realist who understood the enornous
odds against him a romantic ready to die for what he
bel i eved in.

Panpl ona was a town gone nad. It was the final norning of

the running of the bulls, the Fiesta de San Fermn, the
annual celebration held fromJuly 7 to July 14. Thirty

t housand visitors had swarnmed into the city fromall over the
worl d. Sonme had cone nerely to watch the dangerous

bul | -runni ng spectacle, others to prove their nanhood by
taking part init, running in front of the chargi ng beasts.
Al'l the hotel roons had | ong since been reserved, and

uni versity students from Navarre had bedded down in doorways,
bank | obbi es, autonobiles, the public square, and even the
streets and sidewal ks of the town.

The tourists packed the cafes and hotels, watching the

noi sy, colorful parades of papier-mche gi gantes, and
listening to the nusic of the marchi ng bands. Menbers of the
parade wore violet cloaks, wth hoods of either green,

garnet, or gold. Flowi ng through the streets, the processions
| ooked like rivers of rainbows. Exploding firecrackers
runni ng al ong the poles and wires of the trammays added to

t he noi se and general confusion.

The crowd had cone to attend the evening bullfights, but



t he nost spectacul ar event was the encierro—the early-norning
running of the bulls that would fight later in the day.

The previous night, at ten mnutes before mdnight in the
darkened streets of the |ower part of town, the bulls had
been driven fromthe corral es de gas, the reception pens, to
run across the river over a bridge to the corral at the
bottom of Calle Santo Dom ngo, where they were kept for the
night. On this norning they would be turned | oose to run

al ong the narrow Cal l e Santo Dom ngo, penned in the street by
wooden barricades at each corner. \Wen they reached the end
of the street they would run into the corrals at the Plaza de
Hem ngway, where they would be held until the afternoon
bul I fight.

From m dni ght until six AM , the visitors stayed awake,
drinking and singing and maki ng | ove, too excited to sl eep.
Those who woul d be participating in the running of the bulls
wore the red scarves of San Fermn around their throats.

At a quarter to six in the norning, bands started to
circulate through the streets, playing the stirring nusic of
Navarre. At seven 0'clock sharp, a rocket flewinto the air
to signal that the gates of the corral had been opened. The
crowmd was filled with feverish anticipation. Mnents |ater a
second rocket went up to warn the town that the bulls were
runni ng.

What foll owed was an unforgettabl e spectacle. First cane

the sound. It started as a faint, distant ripple on the w nd,
al nost inperceptible, and then it grew | ouder and | ouder
until it becane an expl osi on of poundi ng hooves, and suddenly
bursting into view appeared six oxen and six enornous bulls.
Each wei ghing fifteen hundred pounds, they charged down the
Call e Santo Dom ngo |i ke deadly express trains. Inside the
wooden barricades that had been placed at each intersecting
street corner were hundreds of eager, nervous young nen who

I ntended to prove their bravery by facing the naddened

ani mal s.

The bulls raced down fromthe far end of the street, past

the Calle Estrafeta and the Calle de Javier, past farnmacias
and clothing stores and fruit markets, toward the Pl aza de
Hem ngway, and there were cries of "Ae" fromthe frenzied



crowmd. As the animls charged nearer, there was a mad
scranble to escape the sharp horns and | ethal hooves. The
sudden reality of approachi ng death made sone of the
participants ran for the safety of doorways and fire escapes.
These nmen were taunted by shouts of "Cobardon!"—oward. The
few who stunbled and fell in the path of the bulls were

qui ckly hauled to safety.

A small boy and his grandfather were standi ng behind the
barri cades, both breathless with the excitenment of the
spectacle taking place only a few feet fromthem

"Look at them " the old man exclainmed. "Magnifico!"

The little boy shuddered. "Tengo m edo, Abuelo. |I'm
afraid.”

The old man put his armaround the boy. "Si, Manolo. It is
frightening. But wonderful, too. | once ran with the bulls.
There's nothing like it. You test yourself against death, and
it makes you feel |like a man."

As a rule, it took two mnutes for the aninmals to gall op

the nine hundred yards along the Calle Santo Dom ngo to the
arena, and the nonent the bulls were safely in the corral, a
third rocket was sent into the air. On this day, the third
rocket did not go off, for an incident occurred that had
never before happened in Panplona's four-hundred-year history
of the running of the bulls.

As the animals raced down the narrow street, half a dozen
men dressed in the colorful costunes of the feria shifted the
wooden barri cades, and the bulls found thensel ves forced off
the restricted street and turned | oose into the heart of the
city. What had a nonent before been a happy cel ebration
instantly turned into a nightmare. The frenzi ed beasts
charged into the stunned onl ookers. The young boy and his
grandf at her were anong the first to die, knocked down and
tranpled by the charging bulls. Vicious horns sliced into a
baby carriage, killing an infant and sending its nother down
to the ground to be crushed. Death was in the air everywhere.
The animal s crashed into hel pl ess bystanders, knocking down
wonen and children, plunging their long, deadly horns into
pedestrians, food stands, statues, sweeping aside everything



unl ucky enough to be in their path. People screaned in
terror, desperately fighting to get out of the way of the
| et hal behenot hs.

A bright red truck suddenly appeared in the path of the
bulls, and they turned and charged toward it, down the Calle
de Estrella, the street that led to the carcel Panpl ona's
prison

The carcel is a forbidding-looking two-story stone

building with heavily barred wi ndows. There are turrets at
each of its four corners, and the red-and-yell ow Spanish fl ag
flies over its door. A stone gate leads to a small courtyard.
The second floor of the building consists of a row of cells

t hat hol ds prisoners condemed to die.

I nside the prison, a heavy set guard in the uniformof the
Policiia Armada was | eading a priest garbed in plain black
robes al ong the second-floor corridor. The policenan carried
a submachi ne gun.

Noting the questioning look in the priest's eye at the

si ght of the weapon, the guard said, "One can't be too
careful here, Father. W have the scumof the earth on this
floor."

The guard directed the priest to wal k through a netal
detector very nuch |ike those used at airports.

“I"'msorry, Father, but the rules—=

"OF course, ny son."

As the priest passed through the security portal, a
shrieking siren cut through the corridor. The guard

i nstinctively tightened his grip on his weapon.

The priest turned and sm | ed back at the guard.

"My mstake," he said as he renoved a heavy netal cross



that hung fromhis neck on a silver chain and handed it to
the guard. This tinme as he passed through, the machi ne was
silent. The guard handed the cross back to the priest and the
two continued their journey deeper into the bowels of the
prison.

The stench in the corridor near the cells was
over poweri ng.

The guard was in a philosophical nobod. "You know, you're
wasting your tine here, Father. These animls have no souls
to save.”

"Still, we nmust try, ny son.”

The guard shook his head. "I tell you, the gates of hel
are waiting to wel conme both of them™

The priest |ooked at the guard in surprise. "Both of thenf
| was told there were three who needed confession."”

The guard shrugged. "W saved you sone tine. Zanora died in
the infirmary this norning. Heart attack."

The nmen had reached the two farthest cells.

"Here we are, Father."

The guard unl ocked a door and stepped cautiously back as
the priest entered the cell. The guard then | ocked the door

and stood in the corridor, alert for any sign of trouble.

The priest went to the figure lying on the dirty prison
cot. "Your nane, ny son?"

"Ri cardo Mel | ado. ™

The priest stared down at him It was difficult to tel

what the man | ooked |like. His face was swollen and raw. Hi s
eyes were al nost shut. Through thick |ips the prisoner said,
“I" mglad you were able to cone, Father."

The priest replied, "Your salvation is the Church's duty,
ny son."



"They are going to hang ne this norning?"

The priest patted his shoul der gently. "You have been
sentenced to die by the garrote.™

Ri cardo Mellado stared up at him "No!"

"“I"'msorry. The orders were given by the prime mnister
hi nsel f. "

The priest then placed his hand on the prisoner's head and

I ntoned: "Di ne tus pecados .."

Ri cardo Mellado said, "I have sinned greatly in thought,
word, and deed, and | repent all ny sins with all ny heart."”

"Ruego a nuestro Padre celestial par |la salvation de tu
alma. En el nonbre del Padre, del Hjo y del Espiritu Santo

The guard listening outside the cell thought to hinself:
What a stupid waste of tine. God will spit in that one's eye.

The priest was finished. "Adios, ny son. May God receive
your soul in peace."

The priest noved over to the cell door and the guard

unl ocked it, then stepped back, keeping his gun ained at the
pri soner. Wen the door was | ocked again, the guard noved to
the adjoining cell and opened the door.

"He's all yours, Father."

The priest stepped into the second cell. The nman inside

had al so been badly beaten. The priest |ooked at hima | ong
nonment. "What is your nanme, ny son?"

"Felix Carpio." He was a husky, bearded man with a fresh,
livid scar on his cheek that the beard failed to conceal.
“I"'mnot afraid to die, Father."

"That is well, ny son. In the end none of us is spared.”



As the priest listened to Carpio's confession, waves of

di stant sound, at first nuffled, then grow ng |ouder, began
to reverberate through the building. It was the thunder of
poundi ng hooves and the screans of the running nob. The guard
| i stened, startled. The sounds were rapidly noving closer.

"You'd better hurry, Father. Sonething peculiar is
happeni ng out si de. "

"I'"'mfinished."

The guard qui ckly unl ocked the cell door. The priest

stepped out into the corridor and the guard | ocked the door
behind him There was the sound of a |loud crash fromthe
front of the prison. The guard turned to peer out the narrow,
barred w ndow.

"What the hell was that noise?"

The priest said, "It sounds as though soneone w shes an
audi ence with us. May | borrow t hat ?"

" Borrow what ?"
"Your weapon, por favor."

As the priest spoke, he stepped close to the guard. He
silently renoved the top of the |arge cross that hung around
his neck, revealing a | ong, w cked-looking stiletto. In one
| i ghtni ng nove he plunged the knife into the guard's chest.

"You see, ny son," he said as he pulled the submachi ne gun
fromthe dying guard' s hands, "God and | decided that you no
| onger have need of this weapon. In Nomne Pater,” Jaine Mro
said, piously crossing hinself.

The guard slunped to the cenent floor. Jaime Mro took the
keys fromthe body and swiftly opened the two cell doors. The
sounds fromthe street were getting | ouder.

"Let's nove," Jai ne commuanded.

Ri cardo Mel | ado picked up the machi ne gun. "You make a
dammed good priest. You al nost convinced ne." He tried to



smle with his swdl |l en nouth.

"They really worked you two over, didn't they? Don't
worry. They'll pay for it."

Jainme put his arns around the two nen and hel ped t hem down
the corridor.

"What happened to Zanora?"

"The guards beat himto death. We could hear his screans.
They took himoff to the infirmary and said he died of a
heart attack."

Ahead of themwas a | ocked iron door.
"VWait here," Jai ne said.

He approached the door and said to the guard on the other
side, "I"mfinished here."

The guard unl ocked the door. "You' d better hurry, Father.
There's sone kind of disturbance going on out— He never
finished his sentence. As Jaine's knife went into him blood

wel | ed out of the guard's nouth.
Jainme notioned to the two nen. "Cone on."

Felix Carpio picked up the guard' s gun, and they started
downstairs. The scene outside was chaos. The police were
running around frantically, trying to see what was happeni ng
and deal with the crowds of scream ng people in the courtyard
who were scranbling to escape the maddened bulls. One of the
bull s had charged into the front of the building, snmashing
the stone entrance. Another was tearing into the body of a
uni formed guard on the ground.

The red truck was in the courtyard, its notor running. In

t he confusion, the three nen went al nost unnoticed, and those
who di d see them escapi ng were too busy saving thenselves to
do anything about it. Wthout a word, Jainme and his nen
junped into the back of the truck and it sped off, scattering
frantic pedestrians through the crowded streets.



The GQuardia Civil, the paramlitary rural police, decked

out in green uniforns and bl ack patent-I|eather hats, were
trying in vain to control the hysterical nob. The Policia
Armada, stationed in provincial capitals, were al so hel pl ess
In the face of the nmad spectacle. People were struggling to
flee in every direction, desperately trying to avoid the
enraged bulls. The danger lay less with the bulls and nore
with the people thenselves as they tranpled one another in
their eagerness to escape. A d nen and wonen were knocked
down under the feet of the running nob.

Jainme stared in dismay at the stunning spectacle. "It
wasn't planned for it to happen this way!" he exclai med. He
stared hel plessly at the carnage that was bei ng weaked, but

there was nothing he could do to stop it. He closed his eyes
to shut out the sight.

The truck reached the outskirts of Panpl ona and headed
sout h, | eaving behind the noise and confusion of the rioting.

"Where are we going, Jaine?" Ricardo Mel | ado asked.

"There's a safe house outside Torre. We'll stay there
until dark and then nove on."

Felix Carpio was wincing wth pain.

Jaime Mro6 watched him his face filled with conpassion.
"We'll be there soon, ny friend," he said gently.

He was unable to get the terrible scene at Panpl ona out of
hi s m nd.

Thirty mnutes |ater they approached the little village of



Torre, and skirted it to drive to an i solated house in the
nmount ai ns above the village. Jainme helped the two nen out of
t he back of the red truck.

"You'll be picked up at mdnight," the driver said.

"Have them bring a doctor," Jainme replied. "And get rid of
the truck."

The three of thementered the house. It was a farmhouse,
sinmple and confortable, with a fireplace in the living room
and a beaned ceiling. There was a note on the table. Jaine
Mroé read it and smled at the wel com ng phrase: "M casa es
su casa."” On the bar were bottles of wine. Jainme poured
drinks.

Ri cardo Mellado said, "There are no words to thank you, ny
friend. Here's to you."

Jainme raised his glass. "Here's to freedom"”

There was the sudden chirp of a canary in a cage. Jaine

wal ked over to it and watched its wild fluttering for a
nmoment. Then he opened the cage, gently lifted the bird out,
and carried it to an open w ndow.

"Fly away, pajarito," he said softly. "Al living
creatures should be free."

CHAPTER TWO
Madri d

Prime Mnister Leopoldo Martinez was in a rage. He was a

smal |, bespectacled man, and his whol e body shook as he
tal ked."Jaime Mrdé nust be stopped,” he cried. H s voice was
hi gh and shrill. "Do you understand ne?" He glared at the

hal f dozen nen gathered in the room "W're |ooking for one
terrorist, and the whole arny and police force are unable to
find him"

The neeting was taking place at Mncl oa Pal ace, where the



prime mnister lived and worked, five kilonmeters fromthe
center of Madrid, on the Carretera de Galicia, a highway with
no identifying signs. The building itself was green brick,

wi th wrought-iron bal conies, green w ndow shades, and guard
towers at each corner

It was a hot, dry day, and through the w ndows, as far as
the eye could see, colums of heat waves rose |ike battalions
of ghostly sol diers.

"Yesterday Mro6 turned Panplona into a battl eground.”
Martinez slammed a fist down on his desk. "He nurdered two
prison guards and snuggled two of his terrorists out of
prison. Many innocent people were killed by the bulls he |et
| oose. "

For a nonent no one said anything.

VWhen the prinme mnister had taken office, he had decl ared
smugly, "My first act will be to put a stop to these
separatist groups. Madrid is the great unifier. It transforns
Andal usi ans, Basques, Catal ans, and Glicians into

Spani ards. "

He had been unduly optim stic. The fiercely independent
Basques had ot her ideas, and the wave of bonbi ngs, bank
robberies, and denonstrations by terrorists of ETA, Euzkadita
Azkat asuna, had continued unabat ed.

The man at Martinez's right said quietly, "I'll find him"

The speaker was Col onel Randn Acoca, head of the GOE, the

G upo de Operaci ones Especiales, formed to pursue Basque
terrorists. Acoca was in his mddle sixties, a giant with a
scarred face and col d, obsidian eyes. He had been a young

of ficer under Francisco Franco during the Cvil War, and he
was still fanatically devoted to Franco's phil osophy: "W are
responsi ble only to God and to history."

Acoca was a brilliant officer, and he had been one of
Franco's nost trusted aides. The colonel mssed the
iron-fisted discipline, the swift punishnent of those who
questi oned or disobeyed the |aw. He had experienced the



turnmoil of the Gvil War, wth its Nationalist alliance of
Monar chi sts, rebel generals, |andowners, Church hierarchy,
and fascist Fal angi sts on one side, and the Republican
governnent forces, including Socialists, Comrunists,

| i beral s, and Basque and Catal an separatists, on the other.

It had been a terrible time of destruction and killing, a
madness that had pulled in nmen and war nmaterial froma dozen
countries and left a horrifying death toll. And now the
Basques were fighting and killing again.

Col onel Acoca headed an efficient, ruthless cadre of
antiterrorists. H s men worked underground, wore disguises,
and were neither publicized nor photographed for fear of
retaliation.

| f anyone can stop Jainme Mrd6, Colonel Acoca can, the
prime mnister thought. But there was a catch: Who's going to
be the one to stop Col onel Acoca?

Putting the colonel in charge had not been the prine
mnister's idea. He had received a phone call in the mddle
of the night on his private line. He had recogni zed the voice
I mredi at el y.

"We are greatly disturbed by the activities of Jaine Mro
and his terrorists. W suggest that you put Col onel Ranodn
Acoca in charge of the GOE. |Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir. It will be taken care of inmediately."
The |ine went dead.

The voi ce belonged to a nenber of the OPUS MUNDO. The

organi zati on was a secret cabal that included bankers,

| awyers, heads of powerful corporations, and governnent
mnisters. It was runored to have enornous funds at its

di sposal, but where the noney cane fromand how it was used
and mani pul ated was a nystery. It was not considered healthy
to ask too many questions about it.

The prinme mnister had placed Col onel Acoca in charge, as

he had been instructed, but the giant had turned out to be an
uncontrol lable fanatic. H's GOE had created a reign of

terror. The prinme mnister thought of the Basque rebels



Acoca's nen had caught near Panpl ona. They had been convi cted
and sentenced to hang. It was Col onel Acoca who had insisted
that they be executed by the barbaric garrote, the iron
collar fitted with a spike that gradually tightened,
eventual |y cracking the vertebrae and severing the victims
spi nal cord.

Jaime Mroé6 had becone an obsession with Col onel Acoca.

"I want his head," Acoca said. "Cut off his head and the
Basque novenent dies."

An exaggeration, the prinme mnister thought, although he

had to admt that there was a core of truth init. Jaine Mro
was a charismatic | eader, fanatical about his cause, and

t her ef ore dangerous.

But in his own way, the prinme mnister thought, Col onel
Acoca is just as dangerous.

Primo Casado, the director general of security, was
speaki ng. "Your Excellency, no one could have foreseen what
happened in Panplona. Jaine Mro6 is—

"1 know what he is," the prinme mnister snapped. "I want
to know where he is." He turned to Col onel Acoca.
“I"'mon his trail," the colonel said. H's voice chilled

the room "I would Iike to rem nd Your Excellency that we are
not fighting just one man. W are fighting the Basque peopl e.
They give Jaine Mr6 and his terrorists food and weapons and
shelter. The man is a hero to them But do not worry. Soon he

will be a hanging hero. After | give hima fair trial, of
course. "

Not we. |. The prinme m nister wondered whether the others
had noticed. Yes, he thought nervously, sonething will have

to be done about the col onel soon.

The prine mnister got to his feet. "That will be all for
now, gentlenen.”

The nmen rose to | eave. Al except Col onel Acoca.



Leopol do Martinez began to pace. "Damm the Basques. Wy
can't they be satisfied just to be Spaniards? What nore do
t hey want ?"

"They're greedy for power," Acoca said. "They want
aut onony, their own | anguage and their flag—

"No. Not as long as | hold this office. I"mnot going to
permt themto tear pieces out of Spain. The governnment w ||
tell themwhat they can have and what they can't have.
They' re not hi ng but rabble who.."

An aide cane into the room "Excuse ne, Your Excellency,"
he sai d apol ogetically. "Bishop | banez has arrived."

"Send himin."

The colonel's eyes narrowed. "You can be sure the Church
Is behind all this. It's tine we taught thema | esson."

The Church is one of the great ironies of our history,
Col onel Acoca thought bitterly.

In the beginning of the Gvil War, the Catholic Church had
been on the side of the Nationalist forces. The pope backed
General i ssinb Franco, and in so doing allowed himto proclaim
that he was fighting on the side of God. But when the Basque
churches and nonasteries and priests were attacked, the
Church withdrew its support.

"You nust give the Basques and the Catal ans nore freedom"”
t he Church had denanded. "And you must stop executing Basque
priests.”

CGeneral i ssinob Franco had been furious. How dare the Church
try to dictate to the governnent?

A war of attrition began. Mdire churches and nonasteries

were attacked by Franco's forces. Nuns and priests were

mur der ed. Bi shops were placed under house arrest, and priests
all over Spain were fined for giving sernons that the
governnent considered seditious. It was only when the Church
threatened Franco with excommuni cation that he stopped his



att acks.

The goddammed Church! Acoca thought. Wth Franco dead it
was i nterfering again.

He turned to the prine mnister. "It's time the bishop is
told who's running Spain."

Bi shop Cal vo | banez was a thin, frail-looking man with a
cloud of white hair swirling around his head. He peered at
the two nmen through his pince-nez spectacles.

"Buenas tardes."

Col onel Acoca felt the bile rise in his throat. The very
sight of clergynen nade himill. They were Judas goats
| eading their stupid |anbs to sl aughter.

The bi shop stood there, waiting for an invitation to sit
down. It did not cone. Nor was he introduced to the col onel.
It was a deliberate slight.

The prine mnister |ooked to the colonel for direction.

Acoca said curtly, "Sone disturbing news has been brought

to our attention. Basque rebels are reported to be hol ding
neetings in Catholic nonasteries. It has al so been reported
that the Church is all owi ng nonasteries and convents to store
arms for the rebels." There was steel in his voice. "Wen you
hel p the enem es of Spain, you becone an eneny of Spain."

Bi shop | banez stared at himfor a nonent, then turned to
Prime Mnister Martinez. "Your Excellency, with due respect,
we are all children of Spain. The Basques are not your enemny.
Al'l they ask is the freedomto—=

"They don't ask," Acoca roared. "They demand! They go
around the country pillaging, robbing banks, and killing

policemen, and you dare to say they are not our eneni es?"

"I admt that there have been i nexcusabl e excesses. But
sonetinmes in fighting for what one believes—=

"They don't believe in anything but thensel ves. They care



not hi ng about Spain. It is as one of our great witers said,
"No one in Spain is concerned about the common good. Each
group is concerned only with itself. The Church, the Basques,
t he Catal ans. Each one says fuck the others.' "

The bi shop was aware that Col onel Acoca had m squoted

Otega y Gasset. The full quote had included the arnmy and the
governnent; but he wisely said nothing. He turned to the
prime mnister again, hoping for a nore rational discussion.

"Your Excellency, the Catholic Church—=

The prinme mnister felt that Acoca had pushed far enough.
"Don't m sunderstand us, Bishop. In principle, of course,
this governnment is behind the Catholic Church one hundred
percent."”

Col onel Acoca spoke up again. "But we cannot permt your
churches and nonasteries and convents to be used agai nst us.
If you continue to allow the Basques to store arns in them
and to hold neetings, you will have to suffer the
consequences. "

"I amsure that the reports that you have received are
erroneous, " the bishop said snoothly. "However, | shal

certainly investigate at once."

The prinme mnister nmurnured, "Thank you, Bishop. That wll
be all."

Prime Mnister Martinez and Col onel Acoca watched him
depart.

"What do you think?" Martinez asked.

"He knows what's going on."

The prinme mnister sighed. | have enough problens right
now wi t hout stirring up trouble with the Church

"I'f the Church is for the Basques, then it is against us."
Col onel Acoca's voice hardened. "I would Iike your perm ssion
to teach the bishop a | esson.™



The prinme mnister was stopped by the | ook of fanaticism
in the man's eyes. He becane cautious. "Have you really had
reports that the churches are aiding the rebel s?"

"OF course, Your Excellency.”

There was no way of determning if the man was telling the
truth. The prinme mnister knew how nuch Acoca hated the
Church. But it mght be good to let the Church have a taste
of the whip, providing Colonel Acoca did not go too far.
Prime Mnister Martinez stood there thoughtfully.

It was Acoca who broke the silence. "If the churches are
sheltering terrorists, then the churches nmust be punished.”

Rel uctantly, the prine mnister nodded. "Were will you
start?"

"Jainme Mro and his nmen were seen in Avila yesterday.
They are probably hiding at the convent there."

The prinme mnister nmade up his mnd. "Search it," he said.
That decision set off a chain of events that rocked all of
Spai n and shocked the worl d.

CHAPTER THREE
Avil a

The silence was like a gentle snowfall, soft and hushed,

as soothing as the whisper of a sunmer wind, as quiet as the
passage of stars. The Cistercian Convent of the Strict
(bservance |ay outside the walled town of Avila, the highest
city in Spain, 112 kiloneters northwest of Mudrid. The
convent had been built for silence. The rul es had been
adopted in 1601 and remai ned unchanged t hrough the centuries:
liturgy, spiritual exercise, strict enclosure, penance, and
silence. Always the silence.

The convent was a sinple four-sided group of rough stone
bui | di ngs around a cl oi ster dom nated by the church. Around



the central court the open arches allowed the |ight to pour
in on the broad fl agstones of the floor where the nuns glided
noi sel essly by. There were forty nuns at the convent, praying
in the church, and living in the cloister. The convent at
Avila was one of seven left in Spain, a survivor out of
hundreds that had been destroyed by the Gvil War in one of
the periodic anti-Church novenents that took place in Spain
over the centuries.

The Cistercian Convent of the Strict Oobservance was

devoted solely to a life of prayer. It was a place w thout
seasons or tinme, and those who entered were forever renoved
fromthe outside world. The Cistercian |ife was contenpl ative
and penitential; the divine office was recited daily and

encl osure was conpl ete and per manent.

Al'l the sisters dressed identically, and their clothes,

| i ke everything else in the convent, were touched by the
synbol i sm of centuries. The capuche—the cl oak and hood—
synbol i zed i nnocence and sinplicity; the linen tunic, the
renouncenent of the works of the world, and nortification;

t he scapul ar—+he small squares of woolen cloth worn over the
shoul ders—+he willingness to | abor. A w nple—a covering of
linen laid in plaits over the head and around the chin, sides
of the face, and neck—eonpl eted the uniform

Inside the walls of the convent was a system of internal
passageways and staircases linking the dining room the
community room the cells, and the chapel, and everywhere
there was an at nosphere of cold, clean spaci ousness.

Thi ck- paned | atti ced w ndows overl ooked a hi gh-wal | ed garden.
Every wi ndow was covered with iron bars and was above the
line of vision, so that there would be no outside

di stractions. The refectory—the dining hall—was | ong and
austere, its wndows shuttered and curtained. The candles in
t he anci ent candl esticks cast evocative shadows on the
ceilings and walls.

In four hundred years, nothing inside the walls of the
convent had changed, except the faces. The sisters had no



per sonal possessions, for they desired to be poor, enulating
the poverty of Christ. The church itself was bare of
ornanents, save for a priceless solid-gold cross that had
been a long-ago gift froma wealthy postul ant. Because it was
so out of keeping with the austerity of the order, it was
kept hidden away in a cabinet in the refectory. A plain
wooden cross hung at the altar of the church.

The wonmen who shared their lives with the Lord |ived

t oget her, worked together, ate together, and prayed together,
yet they never touched and never spoke. The only exceptions
permtted were when they heard mass or when the Reverend

Mot her Prioress Betina addressed themin the privacy of her
office. Even then, an ancient sign | anguage was used as nuch
as possi bl e.

The Reverend Mdther was a religeuse in her seventies, a
bright-faced robin of a woman, cheerful and energetic, who
gloried in the peace and joy of convent life, and of alife
devoted to God. Fiercely protective of her nuns, she felt
nore pain when it was necessary to enforce discipline than
did the one bei ng punished.

The nuns wal ked through the cloisters and corridors with
downcast eyes, hands folded in their sleeves at breast |evel,
passi ng and repassing their sisters wthout a word or sign of
recognition. The only voice of the convent was its bells—the
bells that Victor Hugo called "the opera of the steeples.”

The sisters cane from di sparate backgrounds and from many
different countries. Their famlies were aristocrats,
farmers, soldiers...They had cone to the convent as rich and
poor, educated and ignorant, m serable and exalted, but now
they were one in the eyes of God, united in their desire for
eternal marriage to Jesus.

The living conditions in the convent were Spartan. In

wi nter the cold was knifing, and a chill, pale light altered
I n through | eaded wi ndows. The nuns slept fully dressed on
pall ets of straw, covered with rough wool en sheets. Each had



her own tiny cell, furnished only with the pallet and a
strai ght - backed wooden chair. There was no wash-stand. A
smal|l earthen jug and basin stood in a corner on the fl oor.
No nun was ever permtted to enter the cell of another,
except for the Reverend Mt her Betina. There was no
recreation of any kind, only work and prayers. There were
wor k areas for knitting, book binding, weaving, and making
bread. There were eight hours of prayer each day: Mtins,
Lauds, Prine, Terce, Sext, None, Vespers, and Conpli ne.
Besi des these there were other devotions: benedictions,
hymms, and litani es.

Matins were said when half the world was asl eep and the
ot her half was absorbed in sin.

Lauds, the office of daybreak, followed Matins, and the
rising sun was hailed as the figure of Christ triunphant and
glorified.

Prime was the church's norning prayer, asking for the
bl essi ngs on the work of the day.

Terce was at nine o'clock in the norning, consecrated by
St. Augustine to the Holy Spirit.

Sext was at eleven-thirty A M, evoked to quench the heat
of human passi ons.

None was silently recited at three o' clock in the
af ternoon, the hour of Christ's death.

Vespers was the evening service of the church, as Lauds
was her daybreak prayer

Conpl i ne was the conpletion of the Little Hours of the

day. A formof night prayers, a preparation for death as well
as sleep, ending the day on a note of | oving subm ssion:
Manus tuas, dom ne, comendo spiritum nmeum Redem sti nos,
dom ne, deus, veritatis.

In sone of the other orders, flagellation had been

stopped, but in the cloistered C stercian convents and
nonasteries it survived. At |east once a week, and sonetines
every day, the nuns punished their bodies with the



Di scipline, a twelve-inch-1ong whip of thin waxed cord with
six knotted tails that brought agonizing pain; it was used to
| ash the back, |egs, and buttocks. Bernard of C airvaux, the
asceti c abbot of the Ci stercians, had adnoni shed: "The body
of Christ is crushed...our bodies nust be conforned to the

| i keness of our Lord's wounded body."

It was a life nore austere than in any prison, yet the
inmates lived in an ecstasy such as they had never known in
the outside world. They had renounced physical | ove,

possessi ons, and freedom of choice, but in giving up those

t hi ngs they had al so renounced greed and conpetition, hatred
and envy, and all the pressures and tenptations that lie
outside world inposed. Inside the convent reigned an

i 1| pervadi ng peace and the ineffable sense of joy at being
one with God. There was an indescribable serenity within the
wal I's of the convent and in the hearts of those who |ived
there. If the convent was a prison, it was a prison a God's
Eden, with the knowl edge of a happy eternity for those who
had freely chosen to be there and to remain here.

Si ster Lucia was awakened by the tolling of the convent

bell. She opened her eyes, startled and disoriented for an
instant. The little cell she slept in was dismally black. The
sound of the bell told her that it was three A M , when the

office of vigils began, while the world outside was still in
dar kness.

Shit! This routine is going to kill nme, Sister Lucia

t hought .

She | ay back on her tiny, unconfortable cot, desperate for

a cigarette. Reluctantly, she dragged herself out of bed. The
heavy habit she wore and slept in rubbed agai nst her
sensitive skin |ike sandpaper. She thought of all the

beauti ful desi gner gowns hanging in her apartnent in Ronme and
at her chalet in Gstaad.

From outside her cell Sister Lucia could hear the soft,
swi shi ng novenent of the nuns as they gathered in the



hal | way. Carel essly, she nade up her bed and stepped out into
the long hall, where the nuns were |ining up, eyes downcast.
Slowy, they all began to nove toward the chapel.

They |l ook |i ke a bunch of silly penguins, Sister Lucia

t hought. It was beyond her conprehension why these wonen had
del i berately thrown away their |lives, giving up sex, pretty

cl ot hes, and gournet food. Wthout those things, what reason
is there to go on living? And the goddammed rul es!

When Sister Lucia had first entered the convent, the
Reverend Mother had said to her, "You nust walk with your
head bowed. Keep your hands fol ded under your habit. Take
short steps. Walk slowy. You nust never nake eye contact
with any of the other sisters, or even glance at them You
may not speak. Your ears are to hear only God's words."

"Yes, Reverend Mot her."
For the next nonth Lucia took instruction.

"Those who conme here conme not to join others, but to dwell
alone with God. Solitude of spirit is essential to a union
with God. It is safeguarded by the rules of silence.”

"Yes, Reverend Mot her."

"You nust al ways obey the silence of the eyes. Looking
into the eyes of others would distract you with usel ess
| mages. "

"Yes, Reverend Mot her."

"The first lesson you will learn here will be to rectify

the past, to purge out old habits and worldly inclinations,
to blot out every inmage of the past. You will do purifying
penance and nortification to strip yourself of self-will and
self-love. It is not enough for us to be sorry for our past
of fenses. Once we discover the infinite beauty and holi ness
of God, we want to nake up not only for our own sins, but for
every sin that has ever been committed. ™

"Yes, Holy Mot her."



"You nust struggle with sensuality, what John of the Cross
called '"the night of the senses.’

"Yes, Holy Mot her."

"Each nun lives in silence and in solitude, as though she
were already in heaven. In this pure, precious silence for
whi ch she hungers, she is able to listen to the infinite
sil ence and possess CGod."

At the end of the first nonth, Lucia took her initial

vows. On the day of the cerenobny she had her hair shorn. It
was a traumatic experience. The Reverend Mt her Prioress
performed the act herself. She summoned Lucia into her office
and notioned for her to sit down. She then stepped behind
her, and before Lucia knew what was happeni ng, she heard the
snip of scissors and felt something tugging at her hair. She
started to protest, but she suddenly realized that what was
happeni ng could only inprove her disguise. |I can always | et
It grow back |ater, Lucia thought. Meanwhile, I'mgoing to

| ook |i ke a plucked chicken.

When Lucia returned to the grimcubicle she had been

assi gned, she thought: This place is a snake pit. The fl oor
consi sted of bare boards. The pallet and the hard-backed
chair took up nost of the room She was desperate to get hold
of a newspaper. Fat chance, she thought. Here they had never
heard of newspapers, let alone radio or television. There
were no links to the outside world at all.

But what got on Lucia's nerves nost was the unnatural

silence. The only comruni cati on was through hand signals, and
| earni ng those drove her crazy. \When she needed a broom she
was taught to nove her outstretched right hand fromright to
| eft, as though sweeping. Wen the Reverend Mt her was

di spl eased, she brought together the tips of her little
fingers three tinmes in front of her body, the other fingers
pressing into her palns. Wen Lucia was slow in doing her
wor k, the Reverend Mother pressed the pal mof her right hand
agai nst her left shoulder. To reprimnd Lucia, she scratched



her own cheek near her right ear with all the fingers of her
right hand in a downward noti on.

For Christ's sake, Lucia thought, it |ooks |ike she's
scratching a flea bite.

They had reached the chapel. The nuns prayed silently, but
Sister Lucia's thoughts were on nore inportant things than
God.

I n anot her nonth or two, when the police stop | ooking for
me, I'll be out of this nuthouse.

After norning prayers, Sister Lucia marched wth the

others to the dining room surreptitiously breaking the rule,
as she did every day, by studying their faces. It was her
only entertainnent. She found it incredible to think that
none of the sisters knew what the others | ooked |ike.

She was fascinated by the faces of the nuns. Sone were

ol d, sonme were young, sone pretty, sone ugly. She could not
understand why they all seenmed so happy. There were three
faces that Lucia found particularly interesting. One was

Si ster Teresa, a wonman who appeared to be in her sixties. She
was far frombeautiful, and yet there was a spirituality
about her that gave her an al nost unearthly | oveliness. She
seened always to be smling inwardly, as though she carried
some wonderful secret within herself.

Anot her nun that Lucia found fascinating was Sister
Graciela. She was a stunningly beautiful woman in her early
thirties. She had olive skin, exquisite features, and eyes
that were | um nous bl ack pools.

She coul d have been a novie star, Lucia thought. Wat's
her story? Way woul d she bury herself in a joint |ike this?

The third nun that captured Lucia's interest was Sister
Megan. Bl ue eyes, blond eyebrows and | ashes. She was in her
| ate twenties and had a fresh, open-faced | ook.



VWhat is she doing here? Wiat are any of these wonen doi ng
here? They're | ocked up behind these walls, given a tiny cel
to sleep in, rotten food, eight hours of prayers, hard work,
and too little sleep. They have to be pazzo—all of them

She was better off than they were, because they were stuck
here for the rest of their lives while she would be out of
here in a nonth or two. Maybe three, Lucia thought. This is a

perfect hiding place. 1'd be a fool to rush away. In a few
nonths, the police will stop |ooking for ne. Wen | |eave
here and get nmy noney out of Switzerland, maybe I'll wite a

book about this crazy place.

A few days earlier, Sister Lucia had been sent by the
Reverend Mother to the office to retrieve a paper, and while
there she had taken the opportunity to start | ooking through
the files. Unfortunately, she had been caught in the act of
snoopi ng.

"You w Il do penance by using the D scipline," the Mther
Prioress Betina signal ed her.

Si ster Lucia bowed her head neekly and signal ed, "Yes,
Hol y Mot her.™

Lucia returned to her cell, and mnutes |ater the nuns
wal ki ng through the corridor heard the awful sound of the
whip as it whistled through the air and fell again and agai n.
What they could not know was that Sister Lucia was whi pping
t he bed.

These fruitcakes may be into S and M but not yours truly.

They were seated in the refectory, forty nuns at two | ong
tables. The G stercian diet was strictly vegetari an. Because



the body craved neat, it was forbidden. Long before dawn, a
cup of tea or coffee and a few ounces of dry bread were
served. The principal neal was taken at eleven A.M, and
consisted of a thin soup, a few vegetables, and occasionally
a piece of fruit.

The Reverend Mot her had instructed Lucia, "W are not here
to please our bodies, but to please God."

| wouldn't feed this breakfast to ny cat, Sister Lucia
t hought. |'ve been here two nonths, and I'l| bet |'ve |ost
ten pounds. It's God's version of a fat farm

When breakfast was over, two nuns brought dishpans to each
end of the table and set them down. The sisters seated about
the table sent their plates to the sister who had the

di shpan. She washed each plate, dried it on a towel, and
returned it to its owner. The water got darker and greasier.

And they're going to live like this for the rest of their
| ives, Sister Lucia thought disgustedly. Ch, well. | can't
conplain. This sure as hell beats a life sentence in prison.

She woul d have given her immortal soul for a cigarette.

Fi ve hundred yards down the road, Col onel Ranbn Acoca and
two dozen carefully selected nen fromthe GOE, the G upo de
Oper aci ones Especiales, were preparing to attack the convent.

CHAPTER FOUR
Col onel Ranmdn Acoca had the instincts of a hunter. He

| oved the chase, but it was the kill that gave hima deep,
vi sceral satisfaction. He had once confided to a friend, "I
have an orgasmwhen | kill. It doesn't matter whether it's a

deer or a rabbit or a man—there's sonethi ng about taking a
life that nakes you feel |ike God."

Acoca had been in mlitary intelligence, and he had



qui ckly achieved a reputation for being brilliant. He was
fearless, ruthless, and intelligent, and the conbi nation
brought himto the attention of one of General Franco's
ai des.

Acoca had joined Franco's staff as a lieutenant, and in

| ess than three years had risen to the rank of colonel, an
al nrost unheard-of feat. He was put in charge of the

Fal angi sts, the special group used to terrorize those who
opposed Franco.

It was during the war that Acoca had been sent for by a
menber of the OPUS MJUNDO

"I want you to understand that we're speaking to you with
t he perm ssion of Ceneral Franco."

"Yes, sir.

"We' ve been watching you, Colonel. W are pleased with
what we see."

"Thank you, sir.

"Fromtime to tinme we have certain assignnents that
are—shall we say-very confidential. And very dangerous."

"l understand, sir.

"We have many enem es. People who don't understand the
| nportance of the work we're doing."

"Yes, sir.

"Sonetinmes they interfere with us. W can't permt that to
happen. "

"No, sir."

"I believe we could use a man |i ke you, Colonel. | think
we understand each other."

"Yes, sir. |I'd be honored to be of service."



"W would like you to remain in the arny. That will be
valuable to us. But fromtine to tine, we wll have you
assigned to these special projects.”

"Thank you, sir.
"You are never to speak of this."
"No, sir."

The man behi nd the desk had made Acoca nervous. There was
sonet hi ng overpoweringly frightening about him

In tinme, Colonel Acoca was called upon to handle half a
dozen assignnents for the OPUS MUNDO. As he had been told,
they were all dangerous. And very confidential.

On one of the m ssions Acoca had net a |ovely young girl
froma fine famly. Until then, all of his wonen had been
whores or canp followers, and Acoca had treated themw th
savage contenpt. Sone of them had genuinely fallen in |ove
with him attracted by his strength, and he had reserved the
wor st treatnent for them

But Susana Cerredilla had belonged to a different world.

Her father was a professor at Madrid University, and her

not her was a | awyer. \Wen Susana was seventeen years ol d, she
had t he body of a woman and the angelic face of a Madonna.
Ranbn Acoca had never net anyone |i ke this wonman-child. Her
gentle vulnerability inspired in hima tenderness of which he
had not known he was capable. He fell nmadly in |love with her,
and, for reasons which neither her parents nor Acoca
understood, she fell in love with him

On their honeynoon, it was as though Acoca had never known
anot her woman. He had known | ust, but the conbination of |ove
and passion was sonething he had never previously

experi enced.

Three nonths after they were married, Susana infornmed him



that she was pregnant. Acoca was wildly excited. To add to
their joy, he was assigned to the beautiful little village of
Castil bl anco, in Basque country. It was in the fall of 1936,
when the fighting between the Republicans and Nationalists
was at its fiercest.

On a peaceful Sunday norning, Ranbn Acoca and his bride
were having coffee in the village plaza when the square
suddenly filled with Basque denonstrators.

"I want you to go hone," Acoca said. "There's going to be
trouble."

"But you—=2"
"Please. I'lIl be all right."
The denonstrators were beginning to get out of hand.

Wth relief, Ranbn Acoca wat ched his bride wal k away from
the crowd toward a convent at the far end of the square. But
as she reached it, the door suddenly swung open and arned
Basques who had been hiding inside swarnmed out with bl azing
guns. Acoca watched hel plessly as his wife went down in a
hail of bullets. It was on that day that he had sworn
vengeance on the Basques and the Church.

And now he was in Avila, outside another convent. This
time they'll die.

I nside the convent, in the dark before dawn, Sister Teresa
held the Discipline tightly in her right hand and whi pped it
hard across her body, feeling the knotted tails slashing into
her as she silently recited the m serere. She al nost screaned
al oud, but noise was not permtted, so she kept the screans

I nside her. Forgive ne, Jesus, for ny sins. Bear w tness that
| punish nmyself, as You were punished, and | inflict wounds
upon nysel f, as wounds were inflicted upon You. Let ne
suffer, as You suffered.



She was nearly fainting fromthe pain. Three nore tines

she flagellated herself, and then sank, agonized, upon her
cot. She had not drawn bl ood. That was forbidden. Wncing
agai nst the agony that each novenent brought, Sister Teresa
returned the whip to its black case and rested it in a
corner. It was always there, a constant rem nder that the
slightest sin had to be paid for wth pain.

Si ster Teresa's transgression had happened that norning as
she rounded the corner of a corridor, eyes down, and bunped
into Sister G aciela. Startled, Sister Teresa had | ooked into
Sister Gaciela' s face. She then inmmedi ately reported her own
I nfraction, to which the Reverend Mt her Betina frowned

di sapprovi ngly and nade the sign of discipline, noving her
right hand three tinmes from shoul der to shoul der, her hand

cl osed as though holding a whip, the tip of her thunb held
agai nst the inside of her forefinger.

Lyi ng on her cot, Sister Teresa was unable to get out of

her mnd the extraordinarily beautiful face of the young girl
she had gazed at. She knew that as |long as she |ived she
woul d never speak to her and woul d never even | ook at her
again, for the slightest sign of intinmacy between nuns was
severely punished. In an atnosphere of rigid noral and

physi cal austerity, no relationships of any kind were all owed
to develop. If two sisters worked side by side and seened to
enjoy each other's silent conmpany, the Reverend Mt her woul d
I mredi ately have them separated. Nor were the sisters
permtted to sit next to the sane person at the table tw ce
in arow. The Church delicately called the attraction of one
nun to another "a particular friendship," and the penalty was
swift and severe. Sister Teresa had served her punishnent for
breaki ng the rule.

Now the tolling bell cane to Sister Teresa as though from
a great distance. It was the voice of God, reproving her.

In the next cell, the sound of the bell rang through the
corridors of Sister Gaciela s dreans, and the pealing was
mngled with the lubricious creak of bedsprings. The Mor was
novi ng toward her, naked, his manhood tunescent, his hands
reaching out to grab her. Sister G aciela opened her eyes,

I nstantly awake, her heart pounding frantically. She | ooked
around, terrified, but she was alone in her tiny cell and the



only sound was the reassuring tolling of the bell.

Sister Gaciela knelt at the side of her cot. Jesus, thank
You for delivering ne fromthe past. Thank You for the joy I
have in being here in Your light. Let me glory only in the
happi ness of Your being. Help ne, ny Beloved, to be true to
the call You have given ne. Help ne to ease the sorrow of
Your sacred heart.

She rose and carefully nmade her bed, then joined the
processi on of her sisters as they noved silently toward the
chapel for Matins. She could snmell the famliar scent of
burni ng candies and feel the worn stones beneath her sandal ed
feet.

In the begi nning, when Sister Graciela had first entered

t he convent, she had not understood it when the Mt her
Prioress had told her that a nun was a woman who gave up
everything in order to possess everything. Sister Gaciela
had been fourteen years old then. Now, seventeen years |later,
it was clear to her. In contenplation she possessed
everything, for contenplation was the mnd replying to the
soul. Her days were filled with a wonderful peace.

Thank You for letting ne forget, Father. Thank You for
standi ng beside nme. | couldn't face ny terrible past w thout
You... Thank You... Thank You...

When the Matins were over, the nuns returned to their
cells to sleep until Lauds, the rising of the sun.

Qut si de, Col onel Ranbn Acoca and his nmen noved swiftly in
t he darkness. Wen they reached the convent, Acoca said,
"Jaime Mro6 and his men will be arned. Take no chances."

He | ooked at the front of the convent, and for an instant
he saw that ot her convent with Basque partisans rushing out
of it, and Susana going down in a hail of bullets.



"Don't bother taking Mré alive," he said.

Si ster Megan was awakened by the silence. It was a

different silence, a noving silence, a hurried rush of air, a
whi sper of bodies. There were sounds she had never heard in
her fifteen years in the convent. She was suddenly filled
with a prenonition that sonething was terribly wong.

She rose quietly in the darkness and opened the door to

her cell. Unbelievably, the |ong stone corridor was filled
with nmen. A giant with a scarred face was com ng out of the
Reverend Mother's cell, pulling her by the arm Megan stared
i n shock. I'mhaving a nightmare, she thought. These nen

can't be here.
"Where are you hiding hin" Colonel Acoca demanded.

The Reverend Mot her Betina had a | ook of stunned horror on
her face. "Shh! This is God's tenple. You are desecrating
it." Her voice was trenbling. "You nust |eave at once."

The colonel's grip tightened on her arm and he shook her.
"I want Mro6, Sister."”

The nightnmare was real .

O her cell doors were beginning to open, and nuns were
appearing, with | ooks of total confusion on their faces.
There had never been anything in their experience to prepare
themfor this extraordi nary happeni ng.

Col onel Acoca pushed the Reverend Mt her away and turned
to Patricko Arrieta, one of his key aides. "Search the place.
Top to bottom"

Acoca's nmen began to spread out, invading the chapel, the
refectory, and the cells, waking those nuns who were still
asleep and forcing themroughly to their feet through the
corridors and into the chapel. The nuns obeyed wordl essly,
keepi ng even now their vows of silence. The scene was |ike a



notion picture with the sound turned off.

Acoca's men were filled with a sense of vengeance. They

were all Fal angists, and they renmenbered only too well how
the Church had turned agai nst themduring the Gvil War and
supported the Loyalists against their bel oved | eader,
CGeneralissino Franco. This was their chance to get back sone
of their own. The nuns' strength and silence nade the nen
nore furious than ever.

As Acoca passed one of the cells, a screamechoed fromit.
He | ooked in and saw one of his nmen ripping the habit froma
nun. He noved on.

Si ster Lucia was awakened by the sounds of nmen's voices
yelling. She sat up in a panic. The police have found ne, was
her first thought. |I've got to get the hell out of here.
There was no way out of the convent except through the front
door .

She hurriedly rose and peered out into the corridor. The
sight that net her eyes was astoni shing. The corridor was
filled not with policenen but with nen in civilian clothes
carryi ng weapons, snmashing | anps and tabl es. There was
confusi on everywhere as they raced around.

The Reverend Mdther Betina was standing in the center of
the chaos, praying silently, watching them desecrate her
bel oved convent. Sister Megan noved to her side, and Lucia
j oi ned them

"What the h—what's happeni ng? Who are they?" Lucia asked.
They were the first words she had spoken al oud since entering
t he convent.

The Reverend Mot her put her right hand under her |eft
arnpit three tines, the sign for hide.

Lucia stared at her unbelievingly. "You can tal k now.
Let's get out of here, for Christ's sake. And | nean for
Christ's sake."

Patricko Arrieta hurried up to Acoca. "W' ve searched
everywhere, Colonel. There's no sign of Jaine Mrd or his



men.

"Search again," Acoca said stubbornly.

It was then that the Reverend Mther renenbered the one
treasure the convent had. She hurried over to Sister Teresa
and whi spered, "I have a task for you. Get the gold cross
fromthe refectory and take it to the convent at Mendavi a.
You nust get it away fromhere. Hurry!"

Si ster Teresa was shaking so hard that her w nple

fluttered in waves. She stared at the Reverend Mot her,

paral yzed. Sister Teresa had spent the last thirty years of
her life in the convent. The thought of |leaving it was beyond
her i nmagi nation. She raised her hand and signed, | can't.

The Reverend Mdther was frantic. "The cross nust not fal
into the hands of these nen of Satan. Now, do this for
Jesus. "

A light came into Sister Teresa's eyes. She stood very
tall. She signed, For Jesus, then turned and hurried toward
the refectory.

Sister Graciela approached the group, staring in wonder at
the wild confusion around her.

The nen were getting nore and nore violent, snmashing
everything in sight. Col onel Acoca watched them approvingly.

Lucia turned to Megan and G aciela. "I don't know about
you two, but I'mgetting the hell out of here. Are you
com ng?"

They stared at her, too dazed to respond.

Sister Teresa was hurrying toward them carrying sonething
wrapped in a piece of canvas. Sone of the nmen were herding
nore nuns into the refectory.

"Conme on, Luci a sai d.

Sisters Teresa, Megan, and Graciela hesitated for a
nmonment, then followed Lucia toward the huge front door. As



they turned at the end of the long corridor, they could see
that it had been smashed in.

A man suddenly appeared in front of them "Going
somewhere, |adies? Get back. My friends have plans for you."

Lucia said, "W have a gift for you." She picked up one of
t he heavy netal candlesticks that lined the hallway tables
and sm | ed.

The man was | ooking at it, puzzled. "Wiat can you do with
t hat ?"

"This."™ Lucia swng the candel abrum agai nst his head, and
he fell to the ground, unconsci ous.

The three nuns stared in horror.

"Move!" Lucia said.

A nonent |ater Lucia, Megan, Graciela, and Teresa were
outside in the front courtyard, hurrying through the gate
into the starry night.

Luci a stopped. "I'mleaving you now. They're going to be
searching for you, so you' d better get away from here."

She turned and started toward the nountains that rose in

t he di stance, high above the convent. 1'I|l hide out up there
until the search cools off and then I'I|l head for
Swtzerland. O all the rotten luck. Those bastards blew a
perfect cover.

As Luci a nmade her way toward hi gher ground, she gl anced

down. From her vantage point she could see the three sisters.
Incredibly, they were still standing in front of the convent
gate, like three black-clad statues. For God's sake, she

t hought. Get the hell out of there before they catch you.
Move!



They could not nove. It was as though all their senses had
been paral yzed for so long that they were unable to take in
what was happening to them The nuns stared down at their
feet. They were so dazed they could not think. They had been
cloistered for so I ong behind the gates of God, secluded from
the world, that now that they were outside the protective
walls, they were filled with feelings of confusion and panic.
They had no idea where to go or what to do. Inside, their

| i ves had been organized for them They had been fed,

clothed, told what to do and when to do it. They had |ived by
the Rule. Suddenly there was no Rule. Wat did God want from
t hen?? What was Hi s plan? They stood huddl ed together, afraid
to speak, afraid to | ook at one another.

Hesitantly, Sister Teresa pointed to the lights of Avila
in the distance and signed, That way. Uncertainly, they began
to nove toward the town.

Wat ching themfromthe hills above, Lucia thought: No, you
idiots. That's the first place they'll ook for you. Well,
that's your problem | have ny own problens. She stood there
a nmonent, watching themwal k toward their doom going to
their slaughter. Shit.

Luci a scranbled down the hill, stunbling over the | oose
scree, and ran after them her cunbersone habit sl ow ng her
down.

"Wait a mnute," she called. "Stop!"

The sisters stopped and turned.

Lucia hurried up to them out of breath. "You' re going the
wrong way. The first place they'Il search for you is in town.
You' ve got to hide out sonewhere."

The three sisters stared at her in silence.

Lucia said inpatiently, "The nountains. Get up to the
nmount ai ns. Fol | ow ne. "

She turned and started back toward the nountai ns. The
ot hers watched, and after a nonent they began to trail after



her, one by one.

Fromtine to tine Lucia | ooked back to make sure they were
following. Wiy can't | mnd ny own business? she thought.
They're not ny responsibility. It's nore dangerous if we're
all together. She kept clinbing, making sure they stayed in
si ght.

The others were having a hard tinme of it, and every tine

t hey sl owed down, Lucia stopped to |let themcatch up with
her. I'Il get rid of themin the norning.

"Let's nove faster," Lucia called.

At the convent, the raid had cone to an end. The dazed
nuns, their habits torn and bl ood-stai ned, were bei ng rounded
up and put into unmarked, closed trucks.

"Take them back to ny headquarters in Madrid," Col onel
Acoca ordered. "Keep themin isolation.™

"What char ge—=2"
"Harboring terrorists.”

"Yes, Colonel,"” Patricko Arrieta said. He hesitated. "Four
of the nuns are m ssing."

Col onel Acoca's eyes turned cold. "Find them"

Col onel Acoca flew back to Madrid to report to the prine
m ni ster.

"Jaime Mro escaped before we reached the convent.”

Prine Mnister Martinez nodded. "Yes, | heard." And he



wonder ed whet her Jaime Mrdé had ever been there to begin
with. There was no doubt about it. Colonel Acoca was getting
dangerously out of control. There had been angry protests
about the brutal attack on the convent. The prinme minister
chose his words carefully. "The newspapers have been houndi ng
me about what happened.”

"The newspapers are naking a hero of this terrorist,"”
Acoca said, stone-faced. "W nust not |et them pressure us."

"He's causing the governnent a great deal of
enbarrassnent, Col onel. And those four nuns—f they tal k—=

"Don't worry. They can't get far. I'll catch themand |'|
find Mro."

The prinme mnister had al ready deci ded that he coul d not
afford to take any nore chances. "Colonel, | want you to be
sure the thirty-six nuns you have are well treated, and I'm
ordering the arny to join the search for Mro and the ot hers.
You'll work with Col onel Sostelo."

There was a | ong, dangerous pause. "Which one of us wl|
be in charge of the operation?" Acoca' s eyes were icy.

The prinme mnister swallowed. "You wll be, of course.”

Lucia and the three sisters traveled through the early

dawn, novi ng northeast into the nountains, heading away from
Avila and the convent. The nuns, used to noving in silence,
made |ittle noise. The only sounds were the rustle of their
robes, the clicking of their rosaries, an occasional snapping
tw g, and their gasps for breath as they clinbed hi gher and
hi gher.

They reached a pl ateau of the Guadarrama nount ai ns and

wal ked along a rutted road bordered by stone walls. They
passed fields with sheep and goats. By sunrise they had
covered several mles and found thenselves in a wooded area
outside the small village of Villacastin.



"Il |l eave them here, Lucia decided. Their God can take
care of them now. He sure took great care of ne, she thought

bitterly. Switzerland is farther away than ever. | have no
noney and no passport, and |I'mdressed |i ke an undertaker. By
now t hose nmen know we've escaped. They'll keep | ooking until

they find us. The sooner | get away by nyself, the better.

But at that instant, sonething happened that nade her
change her pl ans.

Si ster Teresa was noving through the trees when she

stunbl ed and the package she had been so carefully guarding
fell to the ground. It spilled out of its canvas w appi ng and
Lucia found herself staring at a |arge, exquisitely carved
gold cross glowing in the rays of the rising sun.

That's real gold, Lucia thought. Soneone up there is
| ooking after nme. That cross is manna. Sheer manna. It's ny
ticket to Switzerl and.

Lucia watched as Sister Teresa picked up the cross and
carefully put it back in its wapping. She smled to herself.
It was going to be easy to take it. These nuns woul d do

anyt hing she told them

The town of Avila was in an uproar. News of the attack on
t he convent had spread qui ckly, and Father Berrendo was
el ected to confront Col onel Acoca. The priest was in his
seventies, with an outward frailty that belied his inner
strength. He was a warm and under st andi ng shepherd to his
pari shioners. But at the nonment he was filled with a cold
fury.

Col onel Acoca kept himwaiting for an hour, then all owed
the priest to be shown into his office.

Fat her Berrendo said w thout preanble, "You and your nen
attacked a convent w thout provocation. It was an act of
madness. "



"We were sinply doing our duty," the colonel said curtly.
"The convent was sheltering Jainme Mré and his band of
nmurderers, so the sisters brought this on thenselves. W're
hol di ng them for questioning."

"Did you find Jaine Mré in the convent?" the priest
demanded angrily.

Col onel Acoca said snoothly, "No. He and his nen escaped
before we got there. But we'll find them and justice will be
done. ™

My justice, Colonel Acoca thought savagely.

CHAPTER FI VE

The nuns traveled slowy. Their garb was ill equi pped for

the rugged terrain. Their sandals were too thin to protect
their feet against the stony ground, and their habits caught
on everything. Sister Teresa found she could not even say her
rosary. She needed both hands to keep the branches from
snapping in her face. In the |light of day, freedom seened
even nore terrifying than before, God had cast the sisters
out of Eden into a strange, frightening world, and H's

gui dance which they had | eaned on for so | ong was gone. They
found thensel ves in an uncharted country with no map and no
conpass. The walls that had protected themfromharmfor so

| ong had vani shed and they felt naked and exposed. Danger was
everywhere, and they no |onger had a place of refuge. They
were aliens. The unaccustoned sights and sounds of the
country were dazzling. There were insects and bird songs and
hot, blue skies assaulting their senses. And there was

sonet hing el se that was di sturbing.

When they had first fled the convent, Teresa, G aciela,

and Megan had carefully avoi ded | ooki ng at one anot her,

i nstinctively keeping to the rules. But now, each found
hersel f avidly studying the faces of the others. Also, after
all the years of silence, they found it difficult to speak,
and when they did speak, their words were halting, as though
they were learning a strange new skill. Their voices sounded
strange in their ears. Only Lucia seened uninhi bited and sure



of herself, and the others automatically turned to her for
| eader shi p.

"We mght as well introduce ourselves,” Lucia said. "I'm
Sister Lucia."

There was an awkward pause, and Gaciela said shyly, "I'm
Sister Gaciela."

The dark-haired, arrestingly beautiful one.
“I'"'m Si ster Megan."

The young blonde with the striking blue eyes.
"I'm Sister Teresa."

The el dest of the group. Fifty? Sixty?

As they lay in the woods resting outside the vill age,
Lucia thought: They're |like newborn birds fallen out of their

nests. They won't last five mnutes on their own. Wll, too
bad for them 1'Il be on ny way to Switzerland with the
Cross.

Lucia wal ked to the edge of the clearing they were in and
peered through the trees toward the little village below A
few peopl e were wal king along the street, but there was no
sign of the nmen who had raided the convent. Now, Lucia

t hought. Here's ny chance.

She turned to the others. "I'mgoing down to the vill age
to try to get us sone food. You wait here." She nodded toward
Sister Teresa. "You conme with ne."

Si ster Teresa was confused. For thirty years she had

obeyed only the orders of the Reverend Mt her Betina, and now
suddenly this sister had taken charge. But what is happening
is God's will, Sister Teresa thought. He has appointed her to
hel p us, so she speaks with H's voice. "I nust get this cross
to the convent at Mendavia as soon as possible.”

"Ri ght. When we get down there, we'll ask for directions."”



The two of themstarted down the hill toward the town,
Luci a keeping a careful |ookout for trouble. There was none.

This is going to be easy, Lucia thought.

They reached the outskirts of the little town. A sign said
VI LLACASTI N. Ahead of themwas the nmain street. To the |eft
was a snall, deserted street.

Good, Lucia thought. There would be no one to w tness what
was about to happen.

Lucia turned into the side street. "Let's go this way.
There's | ess chance of being seen.”

Si ster Teresa nodded and obediently foll owed. The question
now was how to get the cross away from her.

| could grab it and run, Lucia thought, but she'd probably
scream and attract a lot of attention. No, |I'll have to nake
sure she stays quiet.

A small linb of a tree had fallen to the ground in front

of her, and Lucia paused, then stooped to pick it up. It was
heavy. Perfect. She waited for Sister Teresa to catch up to
her .

"Sister Teresa.."

The nun turned to | ook at her, and as Lucia started to
raise the club, a male voice fromout of nowhere said, "God
be with you, Sisters.”

Lucia spun around, ready to run. A man was standing there,
dressed in the long brown robe and cow of a friar. He was
tall and thin, with an aquiline face and the saintliest
expression Lucia had ever seen. His eyes seened to glow with
a warminner light, and his voice was soft and gentle.

“I'mFriar Mguel Carrillo.”

Lucia's mnd was racing. Her first plan had been
I nterrupted. But now, suddenly, she had a better one.



"Thank God you found us," Lucia said. This man was goi ng
to be her escape. He would know t he easiest way for her to
get out of Spain. "We cone fromthe Ci stercian convent near
Avila," she explained. "Last night some nen raided it. All
t he nuns were taken. Four of us nmanaged to escape.”

When the friar replied, his voice was filled with anger.

"I come fromthe nonastery at San Generro, where | have been
for the past twenty years. W were attacked the night before
| ast." He sighed. "I know that God has sone plan for all H's
children, but I nust confess that at this nonment | don't
understand what it mght be."

"These nmen are searching for us,"” Lucia said. "It is
I nportant that we get out of Spain as fast as possible. Do
you know how t hat can be done?"

Friar Carrillo smled gently. "I think I can help you,
Sister. God has brought us together. Take ne to the others.™

Wthin a few m nutes Lucia had brought the friar to the
group.

"This is Friar Carrillo," she said. "He's been in a
nonastery for the |ast twenty years. He's cone to help us."

Their reactions to the friar were m xed. G aciela dared

not | ook directly at him Megan studied hi mw th quick,

I nterested gl ances; and Sister Teresa regarded himas a
nmessenger sent by God who would | ead themto the convent at
Mendavi a.

Friar Carrillo said, "The nen who attacked the convent

wi || undoubtedly keep searching for you. But they wll be

| ooki ng for four nuns. The first thing you nmust do is change
your clothing."

Megan rem nded him "W have no clothes to change into."
Friar Carrillo gave her a beatific smle. "Qur Lord has a

very |arge wardrobe. Do not worry, ny child. He will provide.
Let us go back into town."



It was two o' clock in the afternoon, siesta tine, and

Friar Carrillo and the four sisters wal ked down the main
street of the village, alert for any signs of their pursuers.
The shops were closed, but the restaurants and bars were open
and fromthemthey could hear strange nusic issuing, hard,

di ssonant, and raucous-soundi ng.

Friar Carrillo saw the | ook on Sister Teresa's face.
"That's rock and roll," he said. "Very popular with the young
t hese days."

A pair of young wonmen standing in front of one of the bars
stared at the nuns as they passed. The nuns stared back,

w de-eyed, at the strange clothing the pair wore. One wore a
skirt so short it barely covered her thighs, and the other
wore a |longer skirt that was split up to the sides of her

t hi ghs. Both wore tight knitted bodices with no sl eeves.

They m ght as well be naked, Sister Teresa thought,
horrified.

In the doorway stood a man who wore a turtl eneck sweater,
a strange-1ooking jacket without a collar, and a jewel ed
pendant .

Unfam |iar odors greeted the nuns as they passed a bodega.
Ni coti ne and whi skey.

Megan was staring at sonething across the street. She
st opped.

Friar Carrillo said, "Wat is it? Wiat's the matter?" He
turned to | ook.

Megan was wat chi ng a wonman carryi ng a baby. How nmany years
had it been since she had seen a baby, or even a small child?
Not since the orphanage, fourteen years ago. The sudden shock
made Megan realize how far her |ife had been renoved fromthe
out si de worl d.



Sister Teresa was staring at the baby too, but she was

t hi nking of sonething else. It's Mnique's baby. The baby
across the street was screamng. It's scream ng because |
deserted it. But no, that's inpossible. That was thirty years
ago. Sister Teresa turned away, the baby's cries ringing in
her ears. They noved on.

They passed a notion-picture theater. The marquee read
Three Lovers, and the photographs di spl ayed showed skinpily
cl ad wonen enbracing a bare-chested man.

"Why, they're—they're al nost naked!" Sister Teresa
excl ai med.

Friar Carrillo frowned. "Yes. It's disgraceful what the
cinema is permtted to show these days. That novie is pure
por nogr aphy. The nobst personal and private acts are there for
everyone to see. They turn God's children into animals."”

They passed a hardware store, a hairdressing salon, a

fl ower shop, a candy store, all closed for the siesta, and at
each shop the sisters stopped and stared at the w ndows,
filled with once-famliar, faintly renenbered artifacts.

When they cane to a wonen's dress shop, Friar Carrillo
said, "Stop."

The shades were pulled down over the front wi ndows and a
sign on the front door said CLOSED

"Wait here for ne, please.”

The four wonen watched as he wal ked to the corner and
turned out of sight. They | ooked at one another bl ankly.
Were was he going, and what if he did not return?

A few mnutes |ater, they heard the sound of the front
door of the shop opening, and Friar Carrillo stood in the

doorway, beam ng. He notioned theminside. "Hurry."

When they were all in the store and the friar had | ocked
t he door, Lucia asked, "How did you—=2"

"God provides a back door as well as a front door," the



friar said gravely. But there was an inpish edge to his voice
t hat nmade Megan smil e.

The sisters | ooked around the shop in awe. The store was a
mul ti col ored cornucopia of dresses and sweaters, bras and
st ocki ngs, high-heel ed shoes and bol eros. Objects they had
not seen in years. And the styles seened so strange. There
were purses and scarves and conpacts and bl ouses. It was all
too nuch to absorb. The wonen stood there, gaping.

"We nust nove quickly,” Friar Carrillo warned them "and
| eave before siesta is over and the store reopens. Help
your sel ves. Choose whatever fits you."

Luci a thought: Thank God | can finally dress |Iike a woman
agai n. She wal ked over to a rack of dresses and began to sort
t hrough them She found a beige skirt and a tan sil k bl ouse
to gowthit. It's not Balenciaga, but it will do for now
She picked out panties and a bra and a pair of soft boots,

t hen stepped behind a clothes rack, stripped, and in a natter
of m nutes was dressed and ready to go.

The others were slowy selecting their outfits.

G aciela chose a white cotton dress that set off her black
hai r and dark conpl exi on, and a pair of sandals.

Megan chose a patterned blue cotton dress that fell bel ow
t he knees and | ow heel ed shoes.

Sister Teresa had the nost difficult tinme choosing

something to wear. The array of choices was too dazzling.
There were silks and flannels and tweeds and | eather. There
were cottons and twills and corduroys, and there were plaids
and checks and stripes of every color. And they all
seenmed—ski npy was the word that cane to Sister Teresa' s m nd.
For the past thirty years she had been decently covered by

t he heavy robes of her calling. And now she was bei ng asked
to shed them and put on these indecent creations. She finally
sel ected the | ongest skirt she could find, and a

| ong- sl eeved, high-collared cotton bl ouse.

Friar Carrillo urged, "Hurry, Sisters. Get undressed and



change. "

They | ooked at one anot her in enbarrassnent.

He smled. "I'Il wait in the office, of course.”

He wal ked to the back of the store and entered the office.

The sisters began to undress, painfully self-conscious in
front of one another.

In the office, Friar Carrillo had pulled a chair up to the
transom and was | ooking out through it, watching the sisters
strip. He was thinking: Wich one am| going to screw first!

M guel Carrillo had begun his career as a thief when he

was only ten years old. He was born with curly blond hair and
an angelic face, which had proved to be of inestinable val ue
in his chosen profession. He started at the bottom snatching
purses and shoplifting, and as he got ol der, his career
expanded and he began to roll drunks and prey on wealthy
wonen. Because of his enornous appeal, he was very
successful. He devised several original sw ndles, each nore

I ngeni ous than the last. Unfortunately, his |atest swindle
had proved to be his undoi ng.

Posing as a friar froma distant nonastery, Carrillo
traveled fromchurch to church beggi ng sanctuary for the
night. It was always granted, and in the norning when the
priest canme to open the church doors, all the valuable
artifacts would be mssing, along with the good friar.

Unfortunately, fate had doubl e-crossed him Two ni ghts
earlier in Bejar, a small town near Avila, the priest had
returned unexpectedly and Mguel Carrillo had been caught in
the act of pilfering the church treasury. The priest was a
beefy, heavyset man, and he had westled Carrillo to the
ground and announced that he was going to turn himover to
the police. A heavy silver chalice had fallen to the floor,
and Carrillo had picked it up and hit the priest with it.



Either the chalice was too heavy or the priest's skull was
too thin, but in any case the priest |lay dead on the fl oor.

M guel Carrillo had fled, panicky, anxious to put hinself as
far away fromthe scene of the crinme as possible. He had
passed through Avila and heard the story of the attack on the
convent by Col onel Acoca and the secret GOE. It was fate that
Carrillo had chanced upon the four escaped nuns.

Now, eager with anticipation, he studied their naked

bodi es and thought: There's another interesting possibility.
Since Col onel Acoca and his nmen are | ooking for the sisters,
there is probably a nice, fat reward on their heads. I'Il lay
themfirst, and then turn them over to Acoca.

The wonen, except for Lucia, who was already dressed, were
totally naked. Carrillo watched as they awkwardly put on the
new undercl ot hes. Then they finished dressing, clunsily
but t oni ng unaccustoned buttons and fastening zippers,
hurrying to get away before they were caught.

Time to get to work, Carrillo thought happily. He got down
fromthe chair and wal ked out into the store. He approached

t he wonen, studied them approvingly, and said, "Excellent. No
one in the world woul d ever take you for nuns. | m ght
suggest scarves for your heads." He selected one for each of
t hem and wat ched t hem put them on.

M guel Carrillo had nade his decision. Gaciela was going
to be the first. She was undoubtedly one of the nost

beauti ful wonen he had ever seen. And that body! How coul d
she have wasted it on God? I'll show her what to do with it.

He said to Lucia, Teresa, and Megan, "You nust all be

hungry. | want you to go to the cafe we passed and wait for
us there. I'll go to the church and borrow sone noney from
the priest so we can eat." He turned to Gaciela. "I want you
to come wwth ne. Sister, to explain to the priest what
happened at the convent."

"I very well."

Carrillo said to the others, "W'Il be along in alittle
while. | would suggest you use the back door."



He watched as Lucia, Teresa, and Megan |eft. When he heard
t he door cl ose behind them he turned to G aci el a.

She's fantastic, he thought. Maybe |I'lI|1 keep her with ne,
break her in to sone cons. She could be a big help.

G aciela was watching him "I'mready."

“"Not yet." Carrillo pretended to study her for a nonent.

“"No, I"'mafraid it won't do. That dress is all wong for you.
Take it off."
" But - —ahy?"

"It doesn't fit properly,” Carrillo said glibly. "People
will notice, and you don't want to attract attention."

She hesitated, then noved behind a rack.
"Hurry, now. We have very little tine."
Anwkwar dly, Graciela slipped the dress over her head. She

was in her panties and brassiere when Carrillo suddenly
appear ed.

"Take everything off." His voice was husky.

G aciela stared at him "Wat? No!" she cried. "I —I
can't. Pl ease—+—=

Carrillo noved closer to her. "I'lIl help you, Sister."

H s hands reached out and he ripped off her brassiere and
tore at her panties.

"No!" she screanmed. "You nustn't! Stop it!"

Carrillo grinned. "Carita, we're just getting started.
You're going to love this."

His strong arnms were around her. He forced her to the
floor and lifted his robe.



It was as though a curtain in Gaciela's mnd suddenly
descended. It was the Moor trying to thrust hinself inside
her, tearing into the depths of her, and her nother's shril
voi ce was screanming. And Graciela thought, terrified, No, not
agai n. No, please-not again...

She was struggling fiercely now, fighting Carrillo off,
trying to get up.

"Goddamm you, " he cried.
He slammed his fist into her face, and G aciela fell back,
stunned and di zzy.

She found herself spinning back in tinme. Back . . Back .

CHAPTER SI X
Las Navas del Marques, Spain

She was five years old. Her earliest nenories were of a
processi on of naked strangers clinbing in and out of her
not her' s bed.

Her not her expl ai ned, "They are your uncles. You nust show
t hem respect . "

The nmen were gross and crude and | acked affection. They
stayed for a night, a week, a nonth, and then vani shed. Wen
they left, Dolores Pifiero would imediately | ook for a new
man.

In her youth, Dolores Pifiero had been a beauty, and
Graciela had inherited her nother's | ooks. Even as a child,
G aciela was stunning to look at, with high cheekbones, an
olive conpl exion, shiny black hair, and thick, |ong

eyel ashes. Her young body was nubile wth prom se.

Wth the passage of years, Dol ores Pifiero's body had

turned to fat and her wonderfully boned face had becone
bruised with the bitter blows of tinme. Al though she was no

| onger beautiful, she was accessible, and she had the
reputation of being a passionate bed partner. Mking | ove was



her one talent, and she enployed it to try to please nen into
bondage, hoping to keep them by buying their love with her
body. She nmde a neager living as a seanstress because she
was an indifferent one, and was hired only by the wonen of
the village who could not afford better.

Dol ores Piflero despi sed her daughter, for she was a

constant rem nder of the one man whom she had ever | oved.
Graciela's father was a handsonme young nechani ¢ who had
proposed to the beautiful young Dol ores, and she had eagerly
| et hi mseduce her. But when she broke the news that she was
pregnant, he di sappeared, |eaving Dolores with the curse of
hi s seed.

Dol ores had a vicious tenper, and she took out her
vengeance on the child. Any tine Graciela did sonething to
di spl ease her, her nother would hit her and scream "You're
as stupid as your father!"

There was no way for the child to escape the rain of blows

or the constant scream ng. Graciela would wake up every
norni ng and pray: Please, God, don't |let Manma beat ne today.
Pl ease, God, make Mana happy today. Please, God, |et Mama say
she | oves ne today.

When she was not attacking G aciela, her nother ignored

her. Graciela prepared her own neals and took care of her

cl othes. She nmade her lunch to take to school, and she woul d
say to her teacher, "My nother nmade ne enpafadas today. She
knows how nuch | |ike enpafadas."

O: "l tore ny dress, but ny nother sewed it up for ne.
She | oves doing things for ne."

O: "My nother and | are going to a novie tonorrow. "

And it woul d break her teacher's heart. Las Navas del

Marques is a small village an hour fromAvila, and |ike al
vil |l ages everywhere, everyone knew everyone el se's business.
The |ife-style of Dolores Pifiero was a disgrace, and it
reflected on Graciela. Mdthers refused to let their children
play wwth the little girl, lest their norals be contam nat ed.
Gaciela went to the school on Plazoleta del Cristo, but she
had no friends and no playmates. She was one of the brightest



students in the school, but her grades were poor. It was
difficult for her to concentrate, for she was always tired.

Her teacher woul d adnoni sh her, "You nust get to bed
earlier, Graciela, so that you are rested enough to do your
wor k properly.”

But her exhaustion had nothing to do with getting to bed

| ate. Graciela and her nother shared a small two-room casa.
The girl slept on a couch in a tiny room with only a thin,
worn curtain separating it fromthe bedroom How could
Gaciela tell her teacher about the obscene sounds in the

ni ght that awakened her and kept her awake as she listened to
her not her nmaking | ove to whichever stranger happened to be

i n her bed?

Wen Graciela brought honme her report card, her nother

woul d scream "These are the cursed grades | expected you to
get, and do you know why you got these terrible grades?
Because you're stupid. Stupid!"

And Graciela would believe it and try hard not to cry.

Af t ernoons when school was out, G aciela wuld wander
around by hersel f, wal ki ng through the narrow, w nding
streets lined with acacia and sycanore trees, past the

whi t ewashed stone houses, where loving fathers lived with
their famlies. Gaciela had many pl aymates, but they were
all in her mnd. There were beautiful girls and handsone
boys, and they invited her to all their parties, where they
served wonderful cakes and ice cream Her imaginary friends
were kind and | oving, and they all thought she was very
smart. \Wen her nother was not around, Gaciela would carry
on |l ong conversations with them

Wul d you help ne with ny honmework, Gaciela? | don't know
how to do sunms, and you're so good at them

What shall we do tonight, Gaciela? W could go to a
novie, or walk into town and have a Coca- Col a.



W11l your nother |et you cone to dinner tonight, Gaciela?
W' re havi ng paell a.

No, I'mafraid not. Mother gets lonely if I"'mnot with
her. I'mall she has, you know.

On Sundays, Graciela rose early and dressed quietly,

careful not to awaken her nother and whi chever uncle was in
her bed, and wal ked to the San Juan Bautista Church, where
Fat her Perez tal ked of the joys of |ife after death, a
fairy-tale life wth Jesus; and Graciela could not wait to
di e and neet Jesus.

Fat her Perez was an attractive priest in his early

forties. He had mnistered to the rich and the poor, the sick
and the vital, since he had conme to Las Navas del Marques
several years earlier, and there were no secrets in the
little village to which he was not privy. Father Perez knew
Graciela as a regular churchgoer, and he too was aware of the
stories of the constant stream of strangers who shared

Dol ores Pifiero's bed. It was not a fit hone for a young girl,
but there was nothing anyone could do about it. It amazed the
priest that Graciela had turned out as well as she had. She
was ki nd and gentle and never conpl ai ned or tal ked about her
honme |ife.

Graci el a woul d appear at church every Sunday norning

wearing a clean, neat outfit that he was sure she had washed
hersel f. Father Perez knew she was shunned by the ot her
children in town, and his heart went out to her. He nade it a
point to spend a few nonents with her after the service each
Sunday, and when he had tine, he would take her to a little
cafe for a treat of hel odo.

In the winter Gaciela's |ife was a dreary | andscape,



nonot onous and gl oony. Las Navas del Marques was in a valley
surrounded by nountains, and because of that, the winters
were six nonths |long. The sunmers were easier to bear, for
then the tourists arrived and filled the town with | aughter
and dancing, and the streets cane alive. The tourists would
gather at the Plaza de Manuel Del gado Barredo, with its
little bandstand built on stone, and listen to the orchestra
and watch the natives dance the sardana, the centuries-old
traditional fol k dance, barefoot, their hands |inked as they
noved gracefully around in a colorful circle. Gaciela

wat ched the visitors as they sat at the sidewal k cafes
drinking aperitivos or shopping at the pescaderia—the fish
mar ket —er the farmacia. At one o'clock in the afternoon the
bodega was always filled with tourists drinking chateo and
pi cki ng at tapas—seafood, olives, and chips.

The nost exciting thing for Gaciela was to watch the

paseo each evening. Boys and girls would wal k up and down the
Pl aza Mayor in segregated groups, the boys eyeing the girls,
whil e parents and grandparents and friends watched,

hawk- eyed, from sidewal k cafes. It was the traditional mating
ritual, observed for centuries. G-aciela longed to join in
it, but her nother forbade her.

"Do you want to be a puta?" she would scream at G aciel a.

"Stay away from boys. They want only one thing fromyou. |
know from experience," she added bitterly.

I f the days were bearable, the nights were an agony.

Through the thin curtain that separated their beds, Gaciela
coul d hear the sounds of savage noaning and withings and
heavy breathing, and al ways the obscenities.
"Faster...harder!"

" Cogene! "

"Mamane | a verga!"

"Metelo en el culo!”



Bef ore she was ten years old, Gaciela had heard every
obscene word in the Spanish vocabul ary. They were whi spered
and shouted and shuddered and noaned. The cries of passion
repelled Graciela, and at the sanme tine awakened strange

| ongi ngs in her.

Wen Graciela was fourteen years old, the Mor noved in.

He was the biggest man G aciela had ever seen. Hi s skin was
shiny black, and his head was shaved. He had enornous

shoul ders, a barrel chest, and huge arnms. The Mor had
arrived in the mddle of the night when G aciela was asl eep,
and she got her first sight of himin the norning when he
pushed the curtain aside and wal ked stark naked past
Graciela's bed to go outside to the outhouse. G aciela | ooked
at him and al nost gasped al oud. He was enornous, in every
part. That will kill ny nother, G aciela thought.

The Moor was staring at her. "Well, well. And who do we
have here?"

Dol ores Pifnero hurried out of her bed and npved to his
side. "My daughter," she said curtly.

A wave of enbarrassnent swept over Graciela as she saw her
not her' s naked body next to the man.

The Mbor smiled, show ng beautiful white, even teeth.
"What's your nane, guapa?"

Graciela was too shanmed by his nakedness to speak.
"Her nane's Graciela. She's retarded.”

"She's beautiful. I'lIl bet you | ooked |ike that when you
wer e young. "

"' mstill young," Dol ores snapped. She turned to her
daughter. "Get dressed. You'll be late for school."



"Yes, Mana."
The Moor stood there, eyeing her.

The ol der woman took his arm and said cajolingly, "Cone
back to bed, querido. W're not finished yet."

"Later," the Mwor said. He was still |ooking at G aciela.

The Mbor stayed. Every day when Graciela cane honme from
school she prayed that he woul d be gone. For reasons she did
not understand, he terrified her. He was always polite to her
and never made any advances, yet the nere thought of him sent
shivers through her body.

H s treatnment of her nother was sonething el se. The Mor
stayed in the small house npost of the day, drinking heavily.
He took whatever noney Dol ores earned. Sonetinmes at night in
the mddle of | overmaki ng, Gaciela would hear himbeating her
not her, and in the norning Dol ores woul d appear with a

bl ackened eye or split |ip.

"Mama, why do you put up with hin?" G aciela asked.

"You woul dn't understand,"” she said sullenly. "He's a real
man, not a mdget |ike the others. He knows how to satisfy a
woman. " She ran her hand through her hair coquettishly.
"Besides, he's nmadly in love with ne."

Graciela did not believe it. She knew that the Mor was

usi ng her nother, but she did not dare protest again. She was
too terrified of her nother's tenper, for when Dol ores Piifero
was really angry, a kind of insanity took possession of her.
She had once chased Graciela with a kitchen knife because the
girl had dared make a pot of tea for one of the "uncles."”



Early one Sunday norning G aciela rose to get ready for
church. Her nother had left early to deliver sone dresses. As
Graciela pulled off her nightgown, the curtain was pushed
aside and the Mor appeared. He was naked.

"Where's your nother, guapal ?"
"Mama went out early. She had sone errands to do."

The Moor was studying Gaciela s nude body. "You really
are a beauty,"” he said softly.

Graciela felt her face flush. She knew what she shoul d do.
She shoul d cover her nakedness, put on her skirt and bl ouse
and | eave. |Instead, she stood there, unable to npbve. She
wat ched hi s manhood begin to swell and grow before her eyes.
She coul d hear the voices ringing in her ears:

"Faster...harder!™
She felt faint.

The Moor said huskily, "You're a child. Get your clothes
on and get out of here.™

And Gracieia found herself noving. Mving toward him She
reached up and slid her arns around his waist and felt his
mal e hardness agai nst her body.

"No," she npbaned. "I'mnot a child."”

The pain that followed was |ike nothing G acieia had ever
known. It was excruciating, unbearable. It was wonderful,
exhil arating, beautiful. She held the Mor tightly in her
arms, screamng with ecstasy. He brought her to orgasm after
orgasm and G acieia thought: So this is what the nystery is
all about. And it was so wonderful to know finally the secret
of all creation, to be a part of life at last, to know what
joy was for now and forever.

"What the fuck are you doi ng?"

It was Dol ores Pifero's voice scream ng, and for an
I nstant everything stopped, frozen in tine. She was standing



at the side of the bed, staring down at her daughter and the
Moor .

Gracieia | ooked up at her nother, too terrified to speak.
Dol ores's eyes were filled with an insane rage.

"You bitch!" she yelled. "You rotten bitch."

Mana—pl ease—

Dol ores picked up a heavy iron ashtray at the bedsi de and
slammed it agai nst her daughter's head.

That was the |ast thing G acieia renenbered.

She awoke in a large, white hospital ward with two dozen
beds in it, all of them occupied. Harried nurses scurried
back and forth, trying to attend to the needs of the
patients.

G aciela's head was racked with excruciating pain. Each
time she noved, rivers of fire flowed through her. She |ay
there, listening to the cries and noans of the other
patients.

Late in the afternoon, a young intern stopped by the side
of her bed. He was in his early thirties, but he | ooked old
and tired.

"Well," he said, "you're finally awake."
"Where am 1 ?" It hurt her to speak.

"You're in the charity ward of the Hospital Provincial in
Avila. You were brought in yesterday. You were in terrible
shape. W had to stitch up your forehead."” The intern went

on. "Qur chief surgeon decided to sew you up hinself. He said
you were too beautiful to have scars.”



He's wong, Gaciela thought. |I'lIl be scarred for the rest
of my life.

On the second day, Father Perez cane to see Graciela. A
nurse nmoved a chair to the bedside. The priest |ooked at the
beautiful, pale young girl lying there and his heart nelted.
The terrible thing that had happened to her was the scandal
of Las Navas del Marques, but there was nothi ng anyone coul d
do about it. Dolores Pifiero had told the policia that her
daughter had injured her head in a fall.

Fat her Perez asked, "Are you feeling better, child?"
G aci el a nodded, and the novenent nmade her head pound.

"The policia have been asking questions. |Is there anything
you would like ne to tell thenf"

There was a long silence. Finally she said, "It was an
acci dent . "
He coul d not bear the look in her eyes. "I see.”

What he had to say was pai nful beyond words. "G aciela, |
spoke with your nother.."

And Graciela knew. "I—+ can't go hone again, can |?"

"No, I"'mafraid not. We'll talk about it." Father Perez
took Gaciela's hand. "I'lIl cone back to see you tonorrow. "

"Thank you, Father."

When he left, Gaciela lay there, and she prayed:. Dear
CGod, please let ne die. | don't want to live.

She had nowhere to go and no one to go to. Never again

woul d she see her hone. She woul d never see her school again,
or the famliar faces of her teachers. There was nothing in
the world left for her.



A nurse stopped at her bedside. "You need anythi ng?"

Graciela | ooked up at her in despair. What was there to
say?

The follow ng day the intern appeared again.

"l have good news," he said awkwardly. "You' re well enough
to |l eave now. " That was a lie, but the rest of his speech was
true. "W need the bed."

She was free to go—but go where?

VWhen Father Perez arrived an hour |l ater, he was
acconpani ed by anot her priest.

"This is Father Berrendo, an old friend of mne."

Graciela glanced up at the frail-looking priest. "Father."
He was right, Father Berrendo thought. She is beautiful.

Fat her Perez had told himthe story of what had happened

to Graciela. The priest had expected to see sone visible
signs of the kind of environnment the child had lived in, a
har dness, a defiance, or self-pity. There were none of those

things in the young girl's face.

"I"'msorry you've had such a bad tine," Father Berrendo
told her. The sentence carried a deeper neaning.

Fat her Perez said, "G aciela, | nust return to Las Navas
del Marques. | amleaving you in Father Berrendo' s hands."

G aciela was filled wth a sudden sense of panic. She felt



as though her last link with hone was being cut. "Don't go,"
she pl eaded.

Fat her Perez took her hand in his. "I know you feel

alone,” he said warmy, "but you' re not. Believe ne, child,
you're not."

A nurse approached the bed carrying a bundle. She handed

it to Gaciela. "Here are your clothes. I'mafraid you're
going to have to | eave now. "

An even greater panic seized her. "Now?"

The two priests exchanged a | ook.

"Why don't you get dressed and cone with ne?" Father
Berrendo suggested. "W can talk."

Fifteen mnutes | ater Father Berrendo was hel ping Gaciela
out of the hospital door into the warm sunlight. There was a

garden in front of the hospital with brightly col ored
flowers, but Graciela was too dazed even to notice them

When they were seated in his office, Father Berrendo said,
"Fat her Perez told ne that you have no place to go."

G aci el a nodded.
"No rel ati ves?"

"Only—= It was difficult to say it. "Only—ny nother."
"Fat her Perez said that you were a regul ar churchgoer in
your village."

A village she woul d never see again. "Yes."

Graci el a thought of those Sunday nornings, and the beauty
of the church services, and how she had |onged to be with



Jesus and escape fromthe pain of the Iife she |ived.
"G aciela, have you ever thought of entering a convent?"
“"No." She was startled by the idea.

"There is a convent here in Avila—the Cistercian con-vent.
They woul d take care of you there.”

"I + don't know. " The idea was frightening.

"It is not for everyone," Father Berrendo told her. "And I
must warn you, it is the strictest order of themall. Once
you wal k through the gates and take the vows, you have nade a
prom se to God never to | eave."

Graciela sat there staring out the window, her mind filled
with conflicting thoughts. The idea of shutting herself away
fromthe world was terrifying. It would be |ike going to
prison. But on the other hand, what did the world have to

of fer her? Pain and despair beyond bearing. She had often

t hought of suicide. This mght offer a way out of her msery.

Fat her Berrendo said, "It's up to you, ny child. If you
like, I wll take you to neet the Reverend Modther Prioress."”

Graci el a nodded. "All right."

The Reverend Mt her studied the face of the young girl

before her. Last night for the first tine in many, nmany years
she had heard the voice. A young child will conme to you.
Protect her. "How old are you, ny dear?"

"Fourteen."
She's old enough. In the fourth century the pope decreed

that girls could be permtted to becone nuns at the age of
twel ve.



"I"mafraid,” Gaciela said to the Reverend Mt her Beti na.

I"mafraid. The words rang in Betina's mnd: |I'mafraid...

That had been so nany | ong years ago. She was speaking to
her priest. "I don't knowif | have a calling for this,
Father. I'mafraid."

"Betina, the first contact wwth God can be very
di sturbing, and the decision to dedicate your life to Hmis
a difficult one.™

How did | find ny calling! Betina wondered.

She had never been even faintly interested in religion. As

a young girl she had avoi ded church and Sunday School. In her
teens she was nore interested in parties and cl ot hes and
boys. If her friends in Madrid had been asked to sel ect
possi bl e candi dates to becone a nun, Betina would have been
at the bottomof the list. Mre accurately, she would not
even have been on their |ist. But when she was nineteen,
events started to happen that changed her life.

She was in her bed, asleep, when a voice said, "Betina,
get up and go outside."

She opened her eyes and sat up, frightened. She turned on
the bedside |anp and realized she was al one. What a strange

dr eam

But the voice had been so real. She |lay down again, but it
was i npossible to go back to sl eep.

"Betina, get up and go outside."

It's ny subconscious, she thought. Wiy would | want to go
outside in the mddle of the night?

She turned out the light and a nonent later turned it on
again. This is crazy.



But she put on a robe and slippers and went downstairs.
The househol d was asl eep.

She opened the kitchen door, and as she did a wave of fear
swept over her, because sonehow she knew that she was
supposed to go out the back into the yard. She | ooked around
I n the darkness, and her eye caught a glint of noonlight
shining on an old refrigerator that had been abandoned and
was used to store tools.

Beti na suddenly knew why she was there. She wal ked over to
the refrigerator as though hypnotized, and opened it. Her
t hree-year-ol d brother was inside, unconscious.

That was the first incident. In time, Betina rationalized
it as a perfectly normal experience. | nust have heard ny
brot her get up and go out into the yard, and | knew the
refrigerator was there, and I was worried about him so |
went outside to check.

The next experience was not so easy to explain. It
happened a nonth | ater.

In her sleep, Betina heard a voice say, "You nust put out
the fire."

She sat up, w de awake, her pulse racing. Again, it was

| npossible to go back to sl eep. She put on a robe and
slippers and went into the hallway. No snoke. No fire. She
opened her parents' bedroom door. Everythi ng was nor nal
there. There was no fire in her brother's bedroom She went
downstairs and | ooked through every room There was no sign
of a fire.

["man idiot, Betina thought. It was only a dream

She went back to bed just as the house was rocked by an
expl osion. She and her famly escaped, and the firenen
managed to put out the fire.
"It started in the basenent,”
boi | er expl oded."

a fireman explained, "and a



The next incident happened three weeks later. This tine it
was no dream

Betina was on the patio readi ng when she saw a stranger
wal ki ng across the yard. He | ooked at her and in that instant
she felt a mal evol ence comng from himthat was al nost

pal pabl e. He turned away and was gone.

Beti na was unable to get himout of her m nd.

Three days later, she was in an office building, waiting

for the elevator. The el evator door opened, and she was about
to step into it when she | ooked at the el evator operator. It
was the man she had seen in her garden. Betina backed away,
frightened. The el evator door closed and the el evator went
up. Monents later, it crashed, killing everyone init.

The follow ng Sunday, Betina went to church.

Dear Lord, | don't know what's going on here, and I'm
scared. Please guide ne and tell nme what you want ne to do.

The answer cane that night as Betina slept. The voice said
one word. Devotion.

She thought about it all night, and in the norning she
went to talk to the priest.

He listened intently to what she had to say.

"Ah. You are one of the fortunate ones. You have been
chosen. "

"Chosen for what ?"

"Are you wlling to devote your life to God, ny child?"
"I 4+ don't know. I'mafraid."

But in the end, she joined the convent.

| chose the right path, the Reverend Mt her Betina
t hought, because | have never known so nuch happi ness...



And now here was this battered child saying, "lI'mafraid."

The Reverend Mdther took Graciela s hand. "Take your tine,
Graciela. God won't go away. Think about it and come back and
we can discuss it."

But what was there to think about? |I've nowhere else in

the world to go, Gaciela thought. And the silence would be
wel cone. | have heard too many terrible sounds. She | ooked at
the Reverend Mot her and said, "I wll welcone the silence."

That had been seventeen years earlier, and since then
Graciela had found peace for the first tinme. Her life was
dedi cated to God. The past no | onger belonged to her. She was
forgiven the horrors she had grown up with. She was Christ's
bride, and at the end of her life, she would join H m

As the years passed in deep silence, despite the
occasi onal nightmares, the terrible sounds in her m nd
gradual | y faded away.

Sister Graciela was assigned to work in the garden,

tending the tiny rainbows of God's mracle, never tiring of
their splendor. The walls of the convent rose high above her
on all sides |like a stone nmountain, but Gaciela never felt
that they were shutting her in; they were shutting the
terrible world out, a world she never wanted to see again.

Life in the convent was serene and peaceful. But now,
suddenly, her terrible nightmares had turned into a reality.
Her worl d had been invaded by barbarians. They had forced her



out of her sanctuary, into the world she had renounced
forever. And her sins canme flooding back, filling her with
horror. The Moor had returned. She could feel his hot breath
on her face. As she fought him G aciela opened her eyes, and
It was the friar on top of her trying to penetrate her. He
was saying, "Stop fighting ne, Sister. You're going to enjoy
this!"

“"Mama," Graciela cried aloud. "Mama! Help ne!"

CHAPTER SEVEN

Lucia Carmne felt wonderful as she wal ked down the street
with Megan and Teresa. It was narvel ous to wear fem nine

cl ot hes again and hear the whisper of silk against her skin.
She gl anced at the others. They were wal ki ng nervously,
unaccustoned to their new cl othes, |ooking self-conscious and
enbarrassed in their skirts and stockings. They | ook as

t hough they' ve been dropped from another planet. They sure as
hell don't belong on this one, Lucia thought. They m ght as
wel | be wearing signs that say CATCH ME.

Sister Teresa was the nost unconfortable of the three

wonen. Thirty years in the convent had deeply ingrained a
sense of nodesty in her, and it was being violated by the
events that had been thrust upon her. This world to which she
had once bel onged now seened unreal. It was the convent that
was real, and she longed to hurry back to the sanctuary of
its protective walls.

Megan was aware that nen were eyeing her as she wal ked

down the street, and she blushed. She had lived in a world of
wonen for so long that she had forgotten what it was like to
see a man, |let alone have one smle at her. It was
enbarrassi ng, indecent...exciting. The nmen aroused feelings in
Megan that had been | ong since buried. For the first tinme in
years, she was conscious of her femninity.

They were passing the bar they had gone by before and the
music was blaring out into the street. \Wat had Friar
Carrillo called it? Rock and roll. Very popular with the
young. Sonet hi ng bot hered her. And suddenly Megan reali zed
what it was. Wen they had passed the theater, the friar had



said: It's disgraceful what the cinema is permtted to show
t hese days. That novie is pure pornography. The nost personal
and private acts are there for everyone to see.

Megan's heart began to beat faster. If Friar Carrillo had
been | ocked up in a nonastery for the past twenty years, how
coul d he possi bly have known about rock nmusic or what was in
t he novi e? Sonething was terribly wong.

She turned to Lucia and Teresa and said urgently, "W've
got to return to the store.”

They wat ched as Megan turned and ran back, and they
qui ckly began to foll ow her.

G aciela was on the floor, desperately fighting to get
free, scratching and clawing at Carrillo.

"Goddamm you! Hold still!" He was getting wi nded. He heard
a sound and gl anced up. He saw the heel of a shoe sw nging
toward his head, and that was the | ast thing he renenbered.

Megan picked up the trenbling Graciela and held her in her
arms. "Shh. It's all right. He won't bother you anynore."

It was several mnutes before Gaciela could speak.
"He—he—+t wasn't ny fault this tine," she said pleadingly.

Lucia and Teresa had cone into the store. Lucia sized up
the situation at a gl ance.

"The bastard!"

She | ooked down at the unconscious, half-naked figure on
the floor. As the others watched, Lucia grabbed sone belts
froma counter and tied Mguel Carrillo's hands tightly

behind his back. "Tie his feet," she told Megan.

Megan went to worKk.



Finally, Lucia stood up, satisfied. "There. \Wen they open
up the store this afternoon, he can explain to them what he
was doi ng here." She | ooked at G aciela closely. "Are you all
ri ght ?"

"Il +4—yes."” She tried to smle.

"We'd better get out of here,"” Megan said. "Get dressed.
Qui ckly.™

When they were ready to | eave, Lucia said, "Wait a
m nute."

She went over to the cash register and punched a key.

There were a few hundred peseta notes inside. She scooped
them up, picked up a purse froma counter, and put the noney
I nsi de. She saw the di sapproving expression on Teresa's face.

Lucia said, "Look at it this way, Sister. If God didn't
want us to have this noney, He wouldn't have put it there for

us.
They were seated in the cafe, having a conversati on.
Si ster Teresa was speaking. "W nust get the cross to the

convent at Mendavia as quickly as possible. There will be
safety there for all of us."

Not for nme, Lucia thought. My safety is that Sw ss bank.
But first things first. |1've got to get hold of that cross.

"The convent at Mendavia is north of here, right?"
n YeS_ n

"The men will be looking for us in every town. So we'l]l
sleep in the hills tonight."

Nobody wi Il hear her even if she does scream

A wai tress brought nmenus to the table. The sisters



exam ned them their expressions confused. Suddenly Lucia
understood. It had been so many years since they had been

gi ven choi ces of any kind. At the convent they had
automatically eaten the sinple food placed before them Now
they were confronted wwth a vast array of unfamliar

del i caci es.

Sister Teresa was the first to speak. "I+ w |l have sone
cof fee and bread, please."

Sister Gaciela said, "I, too.

Megan said, "W have a long, hard journey ahead of us.
suggest that we order sonething nore nourishing, |Iike eggs."

Lucia | ooked at her with new eyes. She's the one to keep
an eye on, Lucia thought. Al oud she said, "Sister Megan is
right. Let ne order for you, Sisters."”

She ordered sliced oranges, tortillas de patatas, bacon,
hot rolls, jam and coff ee.

"We're in a hurry,"” she told the waitress.

Siesta ended at four-thirty, and the town woul d be waki ng
up. She wanted to be out of there before soneone di scovered
M guel Carrillo in the dress shop.

When the food arrived, the sisters sat there staring at
it.

"Hel p yoursel ves," Lucia urged them
They began to eat, gingerly at first, and then with gusto,
overcomng their feelings of guilt.

Sister Teresa was the only one having a problem She took
one bite of food and said, "I+ can't. It's—+t's
surrendering. "

Megan said, "Sister, you want to get to the convent, don't
you? Then you have to eat to keep up your strength."”



Sister Teresa said primy, "Very well. |I'll eat. But I
prom se you, | won't enjoy it."

It was all Lucia could do to keep a straight face. "Good,
Sister. Eat."

When they had finished, Lucia paid the check with sone of

t he nmoney she had taken fromthe cash register and they

wal ked out into the hot sunshine. The streets were begi nning
to cone alive, and the stores were starting to open. By now
t hey have probably found M guel Carrillo, Lucia thought.

Lucia and Teresa were inpatient to get out of town, but
G aciela and Megan were wal king slowy, fascinated by the
sights and sounds and snells of the town.

Not until they had reached the outskirts and were headi ng
toward the nountains did Lucia begin to relax. They noved
steadily north, clinbing upward, naking slow progress in the
hilly terrain. Lucia was tenpted to ask Sister Teresa if she
woul d |i ke her to carry the package, but she did not want to
say anything that m ght nake the ol der woman suspi ci ous.

When they reached a small glade in the highland,
surrounded by trees, Lucia said, "W can spend the night
here. In the norning we'll head for the convent at Mendavia."

The ot hers nodded, believing her.

The sun noved slowly across the blue sky, and the gl ade
was silent, except for the soothing sounds of sunmer.
Finally, night fell.

One by one the wonen stretched out on the green grass.
Lucia lay there, breathing lightly, listening for a deeper

silence, waiting for the others to fall asleep so she could
make her nove.



Sister Teresa was finding it difficult to sleep. It was a
strange experience |ying out under the stars, surrounded by
her sisters. They had names now, and faces and voi ces, and
she was afraid that God was going to punish her for this
forbi dden know edge. She felt terribly | ost.

Si ster Megan too was having a difficult tinme getting to

sl eep. She was filled with the excitenent of the day's
events. How did | know that the friar was a fraud! she
wondered. And where did | get the courage to save Sister

G aciela? She smled, unable to keep frombeing a tiny bit
pl eased with herself, even though she knew such a feeling of
pride was a sin.

Graci el a was asl eep, enotionally drained by what she had
gone through. She tossed and turned, haunted by dreans of
bei ng chased down dark, |ong, endless corridors.

Lucia Carmne lay still, waiting. She lay there for al npost
two hours and then quietly sat up and noved through the
darkness toward Sister Teresa. She would take the package and
di sappear.

As she neared Sister Teresa, Lucia saw that the nun was
awake on her knees, praying. Damm! She hurriedly retreated.

Lucia lay down again, forcing herself to be patient.
Si ster Teresa could not pray all night. She had to get sone
sl eep.

Luci a pl anned her noves. The noney taken fromthe cash

regi ster woul d be enough for her to take a bus or a trainto
Madrid. Once there, it would be sinple to find a pawnbroker.
She saw herself wal king in and handi ng hi mthe gol den cross.
The pawnbr oker woul d suspect that it was stolen, but that
woul d not matter. He would have plenty of custoners eager to
buy it.

| will give you one hundred thousand pesetas for it.

She would pick it up fromthe counter. | would rather sel
ny body first.

One hundred and fifty thousand pesetas.



| would prefer to nelt it down and et the gold run in the
gutter.

Two hundred thousand pesetas. That is ny |last offer.
You are robbing nme blind, but I will accept it.

The pawnbr oker woul d eagerly reach for it.

On one condi tion.

A condition?

Yes. | msplaced ny passport. Do you know sonmeone who can
arrange a passport for nme? Her hands would still be on the
gol den cross.

He woul d hesitate, then say, | happen to have a friend who
does things |ike that.

And the deal would be done. She would be on her way to
Switzerland and freedom She renenbered her father's words:
There is nore noney there than you could spend in ten
lifetimes.

Her eyes began to close. It had been a | ong day.

In her half-sleep, Lucia heard the sound of a church bel
fromthe distant village. It sent nenories flooding through
her, of another place, another tine...

CHAPTER EI GHT
Taormna, Sicily

She was awakened every norning by the distant sound of the
bells of the Church of San Donenico, high in the Peloritani
Mount ai ns surroundi ng Taorm na. She enjoyed waking up sl owy,
| anguorously stretching like a cat. She kept her eyes cl osed,
knowi ng that there was sonething wonderful to renmenber. Wat
was it? The question teased at her m nd, and she pushed it



back, not wanting to know just yet, wanting to savor the
surprise. And suddenly her m nd was joyously flooded with it.
She was Lucia Maria Carm ne, the daughter of Angel o Carm ne,
and that was enough to make anyone in the world happy. They
lived in a large, storybook villa filled with nore servants
than the fifteen-year-old Lucia could count. A bodyguard
drove her to school each norning in an arnored |inousine. She
grew up with the prettiest dresses and the nost expensive
toys in all of Sicily, and was the envy of her school nates.

But it was her father around whom Lucia's life centered.

In her eyes, he was the nost handsome man in the world. He
was short and heavy set, with a strong face and storny brown
eyes that radi ated power. He had two sons, Arnal do and
Victor, but it was his daughter whom Angel o Carm ne ador ed.
And Luci a worshiped him In church when the priest spoke of
CGod, Lucia always thought of her father.

He woul d cone to her bedside in the norning and say, "Tine
to get up for school, faccia d angelo." Angel face.

It was not true, of course. Lucia knew she was not really
beautiful. I'"mattractive, she thought, studying herself
objectively in the mrror. Yes. Striking, rather than
beautiful. Her reflection showed a young girl with an oval
face, creany skin, even, white teeth, a strong chi n—+oo
strong? —vol uptuous, full Iips—+oo full?—and dark, know ng
eyes. But if her face fell just short of being beautiful, her
body nore than nmade up for it. At fifteen, Lucia had the body
of a woman, with round, firmbreasts, a narrow wai st, and
hi ps that noved wi th sensuous prom se.

"We' re going to have to marry you off early,"” her father
woul d tease her. "Soon you will drive the young nen pazzo, ny
little virgin."

"I want to marry soneone |ike you, Papa, but there is no
one |ike you."

He | aughed. "Never mnd. We'll find you a prince. You were
born under a |ucky star, and one day you will know what it is
|ike to have a man hold you in his arnms and nmake | ove to
you. "



Luci a bl ushed. "Yes, Papa."

It was true that no one had nade | ove to her—not for the
past twel ve hours. Benito Patas, one of her bodyguards,

al ways cane to her bed when her father was out of town.
Havi ng Benito nmake | ove to her in her house added to the
thrill because Lucia knew that her father would kill them
both if he ever discovered what was goi ng on.

Benito was in his thirties, and it flattered himthat the
beauti ful young virgin daughter of the great Angel o Carm ne
had chosen himto defl ower her.

"Was it as you expected?" he had asked the first tine he
bedded her.

"Oh, yes," Lucia breathed. "Better."

She thought: Wile he's not as good as Mario, Tony, or
Enrico, he's certainly better than Roberto and Leo. She could
not renenber the nanes of all the others.

At thirteen, Lucia had felt that she had been a virgin

| ong enough. She had | ooked around and deci ded that the | ucky
boy woul d be Paolo Costello, the son of Angelo Carm ne's
doctor. Paol o was seventeen, tall and husky, and the star
soccer player at his school. Lucia had fallen madly in | ove
with Paolo the first tine she had seen him She nanaged to
run into himas often as possible. It never occurred to Paol o
that their constant neetings had been carefully contrived. He
regarded the attractive young daughter of Angelo Carm ne as a
child. But on a hot summer day in August, Lucia decided she
could wait no | onger. She tel ephoned Paol o.

"Paol o—this is Lucia Carmne. My father has sonething he
would i ke to discuss with you, and he wondered whet her you
could neet himthis afternoon at our pool house?"

Paol o was both surprised and flattered. He was in awe of
Angel o Carm ne, but he had not known that the powerful
Maf i oso was even aware of his existence. "I would be
delighted,” Paolo said. "What tine would he like nme to be
t here?"



"Three o' clock."

Siesta tinme, when the world woul d be asl eep. The pool

house was isolated, at the far end of their w despread
property, and her father was out of town. There would be no
chance of their being interrupted.

Paol o arrived pronptly at the appointed hour. The gate

| eading to the garden was open, and he wal ked directly to the
pool house. He stopped at the cl osed door and knocked.
"Signore Carm ne? Pronto ...7?"

There was no response. Paol o checked his watch.

Cautiously, he opened the door and stepped inside. The room
was dar k.

"Si gnore Carm ne?"

A figure noved toward him "Paolo.."

He recogni zed Lucia's voice. "Lucia, |I'mlooking for your
father. |Is he here?"

She was closer to himnow, close enough for Paolo to see
that she was stark naked.

"My God!" Paol o gasped. "What—=2"
"I want you to nake love to ne."

"You' re pazzo! You're only a child. I'magetting out of
here." He started toward the door.

"Go ahead. 1'lIl tell nmy father you raped ne."

"No, you wouldn't."

"Leave, and you'll find out."

He stopped. If Lucia carried out her threat, there was not

the slightest doubt in Paolo's mind as to what his fate woul d
be. Castration would be only the begi nning.



He wal ked back to Lucia to reason with her. "Lucia, dear—=
"I like it when you call ne dear."

"No—+tisten to nme, Lucia. This is very serious. Your father
will kill me if you tell himl raped you."

"I know. "

He made another stab at it. "My father woul d be di sgraced.
My whole famly woul d be di sgraced.™

"I know. "
It was hopel ess. "What do you want from ne?"
"I want you to do it to ne."

"No. It is inpossible. If your father found out, he would
kill nme."

"And if you | eave here he will kill you. You don't have
much choi ce, do you?"

He stared at her, panicky. "Wy ne, Lucia?"

"Because I'min love with you, Paolo!" She took his hands
and pressed themgently between her legs. "I'ma woman. Mke
nme feel |ike one.™

In the dimlight Paolo could see the twin nounds of her
breasts, her hard nipples, and the soft, dark hair between
her | egs.

Jesus, Paol o thought. Wat can a man do?

She was | eading himto a couch, hel ping himout of his
trousers and his shorts. She knelt and put his mal e hardness
in her nmouth, sucked it gently, and Paol o thought: She's done
this before. And when he was on top of her, plunging deep

I nsi de her, and she had her hands tightly wapped around his
backsi de, her hips thrusting hungrily against his, Paolo

t hought: My God, she's marvel ous.



Lucia was in heaven. It was as though she had been born

for this. Instinctively she knew exactly what to do to pl ease
himand to pl ease herself. Her whole body was on fire. She
felt herself building to a clinmax, higher and higher, and
when it finally happened, she screanmed al oud in sheer joy.
They both lay there, spent, breathing hard. Lucia finally
spoke. She said, "Sane tinme tonorrow "

When Luci a was sixteen, Angelo Carm ne decided that it was
time for his daughter to see sonmething of the world. Wth
el derly Aunt Rosa as chaperone, Lucia spent her school
holidays in Capri and |Ischia, Venice and Rone, and a dozen
ot her pl aces.

"You nmust be cul tured-not a peasant, |ike your Papa.

Travel will round out your education. In Capri Aunt Rosa will
take you to see the Carthusian Mnastery of St. Janes and the
Villa of San M chele and the Pal azzo a Mare.."

"Yes, Papa."

“In Venice there is St. Mark's Basilica, the Doges'
Pal ace, the church of San G orgio, and the Accadem a nuseum "

"Yes, Papa."

"Ronme is the treasure house of the world. There you nust
visit the Vatican Cty, and the Basilica of Santa Maria
Maggi ore, and the Borghese Gall ery, of course.”

"Of course."

"And Ml ano! You nust go to the Conservatorio for a

concert recital. | wll arrange tickets for La Scala for you
and Aunt Rosa. In Florence you will see the Minicipal Miseum
of Art, the Ufizi Museum and there are dozens of churches
and nuseuns."

"Yes, Papa."



Wth very careful planning, Lucia nmanaged to see none of
t hose places. Aunt Rosa insisted on taking a siesta every
afternoon and retiring early each evening.

"You nust get your rest too, child."

"Certainly, Aunt Rosa."

And so, while Aunt Rosa sl ept, Lucia danced at the

Quisisana in Capri, rode in a carrozza with a bepluned and
behatted horse pulling it, joined a group of coll ege boys at
the Marina Piccola, went on picnics at Bagni di Tiberio, and
took the funicolare up to Anacapri, where she joined a group
of French students for drinks at the Piazza Unberto I.

In Veni ce a handsone gondolier took her to a disco, and a
fisherman took her fishing at Chioggia. And Aunt Rosa sl ept.

In Rone Lucia drank wine from Apulia and di scovered all
the of fbeat fun restaurants |like Marte and Ranieri and G ggi
Fazi .

Wher ever she went, Lucia found hidden little bars and
ni ght cl ubs and romanti c, good-|ooking nmen, and she thought:
Dear Papa was so right. Travel has rounded out my educati on.

In bed she |learned to speak several different |anguages,
and she thought: This is so nmuch nore fun than ny | anguage
cl asses at school.

When Luci a returned hone to Taorm na, she confided to her
closest girlfriends: "I was naked in Naples, stoned in
Sal erno, felt up in Florence, and laid in Lucca."



Sicily itself was a wonder to explore, an island of
G ecian tenples, Roman and Byzanti ne anphitheaters, chapels,
Arab bat hs, and Swabi an castl es.

Lucia found Pal erno raucous and lively, and she enjoyed
wandering around the Kalsa, the old Arab quarter, and
visiting the Qpera dei Pupi, the puppet theater. But

Taorm na, where she was born, was her favorite. It was a
pi cture postcard of a city on the lonian Sea on a nountain
overl ooking the world. It was a city of dress shops and
jewelry stores, bars and beautiful old squares, trattorias
and colorful hotels |like the Excel sior Palace and the San
Doneni co.

The winding road | eading up fromthe seaport of Naxos is
steep and narrow and dangerous, and when Lucia Carn ne was
given a car on her fifteenth birthday, she broke every
traffic law in the book but was never once stopped by the
carabinieri. After all, she was the daughter of Angelo
Car m ne.

To those who were brave enough or stupid enough to

inquire, Angelo Carmne was in the real estate business. And
it was partially true, for the Carmne famly owned the villa
at Taorm na, a house on Lake Conpb at Cernobbi o, a | odge at
Gstaad, an apartnent in Rone, and a | arge farm outside Rone.
But it happened that Carm ne was also in nore col orful

busi nesses. He owned a dozen whorehouses, two ganbling

casi nos, six ships that brought in cocaine fromhis

pl antations in Col onbia, and an assortnent of other very

| ucrative enterprises, including | oan-sharking. Angelo

Carm ne was the capo of the Sicilian Mafiosi, so it was only
appropriate that he lived well. Hs life was an inspiration
to others, heartwarm ng proof that a poor Sicilian peasant
who was anbitious and worked hard coul d beconme rich and
successful .

Cai mne had started out as an errand boy for the Mafi osi
when he was twelve. By fifteen he had becone an enforcer for
the | oan sharks, and at sixteen he killed his first man and



made his bones. Shortly after that, he married Lucia's

not her, Anna. In the years that foll owed, Carm ne had clinbed
the treacherous corporate |adder to the top, leaving a string
of dead enem es behind him He had grown, but Anna had

remai ned the sinple peasant girl he had married. She bore him
three fine children, but after that her contribution to
Angelo's life came to a halt. As though know ng she no | onger
had a place in her famly's life, she obligingly died and was
consi derate enough to nmanage it with a m ni num of fuss.

Arnal do and Victor were in business with their father, and
fromthe tinme Lucia was a small girl, she eavesdropped on the
exciting conversations between her father and her brothers,
and listened to the tales of how they had outwi tted or
overpowered their enem es. To Lucia, her father was a kni ght

i n shining arnor. She saw not hing wong in what her father
and brothers were doing. On the contrary, they were hel ping
people. If people wanted to ganble, why let stupid | aws stand
in their way? If nmen took pleasure in buying sex, why not
assi st then? And how generous of her father and brothers to

| oan noney to people who were turned away by the hard-hearted
bankers. To Lucia, her father and brothers were nodel
citizens. The proof of it lay in her father's choice of
friends. Once a week Angel o Carm ne gave an enor nous di nner
party at the villa, and oh, the people who woul d be seated at
the Carm ne table! The mayor woul d be there, and a few

al dernmen, and judges, and seated next to them woul d be novie
stars and opera singers and often the chief of police and a
nonsi gnor. Several tines a year the governor hinself would
appear.

Lucia lived an idyllic life, filled with parties,

beautiful clothes and jewels, cars and servants, and powerful
friends. And then one February, on her twenty-third birthday,
it all canme to an abrupt end.

It began i nnocuously enough. Two nen cane to the villa to
see her father. One of the nen was his friend the chief of
police, and the other was his |ieutenant.

"Forgive ne, Padrone,"” the police chief apologized, "but
this is a stupid fornmality which the conm ssioner is forcing
me to go through. A thousand pardons, Padrone, but if you



w Il be kind enough to acconpany ne to the police station,
will see to it that you are home in tine to enjoy your
daughter's birthday party."

“"No problem"” Carmne said genially. "A man nmust do his
duty."” He grinned. "This new conm ssioner who's been
appoi nted by the president is—+n the Anerican phrase—an
eager beaver,' eh?"

“I"'mafraid that is so," the police chief sighed. "But
don't worry. You and | have seen these pains in the asses
come and go very quickly, eh, Padrone?"

They | aughed and went to police headquarters.

Angel o Carm ne was not at hone for the party that day, or
the next. In fact, he never saw any of his hones again. The
state filed a one-hundred-count indictnment agai nst himthat
i ncl uded nurder, drug trafficking, prostitution, arson, and
scores of other crines. Bail was denied. A police dragnet
went out that swept up Carmne's crine organi zation. He had
counted on his powerful connections in Sicily to have the
charges agai nst himdism ssed, but instead he was taken to
Rone in the mddle of the night and booked at the Regina
Coel i, the notorious Queen of Heaven prison. He was put in a
smal|l cell that contained barred wi ndows, a radiator, a cot,
and a toilet with no seat. It was outrageous! It was an

I ndi gnity beyond i magi ni ng.

In the beginning Carnmi ne was sure that Tommaso Cont orno,
his attorney, would have hi mrel eased i nmedi ately.

When Contorno cane to the visiting roomof the prison

Carm ne storned at him "They've cl osed down ny whor ehouses
and drug operation and they know everything about ny
noney- | aunderi ng operation. Sonmebody is tal king. Find out who
it is and bring ne his tongue."

"Do not worry, Padrone," Contorno assured him "W wll
find him™"



H's optimsmturned out to be unfounded. In order to
protect their witnesses, the state adamantly refused to
reveal their nanmes until the trial began

Two days before the trial, Angelo Carm ne and the other
menbers of the Mafia were transferred to Rebi bbia Prigione, a
maxi mum security prison twelve mles outside Rone. A nearby
courtroom had been fortified |ike a bunker. One hundred sixty
accused Mafia nenbers were brought in through an underground
tunnel wearing handcuffs and chains and put in thirty cages
made of steel and bullet-proof glass. Arnmed guards surrounded
the inside and outside of the courtroom and spectators were
searched before they were allowed to enter.

When Angel o Carm ne was nmarched into the courtroom his

heart |eaped for joy, for the judge on the bench was G ovanni
Buscetta, a man who had been on the Carm ne payroll for the

| ast fifteen years and who was a frequent guest at the

Carm ne house. Carm ne knew at last that justice was going to
be served.

The trial began. Angelo Carmine | ooked to onerta, the
Sicilian code of silence, to protect him But to his

astoni shment, the chief witness for the state turned out to
be none other than Benito Patas, the bodyguard. Patas had
been with the Carmne famly so | ong and had been so trusted
that he had been allowed to be in the roomat neetings where
confidential natters of business were di scussed, and since

t hat busi ness consisted of every illegal activity on the
police statutes, Patas had been privy to a great deal of

I nformati on. When the police apprehended Patas m nutes after
he had col d- bl oodedly nurdered and nutil ated the new
boyfriend of his mstress, they had threatened himwth life
I mpri sonnent, and Patas had reluctantly agreed to help the
police build their case against Carmne in exchange for a
lighter sentence. Now, to Angelo Carmine's horrified

di sbelief, he sat in the courtroomand |listened to Patas
reveal the innernost secrets of the Carmne fiefdom



Lucia was also in the courtroomevery day listening to the
man who had been her |over destroy her father and her
br ot hers.

Benito Patas's testinony opened the fl oodgates. Once the
comm ssioner's investigation began, dozens of victins cane
forward to tell their stories of what Angelo Carmi ne and his
hoodl uns had done to them The Mafia had nuscled into their
busi nesses, bl ackmailed them forced theminto prostitution,
nmurdered or crippled their |oved ones, sold drugs to their
children. The list of horrors was endl ess.

Even nore damagi ng was the testinony of the pentiti, the
repentant nenbers of the Mafia who decided to talk.

Lucia was allowed to visit her father in prison.

He greeted her cheerfully. He hugged her and whi spered,

"Do not worry, faccia d' angelo. Judge G ovanni Buscetta is ny
secret ace in the hole. He knows all the tricks of the | aw
He will use themto see that your brothers and |I are
acquitted."

Angel o Carm ne proved to be a poor prophet.

The public had been outraged by the excesses of the Mifi a,
and when the trial finally ended, Judge G ovanni Buscetta, an
astute political animl, sentenced the other Mafia nenbers to
| ong prison terns and Angelo Carmine and his two sons to the
maxi mum permtted by Italian lawtife inprisonnent, a

mandat ory sentence of twenty-eight years.

For Angelo Carmne it was a death sentence.

Al of Italy cheered. Justice had finally triunphed. But
to Lucia, it was a nightmare beyond i magi ning. The three nen



she loved nost in the world were being sent to hell.

Once again, Lucia was allowed to visit her father in his
cell. The overnight change in himwas heartbreaking. In the
space of a few days, he had becone an old man. His figure had
shrunk and his heal thy, ruddy conpl exi on had turned sall ow.

"They have betrayed ne," he noaned. "They have all
betrayed nme. Judge G ovanni Buscetta—+ owned him Lucia! I
made hima wealthy man, and he did this terrible thing to ne.

And Patas. | was |like a father to him Wat has the world
come to? \Whatever happened to honor? They are Sicilians, |ike
me. "

Lucia took her father's hand in hers and said in a | ow
voice, "I am Sicilian too, Papa. You shall have your
vengeance. | swear it to you, on ny life."

"My life is over," her father told her. "But yours is

still ahead of you. | have a nunbered account in Zurich. The
Bank Leu. There is nore noney there than you could spend in
ten lifetines."” He whispered a nunber in her ear. "Leave
cursed Italy. Take the noney and enjoy yourself."

Lucia held himcl ose. "Papa—

"If you ever need a friend, you can trust Dom nic Durell
W are |ike brothers. He has a hone in France at Beziers,
near the Spani sh border."

"1l remenber.™

"Prom se ne you'll |eave Italy."

"Yes, Papa. But there is sonething | have to do first."

Havi ng a burning desire for revenge was one thing;
figuring out a way to get it was another. She was al one, and
It was not going to be easy. Lucia thought of the Italian



expression Rubare il nestiere—You steal their profession. |
must think the way they do.

A few weeks after her father and brothers had started

serving their prison sentences, Lucia Carm ne appeared at the
home of Judge G ovanni Buscetta. The judge hinself opened the
door .

He stared at Lucia in surprise. He had seen her often when
he was a guest at the Carm ne hone, but they had never had
much to say to each ot her.

“Lucia Carm ne! What are you doi ng here? You shoul dn't
have—

"l have cone to thank you, Your Honor."
He studi ed her suspiciously. "Thank nme for what?"

Luci a | ooked deep into his eyes. "For exposing ny father

and brothers for what they were. | was an innocent, living in
t hat house of horrors. | had no idea what nonsters— She

br oke down and began to sob.

The judge stood there uncertainly, then patted her
shoul der. "There, there. Cone in and have sone tea."

"Th—thank you."

When they were seated in the living room Judge Buscetta
said, "I had no idea that you felt that way about your
father. | had the inpression that you were very cl ose.”

"Only because | had no idea what he and ny brothers were
really like. When |I found out— She shuddered. "You don't
know what it was like. | wanted to get away, but there was no

escape for ne."

"l didn't understand." He patted her hand. "I'mafraid I
m sj udged you, ny dear."



"I was terrified of him" Her voice was filled with
passi on.

Judge Buscetta noticed, not for the first tinme, what a
beauti ful young woman Lucia was. She was wearing a sinple
bl ack dress that reveal ed the outlines of her lush body. He
| ooked at her rounded breasts and could not hel p observing
how grown up she had becone.

It would be anusing, Buscetta thought, to sleep with the
daughter of Angelo Carm ne. He's powerless to hurt nme now.
The ol d bastard thought he owned ne, but | was too smart for
him Lucia is probably a virgin. |I could teach her a few

t hi ngs in bed.

An el derly housekeeper brought in a tray of tea and a
platter of cookies. She put themon a table. "Shall | pour?"

"Let ne," Lucia said. Her voice was warmand filled with
prom se.

Judge Buscetta smled at Lucia. "You can go," he told the
housekeeper.

"Yes, sir."

The judge watched as Lucia wal ked over to the small table
where the tray had been set down and carefully poured out tea
for the judge and herself.

"l have a feeling you and | coul d becone very good

friends, Lucia," G ovanni Buscetta said, probing.

Luci a gave hima seductive smle. "I would Iike that very
much, Your Honor."

"Pl ease—G ovanni . "

"G ovanni." Lucia handed himhis cup. She raised her cup
in a toast. "To the death of villains."

Smling, Buscetta l[ifted his cup. "To the death of



vil | ai ns.
bitter.

" He took a swallow and grinmaced. The tea tasted

"I's it too—=2"

"No, no. It is fine, ny dear.
Lucia rai sed her cup again. "To our friendship."
She took another sip, and he joined her.

"To—

Buscetta never finished his toast. He was seized by a
sudden spasm and he felt a red-hot poker stabbing at his
heart. He grabbed his chest. "Oh, ny God! Call a doctor..

Lucia sat there, calnmy sipping her tea, watching the
judge stunble to his feet and fall to the floor. He | ay
there, his body twitching, and then he was still.

"That's one, Papa," Lucia said.

Benito Patas was in his cell playing solitaire when the
j ail er announced, "You have a conjugal visitor."

Benito beaned. He had been given special status as an

i nformer, with many privileges, and conjugal visits was one
of them Patas had half a dozen girlfriends, and they
alternated their visits. He wondered which one had cone

t oday.

He studied hinself inthe little mrror hanging on the

wall of his cell, put sonme ponade on his hair, slicked it
back, then followed the guard through the prison corridor to
the section where there were private roons.

The guard notioned himinside. Patas strutted into the
room filled with anticipation. He stopped and stared in
surpri se.



"Lucia! My God, what the hell are you doing here? How did
you get in?"

Lucia said softly, "I told them we were engaged, Benito."

She was wearing a stunning red |lowcut silk dress that
clung to the curves of her body.

Benito Patas backed away from her. "Get out."

"I'f you wish. But there is sonething you shoul d hear

first. When | saw you get up on the stand and testify agai nst
ny father and brothers, | hated you. | wanted to kill you."
She noved closer to him "But then | realized that what you
wer e doi ng was an act of bravery. You dared to stand up and
tell the truth. My father and ny brothers were not evil nen,
but they did evil things, and you were the only one strong
enough to stand up agai nst them"”

"Believe ne, Lucia," he said, "the police forced ne to—=

"You don't have to explain," she said softly. "Not to ne.
Renmenber the first tine we made | ove? | knew then that | was
in love with you and that | always would be."

"Lucia, | would never have done what |—

"Caro, | want us to forget what happened. It's done.
What's inportant nowis you and ne."

She was close to himnow, and he could snell her heady
perfune. His mind was in a state of confusion. "Do—do you
nmean t hat ?"

"More than |I've ever neant anything in ny life. That's why
| cane here today, to prove it to you. To show you that |I'm
yours. And not with just words."

Her fingers went to her shoul der straps, and an instant
| ater her dress shimrered to the floor. She was naked. "Do

you believe ne now?"

By God, she was beautiful. "Yes, | believe you." H's voice



was husky.

Lucia noved close to him and her body brushed agai nst
his. "Get undressed,"” she whispered. "Hurry!"

She wat ched Patas as he undressed. \Wen he was naked, he

took her hand and led her to the little bed in the corner of
the room He did not bother with foreplay. In a nonent he was
on top of her, spreading her |egs, plunging deep inside her,
an arrogant smle on his face.

"It"s like old tines,"
forget ne, could you?"

he said snmugly. "You coul dn't

"No," Lucia whispered in his ear. "And do you know why |
couldn't forget you?"

“"No, m anore. Tell ne.
"Because I'm Sicilian, like ny father."

She reached behi nd her head and renoved the [ ong, ornate
pin that held her hair in place.

Benito Patas felt sonmething stab himunder his rib cage,
and the sudden pain nade himopen his nouth to scream but
Lucia's mouth was on his, kissing him and as Benito's body
bucked and withed on top of her, Lucia had an orgasm

A few mnutes |ater she was cl othed again, and the pin had
been replaced in her hair. Benito was under the blanket, his
eyes closed. Lucia knocked at the cell door and smled at the
guard who opened it to let her out. "He's asleep,"” she

whi sper ed.

The guard | ooked at the beautiful young woman and sm | ed.
"You probably wore himout."

"l hope so," Lucia said.



The sheer daring of the two nurders took Italy by storm

The beautiful young daughter of a Mafioso had avenged her
father and brothers, and the excitable Italian public cheered
her, rooting for her to escape. The police, quite naturally,
took a rather different point of view Lucia Carm ne had

mur dered a respected judge and had then commtted a second
murder within the very walls of a prison. In their eyes,

equal to her crines was the fact that she had nade fools of
them The newspapers were having a wonderful time at their
expense.

"I want her neck," the police conm ssioner roared to his
deputy. "And | want it today."

The manhunt intensified, while the object of all this
attention was hiding in the hone of Salvatore G useppe, one
of her father's nen who had managed to escape the firestorm

In the beginning, Lucia s only thought had been to avenge

t he honor of her father and brothers. She had fully expected
to be caught and was prepared to sacrifice herself. Wen she
had managed to wal k out of the prison and make her escape,
however, her thoughts changed from vengeance to survival. Now
that she had acconplished what she had set out to do, life
suddenly becane precious again. I'mnot going to |l et them
capture nme, she vowed to herself. Never.

Sal vatore G useppe and his wife had done what they could
to disguise Lucia. They had |ightened her hair, stained her
teeth, and brought her glasses and sone ill-fitting cl othes.

Sal vat ore exam ned their handiwork critically. "It is not
bad," he said. "But it is not enough. W nust get you out of
Italy. You have to go sonewhere where your picture is not on
the front page of every newspaper. Sonewhere where you can
hi de out for a few nonths."

And Luci a renenber ed:

If you ever need a friend, you can trust Domnic Durell.



We are li ke brothers. He has a hone in France at Beziers,
near the Spani sh border.

"I know where | can go," Lucia said. "I'll need a
passport.”
"I wll arrange it."

Twenty-four hours later Lucia was | ooking at a passport in
the name of Lucia Roma, with a photograph taken in her new
per sona.

“"Where will you go?"

"My father has a friend in France who will help ne."
Sal vatore said, "If you wish ne to acconpany you to the
bor der —=2"

Bot h of them knew how dangerous that could be.

"No, Salvatore,” Lucia said. "You have done enough for ne.
| nmust do this alone."

The follow ng norning Sal vatore G useppe rented a Fiat in
the name of Lucia Roma and handed her the keys.

"Be careful," he pleaded.

"Don't worry. | was born under a lucky star."

Had not her father told her so?

At the Italian-French border the cars waiting to get into

France were advancing slowy in a long line. As Lucia noved
closer to the inmmgration booth, she becane nore and nore



nervous. They would be | ooking for her at all exit points. If
t hey caught her, she knew she woul d be sentenced to prison
for life. I'"lIl kill nyself first, Lucia thought.

She had reached the inmgration officer.
"Passport, signorina."

Luci a handed hi m her bl ack passport through the car

wi ndow. As the officer took it, he glanced at Lucia, and she
saw a puzzled | ook cone into his eyes. He | ooked fromthe
passport to her face and back again, this tine nore
carefully. Lucia felt her body tense.

"You're Lucia Carm ne," he said.

CHAPTER NI NE

“"No!" Lucia cried. The bl ood drained fromher face. She

| ooked around for a way to escape. There was none. And
suddenly, to her disbelief, the guard was smling. He | eaned
toward her and whi spered, "Your father was good to ny famly,
signorina. You may pass through. Good luck." Lucia felt dizzy
wth relief. "Gazie." She stepped on the accel erator and
drove the twenty-five yards toward the French border. The
French imm gration officer prided hinself on being a

connoi sseur of beautiful wonen, and the wonman who pulled up
before hi mwas certainly no beauty. She had nousy hair, thick
gl asses, stained teeth, and was dowdily dressed.

Wy can't Italian wonen | ook as beautiful as French wonmen?

he t hought disgustedly. He stanmped Lucia's passport and waved
her through. She arrived in Beziers six hours |ater.

The phone was answered on the first ring, and a snooth
mal e voice said, "Hello."

"Dom nic Durell, please."



"This is Domnic Durell. Who is this speaking?"
"Lucia Carmne. My father told me—

"Lucial!" H's voice was warmw th wel cone. "I was hoping to
hear from you."

"I need help."

"You can count on ne."

Lucia's heart lightened. It was the first good news she
had heard in a long tinme, and she suddenly realized how
drai ned she felt.

"I need a place where | can hide out fromthe police."

"No problem My wife and | have a perfect place for you to
use for as long as you |ike."

It was al nbst too good to be true.
"Thank you."

"Where are you, Lucia?"

"I m=

At that nonent the blare of a police shortwave radio
crackl ed over the phone, and then was instantly shut off.

"Luci a—*

A loud alarmrang in her head.

"Luci a—where are you? I'll cone and get you."

Why woul d he have a police radio in his house? And he had

answered the tel ephone on the first ring. Al nost as though he
had been expecting her call.

"Luci a—ean you hear ne?"



She knew, with an absolute certainty, that the man on the
other end of the line was a policeman. So the dragnet was out
for her. This call was being traced.

"Luci a—=

She repl aced the receiver and wal ked qui ckly away fromthe
t el ephone booth. |'ve got to get out of France, she thought.

She returned to her car and took a map fromthe gl ove
conpartnent. The Spani sh border was only a few hours away.
She replaced the map and started of f, headi ng sout hwest
toward San Sebasti an.

It was at the Spani sh border that things started to go
wWr ong.

"Passport, please.”

Luci a handed the Spani sh immgration officer her passport.
He gave it a cursory glance and started to hand it back, but
somet hi ng made him hesitate. He took a closer |ook at Lucia,
and hi s expression changed.

"Just a nonment, please. | will have to have this stanped
I nsi de. "

He recogni zed nme, Lucia thought desperately. She watched
himwal k into the little office kiosk and show t he passport
to another officer. The two of themwere tal king excitedly.
She had to escape. She opened the door on the driver's side
and stepped out. A group of German tourists who had j ust

cl eared custons was noisily boarding an excursion bus next to
Lucia's car. The sign on the front of the bus read MADRI D.

"Achtung!" their guide was calling out. "Schnell.™

Luci a gl anced toward the hut. The guard who had taken her
passport was yelling into the tel ephone.



"All aboard, bitte."

Wt hout a second thought, Lucia noved toward the |aughing,
chattering tour group and stepped onto the bus, averting her
face fromthe guide. She took a seat in the rear of the bus,
keepi ng her head down. Moyve! she prayed. Now.

Through the wi ndow Lucia saw t hat anot her guard had j oi ned
the first two and the three of them were exam ni ng her
passport. As though in answer to Lucia's prayer, the bus door
cl osed and the engine sprang to life. A nonent |ater the bus
was rolling out of San Sebastian toward Madrid. Wat woul d
happen when the border guards found that she had |left her
car? Their first thought would be that she had gone to the

| adies’ room They would wait and finally send soneone in to
get her. Their next step would be to search the area to see

i f she was hiding sonmewhere. By then dozens of cars and buses
woul d have passed through. The police would have no idea
where she had gone, or in which direction she was traveling.

The tour group on the bus was obviously having a happy
hol i day. Why not? Lucia thought bitterly. They don't have the
police snapping at their heels. WAas it worth risking the rest
of my life for? She thought about it, reliving the scenes

wi th Judge Buscetta and Benito in her m nd.

| have a feeling you and | could becone very good friends,
Lucia...To the death of villains.

And Benito Patas: It's like old times. You couldn't forget
me, could you?

And she had nmade the two traitors pay for their sins

agai nst her famly. Was it worth it? They were dead, but her
father and brothers would suffer for the rest of their |ives.
Oh, yes, Lucia thought. It was worth it.

Soneone on the bus started a German song, and the others
joined in:



"I n Minchen ist ein Hofbrau Haus, ein, zwei, sufa .."

"Il be safe with this group for a while, Lucia thought.
"Il decide what to do next when | get to Madrid.

She never reached Madri d.

At the walled city of Avila, the tour bus made a schedul ed
stop for refreshnents and what the guide delicately referred
to as a confort station.

"Al'l e raus vom bus," he call ed.

Lucia stayed in her seat, watching the passengers rise and
scranble for the front door of the bus. I'll be safer if |
stay here. But the guide noticed her.

"Qut, fraulein," he said. "W have only fifteen mnnutes."

Lucia hesitated, then reluctantly rose and noved toward
t he door.

As she passed the guide, he said, "Warten sie bitte! You
are not of this tour."

Lucia gave hima warmsmle. "No," she said. "You see, ny
car broke down in San Sebastian and it is very inportant that

| get to Madrid, so |I—=

“Nein!'" the guide bellowed. "This is not possible. This is
a private tour."

"1 know," Lucia told him "but you see, | need—=

"You nust arrange this with the conpany headquarters in
Muni ch. "

"I can't. I'min a terrible hurry and—=



"Nein, nein. You will get me in trouble. Go away or | wl|
call the police."

" But —

Not hi ng she said could sway him Twenty mnutes | ater

Luci a watched the bus pull away and roar down the hi ghway
toward Madrid. She was stranded with no passport and al nost
no noney, and by now the police of half a dozen countries
woul d be | ooking for her to arrest her for nurder.

She turned to exam ne her surroundi ngs. The bus had
stopped in front of a circular building with a sign in front
t hat read ESTACFON DE AUTOBUSES.

| can get another bus here, Lucia thought.

She wal ked into the station. It was a large building with
marble walls, and scattered around the roomwere a dozen
ticket windows with a sign over each one: SEGOVIA...

MUNOGAL | NDO... VALLADQOLI D... SALAVANCA...

MADRI D. Stairs and an escalator led to the downstairs

| evel , where the buses departed from There was a pasteleria,
where they sold doughnuts and candy and sandw ches wrapped in
wax paper, and Lucia suddenly realized that she was starved.

|'d better not buy anything, she thought, until | find out
how nmuch a bus ticket costs.

As she started toward the w ndow marked MADRI D, two

uni formed policenen hurried into the station. One of them was
carrying a photograph. They noved from w ndow to w ndow
showi ng the picture to the clerks.

They' re | ooking for ne. That dammed bus driver reported
me.

A famly of newy arrived passengers was com ng up the
escal ator. As they noved toward the door, Lucia stepped up

beside them mngling wwth them and went outside.

She wal ked down the cobbl estone streets of Avila, trying



not to rush, afraid of drawing attention to herself. She
turned into the Calle de |a Madre Soledad, with its granite
bui | di ngs and bl ack wrought-iron bal coni es, and when she
reached the Pl aza de |a Santa, she sat down on a park bench
to try to figure out her next nove. A hundred yards away,
several wonen and sone couples were seated in the park,

enj oyi ng the afternoon sunshine.

As Lucia sat there, a police car appeared. It pulled up at
the far end of the square and two policenen got out. They
noved over to one of the wonen seated al one and began
guestioning her. Lucia' s heart began to beat faster.

She forced herself to get to her feet slowy, her heart
poundi ng, and turned away fromthe policenen and kept
wal ki ng. The next street was call ed, unbelievably, "The
Street of Life and Death." | wonder if it's an onen.

There were lifelike stone lions in the plaza, with their
tongues out, and in Lucia's fevered inmagination they seened
to be snapping at her. Ahead of her was a | arge cat hedral,
and on its fasade was a carved nedal lion of a young girl and
a grinning skull. The very air seened to be filled with

deat h.

Luci a heard the sound of a church bell and | ooked up

t hrough the open city gate. In the distance, high on a hill,
rose the walls of a convent. She stood there, staring at it.

"Why have you cone to us, ny daughter?" the Reverend
Mot her Beti na asked softly.

"l need a place of refuge.”
"And you have decided to seek the refuge of God?"
Exactly. "Yes." Lucia began to inprovise. "This is what |

have al ways want ed—+o devote nyself to the l[ife of the
Spirit."



"I'n our souls it is what we all wsh for, is it not,
daught er ?"

Jesus, she's really falling for it, Lucia thought happily.
The Reverend Mot her went on. "You must understand that the
Cistercian order is the strictest of all the orders, ny
child. We are conpletely isolated fromthe outside world."
Her words were nusic to Lucia's ears.

"Those who enter these walls have vowed never to | eave."

"I never want to | eave," Lucia assured her. Not for the
next few nonths, anyway.

The Reverend Mother rose. "It is an inportant decision. |
suggest that you go and think about it carefully before you
make up your mnd."

Lucia felt the situation slipping away from her, and she
began to panic. She had nowhere to go. Her only hope was to

stay behind these walls.

"1 have thought about it," Lucia said quickly. "Believe

me, Reverend Mdther, |'ve thought about nothing else. | want
to renounce the world." She | ooked the Mdther Prioress in the
eye. "I want to be here nore than | want to be anywhere el se

in the world.” Lucia's voice rang with truth.

The Reverend Mt her was puzzled. There was sonet hi ng
unsettled and frantic about this woman that was di sturbing.
And yet what better reason for anyone to cone to this place
where her spirit would be cal ned by neditation and prayer?
"Are you Cat holic?"

"Yes."

The Reverend Mot her picked up an ol d-fashioned quill pen.
“"Tell me your name, child."”

"My nane is Lucia Car—Ronma."



"Are your parents alive?"

"My father is."

"What does he do?"

"He was a businessman. He's retired." She thought of how
pal e and wasted he had | ooked the last tinme she saw him and
a pang went through her.

"Do you have any brothers or sisters?”

"Two brothers."

"And what do they do?"

Luci a deci ded she needed all the help she could get.
"They're priests.”

"Lovely."

The catechismwent on for three hours. At the end of that

time, the Reverend Mother Betina said, "I will find you a bed
for the night. In the norning you will begin instructions,
and when they are finished, if you still feel the sane, you

may join the order. But | warn you, it is a very difficult
pat h you have chosen.”

"Believe ne," Lucia said earnestly, "I have no choice."

The night wind was soft and warm whispering its way

across the wooded gl ade, and Lucia slept. She was at a party

in a beautiful villa, and her father and brothers were there.
Everyone was having a wonderful tinme, until a stranger wal ked
into the roomand said, "Wio the hell are these peopl e?" Then
the lights went out and a bright flashlight shone in her face
and she cane awake and sat up, the light blinding her.

There were half a dozen nmen surrounding the nuns in the
clearing. Wth the light in her eyes, Lucia could only dimy



make out their shapes.

"Who are you?" the nman demanded again. H s voice was deep
and rough.

Lucia was instantly awake, her mnd alert. She was
trapped. But if these nmen were the police, they would have
known who the nuns were. And what were they doing in the
woods at ni ght?

Lucia took a chance. "W are sisters fromthe con-vent at
Avila," she said. "Sonme governnent nen cane and—

"We heard about it," the man interrupted.

The other sisters were all sitting up now, awake and
terrified.

"Who—who are you?" Megan asked.

"My nane is Jainmne Mrog."

There were six of them dressed in rough trousers, |eather

j ackets, turtleneck sweaters, canvas rope-sol ed shoes, and
the traditional Basque berets. They were heavily arned, and
in the di mnoonlight they had a denonic | ook about them Two
of the nen | ooked as though they had been badly beaten.

The man who called hinself Jaime Mrdé was tall and | ean,

with fierce black eyes. "They coul d have been foll owed here."
He turned to one of the nenbers of his band. "Have a | ook
around. "

"SiL"

Lucia realized that it was a wonan who had answered. She
wat ched her nove silently into the trees.

"What are we going to do with then?" Ricardo Mel | ado



asked.
Jaime Mro6 said, "Nada. We | eave them and nove on."

One of the nen protested, "Jainme—these are little sisters
of Jesus."

"Then | et Jesus take care of them" Jaine Mré6 said
curtly. "W have work to do."

The nuns were all standing now, waiting. The nen were
gat hered around Jaine, arguing with him

"We can't let themget caught. Acoca and his nen are
searching for them"

"They're searching for us too, am go."
"The sisters wll never nmake it w thout our help."

Jaime Mro said firmy, "No. We're not risking our |ives
for them W have problens of our own."

Felix Carpio, one of his lieutenants, said, "W could

escort thempart of the way, Jainme. Just until they get away
fromhere." He turned to the nuns. "Were are you sisters
headed?"

Teresa spoke up, the light of God in her eyes. "I have a
holy m ssion. There is a convent at Mendavia that wl|
shelter us."

Felix Carpio said to Jaime Mrd6, "W could escort them
there. Mendavia's on our way to San Sebastian.”

Jaime turned on him furious. "You dammed fool! Wy don't
you put up a signpost telling everyone where we're goi ng?"

"I only meant —=

"Merda!" His voice was filled with disgust. "Now we have

no choice. W'll have to take themwth us. If Acoca finds
them he'll make themtal k. They're going to slow us down and
make it that nmuch easier for Acoca and his butchers to track



us.

Lucia was only half listening. The gold cross lay within
tenpting reach. But these damed nen! You have | ousy tim ng,
God, and a weird sense of hunor.

"All right," Jaime Mré was saying. "We'll have to make

the best of it. W'Il take themas far as the convent and
drop them but we can't all travel together |ike sonme bl oody
circus." He turned to the nuns. He could not keep the anger
out of his voice. "Do any of you even know where Mendavi a

I s?"

The sisters | ooked at one anot her.

Graciela said, "Not exactly."

"Then how the hell did you ever expect to get there?"
"God wll lead us," Sister Teresa said firmy.

Anot her of the nen, Rubio Arzano, grinned. "You're in
| uck." He nodded toward Jaine. "He cane down to guide you in
person, Sister."

Jaime silenced himwth a |look. "We'll split up. W'l
take three different routes."

He pulled a map out of a backpack and the nmen squatted
down on the ground, shining flashlights on the map.

"The convent at Mendavia is here, southeast of Logrono.
"1l head north through Valladolid, then up to Burgos." He
ran his fingers along the map and turned to Rubio, a tall,
pl easant -1 ooki ng man. "You take the route to A nedo up to
Penafi el and Aranda de Duero."

"Right, am go."

Jaime Mrd was concentrating on the map again. He | ooked

up at Ricardo Mellado, one of the nmen whose face was bruised.
"Ri cardo, head for Segovia, then take the nountain route to
Cerezo de Abajo, then to Soria. W'll all neet at Logrono."
He put the map away. "Logrono is two hundred and ten



kiloneters fromhere." He calculated silently. "W'Il| neet
there in seven days. Keep away fromthe main roads."

Fel i x asked, "Were in Logrono shall we neet?"

Ri cardo said, "The G rque Japon will be playing in Logrono
next week."
"Good. We'll neet there. The nmti nee performnce."

Fel i x Carpi o spoke up. "Who are the nuns going to travel
Wit h?"

"We'll split themup."

It was tinme to put a stop to this, Lucia decided. "If the
sol diers are searching for you, senor, then we'd be safer
traveling on our own."

"But we wouldn't be, Sister," Jaine said. "You know too
much about our plans now. "

"Besides,” the man call ed Rubi o added, "you woul dn't have

a chance. We know the country. W' re Basques, and the people
up north are our friends. They'll help us and hide us from
the Nationalist soldiers. You d never get to Mendavia by
your sel ves. "

| don't want to get to Mendavia, you idiot.

Jaime Mrdé was saying, grudgingly, "All right, then, let's
get noving. | want us far away from here by dawn."

Si ster Megan stood quietly listening to the nan who was
giving orders. He was rude and arrogant, but sonehow he
seened to radi ate a reassuring sense of power.

Jai me | ooked over at Teresa and pointed to TonmAs Sanj uro
and Rubio Arzano. "They will be responsible for you."

Sister Teresa said, "God is responsible for ne.

"Sure," Jaine replied drily. "I suppose that's how you got
here in the first place."



Rubi o wal ked over to Teresa. "Rubio Arzano at your
service, Sister. How are you call ed?"

"I am Sister Teresa."

Luci a spoke up quickly. "I wll travel with Sister
Teresa." There was no way she was going to |let them separate
her fromthe gold cross.

Jai me nodded. "All right." He pointed to G aci el a.
"Ri cardo, you'll take this one."

Ri cardo Mel | ado nodded. "Bueno."

The woman whom Jai ne had sent to reconnoiter had returned
to the group. "It's all clear,” she said.

"Good." Jaine |ooked at Megan. "You cone with us, Sister."

Megan nodded. Jaine Mro6 fascinated her. And there was

sonmet hing intriguing about the woman. She was dark and
fierce-looking, with the hawkli ke features of a predator. Her
mouth was a red wound. There was sonething intensely sexual
about her.

The woman wal ked up to Megan. "I'm Anparo Jirén. Keep your
mout h shut, Sister, and there will be no trouble.”

Jainme said to the others, "Let's get noving. Logrono in
seven days. Don't let the sisters out of your sight."

Sister Teresa and the man call ed Rubi o Arzano had al ready
started to nove down the path. Lucia hurried after them She
had seen the nmap that Rubi o Arzano had put in his backpack.
"Il take it, Lucia decided, when he's asl eep.

Their flight across Spain began.

CHAPTER TEN

M guel Carrillo was nervous. In fact, Mguel Carrillo was
very nervous. It had not been a wonderful day for him What
had started so well in the norning, when he had encountered
the four nuns and convinced themthat he was a friar, had



ended up with himbeing knocked unconsci ous, tied hand and
foot, and left on the floor of the dress shop.

It was the owner's wi fe who had di scovered him She was a
heavyset, elderly woman with a noustache and a foul tenper.
She had | ooked down at him trussed up on the floor, and
said, "Madre de D os! Wo are you? What are you doi ng here?"

Carrillo had turned on all his charm "Thank heavens

you' ve cone, senorita." He had never net anyone who was nore
obviously a senora. "l've been trying to get out of these
straps so | could use your phone to call the police."

"You haven't answered ny question.”

He tried to struggle into a nore confortabl e position.

"The explanation is sinple, senorita. | amFriar Gonzales. |
come froma nonastery near Madrid. | was passing by your
beautiful store when | saw two young nen breaking into it. |
felt it was ny duty as a man of God to stop them | foll owed
them inside hoping to persuade themof the errors of their
ways, but they overpowered ne and tied nme up. Now, if you
woul d be good enough to untie ne—=

"M erdal”

He stared at her. "I beg your pardon?"
"Who are you?"

"1 told you, I'm=

"What you are is the worst liar |I've ever heard."

She wal ked over to the robes that the nuns had di scarded.

"What are these?"

"Ah. Those, yes. The two young nmen were wearing them as
di sgui ses, you see, and—*

"There are four outfits here. You said there were two
men. "



"Right. The other two joined themlater, and—=

She wal ked over to the phone.

"What are you doi ng?"

"Calling the police."

"That's not necessary, | assure you. As soon as you

rel ease ne, I'magoing right, to the police station to nake a
full report.”

The woman | ooked down at him

"Your robe is open, Friar."

The police were even | ess synpathetic than the woman had
been. Carrill o was being questioned by four nenbers of the
GQuardia Cvil. Their green uniforns and ei ghteenth-century
bl ack patent-1|eather hats were enough to inspire fear

t hroughout Spain, and they certainly worked their nagic on
Carrillo.

"Are you aware that you answer to the exact description of
a man who nurdered a priest up north?"

Carrillo sighed. "I amnot surprised. | have a twn

brot her, may heaven punish him It is because of himthat |
j oi ned the nonastery. Qur poor nother—

"Spare us."

A giant with a scarred face wal ked into the room

"Good afternoon, Col onel Acoca."”

"Il's this the man?"

"Yes, Col onel. Because of the nuns' robes that we found
wth himin the store, we thought you might be interested in



questioning himyourself."

Col onel Rambn Acoca wal ked up to the hapless Carrillo.
"Yes. I'mvery interested.”

Carrillo gave the colonel his nost ingratiating smle.

"' mglad you're here, Colonel. I"'mon a mssion for ny
church, and it's very inportant that | get to Barcel ona as
qui ckly as possible. As | tried to explain to these nice
gentlenen, | ama victimof circunstances sinply because |
tried to be a good Samaritan."

Col onel Acoca nodded pleasantly. "Since you are in a
hurry, I wll try not to waste your tine."

Carrillo beanmed at him "Thank you, Col onel."

"I"'mgoing to ask you a few sinple questions. If you

answer truthfully, everything will be fine. If youlie to ne,
it will be very painful for you." He slipped sonething into
hi s hand.

Carrillo said righteously, "Men of God do not Ilie.
"I"'mvery happy to hear that. Tell ne about the four
nuns. "

"I don't know anything about four nu—=

The fist that hit himin the nouth had brass knuckl es on
It, and bl ood spurted across the room

"My God! \What are you doing?" Carrill o gasped.

Col onel Acoca repeated his question. "Tell ne about the
four nuns.”

"I don't—=

The fist slamed into Carrillo's nouth again, breaking
t eet h.

Carrillo was choking on his blood. "Don't. |-



"Tell me about the four nuns." Acoca's voice was soft and
reasonabl e.

"I == He saw the fist being raised. "Yes! |+— The words
came tunbling out. "They were in Villacastin, running away
fromtheir convent. Please don't hit ne again."

II@ On. n

"I+ told them | would help them They needed to change
cl ot hes. ™"

"So you broke into the store.."

"No. |—yes. |—+they stole sone clothes and then they
knocked ne out and left ne."

"Did they say where they were headed?"

A peculiar sense of dignity suddenly took possession of
Carrillo. "No." His not nentioning Mendavia had nothing to do
Wi th protecting the nuns. Carrillo did not give a damm about
them It was because the colonel had ruined his face. It was
going to be very difficult to make a living after he was

rel eased from prison

Col onel Acoca turned to the nenbers of the Guardia Cvil.

"See what a little friendly persuasion can do? Send himto
Madrid and hold himfor nurder.™

Lucia, Sister Teresa, Rubio Arzano, and Tomas Sanj uro

wal ked nort hwest, heading toward A nmedo, staying away from
the main roads and wal king through fields of grain. They
passed fl ocks of sheep and goats, and the innocence of the
pastoral countryside was an ironic contrast to the grave
danger they were all in. They wal ked t hrough the night, and
at dawn they headed for a secluded spot in the hills.



Rubi o Arzano said, "The town of A nedo is just ahead.
We'll stop here until nightfall. You both | ook as though you
coul d use sone sleep.”

Si ster Teresa was physically exhausted. But sonething was
happening to her enotionally that was far nore disturbing.
She felt she was |losing touch wwth reality. It had begun with
t he di sappearance of her precious rosary. Had she lost it—er
had soneone stolen it? She was not sure. It had been her

sol ace for nore years than she could renmenber. How nmany

t housands of Hail Marys and how many Qur Fathers and how many
Hail, Holy Queens? It had beconme a part of her, her security,
and now it was m ssi ng.

Had she lost it in the convent during the attack? And had
there really been an attack? It seened so unreal now. She was
no | onger sure what was real and what was inagi nary. The baby
she had seen. Was it Moni que's baby? O was God pl ayi ng
tricks on her? It was all so confusing. Wien she was young,
everything had been so sinple. Wen she was young...

CHAPTER ELEVEN
Eze France

When she was only eight years old, nost of the happiness

in Teresa De Fosse's |life cane fromthe church. It was like a
sacred flame drawing her to its warnth. She visited the
Chapel |l e des Penitents Bl ancs, and prayed at the cathedral in
Monaco and Notre Danme Bon Voyage in Cannes, but nopst
frequently she attended services at the church in Eze.

Teresa lived in a chateau on a nountai n above the

nme-di eval village Eze near Monte Carl o, overl ooking the Cote
d' Azur. The village was perched high on a rock and it seened
to Teresa that she could | ook down upon the whole worl d.
There was a nonastery at the top, wth rows of houses
cascadi ng down the side of the nountain to the blue
Medi t erranean bel ow. Moni que, a year younger than Teresa, was
the beauty in the famly. Even when she was a child, one
could see that she would grow up to be an exquisite wonan.
She had fine-boned features, sparkling blue eyes, and an easy
sel f-assurance that suited her | ooks.



Teresa was the ugly duckling. The truth was that the De
Fosses were enbarrassed by their elder daughter. |If Teresa
had been conventionally ugly, they m ght have sent her to a
pl asti c surgeon and had her nose shortened, or her chin
brought forward, or her eyes fixed. But the problemwas that
all of Teresa's features were just slightly askew. Everything
seened out of place, as though she were a conedi enne who had
donned her face for |aughter.

But if God had cheated her in the matter of |ooks, He had
conpensated for it by blessing her with a renmarkable gift.
Teresa had the voice of an angel. It had been noticed the
first time she sang in the church choir. The pari shioners

| istened in astonishnment to the pure, clear tones that cane
fromthe young child. And as Teresa grew ol der, her voice
grew even nore beautiful. She was given all the solos to sing
in church. There, she felt as though she bel onged. But away
from church, Teresa was inordinately shy, self-conscious of
her appear ance.

At school it was Mni que who had all the friends. Boys and
girls alike flocked to her side. They wanted to play with
her, be seen with her. She was invited to all the parties.
Teresa was invited al so, but always as an afterthought, the
fulfilling of a social obligation, and Teresa was painfully
aware of it.

"Now, Renee. You can't invite one of the De Fosse children
w thout the other. It would be bad manners."”

Moni que was ashanmed to have an ugly sister. She felt that
It was sonehow a reflection on her.

Their parents behaved properly toward their el der

daughter. They fulfilled their parental duty punctiliously,
but it was obvious that it was Mni que they adored. The one
I ngredi ent that Teresa |onged for was m ssing: |ove.

She was an obedient child, willing and eager to please, a
good student who |oved nusic, history, and foreign |anguages
and worked hard in school. Her teachers, the servants, and
the townspeople felt sorry for her. As a tradesman said one
day when Teresa left his shop, "God wasn't paying attention
when He made her."



The only place Teresa found | ove was in the church. The
priest | oved her, and Jesus |oved her. She went to nmass every
norni ng and made the fourteen stations of the cross. Kneeling
in the cool, vaulted church, she felt God's presence. \Wen
she sang there, Teresa was filled with a sense of hope, and
of expectation. She felt as though sonethi ng wonderful were
about to happen to her. It was the only thing that nmade her
life bearable.

Teresa never confided her unhappi ness to her parents or

her sister, for she did not want to burden them and she kept
to herself the secret of how much God | oved her and how nuch
she | oved Cod.

Teresa adored her sister. They played together in the

estate grounds surrounding their chateau, and she | et Moni que
wi n the ganes they played. They went exploring together, down
the steep stone steps cut into the nountain to Eze Vill age
bel ow, and wandered down the narrow streets of shops to watch
the artists in front selling their wares.

As the girls grewinto their teens, the predictions of the
vill agers cane true. Monique grew nore beautiful and the boys
cane flocking around her, while Teresa had few fri ends and
stayed at hone sewi ng or reading or went shopping in the

vi |l | age.

As Teresa passed the drawi ng room one day, she heard her
not her and father having a discussion about her.

"She's going to be an old maid. W're going to have her on
our hands all our lives."

"Teresa will find sonmeone. She has a very sweet
di sposition.”

"That's not what the young nen of today are after. They
want soneone they can enjoy having in their bed."

Teresa fl ed.

Teresa still sang in church on Sundays, and because of
that an event occurred that prom sed to change her life. In



t he congregati on was a Madane Neff, the aunt of a
radi o-station director in Nice.

She stopped to speak to Teresa one Sunday norning.

"You're wasting your life here, ny dear. You have an
extraordi nary voice. You should be using it."

"I amusing it. |I—=

“I"'mnot tal king about,"-—she | ooked around the

church—this. I'mtal king about your using your voice
professionally. | pride nyself on know ng tal ent when | hear
iIt. I want you to sing for ny nephew. He can put you on the

radio. Are you interested?”
"I 4+ don't know. " The very thought of it terrified Teresa.

"Talk it over with your famly."

"I think it's a wonderful idea," Teresa's nother said. "It
could be a good thing for you," her father agreed. It was
Moni que who had reservations about it. "You' re not a

prof essional ," she said. "You could nake a fool of yourself."
Wi ch had nothing to do with Monique's reasons for trying to
di scourage her sister. What Mnique was afraid of was that
Teresa woul d succeed. Moni que was the one who had al ways been
inthe linelight. It's not fair, she thought, that God shoul d
have given Teresa a voice |like that. What if she should
becone fanmous? | would be | eft out, ignored.

And so Monique tried to persuade her sister not to
audi ti on.

But the followi ng Sunday at church, Madane Neff stopped
Teresa and said, "lI've talked to ny nephew. He is willing to
give you an audition. He's expecting you on Wednesday at
three o' cl ock."

And so it was that the foll ow ng Wednesday a very nervous



Teresa appeared at the radio station in Nice and net the
director.
“I"'m Loui s Bonnet, "
m nutes. "

he said curtly. "I can give you five

Teresa's physi cal appearance only confirned his worst
fears. H s aunt had sent himtal ent before.

| should tell her to stick to her kitchen. But he knew
that he would not. The problemwas that his aunt was very
rich, and he was her only heir.

Teresa foll owed Louis Bonnet down a narrow hallway into a
smal | broadcast studio.

"Have you ever sung professionally?"

"No, sir." Her blouse was soaked with perspiration. Wy
did | ever let nyself get talked into this? Teresa wondered.
She was in a panic, ready to flee.

Bonnet placed her in front of a mcrophone. "I don't have
a piano player around today, so you're going to have to sing
a cappella. Do you know what a cappel |l a neans?"

"Yes, sir.

"Wonderful." He wondered, not for the first tinme, if his
aunt was rich enough to nake all these stupid auditions
wor t hwhi | e.

"I''ll be in the control booth. You'll have tine for one
song. "

"Sir—what shall | —=2"

He was gone. Teresa was alone in the roomstaring at the

m crophone in front of her. She had no i dea what she was

going to sing. "Just go and neet him" his aunt had said.
"The station has a nusical programevery Saturday evening
and.."

|'"ve got to get out of here.



Loui s's voi ce canme out of nowhere. "I don't have all day."
"I"'msorry. | can't—

But the director was determ ned to punish her for wasting
his time.

"Just a few notes,"” he insisted. Enough so he could report

to his aunt what a fool the girl had nade of herself. Perhaps
t hat woul d persuade her to stop sending him her proteges.

"' mwaiting," he said.

He | eaned back in his chair and it a Gtane. Four nore
hours to go. Yvette would be waiting for him He woul d have
time to stop off at her apartnent before he went hone to his
wi fe. Maybe there would even be tine to—

He heard it then, and he could not believe it. It was a

voi ce so pure and so sweet that it sent chills down his
spine. It was a voice filled with I onging and desire, a voice
that sang of |oneliness and despair, of |ost |oves and dead
dreans, and it brought tears to his eyes. It stirred enotions
in himthat he had thought were |long since dead. Al he could
say to hinself was, Jesus Christ! Were has she been?

An engi neer had wandered into the control booth, and he

stood there listening, nesnerized. The door was open and

ot hers began to cone in, drawn by the voice. They stood there
silently listening to the poignant sound of a heart
desperately crying out for |ove, and there was not another
sound in the room

When the song ended, there was a |ong silence, and one of
t he wonen sai d, "Woever she is, don't |et her get away."

Loui s Bonnet hurried out of the roominto the broadcast
studi o. Teresa was getting ready to | eave.

“I"'msorry | took too |long. You see, |'ve never—

"Sit down, Maria."



"Teresa. "

"Sorry." He took a deep breath. "W do a nusical radio
br oadcast every Saturday night."

"I know. | listento it."
"How woul d you like to be on it?"

She stared at him unable to believe what she was heari ng.
"You nean—-you want to hire ne?"

"Beginning this week. W'Ill start you at the mninmm It
wll be a great showcase for you."

It was al nost too good to be true. They're going to pay ne
to sing.

"Pay you? How nuch?" Moni que asked.
"l don't know. | don't care." The inportant thing is that
sonmebody wants ne, she al nost said, but she stopped herself.

"That's wonderful news. So you're going to be on the
radi o!" her father said.

Her not her was al ready making plans. "We'l|l see that al
our friends listen, and we'll have themsend in letters
sayi ng how good you are."

Teresa | ooked at Monique, waiting for her to say, "You
don't have to do that. Teresa is good."

But Monique said nothing. It wll blow over quickly, was
what she was t hi nki ng.



She was wrong.

Sat urday night at the broadcast station, Teresa was in a
pani c.
"Believe ne," Louis Bonnet assured her. "It's perfectly
natural. Al artists go through this."

They were seated in the small green room used by
perfornmers.

"You're going to be a sensation."
"I"'mgoing to be sick."
"There's no tinme. You're on in two mnutes.”

Teresa had rehearsed that afternoon with the small

orchestra that was going to acconpany her. The rehearsal had
been extraordi nary. The stage from which they broadcast was
crowded with station personnel who had heard about the young
girl with the incredible voice. They |istened in awed sil ence
as Teresa rehearsed the songs she was going to sing on the
air. There was no question in any of their m nds but that
they were witnessing the birth of an inportant star.

"It's too bad she's not better-looking," a stage manager
commented, "but in radio who can tell the difference?"

Teresa's performance that eveni ng was superb. She was

awar e that she had never sung better. And who knew where this
could | ead? She m ght becone fanous and have nen at her feet,
begging her to marry them As they begged Mni que.

As t hough readi ng her thoughts, Monique said, "I'mreally
happy for you, Sis, but don't let yourself get carried away
by all this. These things never last."

This will, Teresa thought happily. I'mfinally a person.
' m sonebody.



Monday norning, there was a | ong-di stance tel ephone cal
for Teresa

"It's probably sonebody's idea of a joke," her father

war ned her. "He says he's Jacques Rainu."

The nost inportant stage director in France. Teresa picked
up the tel ephone, wary. "Hell o?"

"M ss De Fosse?"
"Yes."

"Teresa De Fosse?"
"Yes."

"This is Jacques Raimu. | heard your radi o program
Sat urday night. You' re exactly what |I'm | ooking for."

"I 4+ don't understand."”

"I"'mstaging a play at the Conedi e Francai se, a nusical.
start rehearsal s next week. |'ve been searching for soneone
with a voice like yours. To tell you the truth, there is no
one with a voice |like yours. Wwo is your agent?"

"Agent? | —<+ have no agent.”

"Then I'Il drive down there and we'll work out a deal
bet wveen us."

"Monsi eur Raimu—+—'mnot very pretty." It was painful for
her to say the words, but she knew that it was necessary. He
mustn't have any fal se expectations.

He | aughed. "You will be when | get through with you.
Theater is nmake-believe. Stage makeup can do all kinds of
I ncredi ble magic. "



" But —=

“I'"l'l see you tonorrow. "

It was a dreamon top of a fantasy. To be starring in a
pl ay by Rai nu!

“I''l'l work out the contract wwth him" Teresa's father
said. "You nust be careful when you deal wth theater
peopl e. "

"We nust get you a new dress,"” her nother said. "And |'I|

invite himto dinner."

Moni que sai d not hing. What was happeni ng was unbear abl e.
It was unthi nkabl e that her sister was going to becone a
star. Perhaps there was a way...

Moni que saw to it that she was the first one downstairs

when Jacques Rainmu arrived at the De Fosse villa that
afternoon. He was greeted by a young girl so beautiful that
his heart junped. She was dressed in a sinple white afternoon
frock that set off her figure to perfection.

My God, he thought. Those | ooks and that voice! She's
perfect. She's going to be an enornous star.

"I can't tell you how happy | amto neet you," Rainmu said.

Moni que smiled warmy. "lI'mvery happy to neet you. I'ma
big adm rer of yours, Monsieur Rainu."

"Good. Then we'll work well together. | brought a script
wth ne. It's a beautiful |love story, and | think—=



At that nonent Teresa wal ked into the room She was
wearing a new dress, but she | ooked awkward in it. She
st opped as she saw Jacques Rai mu.

"Oh—hello. | didn't know you were here. | nean—you're
early."”

He | ooked at Mbnique inquiringly.

"This is ny sister,” Mnique said. "Teresa."

They both watched the expression on his face change. It
went from shock to di sappointnent to disgust.

"You're the singer?”

"Yes."

He turned to Monique. "And you're—=

Moni que smled innocently. "I'm Teresa's sister."

Rai mu turned to exam ne Teresa again, then shook his head.
"I"'msorry," he said to Teresa. "You're too— He funbled for
a word. "You're too—young. If you'll excuse nme, | nust get
back to Paris."

And t hey stood there watching himwal k out the door.

It worked, Monique thought jubilantly. It worked.

Teresa never nmade anot her broadcast. Louis Bonnet pleaded
with her to cone back, but the hurt was too deep.

After looking at ny sister, Teresa thought, how could
anyone want nme? |'mso ugly.

As | ong as she lived, she would never forget the | ook on
Jacques Rainmu's face.



It's ny fault for having silly dreans, Teresa told
herself. It's God's way of punishing ne.

After that, Teresa would sing only in church, and she
becane nore of a recluse than ever.

During the next ten years the beautiful Monique turned

down nore than a dozen marri age proposals. She was proposed
to by the sons of the mayor, the banker, the doctor, the
merchants in the village. Her suitors ranged fromyoung nen
fresh out of school to established and successful nen in
their forties and fifties. They were rich and poor, handsone
and ugly, educated and uneducated. And to all of them Moni que
sai d non.

"What are you | ooking for?" her father asked, baffl ed.

"Papa, everyone here is boring. Eze is such an
unsophi sticated place. My dreamprince is in Paris.”

And so her father dutifully sent her to Paris. As an
af tert hought, he sent Teresa wth her. The two girls stayed
at a snall hotel on the Bois de Boul ogne.

Each sister saw a different Paris. Monique attended

charity balls and gl anorous dinner parties and had tea with
titled young nen. Teresa visited Les Invalides and the
Louvre. Monique went to the races at Longchanp and to gal as
at Mal nai son. Teresa went to the Cathedral of Notre Dane to
pray, and wal ked al ong the tree-shaded path of the Canal St.
Martin. Monique went to Maxims and the Moulin Rouge, while
Teresa strolled al ong the quays, browsing anong the book
stalls and the flower vendors and stopping at the Basilica of
St. Denis. Teresa enjoyed Paris, but as far as Mni que was
concerned, the trip was a failure.

When they returned hone, Monique said, "I can't find any
man | want to marry."

"You net no one who interested you?" her father asked.



"Not really. There was a young man who took ne to di nner
at Maxims. H s father owns coal mnes."

"What was he |ike?" her nother asked eagerly.
"Ch, he was rich, handsone, polite, and he adored ne."
"Did he ask you to nmarry hinP"

"Every ten mnutes. Finally | sinply refused to see him
again."

Her nother stared at Monique in amazenent. "Wy?"

"Because all he could tal k about was coal: bitum nous
coal, lump coal, black coal, gray coal. Boring, boring,
bori ng. "

The follow ng year Mni que decided she wanted to return to
Pari s agai n.

“I'"l'l pack ny things," Teresa said.
Moni que shook her head. "No. This tinme | think I'Il go
al one. ™

So while Mnique went to Paris, Teresa stayed hone and

went to church every norning and prayed that her sister would
find a handsone prince. And one day the miracle occurred. A
mracle because it was to Teresa that it happened. H s nane
was Raoul G radot.

He had gone to Teresa's church one Sunday and heard her
sing. He had never heard anything like it before. | mnust neet
her, he vowed.

Early Monday norning, Teresa stopped in at the village
general store to buy fabric for a dress she was nmaki ng. Raoul
G radot was wor ki ng behi nd the counter.



He | ooked up as Teresa wal ked in, and his face lit up.
"The voice!"

She stared at him flustered. "I—+ beg your pardon?"

"I heard you sing in church yesterday. You are
magni ficent."

He was handsone and tall, with intelligent, flashing dark
eyes and | ovely, sensual lips. He was in his early thirties,
a year or two ol der than Teresa.

Teresa was so taken aback by his appearance that she coul d
only stammer. She stared at him her heart poundi ng.
"Th—thank you," Teresa said."l—<+—+ would |like three yards of
nmusl i n, please."

Raoul smled. "It will be ny pleasure. This way."

It was suddenly difficult for Teresa to concentrate on her
errand. She was overpoweringly aware of the young nman's
presence, his good | ooks and charm the masculine aura
surroundi ng him

When Teresa had deci ded on her purchase and Raoul was
wrapping it for her, she dared to say, "You re—you' re new
here, aren't you?"

He | ooked at her and smled, and it sent shivers through
her .

"Qui. | arrived in Eze a few days ago. My aunt owns this
shop and she needed help, so |I thought | would work here for
a while."

How long is a while? Teresa found herself wonderi ng.

"You shoul d be singing professionally,” Raoul told her.

She renenbered the expression on Rainmu's face when he had
seen her. No, she would never risk exposing herself publicly
again. "Thank you," Teresa nunbl ed.



He was touched by her enbarrassnent and shyness, and tried
to draw her into conversation.

"I haven't been to Eze before. It's a beautiful little
town. "

"Yes," Teresa munbl ed.

"Were you born here?"

"Yes."

"Do you like it?"

"Yes."

Teresa pi cked up her package and fl ed.

The follow ng day she found an excuse to go back to the
shop again. She had stayed up half the night preparing what
she was going to say to Raoul.

' mglad you |ike Eze...

The nonastery was built in the fourteenth century, you
know...

Have you ever visited Saint-Paul -de-Vence? There's a
| ovel y chapel there...

| enjoy Monte Carlo, don't you? It's wonderful to have it
so close to here. Sonmetines ny sister and | drive down the
Grande Corniche and go to the Fort Antoine Theatre. Do you
know it? It's the big open-air theater...

Did you know that N ce was once called N kaia? Ch, you
didn"t? Yes, it was. The G eeks were there a |long tine ago.
There's a nuseumin Nice with the remains of cavenen who
lived there thousands of years ago. Isn't that interesting?

Teresa was prepared with dozens of such verbal ganbits.
Unfortunately, the nonent she wal ked into the shop and saw
Raoul , everything flew out of her head. She sinply stared at



him unable to speak.

"Bonj our,"” Raoul said cheerfully. "It's nice to see you
agai n, Madenvoi sell e De Fosse."

"M-aerci." She felt like anidiot. I"'mthirty years old,
she told herself, and I"macting like a silly schoolgirl.

Stop it.

But she could not stop it.

"And what may | do for you today?"
"I + need nore nuslin."
Whi ch was the | ast thing she needed.

She watched Raoul as he went to get the bolt of fabric. He
set it on the counter and started to neasure it out.

"How many yards woul d you I|ike?"

She started to say two, but what cane out was, "Are you
married?"

He | ooked up at her with a warmsnile on his face. "No,"
he said. "I haven't been that fortunate yet."

You are going to be, Teresa thought. As soon as Mni que
returns from Pari s.

Moni que was going to adore this man. They were perfect for
each other. The thought of Mnique's reaction when she net
Raoul filled Teresa with happiness. It would be lovely to
have Raoul G radot as her brother-in-I|aw

The follow ng day as Teresa was passing the shop, Raou
caught sight of her and hurried outside.

"Good afternoon, nadenpoiselle. | was about to take a
break. If you're free, would you care to join ne for tea?"

"I +—yes, thank you."



She was tongue-tied in his presence, and yet Raoul could

not have been nore pleasant. He did everything he could to
put her at ease, and soon Teresa found herself telling this
stranger things she had never told anyone before. They tal ked
of | oneliness.

"Crowds can make one lonely," Teresa said. "I always feel
like an island in a sea of people.”

He smled. "I understand."
"Oh, but you nust have so nmany friends."

"Acquai ntances. In the end, does anyone really have many
friends?"

It was as though she were speaking to a mrror inmage. The
hour nelted away quickly, and soon it was tine for himto go
back to worKk.

As they rose, Raoui asked, "WIIl you join ne for |unch
t onor r ow?"

He was being kind, of course. Teresa knew that no nman

could ever be attracted to her. Especially soneone as
wonder ful as Raoul Gradot. She was sure that he was kind to
everyone.

"I would enjoy that," Teresa said.

When she went to neet Raoul the foll ow ng day, he said

boyi shly, "I've been given the afternoon off. If you' re not
too busy, why can't we drive down to N ce?"

They drove al ong the Mdyenne Corniche with his car top
down, the city spread out |like a magic carpet bel ow t hem
Teresa | eaned back in her seat and thought: |'ve never been
so happy. And then, filled with guilt: |'m being happy for
Moni que.

Moni que was to return fromParis the follow ng day. Raou
woul d be Teresa's gift to her sister. She was realistic
enough to know that the Raouls of the world were not for her.



Teresa had had enough pain in her life, and she had I ong
since | earned what was real and what was i npossible. The
handsome man seated beside her driving the car was an

| npossi bl e dream she dared not even |et herself think about.

They had |unch at Le Chantecler in the Negresco Hotel in
Nice. It was a superb neal, but afterward Teresa had no
recol | ection of what she had eaten. It seened to her that she
and Raoul had not stopped tal king. They had so nmuch to say to
each other. He was witty and charm ng, and he appeared to
find Teresa interesting—feally interesting. He asked her
opi ni on about many things and |listened attentively to her
answers. They agreed on al nost everything. It was as though
they were soul mates. |If Teresa had any regrets about what
was about to happen, she resolutely forced them out of her

m nd.

"Woul d you like to conme to dinner at the chateau tonorrow
night? My sister is returning fromParis. | would |ike you to
meet her."

“I'"d be delighted, Teresa."

When Moni que returned honme the foll ow ng day, Teresa
hurried to greet her at the door.

In spite of her resolve, she could not help asking, "D d
you nmeet anyone interesting in Paris?" And she held her
breath, waiting for her sister's answer.

"The sanme boring nen," Monique replied.

So God had made the final deci sion.

"I"ve invited soneone to dinner tonight," Teresa said. "I

think you're going to like him"

| nmust never | et anyone know how nuch | care for him
Teresa thought.



That evening at seven-thirty pronptly, the butler ushered
Raoul Gradot into the drawi ng room where Teresa, Mnique,
and their parents were waiting.

"This is ny nother and father. Monsieur Raoul G radot.”
"How do you do?"
Teresa took a deep breath. "And ny sister, Mnique."

"How do you do?" Mbnique's expression was polite, nothing
nor e.

Teresa | ooked at Raoul, expecting himto be stunned by
Moni que' s beauty.

"Enchanted." Merely courteous.

Teresa stood there holding her breath, waiting for the
sparks that she knew would start flying between them But
Raoul was | ooki ng at Teresa.

"You | ook lovely tonight, Teresa."
She bl ushed and stammered, "Th—+thank you."

Everyt hi ng about that evening was topsy-turvy. Teresa's

plan to bring Monique and Raoul together, to watch them get
marri ed, to have Raoul as a brother-in-|lawnone of it even
began to happen. Incredibly, Raoul's attention was focused
entirely on Teresa. It was |i ke sone inpossible dream cone
true. She felt like Cnderella, only she was the ugly sister
and the prince had chosen her. It was unreal, but it was
happeni ng, and Teresa found herself struggling to resist
Raoul and his charm because she knew that it was too good to
be true, and she dreaded being hurt again. Al these years
she had hi dden her enotions, guardi ng agai nst the pain that
came with rejection. Now, instinctively, she tried to do the
same. But Raoul was irresistible.



"I heard your daughter sing,"” Raoul said. "She is a
mracle!"

Teresa found hersel f bl ushing.

"Everyone | oves Teresa's voice," Mnique said sweetly.

It was a heady evening. But the best was yet to cone.

When di nner was finished, Raoul said to Teresa's parents,
"Your grounds | ook |ovely." Then he turned to Teresa. "Wuld
you show ne the gardens?”

Teresa | ooked over at Monique, trying to read her sister's
enotions, but Mnique seened conpletely indifferent.

She nmust be deaf, dunmb, and blind, Teresa thought.
And then she recalled all the tines Mnique had gone to
Paris and Cannes and St. Tropez | ooking for her perfect

prince but had never found him

So it's not the fault of the nen. It's the fault of ny
sister. She has no i dea what she wants.

Teresa turned to Raoul. "I would |love to."
Qut si de, she could not et the subject drop.
"How did you |ike Moni que?"

"She seens very nice," Raoul replied. "Ask nme how I Iike
her sister."

And he took her in his arns and ki ssed her.

It was |i ke nothing Teresa had ever experienced before.
She trenbled in his arns, and she thought: Thank you, God.
Oh, thank you

"WIIl you have dinner with ne tonorrow ni ght?" Raoul
asked.

"Yes," Teresa breathed. "Ch, yes."



When the two sisters were alone, Monique said, "He really
seens to |ike you."

"I think so," Teresa said shyly.
"Do you like hin®"
"Yes."

"Well, be careful, big sister,’
get in over your head."

Moni que | aughed. "Don't

Too | ate, Teresa thought hel plessly. Too |ate.

Teresa and Raoul were together every day after that.

Moni que usual ly chaperoned them The three of them wal ked

al ong the pronenades and beaches at N ce and | aughed at the
weddi ng- cake hotels. They lunched at a charmng bistro at Cap
d' Anti bes, and visited the Matisse chapel in Vence. They
dined at the Chateau de |la Chevre d' O, and at the fabul ous
La Ferme St. Mchel. One norning at five AM the three of
themwent to the open farner's market that rilled the streets
of Monte Carlo and bought fresh breads and veget abl es and
fruit.

Sundays, when Teresa sang in church, Raoul and Moni que
were there to listen, and afterward Raoul would hug Teresa
and say, "You really are a mracle. | could listen to you
sing for the rest of ny life."

Four weeks after they net, Raoul proposed.

“I"'msure you could have any man you want, Teresa," Raou
said, "but | would be honored if you chose ne."



For one terrible nonment Teresa thought he was ridiculing
her, but before she could speak, he went on.

"My darling, | nust tell you that | have known nany wonen,
but you are the nost sensitive, the nost talented, the
war nest .."

Each word was nusic to Teresa's ears. She wanted to | augh;
she wanted to cry. How blessed | am she thought, to | ove and
be | oved.

"WIIl you marry nme?"

And her | ook was answer enough.

When Raoul left, Teresa went flying into the |library where
her sister, nother, and father were having coffee.

"Raoul asked nme to marry him" Her face was gl ow ng, and
there was al nost a beauty about her.

Her parents stared at her, stunned. It was Moni que who
spoke.

"Teresa, are you sure he's not after the famly noney?"

It was i ke a slap in the face.
"I don't nean that unkindly,"” Mnique went on, "but it all
seens to be happening so fast."

Teresa was determned not to |l et anything spoil her

happi ness. "I know you want to protect ne," she told her
sister, "but Raoul has noney. His father left hima snall

I nheritance, and he's not afraid to work for a living." She
took her sister's hand in hers and begged, "Please be gl ad
for me, Monique. | never thought 1'd know this feeling. |'m
so happy, | could die."



And then the three of them enbraced her and told her how
pl eased they were for her, and they began to talk excitedly
about plans for the wedding.

Very early the next norning Teresa went to church and
knelt to pray.

Thank You, Father. Thank You for giving ne such happi ness.
| will do everything to make nyself worthy of Your |ove and
of Raoul's. Anen.

Teresa wal ked into the general store, her feet above the
ground, and said, "If you please, sir, | would |ike to order
sonme material for a weddi ng gown."

Raoul |aughed and took her in his arns. "You're going to
make a beautiful bride."

And Teresa knew he neant it. That was the mracle.

The weddi ng was set to take place a nonth later in the
vill age church. Moni que, of course, was to be the maid of
honor .

At five o' clock Friday afternoon, Teresa spoke to Raoul

for the last tine. At twelve-thirty Saturday, standing in the
church vestry waiting for Raoul, who was thirty mnutes |ate,
Teresa was approached by the priest. He took her armand | ed
her aside, and she wondered at his agitation. Her heart began
to pound.

"What is it? |Is sonmething wong? Has anythi ng happened to
Raoul ?"

"Oh, ny dear," the priest said. "My poor, dear Teresa."



She was beginning to panic. "What is it, Father? Tell ne!"
"I + just received word a nonment ago. Raoul —=

"I's it an accident? Was he hurt?"

"—&radot left town early this norning."

"He what? Then sone energency nust have cone up to make
hi m—

"He left with your sister. They were seen taking the train
to Paris."

The room began to whirl. No, Teresa thought. | mnustn't
faint. | nustn't enbarrass nyself in front of Cod.

She had only a hazy nenory of the events that foll owed.
From a far distance she heard the priest make an announcenent
to the wedding party, and she dimy heard the uproar in the
chur ch.

Teresa's nother put her arnms around her daughter and said,
"My poor Teresa. That your own sister could be so cruel. I'm
so sorry."

But Teresa was suddenly calm She knew how to nmake
everything all right.

"Don't worry, Mama. | don't blane Raoul for falling in
| ove with Monique. Any man would. | should have known that no

man coul d ever | ove nme."

"You're wong," her father cried. "You' re worth ten of
Moni que. "

But his conpassion cane years too |ate.
"I would like to go hone now, please.”
They made their way through the crowd. The guests at the

church noved aside to |l et them pass, staring silently after
t hem



When they returned to the chateau, Teresa said quietly,
"Pl ease don't worry about nme. | prom se you that everything
is going to be fine."

Then she went up to her father's room took out his razor,
and sl ashed her wri sts.

CHAPTER TWELVE
When Teresa opened her eyes, the famly doctor and the
village priest were standi ng al ongsi de her bed.

"No!" she screaned. "I don't want to conme back. Let me
die. Let ne diel"

The priest said, "Suicide is a nortal sin. God gave you
life, Teresa. Only He may decide when it is finished. You are
young. You have a whole |ifetinme ahead of you."

"To do what?" Teresa sobbed. "Suffer nore? | can't stand
the pain I'min. | can't stand it!"

He said gently, "Jesus stood the pain and died for the
rest of us. Don't turn your back on Hm"

The doctor finished exam ning Teresa. "You need to rest.
|'ve told your nother to put you on a light diet for a
while." He wagged a finger at her. "That does not include
razor bl ades.”

The follow ng norning Teresa dragged herself out of bed.
When she wal ked into the drawi ng room her nother said in
alarm "Wat are you doing up? The doctor told you—=

Teresa said hoarsely, "I have to go to church. | have to
talk to God."

Her nother hesitated. "I'll go with you."

“No. | nust go al one.™

" But =



Her father nodded. "Let her go."
They watched the dispirited figure walk out of the house.
"What's going to happen to her?" Teresa's nother npaned.

"God only knows."

She entered the famliar church, walked up to the altar,
and knelt.

“I"ve come to Your house to tell You sonething, CGod.
despi se You. | despise You for letting nme be born ugly. |
despi se You for letting ny sister be born beautiful. I
despi se You for letting her take away the only man | ever
| oved. | spit on You."

Her | ast words were so |oud that people turned to stare at
her as she rose and stunbl ed out of the church,

Teresa had never believed there could be such pain. It was
unbearable. It was inpossible for her to think of anything
el se. She was unable to eat or sleep. The world seened
muffl ed and far away. Menories kept flashing into her m nd,
| i ke scenes from a novi e.

She renenbered the day she and Raoul and Moni que had
wal ked al ong the beach at Ni ce.

"It's a beautiful day for a swm" Raoul said.
“I"d love to go, but we can't. Teresa doesn't swm"

"I don't mind if you two go ahead. I'll wait for you at
the hotel ."



And she had been so pleased that Raoul and Moni que were
getting along so well together.

They were lunching at a small inn near Cagnes. The maltre
d" said, "The |obster is particularly good today."

“I''l'l have it," Monique said."Poor Teresa can't. Shellfish
makes her break out in hives."

St. Tropez. "I mss horseback riding. | used to ride every
norni ng at hone. Do you want to ride with nme, Teresa?"

"l +'"mafraid |l don't ride, Raoul."

“I wouldn't mnd going with you,"
ride."

Moni que said. "I love to

And t hey had been gone all norning.

There were a hundred clues, and she had m ssed all of

t hem She had been blind because she had wanted to be bli nd.
The | ooks that Raoul and Moni que had exchanged, the innocent
touchi ng of hands, the whispers and the | aughter.

How coul d I have been so stupid?

At night when Teresa finally nanaged to doze off, she had
dreans. It was always a different dream but it was al ways
t he same dream

Raoul and Moni que were on a train, naked, nmeking |ove, and
the train was crossing a trestle high over a canyon, and the
trestle collapsed and everyone on the train plunged to their
deat hs.

Raoul and Monique were in a hotel room naked in bed.

Raoul laid down a cigarette and the room expl oded into
flames, and the two of themwere burned to death, and their
screans awakened Teresa.



Raoul and Monique fell froma nmountain, drowned in a
river, died in an airplane crash.

It was always a different dream

It was al ways the sane dream

Teresa's nother and father were frantic. They watched

t heir daughter wasting away, and there was nothing they could
do to help her. And then suddenly Teresa began to eat. She
ate constantly. She could not seemto get enough food. She
gai ned her wei ght back, and then kept gai ning and gai ni ng
until her body was gross.

When her nother and father tried to talk to her about her
pain, she said, "I'"'mfine now Don't worry about ne."

Teresa carried on her |ife as though nothing were w ong.

She continued to go into town and shop and do all the errands
she had al ways done. She joined her nother and father for

di nner each evening and read or sewed. She had built an
enotional fortress around herself, and she was determ ned
that no one would ever breach it. No man will ever want to

| ook at ne. Never again.

Qutwardly, Teresa seened fine. Inside, she was sunk in an
abyss of deep, desperate |oneliness. Even when she was
surrounded by people, she sat in a lonely chair in a lonely
room in a lonely house, in a lonely world.

Alittle over a year after Raoul had | eft Teresa, her

fat her was packing to | eave for Avil a.

"l have sone business to transact there," he told Teresa.
"But after that, I'll be free. Wiy don't you cone with ne?
Avila is a fascinating town. It will do you good to get away



fromhere for a while."

"No, thank you, Father."

He | ooked at his wife and sighed. "Very well."
The butler wal ked into the drawi ng room

"Excuse me, M ss De Fosse. This letter just arrived for
you. "

Even before Teresa opened it, she was filled with a
presci ence of sonething terrible | oom ng before her.

The |l etter read:
Teresa, ny darling Teresa:

God knows | do not have a right to call you darling, after
the terrible thing | have done, but | promse to nmake it up
to you if it takes ne a lifetine. | don't know where to
begi n.

Moni que has run off and left nme with our two-nonth-old
daughter. Frankly, | amrelieved. | nmust confess that | have
been in hell ever since the day | left you. I wll never
understand why | did what | did. | seemto have been caught
up in sone kind of magic spell of Mnique's, but I knew from
the beginning that nmy marriage to her was a terrible m stake.

It was you | always |oved. | know now that the only place |
can find ny happiness is at your side. By the tine you
receive this letter, I will be on ny way back to you.

| love you, and | have always |oved you, Teresa. For the
sake of the rest of our |ives together, | beg your
forgi veness. | want...

She could not finish reading the letter. The thought of
seei ng Raoul again and his and Moni que's baby was
unt hi nkabl e, obscene.



She threw the letter down, hysterical.

"I must get out of here,
Pl ease... pl ease! "

Teresa screaned. "Toni ght. Now.

It was inpossible for her parents to cal mher.

"If Raoul is comng here,’
|l east talk to him"

her father said,"you should at

"No! If | see him I'll kill him" She grabbed her
father's arnms, tears stream ng down her face. "Take nme with
you," she pl eaded.

She woul d go anywhere, as |ong as she escaped fromthis
pl ace.

And so that evening Teresa and her father set out for
Avi | a.

Teresa's father was di straught over his daughter's

unhappi ness. He was not by nature a conpassi onate man, but in
the past year Teresa had won his admiration with her

cour ageous behavior. She had faced the townspeople with her
head hel d high and had never conplained. He felt hel pless,
unabl e to consol e her.

He renenbered how nmuch sol ace she had once found in

church, and when they arrived in Avila he said to Teresa,
"Fat her Berrendo, the priest here, is an old friend of m ne.
Per haps he can help you. WII| you speak to hinf"

"No." She would have nothing to do with God.
Teresa stayed in the hotel room al one while her father
conducted his business. Wien he returned, she was seated in

the sanme chair, staring at the walls.

"Teresa, please see Father Berrendo."



He was at a | oss. She refused to | eave the hotel room and
she refused to return to Eze.

As a last resort, the priest cane to see Teresa.

"Your father tells ne that you once attended church
regularly.”

Teresa | ooked into the eyes of the frail-I|ooking priest
and said coldly, "I"mno |longer interested. The Church has
nothing to offer ne."

Fat her Berrendo snmiled. "The Church has sonmething to offer
everyone, ny child. The Church gives us hope and dreans..'

“I"ve had ny fill of dreans. Never again."

He took her hands in his thin hands and saw the white
scars of razor slashes on her wists, as faint as a | ong-ago
menory.

"God doesn't believe that. Talk to Hmand He wll tell
you. "

Teresa just sat there, staring at the wall, and when the
priest finally made his way out of the room she was not even
aware of it.

The follow ng norning Teresa wal ked into the cool, vaulted
church, and al nost immediately the old, famliar feeling of
peace stole over her. The last tine she had been in a church
was to curse God. A feeling of deep shane filled her. It was
her own weakness that had betrayed her, not God.

"Forgive ne," she whispered. "I have sinned. |I have |ived
In hate. Help ne. Please help ne."



She | ooked up, and Fat her Berrendo was standi ng there.
When she finished, he led her into his office behind the
vestry.

"I don't know what to do, Father. | don't believe in
anyt hing anynore. |'ve lost faith." Her voice was filled with
despair.

"Did you have faith when you were a young girl?"
"Yes. Very nuch.”

"Then you still have it, ny child. Faith is real and
permanent. It is everything else that is transient."

They tal ked that day for hours.

When Teresa returned to the hotel late in the afternoon,
her father said, "I nust get back to Eze. Are you ready to
| eave?"

"No, Papa. Let ne stay here for a while."
He hesitated. "WIIl you be all right?"

"Yes, Father. | prom se."

Teresa and Father Berrendo net every day after that. The
priest's heart went out to Teresa. He saw in her not a fat,
unattracti ve wonman, but a beautiful, unhappy spirit. They
spoke of God and creation and the neaning of |life, and
slowy, alnost in spite of herself, Teresa began to find
confort again. Sonething that Father Berrendo said one day
triggered a deep response in her.

"My child, if you do not believe in this world, then
believe in the next world. Believe in the world where Jesus
IS waiting to receive you."



And for the first tinme since the day that was supposed to
have been her weddi ng day, Teresa began to feel at peace
again. The church had beconme her haven, just as it had once
been. But there was her future to think about.

"I have no place to go."
"You could return hone."

“No. | could never go back there. | could never face Raoul
again. | don't know what to do. | want to hide, and there is
no place to hide."

Fat her Berrendo was silent for a long tinme. Finally he
spoke. "You could stay here.”

She | ooked around the office, puzzled. "Here?"

"The G stercian convent is nearby." He | eaned forward.
"Let nme tell you about it. It is a wrld inside a world,
where everyone is dedicated to God. It is a place of peace
and serenity."

And Teresa's heart began to lift. "It sounds wonderful ."
"l must caution you. It is one of the strictest orders in

the world. Those who are adnmtted take a vow of chastity,
sil ence, and obedi ence. No one who enters there ever |eaves."

The words sent a thrill through Teresa. "I will never want
to leave. It is what | have been searching for, Father.
despise the world | live in."

But Father Berrendo was still concerned. He knew t hat

Teresa would be facing a life totally different from anything
she had ever experienced.

"There can be no turning back."

"I won't turn back."



Early the next day, Father Berrendo took Teresa to the
convent to neet the Reverend Mbther Betina. He left the two
of themthere to talk.

The nonent Teresa entered the convent, she knew. At | ast,
she thought exultantly. At |ast.

After the neeting she eagerly tel ephoned her nother and
f at her.

"1've been so worried,"” her nother said. "Wen are you
com ng hone?"

"I am hone. "

The bi shop of Avila performed the rite:

"Creator, Lord, send thy benediction upon thy handnmaid
that she shall be fortified wth celestial virtue, that she
may mai ntain conplete faith and unbroken fidelity."

Teresa responded, "The ki ngdomof this world and all
secul ar adornings | have despised for the | ove of our Lord,
Jesus Christ."

The bi shop made the sign of the cross over her.

"De largitatis tuae fonte deflux it ut cum honorem
nuptiarumnulla interdicta m nui ssent ac super sanctum

conj ugi um nuptialis benedicti o permaneret existerent
conubi um concupi scerent sacr anmentum nee imtarentur quod
nupt is agitur, sed diligerent quod nuptis praenotatur. Anmen."

" Amen. "
"l espouse thee to Jesus Christ, the son of the Suprene

Fat her. Therefore receive the seal of the Holy Chost, so that
thou be called the spouse of God, and if thou serve him



faithfully, be crowned everlastingly."” The bishop rose. "God,
the Father Al m ghty, Creator of heaven and earth, who hath
vouchsafed to choose you to an espousai ship |like that of the
bl essed Mary, nother of our Lord, Jesus Christ—ad beatae
Mariae, matris Dom ni nostri, Jesu Christi, consortium-hall ow
you, that in the presence of God and of Hi s angels, you may
persevere, untouched and undefiled, and hold to your purpose,
| ove, chastity, and keep patience that you may nerit to
receive the crown of H s blessing, through the sane Chri st
our Lord. God nake you strong when frail, strengthen you when
weak, relieve and govern your mnd with piety, and direct
your ways. Anen."

Now, thirty years later, lying in the woods watching the

sun cone up over the horizon, Sister Teresa thought: | cane
to the convent for all the wong reasons. | was not running
to God. | was running away fromthe world. But God read ny
heart.

She was sixty years old, and the last thirty years of her
|ife had been the happi est she had ever known. Now she had
suddenly been flung back into the world she had run away
from And her mnd was playing strange tricks on her.

She was no | onger sure what was real and what was unreal.
The past and the present seened to be blending together in a
strange, dizzying blur. Wiy is this happening to ne? Wat
does God have planned for nme?

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

For Sister Megan, the journey was an adventure. She had
gotten used to the new sights and sounds that surrounded her,
and the speed with which she had adapted surprised her.

She found her conpani ons fascinating. Anparo Jiron was a
power ful woman, easily able to keep up with the two nen, and
yet at the sane tine she was very fem nine.

Felix Carpio, the husky man with a reddi sh beard and a
scar, seened am abl e and pl easant.



But to Megan, the nost conpelling of the group was Jai ne
Mroé. There was a relentless strength about him an
unshakabl e faith in his beliefs that rem nded Megan of the
nuns in the convent.

When they began the journey, Jaine, Anmparo, and Felix were
carrying sleeping bags and rifles on their shoul ders.

"Let me carry one of the sleeping bags," Megan suggest ed.
Jaine Mrd6 had | ooked at her in surprise, then shrugged.
"All right, Sister."

He handed her the bag. It was heavier than Megan had
expected, but she did not conplain. As long as I'mwith them
|'"'mgoing to do ny share.

It seened to Megan that they had been wal ki ng forever,
stunbling through the darkness, getting hit by branches,
scrat ched by underbrush, attacked by insects, guided only by
the |ight of the noon.

Who are these peopl e? Megan wondered. And why are they
bei ng hunt ed? Because Megan and the other nuns were al so
bei ng pursued, she felt a strong rapport with her new
conpani ons.

There was little talking, but fromtine to tine they held
cryptic conversations.

"I's everything set at Valladolid?"

"Right, Jaine. Rubio and Tonmas will neet us at the bank
during the bullfight."

"Good. Send word to Largo Cortez to expect us. But don't
give hima date."

" Conpr endo. "

Who are Largo Cortez and Rubi o and Tomas? Megan wonder ed.

And what was going to happen at the bullfight and the bank?
She al nost started to ask, but thought better of it. | have a
feeling they wouldn't wel cone a | ot of questions.



Near dawn they snelled snoke fromthe vall ey bel ow them
"Wait here," Jaine whispered. "Be quiet."

They wat ched as he nmade his way toward the edge of the
forest and di sappeared from sight.

Megan said, "What is it?"

"Shut up!" Anmparo Jirén hissed.

Fifteen mnutes later Jaime Mro returned.

"Soldiers. W'll circle around them ™

They backtracked for half a mle, then noved cautiously
t hrough the woods until they reached a side road. The
countrysi de stretched out ahead of them redolent with the

odors of nowed hay and ripe fruit.

Megan's curiosity got the better of her. "Wy are the
sol di ers | ooking for you?" she asked.

Jaine said, "Let's say we don't see eye to eye."

And she had to be satisfied with that. For now, she
t hought. She was determ ned to know nore about this man.

Hal f an hour |ater, when they reached a sheltered

clearing, Jaine said, "The sun's up. We'll stay here until
nightfall." He | ooked at Megan. "Toni ght we're going to have
to travel faster."

She nodded. "Very well."
Jai ne took the sleeping bags and roll ed them out.

Felix Carpio said to Megan, "You take mne, Sister. |I'm
used to sl eeping on the ground.”

"It's yours," Megan said. "I couldn't—=



"For Christ's sake," Anparo snapped. "Get in the bag. W
don't want you to keep us up scream ng about goddammed
spiders.” There was an aninosity in her tone that Megan did
not under st and.

Wt hout another word, Megan clinbed into the sl eeping bag.
What' s bot hering her? she wonder ed.

Megan wat ched as Jaine unrolled his sleeping bag a few

feet away fromwhere she lay, then crawied into it. Anparo
Jirdén crawled in beside him | see, Megan thought. Jaine

| ooked over at Megan. "You' d better get sone sleep,” he said.
"We have a | ong way ahead of us."

Megan was awakened by a npaning. It sounded as though
sonmeone were in terrible pain. She sat up, concerned. The
sounds were coming from Jai ne's sl eeping bag. He nmust be
terribly ill, was her first thought.

The nmoani ng was getting | ouder, and then Megan heard
Amparo Jiroén's voice saying, "Ch, yes, yes. Gve it to ne,
gueri do. Harder! Yes! Now Now "

And Megan's face flushed. She tried to close her ears to

t he sounds she was hearing, but it was inpossible. And she
wondered what it would be like to have Jainme Mrdé make | ove
to her.

Instantly Megan crossed herself and began to pray:

For-give nme, Father. Let ny thoughts be filled only with You.
Let my spirit seek You that it may find its source and good

I n You.

And t he sounds went on. Finally, when Megan thought she

woul d be unable to bear it an instant |onger, they stopped.
But there were other noi ses keepi ng her awake. The sounds of
the forest ricocheted around her. There was a cacophony of
mating birds and crickets and the chattering of small animals
and the guttural growings of |arger ones. Megan had
forgotten how noisy the outside world could be. She m ssed

t he wonderful silence of the convent. To her own

astoni shnment, she even m ssed the orphanage. The terrible,
wonder f ul or phanage...



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Avil a

They called her "Megan the Terror." They called her "Megan
the Bl ue-eyed Devil." They called her "Megan the |npossible."

She was ten years ol d.

She had been brought to the orphanage when she was an
I nfant, having been |left on the doorstep of a farnmer and his
w fe who were unable to care for her

The orphanage was an austere, two-story, whitewashed
building on the outskirts of Avila, in the poorer section of
the city, off the Plaza de San Vicente. It was run by

Mer cedes Angel es, an Amazon of a wonman with a fierce manner
that belied the warnth she felt toward her wards.

Megan | ooked different fromthe other children, an alien

with blond hair and bright blue eyes, standing out in stark
contrast to the dark-eyed, dark-haired children. But fromthe
begi nni ng, Megan was different in other ways as well. She was
a fiercely independent child, a | eader, a m schief-nmaker.
Whenever there was trouble at the orphanage, Mercedes Angel es
could be certain that Megan was at the bottomof it.

Over the years, Megan led riots protesting the food, she
tried to formthe children into a union, and she found

I nventive ways to tornment the supervisors, including half a
dozen escape attenpts. Needl ess to say, Megan was i nmmensely
popul ar with the other children. She was younger than many of
them but they all turned to her for guidance. She was a
natural | eader. And the younger children | oved to have Megan
tell themstories. She had a wild inmagination.

"Who were ny parents, Megan?"

"Ah. Your father was a clever jewel thief. He clinbed over
the roof of a hotel in the mddle of the night to steal a
di anond bel onging to a fanobus actress. Well, just as he was
putting the dianond in his pocket, the actress woke up. She
turned on the light and saw him"



"Did she have himarrested?"

“"No. He was very handsone. "

"What happened, then?"

"They fell in love and got married. Then you were born."

"But why did they send ne to an orphanage? Didn't they
| ove nme?"

That was always the difficult part. "Of course they |oved
you. But—well|l —+they were skiing in Switzerland and they were
killed in a terrible aval anche—=

"What's a terrible aval anche?"

"That's when a bunch of snow cones down all at once and
buries you."

“And ny nother and father both died?"

"Yes. And their |ast words were that they | oved you. But
there was no one to take care of you, so you were sent here."

Megan was as anxious as the others to know who her parents
were, and at night she would put herself to sleep by neking
up stories to herself: My father was a soldier in the Cvil
War. He was a captain and very brave. He was wounded in
battl e, and ny nother was the nurse who took care of him
They married, and he went back to the front and was kill ed.
My not her was too poor to keep ne, so she had to | eave ne at
the farnmhouse, and it broke her heart. And she woul d weep
with pity for her courageous dead father and her bereaved
not her.

O: My father was a bullfighter. He was one of the great

mat adors. He was the toast of Spain. Everyone adored him M
not her was a beautiful flanmenco dancer. They were marri ed,
but he was killed one day by a huge, dangerous bull. M

not her was forced to give ne up



O: M father was a clever spy from another country...

The fantasies were endl ess.

There were thirty children in the orphanage, ranging from
abandoned newborn infants to fourteen-year-olds. Mdst of them
wer e Spani sh, but there were children there fromhalf a dozen
countries, and Megan becane fluent in several |anguages. She
slept in a dormtory wwth a dozen other girls. There were

| at e- ni ght whi spered conversati ons about dolls and cl ot hes,
and as the girls grew ol der, about sex. It soon becane the
primary topic of conversation.

"I hear it hurts a lot."
"I don't care. | can't wait to do it."

“I"'mgonna get married, but I'mnever going to let ny
husband do it tonme. | think it's dirty."

One ni ght, when everyone was asl eep, Prinmo Condé, one of

t he young boys at the orphanage, crept into the girls'
dormtory. He noved to the side of Megan's bed.

"Megan.." H's voice was a whi sper.

She was instantly awake. "Prino? What's the matter?"

He was sobbing, frightened. "Can | get into bed with you?"
"Yes. Be quiet."

Prinb was thirteen, the sane age as Megan, but he was
smal|l for his age, and he had been an abused child. He
suffered fromterrible nightmares and woul d wake up in the
m ddl e of the night scream ng. The other children tornented

him but Megan al ways protected him

Prino clinbed into bed beside her, and Megan felt the



tears runni ng down his cheeks. She held himclose in her
ar Is.

“It's all right," she whispered. "It's all right."

She rocked himgently and his sobs subsided. H s body was
pressed agai nst hers, and she could feel his grow ng

exci tenment.

"Prino.."

"I"'msorry. I+ can't helpit."”

H s erection was pressing into her.

"I love you, Megan. You're the only one | care about in
t he whole worl d."

"You haven't been out in the world yet."

"Pl ease don't |augh at ne."

"I'"mnot."

"l have no one but you."

"I know. "

"I love you."

"1 love you too, Prinp."

"Megan—woul d you—+et nme nake | ove to you? Pl ease.™

"No. "

There was silence. "I'"'msorry | bothered you. I'll go back
to ny bed." His voice was filled with pain. He started to
nove away.

"Wait." Megan held himclose to her, wanting to ease his

suffering, feeling aroused herself. "Prinpo, I+ can't let you
make love to nme, but | can do sonething to nake you feel



better. WIIl that be all right?"

"Yes." Hi's voice was a nurmnur.

He was wearing paj amas. Megan pulled the cord that held

his paj ama bottom up and reached inside. He's a man, Megan

t hought. She held himgently in her hand and began to stroke
hi m

Prinmo groaned and said, "Oh, that feels wonderful,"” and a

nonment | ater said, "God, | |ove you, Megan."

Her body was on fire, and if at that nonent he had said "I
want to make | ove to you," she would have said yes.

But he lay there, silent, and in a few m nutes he returned
to his own bed.

There was no sleep for Megan that night. And she never
allowed himto cone into her bed again.

The tenptati on was too great.

Fromtime to time a child would be called into the
supervisor's office to neet a prospective foster parent. It
was al ways a nonent of great excitenment for the children, for
It would nean a chance to escape fromthe dreary routine of

t he orphanage, a chance to have a real hone, to belong to
soneone.

Over the years Megan wat ched as ot her orphans were chosen.
They went to the hones of nerchants, farnmers, bankers,
shopkeepers. But it was always the other children, never her.
Megan's reputation preceded her. She woul d hear the
prospective parents tal k anong thensel ves.

"She's a very pretty child, but |I hear she's difficult."

"Isn't she the one who snuggl ed twel ve dogs into the
or phanage | ast nont h?"



"They say she's a ringleader. I'mafraid she woul dn't get
along with our children."

They had no idea how nmuch the other children adored Megan.

Fat her Berrendo cane to the orphanage once a week to visit

t he wards, and Megan | ooked forward to his visits. She was an
omni vorous reader, and the priest and Mercedes Angeles saw to
it that she was well supplied with books. She coul d discuss
things with the priest that she dared not tal k about with
anyone else. It was Father Berrendo to whomthe farm couple
had turned over the infant Megan.

"Why didn't they want to keep ne?" Megan asked.

The old priest said gently, "They wanted to very nuch,
Megan, but they were old and ill."

"Why do you suppose ny real parents left ne at that farnf"

"' msure it was because they were poor and coul dn't
afford to keep you."

As Megan grew up, she becane nore and nore devout. She was
stirred by the intellectual aspects of the Catholic Church.
She read St. Augustine's Confessions, the witings of St
Francis of Assisi, Thomas Mbre, Thomas Merton, and a dozen
ot hers. Megan went to church regularly, and she enjoyed the
solemm rituals, mass, receiving comuni on, Benediction.

Per haps nost of all, she | oved the wonderful feeling of
serenity that always stole over her in church.

"I want to becone a Catholic," Megan told Father Berrendo
one day.

He took her hand in his and said with a tw nkle, "Perhaps
you are already, Megan, but we'll hedge our bets."



"Dost thou believe in God the Father Al m ghty, creator of
heaven and earth?"

"Yes, | believe!"

"Dost thou believe in Jesus Christ, Hs only son, who was
born and suffered?"

"Yes, | believe!"

"Dost thou believe in the Holy Spirit, in the Holy
Cat holic Church, the conmmuni on of saints, the rem ssion of
sins, the resurrection of the body and eternal |ife?"

"Yes, | believe!"

The priest blew gently into her face. "Exi ab ea, spiritus

I mmunde. Depart fromher, thou inpure spirit, and give place
to the Holy Spirit, the Paraclete." He breathed again into
her face. "Megan, receive the good Spirit through this
breat hi ng and recei ve the bl essing of God. Peace be with

t hee. "

At fifteen Megan had becone a beautiful young woman, with
| ong blond hair and a m | ky conpl exi on that set her off even
nore from nost of her conpani ons.

One day she was summoned to the office of Mercedes
Angel es. Fat her Berrendo was there.

"Hel | o, Father."
"Hell o, my dear Megan."

Mercedes Angeles said, "lI'mafraid we have a probl em
Megan. "

"Oh?" She wacked her brain, trying to renmenber her | atest
m sdeed.



The headm stress went on: "There is an age limt here of
fifteen, and you've reached your fifteenth birthday."

Megan had | ong known of the rule, of course. But she had
put it in the back of her m nd, because she did not want to
face the fact that she had nowhere in the world to go, that
no one wanted her, and that she was going to be abandoned
once agai n.

"Do | —do | have to | eave?"

The kindly Amazon was upset, but she had no choice. "I'm
afraid we nust abide by the rules. W can find a position for
you as a naid."

Megan had no words.
Fat her Berrendo spoke. "Were would you like to go?"

As she thought about it, an idea canme to Megan. There was
somewhere for her to go.

Fromthe tine Megan was twel ve years old, she had hel ped

earn her keep at the orphanage by naki ng outside deliveries
In town, and many of themwere nade to the C stercian
convent. They were always delivered to the Reverend Mot her
Beti na. Megan had sneaked glinpses of the nuns while they
were praying or wal king through the halls, and she had sensed
in them an al nost overpowering feeling of serenity. She had
envied the joy that the nuns seened to radiate. To Megan, the
convent seened a house of |ove.

The Reverend Mdther had taken a liking to the bright young
girl, and they had had | ong tal ks over the years.

"Why do people join convents?' Megan had once asked.

"People cone to us for nmany reasons. Mist cone to dedicate

t hensel ves to God. But sone cone because they have no hope.
W give them hope. Sone conme because they feel they have no
reason to live. W show themthat God is the reason. Sone
come because they are running away. O hers cone here because
they feel alienated and they want to belong."



That was what had struck a responsive chord in the young
girl. I've never really belonged to anyone, Megan thought.
This is ny chance.

“I think I would like to join the convent."
Si x weeks | ater, she took her vows.

And finally Megan found what she had been searching for
for so long. She bel onged. These were her sisters, the famly
she never had, and they were all one under their Father.

Megan worked in the convent as a bookkeeper. She was

fasci nated by the ancient sign |anguage that the sisters used
when they needed to conmmunicate with the Reverend Mot her.
There were 472 signs, enough to convey anong thensel ves
everything they needed to express.

Wen it was a sister's turn to dust the long halls,

Prioress Betina held out her right hand with the heel forward
and bl ew on the back of it. If a nun had a fever, she went to
the Reverend Mot her and pressed the tips of her right
forefinger and mddle finger on the outside of her |eft

wist. If a request was to be del ayed, Prioress Betina held
her right fist before her right shoul der and pushed it
slightly forward and down. Tonorrow.

One Novenber norning, Megan was introduced to the rites of
death. A nun was dying, and a wooden rattle was rung in the
cloister, the signal for the beginning of a ritual unchanged
since the year 1030. Al those who could answer the cal
hurried to kneel in the infirmary for the anointing and the
psal ns. They silently prayed for the saints to intercede for
the departing sister's soul. To signify that it was tinme for
the | ast sacranents to be given, the Mdther Prioress held out
her left hand with the pal mup and drew a cross on it with
the tip of her right thunb.

And finally, there was the sign of death itself, a sister
pl acing the tip of her right thunb under her chin and raising



It slightly.

When the | ast prayers had been said, the body was | eft

al one for an hour so that the soul could go in peace. At the
foot of the bed the great Paschal candle, the Christian
synbol of eternal light, burned in its wooden hol der.

The infirmarian washed the body and cl ot hed the dead nun

in her habit, black scapular over white cow, rough

st ocki ngs, and handnade sandals. Fromthe garden one of the
nuns brought fresh flowers woven into a crown. Wen the dead
woman was dressed, six of the nuns in a procession carried
her to the church and placed her on the whitesheeted bier
facing the altar. She would not be |eft al one before God, and
in their stalls by her side, two nuns stayed through the rest
of the day and night praying, while the Paschal candl e
flickered at her side.

The next afternoon, after the Requi em nass, she was

carried through the cloister by the nuns to the private,
wal | ed cenetery where even in death the nuns kept their

encl osure. The sisters, three and three, |owered her
carefully into the grave, supported on white bands of I|inen.
It was the G stercian customfor the dead to |ie uncovered in
the earth, buried without a coffin. As the |ast service they
performed for their sister, two nuns started to drop soi
softly onto her still body before they all returned to the
church to say the psalns of penance. Three tines they begged
that God have nercy on her soul

Dom ne m serere super peccatrice.
Donmi ne mi serere super peccatrice.

Donmi ne m serere super peccatrice.

There were often tinmes when young Megan was filled with

mel anchol y. The convent gave her serenity, and yet she was
not conpletely at peace. It was as though a part of her were
m ssing. She felt |ongings that she should have | ong ago



forgotten. She found herself thinking about the friends she
had | eft behind in the orphanage, and wondering what had
happened to them And she wondered what was happening in the
outside world, the world that she had renounced, a world
where there was nusi c and danci ng and | aughter.

Megan went to Sister Betina.

"It happens to all of us fromtine to tine," she assured
Megan. "The church calls it acedia. It is a spiritual
mal ai se, an instrunent of Satan. Do not worry about it,
child. It wll pass.”

And it did.

But what did not pass was the bone-deep | onging to know
who her parents were. 1'll never know, Megan thought
despairingly. Not as long as | Iive.

CHAPTER Fi ft een
New York City

The reporters gathered outside the gray fagade of New

York's Wal dorf-Astoria Hotel watched the parade of
celebrities in evening dress alight fromtheir |inousines,
enter the revol ving doors, and head for the Grand Ballroom on
the third floor. The guests had cone from around the worl d.

Caneras flashed as reporters called out, "M.
Vi ce-President, would you |l ook this way, please?"

"Governor Adans, could | have one nore picture, please?”

There were senators and representatives from several

foreign countries, business tycoons, and celebrities. And
they were all there to celebrate Ellen Scott's sixtieth
birthday. In truth, it was not so nuch Ellen Scott that they
were honoring as the philanthropy of Scott Industries, one of
t he nost powerful conglonerates in the world. The huge,
spraw i ng enpire included oil conpanies and steel mlls,
communi cati ons systens and banks. All the noney raised this
evening would go to international charities.



Scott Industries had interests in every part of the world.
Twenty-seven years earlier, its president, MIlo Scott, had

di ed unexpectedly of a heart attack, and his wife, Ellen, had
t aken over the managenent of the huge conglonerate. In the
ensui ng years she proved to be a brilliant executive, nore
than tripling the assets of the conpany.

The Grand Bal | room of the Wal dorf-Astoria was an enor nous
room decorated in beige and gold, with a red-carpeted stage
at one end. A balcony holding thirty-three boxes with a
chandel i er over each one curved around the entire room

In the center of the bal cony sat the guest of honor. There
were at | east six hundred nmen and wonen present, dining at
tabl es gleamng with silver.

When di nner was finished, the governor of New York strode
onto the stage.

"M. Vice-President, |adies and gentl enmen, honored guests,

we are all here tonight for one purpose: to pay tribute to a
remar kabl e woman and to her unselfish generosity over the
years. Ellen Scott is the kind of person who could have nmade
a success in any field. She would have been a great scienti st
or doctor. She would al so have nmade a great politician, and |
must tell you that if Ellen Scott decides to run for
president of the United States, |I'lIl be the first one to vote
for her. Not in the next election, of course, but the one
after that."

There was | aughter and appl ause.

"But Ellen Scott is nmuch nore than just a brilliant wonman.
She is a charitable, conpassionate human bei ng who never
hesitates to get involved in the problens that face the world
t oday.."

The speech went on for ten nore mnutes, but Ellen Scott

was no | onger listening. How wong he is, she thought wyly.
How wong they all are. Scott Industries isn't even ny
conmpany. Mlo and | stole it. And I'mguilty of a far greater
crime than that. It doesn't matter any | onger. Not now.
Because |'l | be dead soon.



She renenbered the doctor's exact words as he read the | ab
report that was her death sentence.

“I"'mdreadfully sorry, Ms. Scott, but I'mafraid there's
no way to break this to you gently. The cancer has spread
t hroughout your |ynphatic system It's inoperable.”

She had felt the sudden | eaden wei ght in her stomach.
"How...how | ong do | have?"

He hesitated. "A year—aybe."

Not enough tinme. Not with so nuch still to do. "You wll
say nothing of this, of course."” Her voice was steady.

"Certainly not."
"Thank you, Doctor."

She had no recol |l ection of |eaving Col unbi a- Presbyteri an
Medi cal Center or of the drive downtown. Her only thought
was: | nust find her before I die.

Now t he governor's speech was over.

"Ladi es and gentlenen, it is ny honor and privilege to
i ntroduce Ms. Ellen Scott."

She rose to a standi ng ovation, then wal ked toward the

stage, a thin, gray-haired, straight-backed woman, snartly
dressed and projecting a vitality she no |l onger felt. Looking
at me is |like seeing the distant light of a | ong-dead star,
she thought bitterly. I'"'mnot really here anynore.

On the stage she waited for the applause to die down.
They' re appl auding a nonster. What would they do if they
knew? \When she spoke, her voice was firm

"M. Vice-President, senators, Governor Adans.."

A year, she was thinking. | wonder where she is and if she
Is still alive. | nust find out.



She tal ked on, automatically saying all the things her

audi ence expected to hear. "I gladly accept this tribute not
for nyself, but for all those who have worked so hard to

| i ghten the burden of those who are |ess fortunate than we
are.."

Her mnd was drifting back forty-two years to Gary,
| ndi ana...

At eighteen, Ellen Dudash was enployed at the Scott

| ndustries autonotive-parts plant in Gary, |Indiana. She was
an attractive, outgoing girl, popular with her fell ow

wor kers. On the day Ml o Scott cane to inspect the plant,
El l en was selected to escort him around.

"Hey! How about you, Ellie? Maybe you'll marry the boss's
brother and we'll all be working for you."

El | en Dudash | aughed. "Right. And that's when pigs wll
grow w ngs."

Mlo Scott was not at all what Ell en had expected. He was
in his early thirties, tall and slim Not bad-Iooking, Ellen

t hought. He was shy and al nost deferential .

"I't's very kind of you to take the tine to show ne around,
M ss Dudash. | hope |I'm not taking you away from your work."

She grinned. "I hope you are.”
He was so easy to talk to.
| can't believe |I'mKkidding around with the big boss's

brother. Wait till | tell Mom and Pop about this.

M| o seenmed genuinely interested in the workers and their
probl ens. Ellen took hi mthrough the departnent where the
round drive gears and the long driven gears were nmade. She



showed hi mthrough the annealing room where the soft gears
were put through a hardeni ng process, and the packing section
and the shipping departnent, and he seened properly

| mpr essed.

"It's certainly a large operation, isn't it, Mss Dudash?"

He owns all of this, and he acts |ike an awed kid. | guess
it takes all ki nds.

It was in the assenbly section that the accident happened.

An overhead cable car carrying netal bars to the machi ne shop
snapped and a |oad of iron canme tunmbling down. MIo Scott was
directly beneath it. Ellen saw it comng a fraction of a
second before it hit and, w thout thinking, shoved hi mout of
harms way. Two of the heavy iron bars hit her before she
coul d escape, and she was knocked unconsci ous.

She awakened in a private suite in a hospital. The room
was literally filled wwth flowers. Wen Ell en opened her eyes

and | ooked around, she thought: |'ve died and gone to heaven.

There were orchids and roses and lilies and chrysant hemuns
and rare bl oons she could not even begin to identify.

Her right armwas in a cast and her ribs were taped and
felt bruised.

A nurse cane in. "Ah, you re awake, M ss Dudash. |'l]I
I nformthe doctor."

"Wher e—where am | ?"
"Bl ake Center—+t's a private hospital."

El | en | ooked around the large suite. | can never afford to
pay for all this.

"We've been screening your calls."
"What cal | s?"

"The press has been trying to get in to interview you.
Your friends have been calling. M. Scott has tel ephoned



several tines..

Mlo Scott! "Is he all right?"
"l beg your pardon?”

"Was he hurt in the accident?"

"No. He was here again early this norning, but you were
asl eep. "

"He cane to see me?"

"Yes." She | ooked around the room "Mst of these flowers
are fromhim"

Unbel i evabl e.

"Your nother and father are in the waiting room Do you
feel up to seeing them now?"

"OfF course."
"I'"ll send themin."

Boy, |'ve never been treated like this in a hospital
before, Ellen thought.

Her nother and father wal ked in and cane up to the bed.

They had been born in Poland and their English was tentative.
Ellen's father was a nechanic, a burly, rough-hewn man in his
fifties, and her nother was a bluff northern European
peasant .

"l brought you sone soup, Ellen."
"Mom-+they feed people in hospitals.”

“Not ny soup they don't feed you in the hospital. Eat it
and you'll get well faster.”

Her father said, "Did you see the paper? | brung you a
copy. "



He handed the newspaper to her. The headline read:

FACTORY WORKER RI SKS LI FE TO SAVE BOSS.

She read the story tw ce.
"That was a brave thing you done to save him"

Brave? It was stupid. If |I had had tinme to think, | would
have saved nyself. That was the dunbest thing | ever did.

Way, | coul d have been kil l ed!

MIlo Scott cane to see Ellen later that norning. He was
carryi ng anot her bouquet of fl owers.

"These are for you," he said awkwardly. "The doctor tells
me you're going to be fine. I+ can't tell you how grateful |
amto you."

"I't was nothing."

"It was the nobst courageous act |'ve ever seen. You saved
ny life."

She tried to nove, but it sent a sharp pain through her
arm

“"Are you all right?"

"Sure." Her side was beginning to throb. "Wat did the doc
say was wong wth ne?"

"You have a broken arm and three broken ribs."

He coul dn't have given her worse news. Her eyes filled
W th tears.

"What's the matter?"



How coul d she tell hin? He would only | augh at her. She
had been saving up for a | ong-awaited vacation to New York
with sone of the girls fromthe factory. It had been her
dream Now I'll be out of work for a nonth or nore. There
goes Manhatt an.

El | en had been working since she was fifteen. She had

al ways been fiercely independent and self-sufficient, but now
she thought: Maybe if he's so grateful he'll pay part of ny
hospital bills. But 1'll be dammed if 1'Il ask him

She was beginning to feel drowsy. It nust be the
medi cati on.

She said sleepily, "Thank you for all the flowers, M.
Scott. And it was nice neeting you." I'll worry about the

hospital bills later.

El | en Dudash sl ept.

The follow ng norning, a tall, distinguished-|ooking man
came into Ellen's suite.

"Good norning, Mss Dudash. How are you feeling this
mor ni ng?"

"Better, thank you."

“I"'m Sam Norton, chief public-relations officer for Scott
| ndustries.”

"Oh." She had never seen himbefore. "Do you |live here?"
“"No. | flew in from Washington."
"To see nme?"

"To assist you."



"To assist ne in what!"

"The press is outside, Mss Dudash. Since | don't believe
you' ve ever held a press conference, | thought perhaps you
coul d use sone hel p."

"What do you want ?"

“"Mainly, they're going to ask you to tell them about how
and why you saved M. Scott."

"Oh. That's easy. If | had stopped to think, I'd have run
li ke hell."

Norton stared at her. "M ss Dudash—+ don't think | would
say that if | were you."

"Why not? It's the truth.”

This was not at all what he had expected. The girl seened
to have no idea of her situation.

There was sonething worrying Ellen, and she decided to get
It out in the open. "Are you going to see M. Scott?"

n YeS. 11}
"Wul d you do ne a favor?"
"I'f I can, certainly."

"I know the accident's not his fault, and he didn't ask ne

to push himout of the way, but— The strong i ndependent
streak in her nade her hesitate. "Oh, never mnd."

Ah, here it cones, Norton thought. How nmuch reward was she
going to try to extort? Wwuld it be cash? A better job? Wuat?
"Pl ease, go on, M ss Dudash.™

She blurted it out. "The truth is, | don't have a | ot of
noney, and |'mgoing to | ose sone pay because of this, and I
don't think I can afford all these hospital bills. | don't
want to bother M. Scott, but if he could arrange a | oan for



me, |'d pay it back." She saw the expression on Norton's
face, and msread it. "l"msorry. | guess | sound nercenary.
It's just that |'ve been saving up for a trip, and—well, this
screws everything up." She took a deep breath. "It's not his
problem 1'Il manage."

Sam Norton al nost kissed her. How | ong has it been since
|'ve cone across real innocence? It's, enough to restore ny
faith in womanki nd.

He sat down at the side of her bed, and his professional
manner di sappeared. He took her hand. "Ellen, | have a
feeling you and | are going to be great friends. | prom se
you, you're not going to have to worry about noney. But the
first thing we have to do is get you through this press
conference. W want you to cone out of this |ooking good, so
that— He stopped hinself. "I"mgoing to be honest. My job is
to see that Scott Industries cones out of this |ooking good.
Do you under st and?"

"l guess so. You nean it wouldn't sound so good if | said
| wasn't really interested in saving Mlo Scott? It would

sound better if | said sonething like, "I |Iike working for
Scott Industries so nmuch that when | saw Ml o Scott was in
danger, | knew | had to try to save him even at the risk of

nmy omn life' ?"
"Yes."

She | aughed. "Ckay. If it'll help you. But | don't want to
kid you, M. Norton. | don't know what nade ne do it."

He smled. "That will be our secret. |I'll let the |ions
in."

There were nore than two dozen reporters and phot ographers
fromradi o stati ons, newspapers, and nmagazines. It was a
man- bi tes-dog story, and the press intended to nmake the nost
of it. It was not every day that a pretty young enpl oyee
risked her life to save her boss's brother. And the fact that
he happened to be MIo Scott did not hurt the story one bit.

"M ss Dudash—when you saw all that iron hurtling down at
you, what was your first thought?"



Ell en | ooked over at Sam Norton with a straight face and

said, "I thought, 'l nmust save M. Scott. |'d never forgive
nyself if I let himbe
killed." "

The press conference proceeded snoot hly, and when Sam
Norton saw that Ellen was beginning to tire, he said, "That's
it, ladies and gentl enen. Thank you very nuch."

"Did I do all right?"
"You were great. Now get sone sleep.”

She slept fitfully. She had a dreamthat she was in the

| obby of the Enpire State Building, but the guards woul d not
| et her go up to the top because she did not have enough
noney to buy a ticket.

Mlo Scott cane to visit Ellen that afternoon. She was
surprised to see him She had heard that his hone was in New
Yor k.

"I heard the press conference went very well. You're quite
a heroine."

"M. Scott—+ have to tell you sonething. |I'mnot a
heroine. | didn't stop to think about saving you. |I—+ just
didit."

"I know. Sam Norton told ne."

"Well, then—

"Ellen, there are all kinds of heroism You didn't think
about saving ne, but you did it instinctively, instead of

savi ng yourself."

"I + just wanted you to know. "



"Sam al so told ne that you're worried about the hospital
bills."

"Vl | -

"They're all taken care of. And as for your |osing sone
wages, "—he smled—M ss Dudash, |-+ don't think you know how
much | owe you."

"You don't owe ne anything."

"The doctor told ne that you'll be |eaving the hospital
tonmorrow. WIIl you let ne buy you dinner?"

He doesn't understand, Ellen thought. | don't want his
charity. O his pity. "I neant it when | said you don't owe
me anyt hing. Thanks for taking care of the hospital bills.
W're even.”

"Good. Now may | buy you di nner?"

That was how it began. M|l o Scott stayed in Gary for a

week, and he saw Ellen every night. Ellen's nother and father
war ned, "Be careful. Big bosses don't go out with factory
girls unless they want sonething."

That had been Ellen's attitude at the beginning, but MIlo
changed her m nd. He was a perfect gentleman at all tines,
and the truth finally dawned on Ellen: He really enjoys being
with ne.

Were M1 o was shy and reserved, Ellen was forthright and
open. All his life, MIlo had been surrounded by wonen whose
burning anbition was to becone a part of the powerful Scott
dynasty. They had played their calculating ganes. Ellen
Dudash was the first totally honest wonman M| o had ever net.
She said exactly what was on her mnd. She was bright, she
was attractive, and, nost of all, she was fun to be with. By
the end of the week, they were both falling in | ove.



"I want to marry you," MIlo said. "I can't think about
anything else. WIIl you marry ne?"

n m' n

Nor had Ell en been able to think about anything el se. The
truth was that she was terrified. The Scotts were as cl ose as
Anerica could conme to royalty. They were fanous, rich, and
powerful. | don't belong in their circle. | would only make a
fool of nyself. And of MIlo. But she knew she was fighting a
| osi ng battle.

They were married by a justice of the peace in G eenw ch,
Connecticut, and then took a trip to Manhattan so that Ellen
Dudash coul d nmeet her in-|aws.

Byron Scott greeted his brother with, "What the fuck have
you done—narry a Polish hooker? Are you out of your m nd?"

Susan Scott was just as ungiving. "OF course she narried
Mlo for his noney. Wen she finds out he doesn't have any,
we'll arrange an annulnment. This marriage will never |ast."

They badly underesti mated El |l en Dudash.

"Your brother and sister-in-law hate ne, but | didn't

marry them | married you. | don't want to conme between you
and Byron. If this is making you too unhappy, MIlo, say so,
and I'll | eave."

He took his bride in his arns and whi spered, "I adore you,
and when Byron and Susan really get to know you, they'l|
adore you too."

She held himclosely and thought: How naive he is. And how
| love him

Byron and Susan were not unpleasant to their new
sister-in-law. They were patronizing. To them she would



al ways be the little Polish girl who worked in one of the
Scott factories.

El l en studi ed, and read, and | earned. She watched how the
wives of MIlo's friends dressed, and copied them She was
determ ned to becone a fit wife to Mlo Scott, and in tine
she succeeded. But not in the eyes of her in-laws. And slowy
her naivete turned to cynicism The rich and powerful aren't
all that wonderful, she thought. Al they want is to be

ri cher and nore powerful.

Ellen was fiercely protective of MIlo, but there was

little she could do to help him Scott Industries was one of
the few privately held conglonerates in the world, and al
the stock bel onged to Byron. Byron's younger brother was a
sal ari ed enpl oyee, and he never let Mlo forget it. He
treated his brother shabbily. MIo was given all the dirty
jobs to do, and was never given any credit.

"Why do you put up with it, MIlo? You don't need him W
could nove away from here. You could start your own
busi ness. "

"I couldn't |eave Scott Industries. Byron needs ne."

But in time, Ellen cane to understand the real reason.
MIlo was weak. He needed soneone strong to | ean on. She knew
then that he woul d never have the courage to | eave the

conpany.

Al'l right, she thought fiercely. One day the conpany wi |
be his. Byron can't live forever. Mlo is his only heir.

When Susan Scott announced that she was pregnant, it was a
blow to Ell en. The baby's going to inherit everything.

When the baby was born, Byron said, "lIt's a girl, but [l
teach her how to run the conpany."”

The bastard, Ellen thought. Her heart ached for M| o.



All MIlo said was, "Isn't she a beautiful baby?"

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

The pilot of the Lockheed Lodestar was worried. "A front

is closing in. | don't like the look of it." He nodded to the
co-pilot."Take over." Then he left the cockpit to go back to
t he cabi n.

There were five passengers on board besides the pilot and
co-pilot: Byron Scott, the brilliant, dynam c founder and
chi ef executive officer of Scott Industries; his attractive
wi fe, Susan; their year-old daughter, Patricia; MIlo Scott,
Byron's younger brother; and Mlo's wife, Ellen. They were
flying in one of the conpany planes fromParis to Madrid.
Bringi ng the baby had been a | ast-m nute inpulse on Susan's
part.

"I hate to be away fromher for so long," she had told her
husband.

"Afraid she'll forget us?" he had teased. "All right.
We'll take her with us."

Now t hat World War Il was over, Scott |ndustries was

rapi dly expanding into the European nmarket. In Madrid, Byron
Scott would investigate the possibilities of opening a new
steel mill.

The pil ot approached him

"Excuse nme, sir. W're heading into sonme thunder clouds.
It doesn't | ook very good ahead. Do you want to turn back?"

Byron | ooked out the small w ndow. They were flying

t hrough a gray mass of cunulus clouds, and every few seconds
distant lightning illumnated them "I have a neeting in
Madrid toni ght. Can you go around the stornP"

“I'"l'l try. If I can't, then I'mgoing to have to turn us
around. "



Byron nodded. "All right."
"Whul d you all fasten your seat belts, please?"
The pilot hurried back to the cockpit.

Susan had heard the conversation. She picked up the baby
and held her in her arns, suddenly w shing she had not
brought her along. |'ve got to tell Byron to have the pil ot
turn back, she thought.

"Byron—

They were suddenly in the eye of the stormand the plane
began to buck up and down, caught in the gusting w nds. The
notion began to grow nore violent. Rain was smashi ng agai nst
the windows. The storm had closed off all visibility. The
passengers felt as though they were riding on a rolling
cotton sea.

Byron flicked down the intercomsw tch. "Were are we,
Bl ake?"

"We're fifty-five mles northwest of Madrid, over the town
of Avila."

Byron | ooked out the wi ndow again. "W'IlI|l forget Mdrid
tonight. Let's turn around and get the hell out of here.”

"Roger . "

The decision was a fraction of a second too late. As the
pilot started to bank the plane, a nountain peak | ooned
suddenly in front of him There was no tinme to avoid the
crash. There was a rending tear, and the sky expl oded as the
pl ane tore into the side of the nountain, ripping apart,
scattering chunks of fuselage and wi ngs along a hi gh pl ateau.

After the crash there was an unnatural silence that |asted
for what seened an eternity. It was broken by the crackle of
flames starting to lick at the undercarriage of the plane.



"El |l en—=

El |l en Scott opened her eyes. She was |ying under a tree.
Her husband was bendi ng over her, lightly slapping her face.
When he saw that she was alive, he said, "Thank God."

El | en sat up, dizzy, her head throbbing, every nuscle in
her body aching. She | ooked around at the obscene pieces of
wr eckage that had once been an airplane filled with human
bodi es, and shudder ed.

"The ot hers?" she asked hoarsely.
"They're dead."
She stared at her husband. "Oh, ny God! No!"

He nodded, his face tight with grief. "Byron, Susan, the
baby, the pilots, everyone."

El l en Scott closed her eyes again and said a silent

prayer. Wy were MIlo and | spared? she wondered. It was hard
to think clearly. W have to go down and get help. But it's
too late. They're all dead. It was inpossible to believe.
They had been so full of life just a few m nutes before.

"Can you stand up?"
"I+ think so."

Mlo helped his wife to her feet. There was a surge of
si ckeni ng di zzi ness, and she stood there, waiting for it to
pass.

Mlo turned to | ook at the plane. Flanmes were beginning to
get higher. "Let's get out of here," he said. "The dammed
thing is going to bl ow up any second. ™

They quietly noved away and watched it burn. A nonent
| ater, there was an expl osion as the gas tanks bl ew apart and
t he plane was engul fed in flanes.



"I't's amracle we're alive,” MI|o said.

El l en | ooked at the burning plane. Sonething was naggi ng

at the edges of her mnd, but she was having troubl e thinking
clearly. Sonething about Scott Industries. And then suddenly
she knew.

"M1o0?"

"Yes?" He was not really listening.

"It's fate."

The fervor in her voice made himturn. "Wat?"
"Scott Industries—+t belongs to you now "

"I don't—

"Mlo, God left it to you." Her voice was filled with a
burning intensity. "All your life you' ve lived in the shadow
of your big brother." She was thinking clearly now,
coherently, and she forgot her headache and the pain. The
words were tunbling out in a spate that shook her whol e body.
"You worked for Byron for twenty years, building up the
conpany. You're as responsible for its success as he is, but
did he—did he ever give you credit for it? No. It was al ways
hi s conpany, his success, his profits. WlIl, now you—you
finally have a chance to cone into your own."

He | ooked at her, horrified. "Ell en—their bodi es are—how
can you even think about—=2"

"I know. But we didn't kill them It's our turn, MIo.
We've finally cone into our owmn. There's no one alive to

claimthe conpany but us. It's ours! Yours!"

And at that nonent they heard the cry of a baby. Ellen and
Mlo Scott stared at each other unbelievingly.

"It's Patricia! She's alive. Ch, ny God!"

They found the baby near a clunp of bushes. By sone



mracle she was unhurt.

M| o picked her up gently and held her close. "Shh! It's
all right, darling," he whispered. "Everything's going to be
all right."”

El |l en was standing at his side, a |ook of shock on her
face. "You—you said she was dead."

"She nust have been knocked unconsci ous."”

Ellen stared at the baby a long tine. "She should have
been killed with the others,"” she said in a strangl ed voi ce.

MIlo | ooked up at her, shocked. "Wat are you sayi ng?"

"Byron's will |eaves everything to Patricia. You can | ook
forward to spending the next twenty years being her caretaker
so that when she grows up she can treat you as shabbily as
her father did. Is that what you want ?"

He was silent.

"We'll never have a chance |ike this again." She was
staring at the baby, and there was a wild |look in her eyes
that M1 o had never seen before. It was al nost as though she
wanted t o—

She's not herself. She's suffering froma concussion. "For
God' s sake, Ellen, what are you thinking?"

She | ooked at her husband for a | ong nonent, and the wld

| ight faded fromher eyes. "I don't know," she said calmy.
After a pause she said, "There's sonething we can do. W can
| eave her sonmewhere, M1lo. The pilot said we were near Avil a.
There should be plenty of tourists there. There's no reason
for anyone to connect the baby with the plane crash.™

He shook his head. "Their friends know that Byron and
Susan took Patricia with them"™

El | en | ooked at the burning plane. "That's no problem
They all burned up in the crash. W'll have a private
menori al service here.”



"Ellen," he protested. "We can't do this. W'd never get
away with it."

"God did it for us. W have gotten away with it."
MIlo | ooked at the baby. "But she's so—

"She'll be fine," Ellen said soothingly. "We'll drop her
off at a nice farnhouse outside of town. Soneone w || adopt

her and she'll grow up to have a lovely life here.”
He shook his head. "I can't do it. No."
“If you love nme you'll do this for us. You have to choose,

Ml o. You can either have ne, or you can spend the rest of
your |ife working for your brother's child."

"Pl ease, | —

"Do you | ove nme?"

“"More than ny life," he said sinply.

"Then prove it."

They made their way carefully down the nountainside in the
dar k, whipped by the wi nd. Because the plane had crashed in a
hi gh wooded area, the sound was nmuffled, so the townspeople
were unaware as yet of what had happened.

Three hours later, in the outskirts of Avila, Ellen and
MIlo reached a small farnmhouse. It was not yet dawn.

"We'll |eave her here," Ellen whispered.
MI|d nade one last try. "Ellen, couldn't we—=2"

"Do it!" she said fiercely.



Wt hout another word he turned and carried the baby to the
door of the farmhouse. She was wearing only a torn pink
ni ght gown and had a bl anket wrapped around her.

MIlo | ooked at Patricia for a |long nonent, his eyes filled
with tears, then laid her gently down.

He whi spered, "Have a good life, darling."

The cryi ng awakened Asunci 6n Moras. For a sl eepy nonent
she thought it was the bleating of a goat or a | anb. How had
It gotten out of its pen?

G unbling, she rose fromher warm bed, put on an ol d faded
robe, and wal ked to the door.

When she saw the infant Iying on the ground scream ng and
ki cki ng, she said, "Madre de Dios!" and yelled for her

husband.

They brought the child inside and stared at it. It would
not stop crying, and it seened to be turning blue.

"We've got to get her to the hospital."”

They hurriedly wapped anot her bl anket around the baby,
carried her to their pickup truck, and drove her to the
hospital. They sat on a bench in the long corridor waiting
for someone to attend to them and thirty mnutes later a
doctor cane and took the baby away to exam ne her.

When he returned, he said, "She's got pneunonia."”

"I's she going to |live?" The doctor shrugged.

MIlo and Ellen Scott stunbled into the police station at



Avi | a.

The desk sergeant |ooked up at the two bedraggl ed
tourists. "Buenos dias. Can | help you?"

"There's been a terrible accident,” MIlo said. "Qur plane
crashed up in the nmountains and.."

One hour later a rescue party was on its way to the
nount ai nsi de. When they arrived, there was nothing to see but
the snoldering, charred remains of an aircraft and its
passengers.

The investigation of the airplane accident conducted by
t he Spani sh authorities was cursory.

"The pilot should not have attenpted to fly into such a
bad storm W nust attribute the accident to pilot error."”

There was no reason for anyone in Avila to associate the
ai rplane crash with a small child left on the doorstep of a
f ar mhouse.

It was over.

It was just beginning.

Mlo and Ellen held a private nenorial service for Byron,
his wife, Susan, and their daughter, Patricia. Wen they
returned to New York, they held a second nenorial service,
attended by the shocked friends of the Scotts. "What a
terrible tragedy. And poor little Patricia.”

"Yes," Ellen said sadly. "The only blessing is that it
happened so qui ckly, none of them suffered.™



The financial comunity was shaken by the news. It was
al nost unani nously agreed that with Byron Scott's death,
Scott Industries had suffered an irreparabl e |oss.

"Don't listen to what any of themsay," Ellen Scott told
her husband, "you're better than Byron ever was. The conpany
Is going to be bigger than ever."

Mlo took her in his arns. "I don't know what |'d do
wi t hout you."

She smled. "You'll never have to. From now on we're going
to have everything in the world we've ever dreaned of."

She held himclose and t hought: Who woul d have bel i eved
that Ell en Dudash, froma poor Polish famly in Gary,

I ndi ana, woul d have one day said, "From now on, we're going
to have everything in the world we ever dreaned of."

And neant it.

For ten days the baby remained in the hospital, fighting
for her life, and when the crisis was past, Father Berrendo
went to see the farner and his wfe.

"I have joyous news for you,'
Is going to be all right."

" he said happily. "The child

The Morases exchanged an unconfortabl e | ook.

“I"'mglad for her sake,"” the farner said evasively.

Fat her Berrendo beaned. "She is a gift from God."
"Certainly, Father. But ny wife and | have tal ked it over
and decided that God is too generous to us. His gift requires

feeding. We can't afford to keep it."

"But she's such a beautiful baby," Father Berrendo pointed
out. "And—=



"Agreed. But ny wife and | are old and sick, and we can't
take on the responsibility of bringing up a baby. God will
have to take back his gift."

And so it was that with nowhere else to go the baby was
sent to the orphanage in Avil a.

MIlo and Ellen were seated in the office of Byron Scott's
attorney for the reading of the will. The three of them were
the only ones present. Ellen was filled with a sense of

al nrost unbearabl e excitenent. A few words on a piece of paper
were going to make her and M1o rich beyond i nmagi ni ng.

We'll buy old nmasters and an estate in Southanpton, and a
castle in France. And that's only the begi nning.

The | awyer started to speak, and Ellen turned her
attention to him Months earlier she had seen a copy of
Byron's will and knew exactly what it said:

"I'n the event that ny wife and | should both be deceased,

| bequeath all ny stock in Scott Industries to ny only child,
Patricia, and | appoint mnmy brother, MIlo, as executor of ny
estate until she reaches the |l egal age and is able to take
over. ..

Wwell, all that is changed now, Ellen thought excitedly.

The | awyer, Lawence Gray, said solemly, "This has been a

terrible shock to all of us. |I know how nuch you | oved your
brother, Mlo, and as for that darling little baby.." He shook
his head. "Well, life nust go on. You may not be aware that
your brother had changed his will. | won't bother you with
the legalese. | will just read you the gist of it." He

t hunbed through the will and cane to the paragraph he was

| ooking for. "I amend this will so that my daughter,

Patricia, will receive the sumof five mllion dollars plus a

distribution of one mllion dollars a year for the rest of
her life. All the stock in Scott Industries held in ny nane



wll go to ny brother, Mlo, as a reward for the faithful and
val uabl e services he has provided the conpany through the
years."

Mlo felt the roombegin to sway.
M. Gay |ooked up. "Are you all right?"

Mlo was finding it difficult to breathe. Good God, what
have we done? W' ve taken away her birthright, and it wasn't
necessary at all. Now we can give it back to her.

He turned to say sonething to Ellen, but the | ook in her
eyes stopped him

"There has to be sonething we can do, Ellen. W can't just
| eave Patricia there. Not now. "

They were in their Fifth Avenue apartnent getting dressed
to go to a charity dinner.

"That's exactly what we're going to do," Ellen told him
"Unless you'd |like to bring her back here and try to explain
why we said she was burned to death in the airplane crash.”

He had no answer to that. After thinking a nonent he said,
"All right, then. W'll send her noney every nonth so she—=

"Don't be a fool, MIlo." Her voice was curt. "Send her

noney? And have the police start checking on why soneone is
sendi ng her noney and trace it back to us? No. If your

consci ence bothers you, we'll have the conpany give noney to
charity. Forget about the child, MI|o. She's dead. Renenber?"

Renenber ...remenber ... r enenber ...



The words echoed in Ellen Scott's m nd as she | ooked out
at the audience in the Wal dorf-Astoria ballroomand fi ni shed
her speech. There was anot her standi ng ovati on.

You're standing up for a dead wonan, she thought.

That night the ghosts canme back. She thought she had

exorci sed themlong ago. In the beginning, after the nenori al
services for her brother- and sister-in-law and Patricia, the
night visitors had cone frequently. Pale m sts hovered over
her bed and voi ces whi spered in her ear. She woul d awaken,
her pul se racing, but there would be nothing to see. She had
told none of this to Mlo. He was weak, and it m ght have
terrified himinto doing sonething foolish, sonething that
woul d j eopardi ze the conpany. If the truth got out, the
scandal woul d destroy Scott I|Industries, and Ellen was

determ ned that that nust never happen. And so she suffered
the ghosts in silence, until finally they went away and | eft
her in peace.

Now, the night of the banquet, they returned. She awakened
and sat up in her bed and | ooked around. The room was enpty
and qui et, but she knew they had been there. \Wat were they
trying to tell her? Did they know she woul d be joining them
soon?

Ell en rose and wal ked into the spacious, antique-filled
drawi ng room of the beautiful townhouse she had bought after
M| o passed away. She | ooked around the | ovely room and

t hought: Poor Mlo. He had not had tinme to enjoy any of the
benefits of his brother's death. He had died of a heart
attack a year after the plane crash, and Ellen Scott had
taken over the conpany, running it with an efficiency and
expertise that had catapulted Scott Industries into greater
i nternati onal prom nence.

The conmpany belongs to the Scott famly, she thought. |'m
not going to turn it over to facel ess strangers.



And that | ed her thoughts to Byron and Susan's daughter.

The rightful heiress to the throne that had been stolen from
her. Was there fear in her thoughts? Was it a wish to nake an
atonenent before her own death?

Ell en Scott sat in her drawing roomall night, staring
I nt o not hi ngness, thinking and planning. How | ong ago had it
been? Twenty-eight years. Patricia would be a grown wonan

now, assum ng that she was still alive. What had her life
becone? Had she married a farner or a nerchant in the
village? Did she have children? Was she still living in

Avila, or had she gone away to sone other place?

| must find her, Ellen thought. And quickly. If Patricia

is still alive, I've got to see her, talk to her. | have to
finally set the account straight. Money can turn lies into
truth. I'll find a way to solve the situation wthout ever

| etting her know what really happened.

The followi ng norning, Ellen sent for Al an Tucker, chief

of security for Scott Industries. He was a fornmer detective
in his forties, a thin, balding, sallowlooking man,

har d-wor ki ng and brilliant.

"I want you to go on a mission for ne."
"Yes, Ms. Scott."

She studied hima nonment, wondering how nmuch she coul d
tell him | can tell himnothing, she decided. As long as |

amalive, | refuse to put nmyself or the conpany in jeopardy.
Let himfind Patricia first, and then I'l|l decide how to
handl e her.

She | eaned forward. "Twenty-ei ght years ago, an orphan was
| eft on the doorstep of a farnhouse outside Avila, Spain.
want you to find out where she is today and bring her back
here to ne as quickly as possible.”

Al an Tucker's face renmi ned inpassive. Ms. Scott did not



| i ke her enpl oyees to show enoti on.

"Yes, ma'am |'Il|l |eave tonorrow. "

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Col onel Rambn Acoca was in an expansive nood. Al the
pieces were finally falling into place. An orderly canme into
his office. "Colonel Sostelo has arrived."

"Show himin."

| won't be needing himanynore, Acoca thought. He can go
back to his tin soldiers.

Col onel Fal Sostelo wal ked in. "Col onel ."
"Col onel . "

It's ironic, Sostelo thought. W hold the sanme rank, but
the scarred giant has the power to break ne. Because he's
connected to the OPUS MJUNDO

It was an indignity for Sostelo to have to answer Acoca's
summons as t hough he were some uni nportant subordi nate. But
he managed to show none of his feelings. "You wanted to see
rT.EI?II

"Yes." Acoca waved himto a chair. "Sit down. | have sone
news for you. Jainme Mré has the nuns."

n W]at ?Il

"Yes. They're traveling with Mré and his nmen. He's split
themup into three groups.”

"How-how do you know t hat ?"
Ranmdn Acoca | eaned back in his chair. "Do you play chess?"

n I\b. n



"Pity. It's a very educational gane. In order to be a good
pl ayer, it's necessary to get into the mnd of your opponent.
Jaime Mr6 and | play chess with each other.™

Fal Sostelo was staring at him "I don't understand how*

"Not literally, Colonel. W don't use a chess board. W

use our mnds. | probably understand Jaime Mrd better than
anyone in the world. I know how his m nd works. | knew t hat
he would try to blow up the dam at Puente |la Reina. W
captured three of his lieutenants there, and it was only by
luck that Mro6 hinself got away. | knew that he would try to
rescue them and Mro knew that | knewit." Acoca shrugged.
"I didn't anticipate that he would use the bulls to effect
their escape." There was a note of admiration in his voice.

"You sound as though you—
"Admre hin? | admre his mnd. | despise the man."
"Do you know where Mro6 is headed?"

"He is traveling north. I will catch himw thin the next
t hree days."

Col onel Sostel o was gaping at him stunned.

“I't will finally be checkmate."

It was true that Col onel Acoca understood Jaine Mré6, and
the way his m nd worked, but it was not enough for him The
col onel wanted an edge, to ensure victory, and he had found
it.

"One of Mré's terrorists,"” Col onel Acoca said, "is an
i nformant . "



Rubi o, TomAs, and the two sisters avoided the large cities
and took side roads, passing old stone villages with grazing
sheep and goats, and shepherds listening to nusic and soccer
ganmes on their transistor radios. It was a col orful

j uxtaposition of the past and the present, but Lucia had

ot her things on her m nd.

She stayed close to Sister Teresa, waiting for the first
opportunity to get the cross and | eave. The two nmen were

al ways at their side. Rubio Arzano was the nore considerate
of the two, a tall, pleasant-I|ooking, cheerful man. A

si mpl e- m nded peasant, Lucia decided. Tomas Sanjuro was
slight and balding. He | ooks nore |ike a shoe clerk than a
terrorist. It will be easy to outwit them both.

They wal ked across the plains north of Avila by night,

cool ed by the wi nds bl owi ng down fromthe Guadarrana

nount ains. There was a haunting enpti ness about the plains by
noonl i ght. They passed granjas of wheat, olive trees,

grapevi nes, and nmi ze, and they foraged for potatoes and

| ettuce, fruit fromthe trees, and eggs and chickens fromthe
hen coops.

"The whol e countryside of Spain is a huge market," said

Rubi o Arzano.
Tomas Sanjuro grinned. "And it's all for free."

Sister Teresa was totally oblivious to her surroundi ngs.

Her only thought was to reach the convent at Mendavi a. The
cross was getting heavy, but she was determ ned not to let it
out of her hands. Soon, she thought. We'Ill be there soon.
W're fleeing from Get hsenmane and our enemes to the new
mansi on He has prepared for us.

Luci a said, "What?"

Sister Teresa was unaware that she had spoken al oud.

"I —not hing," she nunbl ed.

Lucia took a closer | ook at her. The ol der wonman seened

di stracted and vaguely di soriented, unaware of what was
happeni ng around her. She nodded toward the canvas package



that Sister Teresa carried. "That nust be heavy," Lucia said
synpat hetically. "Wuldn't you like nme to carry it for a
whi | e?"

Sister Teresa clutched it to her body nore tightly."Jesus
carried a heavier burden. | can carry this for Hm Does it
not say in Luke: '"If any nman would cone after ne, let him
deny hinself, and take up his cross daily, and follow nme'?
"Il carry it," she said stubbornly.

There was sonething odd in her tone.
"Are you all right, Sister?"

"OF course."

Sister Teresa was far fromall right. She had not been

able to sleep. She felt dizzy and feverish. Her m nd was
playing tricks again. | nmustn't let nyself becone ill, she
t hought. Sister Betina will scold nme. But Sister Betina was
not there. It was so confusing. And who were these nen? |
don't trust them What do they want wth ne?

Rubi o Arzano had attenpted to strike up a conversation
wWith Sister Teresa, trying to nmake her feel at ease.

"I't nust seem strange to you, being out in the world
again, Sister. How |long were you in the convent?" Wy did he
want to know? "Thirty years."

"My, that's a long tine. Were are you fron?" It was

pai nful for her even to say the word. "Eze." His face

bri ghtened. "Eze? | spent a sunmer there once on a holiday.
It's a lovely town. | knowit well. | renenber..!

| know it well. How well? Does he know Raoul ? Did Raou

send himhere? And the truth hit her like a bolt of

|l i ghtning. These strangers had been sent to bring her back to
Eze, to Raoul G radot. They were ki dnapping her. God was



puni shing her for deserting Mnique's baby. She was certain
now t hat the baby she had seen in the village square in
Villacastin was her sister's. "But it couldn't have been,
could it? That was thirty years ago," Teresa nuttered to
herself. "They're lying to ne."

Rubi o Arzano was wat ching her, listening to her nunbli ng.

"I's sonething wong, Sister?" Sister Teresa shrank away
fromhim "No." She was onto them now. She was not going to
| et them take her back to Raoul and the baby. She had to get
to the convent at Mendavia and hand over the gold crucifix,
and then God would forgive her for the terrible sin she had
commtted. | nust be clever. |I must not |let themknow | am
onto their secret.

She | ooked up at Rubio. "I amfine," she said. Mving on
across the dry, sunbaked plains, they cane to a small vill age
where peasant wonen dressed in black were doing their wash at
a spring covered by a roof resting on four ancient beans. The
wat er poured into a | ong wooden trough and out again, so that
it was al ways fresh, and the wonen scrubbed their wash on
stone slabs and rinsed it clean in the running water.

It's such a peaceful scene, Rubio thought. It rem nded him

of the farmhe had left behind. It's what Spain used to be

i ke. No bonbs, no killing. WIl we ever know peace agai n?
"Buenos dias."

"Buenos di as."

"I wonder if we mght have a drink? Traveling is thirsty
wor k. "

"Certainly. Please help yourselves."
The water was cold and refreshing.
"Gracias. Adios."

"Adi os."

Rubi o hated to | eave.



The two wonen and their escorts noved on, past cork and
olive trees, the sumer air filled with the snells of ripe
grapes and oranges. They went by orchards of apple, cherry,
and plumtrees, and farnms noisy with the sounds of chickens,
pi gs, and goats.

Rubi o and Tomés wal ked ahead, tal king quietly together.

They are tal king about ne. They think I do not know their

pl an. Sister Teresa noved nearer to them so she coul d hear
what they were saying.

"..a reward of five hundred thousand pesetas on our heads.

O course Col onel Acoca would pay nore for Jainme, but he
doesn't want his head. He wants his cojones."

The nen | aughed.

As Sister Teresa listened to themtal k, her conviction

grew stronger. These nen are killers doing Satan's work,
nmessengers of the devil sent to damm nme to everlasting hell.
But God is stronger than they are. He will not let themtake

nme back hone.

Raoul G radot was at her side, smling the smle that she
knew so wel | .

The voi ce!

| beg your pardon?

| heard you sing yesterday. You are magnificent.
May | hel p you?

| would like three yards of nuslin, please.

Certainly. This way...My aunt owns this shop and she needed



hel p, so | thought I'd work for her for a while.

"' msure you could have any man you want, Teresa, but |
hope you will choose ne.

He | ooked so handsone.

| have never known anyone |ike you, ny darling.
Raoul took her in his arnms and was ki ssing her.
You're going to nake a beautiful bride.

But now I'mChrist's bride. | can't return to Raoul.

Lucia was wat ching Sister Teresa closely. She was talking
to herself, but Lucia could not nmake out the words.

She's cracking up, Lucia thought. She's not going to nmake
it. 1've got to get hold of that cross soon.

It was dusk when they saw the town of A nedo in the
di st ance.

Rubi o stopped. "There will be soldiers there. Let's nove
up to the hills and skirt the city."

They noved off the road and left the plains, heading for
the hills above A nmedo. The sun was skipping across the
nmount ai ntops and the sky was begi nning to darken.

"We've only a fewnore mles to go," Rubio Arzano said
reassuringly. "Then we can rest."

They had reached the top of a high ridge when Tomés
Sanjuro suddenly held up a hand. "Hold it," he whispered.

Rubi o wal ked over to his side and together they noved to
the edge of the ridge and | ooked down into the valley bel ow
There was an encanpnent of soldiers there.

"M erdal" Rubio whispered. "There nust be a whol e pl atoon.
We'll stay up here for the rest of the night. They'll
probably pull out in the norning and we can nove on." He



turned to Lucia and Sister Teresa, trying not to show how
worried he was. "We'll spend the night here, Sisters. W nust
be very quiet. There are soldiers down there and we don't
want themto find us."

It was the best news Lucia could have heard. It's perfect,
she thought. ['Il disappear with the cross during the night.
They won't dare try to foll ow ne because of the soldiers.

To Sister Teresa, the news had a different neaning. She

had heard the nmen say that soneone naned Col onel Acoca was
searching for them They called Col onel Acoca the eneny. But
these nmen are the eneny, so Col onel Acoca nmust be ny friend.
Thank You, dear God, for sending ne Col onel Acoca.

The tall man call ed Rubi o was speaking to her.

"Do you understand, Sister? W nust all be very, very
qui et."

"Yes, | understand.” | understand nore than you think.
They had no idea that God permtted her to see into their
evil hearts.

Tomas Sanjuro said kindly, "I know how difficult this mnust
be for both of you, but don't worry. W'll|l see that you get
safely to the convent."

To Eze, he neans. Oh, but he is cunning. He speaks the
honeyed words of the devil. But God is wwthin ne, and He is
gui di ng me. She knew what she nust do. But she had to be
car ef ul

The two nen arranged the sl eeping bags for the wonen, next
to each other.

"Both of you get sone sleep now "

The wonen got into the unfam liar sl eeping bags. The night
was incredibly clear and the sky was spangled with glimrering
stars. Lucia | ooked up at them and thought happily: In just a
few hours now, |I'll be on ny way to freedom As soon as
they're all asleep. She yawned. She had not realized how



tired she was. The long, hard journey and the enotional
strain had taken their toll. Her eyes felt heavy. I'll just
rest for a little while, Lucia thought.

She sl ept.

Sister Teresa |lay near Lucia, w de awake, fighting the
denons that were trying to possess her, to send her soul to

hell. | nust be strong. The Lord is testing ne. | have been
exiled so that | can find nmy way back to Hm And these nen
are trying to stop ne. | nust not let them

At four o' clock in the norning, Sister Teresa silently sat

up and | ooked around. Tomés Sanjuro was asleep only a few
feet fromher. The tall, dark man call ed Rubi o was keepi ng
watch at the edge of the clearing, his back to her. She could
see his sil houette against the trees.

Very quietly, Sister Teresa rose. She hesitated, thinking
about the cross. Should | carry it with ne? But I'll be

com ng back here very soon. | nmust find a place where it wll
be safe until | return. She | ooked over to where Sister Lucia
| ay sleeping. Yes, It will be safe with ny sister in God,

Si ster Teresa deci ded.

Silently she noved over to Lucia' s sleeping bag and gently
slipped the wapped cross inside. Lucia did not stir. Sister
Teresa turned and noved into the woods, out of Rubio Arzano's
sight, and carefully began to make her way downhill toward
the soldiers' canp. The hill was steep and slippery with dew,
but God gave her w ngs and she sped downhill w thout
stunbling or falling, hurrying toward her sal vati on.

In the darkness ahead, the figure of a man suddenly
mat eri al i zed.

A voi ce called out, "Who goes there?"

"Sister Teresa."



She approached the sentry, who was wearing an arny uniform
and pointing a rifle at her.

"Where did you cone from old wonan?" he demanded.
She | ooked at himwith glow ng eyes. "God sent ne."
The sentry stared at her. "Did He, now?"

"Yes. He sent ne to see Col onel Acoca."

The guard shook his head."You' d better tell H myou' re not
the colonel's type. Adios, senora.”

"You don't understand. | am Sister Teresa fromthe
Cistercian convent. | have been taken prisoner by Jainme Mro
and his nmen." She watched the stunned expression that cane
over his face.

"You' re—you're fromthe convent?"

n Yes. n

"The one at Avil a?"

"Yes," Teresa said inpatiently. What was the natter with
the man? Didn't he realize how inportant it was that she be
rescued fromthose evil nen?

The soldier said carefully, "The colonel isn't here just
now, Sister—

It was an unexpected bl ow.

"—but Col onel Sostelo is in charge. | can take you to
him"

"WIl he be able to help nme?"
"Oh, I"'msure he will. Follow ne, please."

The sentry was scarcely able to believe his good fortune.
Col onel Fal Sostelo had sent squadrons of soldiers to scour



the entire countryside in search of the four nuns, and they
had had no success. Now one of the sisters had stunbled into
the canmp and given herself up to him The col onel was goi ng
to be very pl eased.

They reached the tent where Col onel Fal Sostelo and his
second-i n-command were poring over a map. The nen | ooked up
as the sentry and a wonman enter ed.

"Excuse me, Colonel. This is Sister Teresa fromthe
C sterci an convent."

Col onel Sostelo stared at her unbelievingly. For the |ast
three days, all of his energy had been focused on finding
Jaime Mré6 and the nuns, and now, here in front of him was
one of them There was a CGod.

"Sit down, Sister."

There is no tine for that, Sister Teresa thought. She had
to make himrealize how urgent this was. "W nust hurry. They
are trying to take ne back to Eze."

The col onel was puzzled. "Wio's trying to take you back to
Eze?"

"The nmen of Jaine Mréo."

He got to his feet. "Sister—do you by any chance happen to
know where these nen are?"

Sister Teresa said inpatiently,"OF course." She turned and
poi nted. "They're up in those hills hiding fromyou."

CHAPTER EI GHTEEN

Al an Tucker arrived in Avila the day after his

conversation with Ellen Scott. It had been a long flight, and
Tucker shoul d have been exhausted, but instead he was
exhilarated. Ellen Scott was not a wonan given to whins.
There's sonet hing strange going on behind all this, Al an
Tucker thought, and if | play ny cards right, |I have a hunch
It could be very profitable for ne.



He checked into the Cuatro Postes hotel and said to the
clerk behind the desk,"ls there a newspaper office around
her e?"

"Down the street, senor. To your left, two bl ocks. You
can't mss it."

"Thank you."
"De nada."

Wal ki ng down the main street, watching the town cone alive
after its afternoon siesta, Tucker thought about the
nmysterious girl he had been sent to bring back. This had to
be sonething inportant. But inportant why! He coul d hear
Ellen Scott's voice.

If she's alive, bring her back to ne. You are not to
di scuss this wth anyone.

No, ma'am Wat shall | tell her?

Sinply tell her that a friend of her father's w shes to
meet her. She'll cone.

Tucker found the newspaper office. Inside, he approached
one of the half dozen peopl e working behind desks. "Perdone,
| would like to see the managing editor."

The man pointed to an office. "In there, senor."”
"Gracias."

Tucker wal ked over to the open door and | ooked inside. A
man in his md-thirties was seated behind a desk, busily
edi ting copy.

"Excuse ne,"
monment ?"

Tucker said. "Could | speak to you for a

The man | ooked up. "Wat can | do for you?"

"I'"'mlooking for a senorita.”



The editor smled. "Aren't we all, senor?"

"She was left at a farnmhouse around here when she was an
i nfant . "

The smle faded. "OCh. She was abandoned?"

"Yes.

"And you are trying to find her?"

"Yes.
"How many years ago woul d that be, senor?"
"Twenty-ei ght."

The young man shrugged. "It was before ny tine."

Perhaps it's not going to be so easy. "Could you suggest
someone who m ght be able to help ne?"

The editor | eaned back in his chair, thinking. "As a
matter of fact, | can. | would suggest you speak w th Father
Ber rendo. "

Fat her Berrendo sat in his study, a |lap robe over his thin
| egs, listening to the stranger.

When Al an Tucker was finished expl ai ni ng why he was there,
Fat her Berrendo said, "Why do you wi sh to know about this
matter, senor? It happened so | ong ago. What is your interest
init?"

Tucker hesitated, choosing his words carefully. "I am not

at liberty to say. | can only assure you that | nean the
woman no harm If you could just tell nme where the farnhouse
I's where she was |eft—2"



The farnmhouse. Menories cane floodi ng back of the day the
Morases had cone to himafter they had taken the little girl
to the hospital

"I think she's dying, Father. What shall we do?"

Fat her Berrendo tel ephoned his friend Don Mrago, the
chi ef of police.

"I think the baby was abandoned by tourists visiting
Avila. Could you check the hotels and inns and see if anyone
arrived with a baby and | eft w thout one?"

The police went through the registration cards that al
hotels were required to fill out, but they were of no help.

"It is as if the baby just dropped out of the sky," Don
Morago had sai d.

And he had had no idea of how close he had cone to sol ving
the nystery.

When Fat her Berrendo took the infant to the orphanage,
Mer cedes Angel es had asked, "Does the baby have a nane?"

"I don't know. "
"Wasn't there a bl anket or sonmething with the nane on it?"
n m' n

Mer cedes Angel es | ooked at the infant in the priest's
arms. "Well, we'll just have to give her a nane, won't we?"

She had recently finished reading a romantic novel, and
she liked the name of the heroine in it.

"Megan," she said. "We'll call her Megan."



And fourteen years later, Father Berrendo had taken Megan
to the Ci stercian convent.

So many years after that, this stranger was | ooking for

her. Life always conmes full circle, Father Berrendo thought.
In sone nysterious way, it has cone full circle for Megan.
No, not Megan. That was the nane given her by the orphanage.

"Sit down, senor,"” Father Berrendo said. "There is nuch to
tell you."

And he told him

When the priest was finished, Al an Tucker sat there

quietly, his mnd racing. There had to be a very good reason
for Ellen Scott's interest in a baby abandoned at a farmhouse
in Spain twenty-eight years earlier. A wonan now call ed
Megan, according to the priest.

Tell her that a friend of her father's wi shes to neet her.

I f he renmenbered correctly, Byron Scott and his w fe and
daughter had died in an airplane crash many years ago
somewhere in Spain. Could there be a connection? Al an Tucker
felt a growi ng sense of excitenent.

"Father—4+'d like to get into the convent to see her. It's
very inportant."

The priest shook his head. "I"mafraid you are too |ate.
The convent was attacked two days ago by agents of the

gover nnent . "

Al an Tucker stared at him "Attacked? What happened to the
nuns?"

"They were arrested and taken to Madrid."

Al an Tucker got to his feet. "Thank you, Father." He woul d
catch the first plane to Mdrid.



Fat her Berrendo went on. "Four of the nuns escaped. Sister
Megan was one of them™

Thi ngs were becom ng conplicated. "Were is she now?"

"No one knows. The police and the arny are searching for
her and the other sisters.”

"I see." Under ordinary circunstances, Al an Tucker would
have tel ephoned Ell en Scott and inforned her that he had
reached a dead end. But all his instincts as a detective told

himthere was sonething here that warranted further
I nvestigation.

He placed a call to Ellen Scott.

"There's a conplication, Ms. Scott." He repeated his
conversation with the priest.

There was a long silence. "No one knows where she is?"
"She and the others are on the run, but they can't hide
out nmuch longer. The police and half the Spanish arny are
| ooking for them Wen they surface, I'lIl be there.”

Anot her silence. "This is very inportant to ne, Tucker."

"Yes, Ms. Scott."

Al an Tucker returned to the newspaper office. He was in
luck. It was still open.

He said to the editor, "I would like to | ook through your
files, if | may."

“"Are you | ooking for sonmething in particular?”

"Yes. There was an airplane crash here."



"How | ong ago, senor?"
"Twenty-ei ght years ago. N neteen forty-eight."

It took Al an Tucker fifteen mnutes to find the item he
was | ooking for. The headline | eaped out at him

PLANE CRASH KI LLS EXECUTI VE, FAM LY

Cctober 1, 1948. Byron Scott, President of Scott
I ndustries, his wife, Susan, and their one-year-old daughter,
Patricia, were burned to death in an airplane crash...

|"ve hit the jackpot! He could feel his pulse begin to
race. If this is what | think it is, I"'mgoing to be a rich
man...a very rich man.

CHAPTER NI NETEEN

She was naked in her bed, and she could feel the nale

har dness of Benito Patas pressing into her groin. Hs body
felt wonderful, and she noved closer to him grinding her

hi ps against him feeling the heat growing in her |oins. She
started to stroke him to excite him But sonething was
wong. | killed Patas, she thought. He's dead.

Luci a opened her eyes and sat up, trenbling, | ooking

around wildly. Benito was not there. She was in the forest,
in a sleeping bag. Sonething was pressing agai nst her thigh.
Luci a reached down inside the sleeping bag and pull ed out the
canvas-w apped cross. She stared at it unbelievingly. God
just perfornmed a mracle for nme, she thought.

Lucia had no idea how the cross had gotten there, nor did
she care. She finally had it in her hands. Al she had to do
now was to slip away fromthe others.

She crept out of the sleeping bag and | ooked over to where

Si ster Teresa had slept. She was gone. Lucia |ooked around in
t he darkness, and she could barely nake out the figure of
Tomas Sanjuro at the edge of the clearing, facing away from
her. She was not sure where Rubio was. It doesn't matter.
It's time to get out of here, Lucia thought.



She started to nove to the edge of the clearing, away from
Sanj uro, bending |low so she woul d not be seen.

At that instant all hell broke | oose.

Col onel Fal Sostelo had a command deci sion to nmake. He had
been given orders by the prinme minister hinself to work
closely with Col onel Randn Acoca to help capture Jaine Mré
and the nuns. But fate had bl essed himby delivering one of
the nuns into his hands. Wiy share the credit wi th Col onel
Acoca when he could catch the terrorists and keep all the

gl ory? Fuck Col onel Acoca, Fal Sostelo thought. This one is
m ne. Maybe the OPUS MUNDO wi || use ne instead of Acoca, with
all his bullshit about chess ganes and getting into the m nds
of people. No, it's tinme to teach the scarred giant a | esson.

Col onel Sostel o gave specific orders to his nen.

"Don't take any prisoners. You're dealing with terrorists.
Shoot to kill."

Maj or Ponte hesitated. "Colonel, there are nuns up there
with Mré's nen. Shouldn't we—=2"

"Let the terrorists hide behind the nuns? No, we'll take
no chances.”

Sostel o sel ected a dozen nmen to acconpany himon the raid
and sawto it that they were heavily arnmed. They noved

noi sel essly in the dark, up the slope of the nountain. The
noon had di sappeared behind clouds. There was al nbost no
visibility. Good. They won't be able to see us com ng.

When his nen were in position, Colonel Sostelo shouted,
for the sake of the record, "Put down your arns. You're
surrounded.” And in the same breath he called out the
command, "Fire! Keep firing!"

A dozen automati c weapons began to spray the clearing.



Tomas Sanjuro never had a chance. A hail of machi ne-gun

bull ets caught himin the chest and he was dead before he hit
the ground. Rubio Arzano was at the far edge of the clearing
when the firing started. He saw Sanjuro fall, and he whirl ed
and started to raise his gun to return the fire but stopped.
It was pitch black in the clearing and the soldiers were
firing blindly. If he returned their fire, he would give his
position away.

To his amazenent, he saw Lucia crouched two feet away from
hi m

"Where's Sister Teresa?" he whispered.

"She—she's gone."

"Stay low," Rubio told her.

He grabbed Lucia's hand and they zigzagged toward the
forest, away fromthe eneny fire. Shots whizzed dangerously

cl ose as they ran, but nonents later Lucia and Rubio were
anong the trees. They continued running.

"Hold on to ne, Sister," he said.

They heard the sound of their attackers behind them but
gradually it died away. It was inpossible to pursue anyone
t hrough the inky bl ackness of the woods.

Rubi o stopped to | et Lucia catch her breath.

"We've lost themfor now," he told her. "But we have to
keep noving. "

Luci a was breat hi ng hard.
“I'f you want to rest for a m nute—=2"
"No," she said. She was exhausted, but she had no

intention of letting them catch her. Not now when she had the
cross. "I'mfine," she said. "Let's get out of here."



Col onel Fal Sostelo was facing disaster. One terrorist was
dead, but God al one knew how nmany had escaped. He did not
have Jaine Mré and he had only one of the nuns. He knew he
woul d have to i nform Col onel Acoca of what had happened, and
he was not |ooking forward to it.

The second call from Al an Tucker to Ell en Scott was even
nore disturbing than the first.

"“I'"ve come across sonme rather interesting information,
Ms. Scott," he said cautiously.

"Yes?"

"I went through sonme ol d newspaper files here, hoping to
get nore information on the girl."

"And?" She braced herself for what she knew was com ng.

Tucker kept his voice casual. "It seens that the girl was
abandoned about the tine of your plane crash.”

Si | ence.

He went on. "The one that killed your brother-in-Ilaw and
his wife and their daughter, Patricia."

Bl ackmai | . There was no ot her explanation. So he had found
out .

"That's right," she said casually. "I should have
mentioned that. |I'll explain everything when you get back.

Have you any nore news of the girl?"

"No, but she can't hide out for very |long. The whol e
country's | ooking for her."



"Let ne hear fromyou as soon as she's found."
The |ine went dead.

Al an Tucker sat there, staring at the dead tel ephone in
his hand. She's a cool |ady, he thought admringly. | wonder
how she's going to feel about having a partner?

| nmade a m stake in sending him Ellen Scott thought. Now
"Il have to stop him And what was she going to do about the
girl? Anun! I won't judge her until | see her.

Her secretary buzzed her on the intercom
"They're ready for you in the boardroom Ms. Scott."

"I'"mcom ng."

Luci a and Rubi o kept noving through the woods, stunbling
and slipping, fighting off tree |inbs and bushes and insects,
and each step took themfarther away fromtheir pursuers.

Finally, Rubio said, "W can stop here. They won't find
us."

They were high in the nountains in the mddle of a dense
forest.

Lucia lay down on the ground, fighting to catch her

breath. In her mnd, she replayed the terrible scene she had
wi t nessed earlier. Tomas shot down w thout warning. And the
bastards i ntended to nurder us all, Lucia thought. The only
reason she was still alive was because of the man sitting
besi de her.

She wat ched Rubio as he got to his feet and scouted the
area around them

"We can spend the rest of the night here, Sister."



"All right." She was inpatient to get noving, but she knew
she needed to rest.

As t hough reading her mnd, Rubio said, "W'Ill nove on
again at dawn."

Lucia felt a gnawing in her stomach. Even as she was

t hi nki ng about it, Rubio said, "You nust be hungry. |I'Ill go
find sone food for us. WII you be all right here by
your sel f ?"

"Yes. I'll be fine."
The big man crouched down besi de her.

"Please try not to be frightened. | know how difficult it
nmust be for you to be out in the world again after all those
years in the convent. Everything nust seemvery strange to
you. "

Lucia | ooked up at himand said tonelessly, "I'll try to
get used to it."

"You're very brave, Sister." He rose. "I'l|l be back soon."
She wat ched Rubi o di sappear into the trees. It was tine to
make a deci sion, and she had two choi ces: She coul d escape
now, try to reach a nearby town and trade the gold cross for
a passport and enough noney to get to Switzerl and, or she
could stay with this man until they got farther away fromthe
soldiers. That will be safer, Lucia decided.

She heard a noise in the woods and swung around. It was
Rubi 0. He noved toward her, smling. In his hand he held his
beret, which was bulging with tomatoes, grapes, and appl es.

He sat down on the ground next to her. "Breakfast. A nice,
pl unp chi cken was avail able, but the fire we would have
needed to cook it would have given us away. There is a farm
j ust down the nountai nside."

Lucia stared at the contents of the beret. "It | ooks



great. |'mstarving."
He handed her an apple. "Try this."

They had finished eating and Rubi o was tal king, but Lucia,
absorbed in her own thoughts, was not paying attention.

"Ten years, you said you were in the convent, Sister?"
Lucia was startled out of her reverie. "Wat?"

"You' ve been in the convent for ten years?"

"Oh. Yes."

He shook his head. "Then you have no idea what's been
happening in all that tine."

"Uh—no. "

“In the last ten years the world has changed a great deal,
Sister."

"Has it?"
"Si." Rubio said earnestly, "Franco has died."
n m! n

"Oh, yes. Last year."
And nanmed Don Juan Carlos his heir, she thought.

"You may find this very hard to believe, but a nman wal ked
on the nmoon for the first tine. That is the truth."

"Real | y?" Actually, two nen, Lucia thought. Wat were
their names? Neil Arnstrong and Buzz Sonet hi ng.

"Oh, yes. North Anericans. And there is now a plane for
passengers that travels faster than sound.”

"Incredible.” | can't wait to ride the Concorde, Lucia
t hought .



Rubi o was childlike, so pleased to be bringing her up to
date on world events.

"There has been a revolution in Portugal, and in the

United States of Anerica, their President N xon was involved
In a big scandal and had to resign."

Rubio is really sweet, Lucia decided.

He took out a pack of Ducados cigarettes, the heavy bl ack
tobacco of Spain. "I hope it won't offend you if | snoke,
Sister?"

"No," Lucia said. "Please go ahead."

She watched himlight up, and the nonment the snoke reached
her nostrils she was desperate to have a cigarette.

"Do you mind if I try one?"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "You wish to try a
cigarette?"

"Just to see what it's like," Lucia said quickly.

"Ch. O course.”

He held the pack toward her. She took out a cigarette, put

it between her lips, and he Iit the end of it. Lucia inhaled
deeply, and as the snoke filled her lungs she felt wonderful.
Rubi o was wat chi ng her, puzzl ed.

She coughed. "So that's what a cigarette tastes like."

"Do you like it?"

“"Not really, but—

Luci a took anot her deep, satisfying puff. God, how she had
m ssed this. But she knew she had to be careful. She did not

want to make hi m suspicious. So she put out the cigarette she
held clunsily in her fingers. She had been in the convent for



only a few nonths, and yet Rubio was right. It did seem
strange to be out in the world again. She wondered how Megan
and Graciela were doing. And what had happened to Sister
Teresa? Had she been captured by the sol diers?

Lucia's eyes were beginning to sting. It had been a | ong,

tension-filled night. "I think | may take a little nap."
"Don't worry. I will watch over you, Sister."

"Thank you," she said with a smle. Wthin nonents she was
asl eep.

Rubi o Arzano | ooked down at her and thought: | have never

seen a wonan |like this one. She was spiritual, having
dedicated her life to God, and yet at the sanme tine there was
an earthi ness about her. And she had behaved this night as
bravely as any man. You are a very special woman, Rubio
Arzano t hought as he watched her sleep. Little sister of
Jesus.

CHAPTER TVENTY

Col onel Fal Sostelo was on his tenth cigarette. | can't

put it off any |onger, he decided. Bad news is best gotten
out of the way quickly. He took several deep breaths to calm
hi msel f and then dial ed a nunber. Wien he had Ranbn Acoca on
t he tel ephone, he said,"Colonel, we raided a terrorist canp

| ast night, where I was informed Jaine Mré was, and |

t hought you shoul d know about it."

There was a dangerous sil ence.

"Did you catch hinP"

"No. "

"You undertook this operation wthout consulting ne?"
"There was no tine to—

"But there was tine to let Mrd escape." Acoca' s voice was



filled with fury. "What | ed you to undertake this
magni fi cently executed operation?"

Col onel Sostel o swal |l owed. "We caught one of the nuns from
the convent. She led us to Mro6 and his nmen. W killed one of
themin the attack."

"But the others all escaped?”

"Yes, Col onel."

"Where is the nun now? O did you | et her get away, too?"
H s tone was scat hi ng.

"No, Colonel," Sostelo said quickly. "She is here at the
canp. We have been questioning her and—=

"Don't. I'Il question her nyself. I'Il be there in one
hour. See if you can manage to hang on to her until | get
there." He slammed down the receiver.

Exactly one hour |ater, Colonel Ranmdn Acoca arrived at the
canp where they were holding Sister Teresa. Wth himwere a
dozen of his nmen fromthe GOE

"Bring the nun to ne," Col onel Acoca ordered.

Si ster Teresa was brought to the headquarters tent where
Acoca was waiting for her. He stood up politely when she
entered the tent and sm |l ed.

"I am Col onel Acoca."

At last! "I knew you would conme. God told ne."

He nodded pleasantly."D d He? Good. Please sit down,
Sister."

Sister Teresa was too nervous to sit. "You nust help ne."



"We're going to help each other," the col onel assured her.
"You escaped fromthe G stercian convent at Avila, is that
correct?"

"Yes. It was terrible. Al those nen. They did godl ess
t hi ngs and— Her voice faltered.

And stupid things. W | et you and the others escape. "How
did you get here, Sister?"

"God brought ne here. He's testing ne as He once tested—=

"Along with God, did sone nen al so bring you here,
Si ster?" Col onel Acoca asked patiently.

"Yes. They kidnapped ne. | had to escape fromthem"
"You told Col onel Sostelo where he could find those nen."

"Yes. The evil ones. Raoul is behind it all, you see. He
sent ne a letter and sai d—

"Sister, the man we're |looking for in particular is Jaine
Mro6. Have you seen hinP"

She shivered. "Yes. Ch, yes. He—*

The col onel | eaned forward. "Excellent. Now, you nust tel
me where | can find him"

"He and the others are on their way to Eze."

He frowned, puzzled. "To Eze? To France?"

Her words were a wild babble. "Yes. Mnique deserted

Raoul , and he sent the nen to kidnap ne because of the baby

SO0—

He tried to control his growi ng inpatience. "Mr6 and his
men are headed north. Eze is to the east."

"You nust not let themtake ne back to Raoul. | don't want
to see himever again. You can understand that. | couldn't



face hi m—

Col onel Acoca said curtly, "I don't give a damm about this
Raoul . | want to know where | can find Jaine Mro."

"I told you. He is in Eze waiting for me. He wants to—

"You're lying. | think you're trying to protect Mrdé. Now,
| don't want to hurt you, so |'mgoing to ask you once nore.
Where is Jaime Mro?"

Sister Teresa stared at himhelplessly. "I don't know "
she whi spered. She | ooked around wildly. "I don't know."

"A nmonment ago you said he was in Eze." His voice was |ike

a whi pl ash.
"Yes. God told ne."

Col onel Acoca had had enough. The woman was eit her
demented or a brilliant actress. Either way, she sickened him
with all her talk of God.

He turned to Patricko Arrieta, his aide. "The Sister's
menory needs proddi ng. Take her to the quartermaster's tent.
Per haps you and your nmen can hel p her renmenber where Jai ne
Mroé is."

"Yes, Colonel."

Patricio Arrieta and the nmen with himhad been part of the
group that had attacked the convent at Avila. They felt
responsi ble for letting the four nuns escape. Wll, we can
make up for that now, Arrieta thought.

He turned to Sister Teresa. "Cone along with ne, Sister."

"Yes." Dear blessed Jesus, thank You. She babbled on. "Are
we | eaving now? You won't let themtake me to Eze, will you?"

"No," Arrieta assured her. "You' re not going to Eze."

The colonel is right, he thought. She is playing ganes
with us. Wll, we'll show her sone new ganes. | wonder if



she'll lie quietly, or if she'll screanf

When they reached the quarternmaster's tent, Arrieta said,
"Sister, we're going to give you one |ast chance. Were is
Jaine Mro?"

Haven't they asked ne that before? O was that soneone
else? Was it here or—+t's all terribly confusing. "He

ki dnapped ne for Raoul because Mni que deserted himand he
t hought —=

"Bueno. If that's the way you want it," Arrieta said.
"We'll see if we can't refresh your nenory for you."

"Yes. Please. Everything is so puzzling."

Hal f a dozen of Acoca's nmen had entered the tent, along
Wi th sone of Sostelo's unifornmed sol diers.

Sister Teresa | ooked up. She blinked dazedly. "Are these
men going to take ne to the convent now?"

"They're going to do better than that," Arrieta grinned.
"They're going to take you to heaven, Sister."

The men noved cl oser to her, surroundi ng her.

"That's a pretty dress you're wearing," a soldier said.
“"Are you sure you're a nun, darling?"

"Oh, yes," she said. Raoul had called her darling. Ws

this Raoul ? "You see, we had to change clothes to escape from
the soldiers.” But these were soldiers. Everything was

nmuddl| ed.

One of the nen pushed Teresa down on the cot. "You're no
beauty, but let's see what you | ook |ike underneath all those
cl ot hes. ™"

"What are you doi ng?"

He reached down and ripped off the top of her dress while
anot her man tore at her skirt.



"That's not a bad body for an old lady, is it, fell ows?"

Teresa screaned. She | ooked up at the circle of nen
surrounding her. God will strike themall dead. He will not
|l et themtouch nme, for | amH s vessel. | amone with the
Lord, drinking fromH s fountain of purity.

One of the soldiers unfastened his belt. An instant |ater
she felt rough hands pushing her |legs apart, and as the
sol di er sprawli ed on top of her, she felt his hard flesh
penetrate her and again she screaned.

"Now, God! Punish them now. "

She waited for the clap of thunder and the bright flash of
|l i ghtning that would destroy themall.

Anot her soldier clinbed on top of her. A red haze cane
over her eyes. Teresa lay there waiting for God to strike,
al nrost unaware of the nen who were ravagi ng her. She no

| onger felt the pain.

Li eutenant Arrieta was standing next to the cot. After

each man finished wth Teresa, he said, "Have you had enough,
Sister? You can stop this at any tinme. Al you have to do is
tell me where Jaine Mro6 is.”

Sister Teresa did not hear him She screaned in her m nd:
Smte themdown with Your power, Lord. Wpe themout as You
w ped out the other wi cked ones at Sodom and Gonorr ah.

Incredibly, He did not answer. It was not possible, for

God was everywhere. And then she knew. As the sixth man
entered her body, the epiphany suddenly cane to her. God was
not listening to her because there was no God. All these
years she had deceived herself into worshiping a suprene
power and had served Hmfaithfully. But there was no suprene
power. |If God exists, He would have saved ne.

The red haze lifted from Sister Teresa's eyes and she got

a clear ook at her surroundings for the first tinme. There
were at |east a dozen soldiers in the tent waiting their turn
to rape her. Lieutenant Arrieta was standing at one side of



the bed watching. The soldiers inline were in full uniform
not bothering to undress. As one soldier lifted hinmself from
Teresa, the next soldier squatted down over her and a nonent
| at er penetrated her.

There is no God, but there is a Satan, and these are his
hel pers, Sister Teresa thought. And they nust die. Al of
t hem

As the soldier plunged into her, Sister Teresa grabbed the
pi stol fromhis holster, and before anyone could react, she
turned it on Arrieta. The bullet hit himin the throat. She
then pointed the gun at the other soldiers and kept firing.
Four of themfell to the floor before the others cane to
their senses and began to shoot at her. Because of the
soldier on top of her, they had difficulty aimng.

Sister Teresa and her | ast ravisher died at the sane
noment .

CHAPTER TVEENTY ONE

Jaime Mrd cane awake instantly, aroused by a novenent at

the edge of the clearing. He slipped out of the sleeping bag
and rose, gun in hand. As he drew nearer he saw Megan on her
knees, praying. He stood there, studying her. There was an
unearthly beauty about the inmage of this |ovely woman prayi ng
in the forest in the mddle of the night, and Jai ne found
himself resenting it. If Felix Carpio hadn't blurted out that
we were headed for San Sebastian, | wouldn't have been
burdened with the sister in the first place.

It was inperative that he get to San Sebastian as quickly

as possible. Colonel Acoca and his nen were all around them
and it would have been difficult enough slipping through
their net alone. Wth the added burden of this woman to sl ow
hi m down, the danger was increased tenfold.

He wal ked over to Megan, angry, and his voice was harsher
t han he had i nt ended.

"l told you to get sone sleep. | don't want you sl ow ng us



down tonorrow. "

Megan | ooked up and said quietly, "I"'msorry if |1've
angered you."

"Sister, | save ny anger for nore inportant things. Your
kind just bore nme. You spend your |ives hiding behind stone
walls waiting for a free trip to the next world. You nmake ne
sick to nmy stonmach, all of you."

"Because we believe in the next worl d?"

"No, Sister. Because you don't believe in this one. You
ran away fromit."

"To pray for you. W spend our lives praying for you."
"And you think that will solve the problens of the world?"
“I'n time, yes."

"There is no tinme. Your God can't hear your prayers
because of the noise of the cannons and the screans of
children being torn apart by bonbs."

"When you have faith—=

"Ch, | have lots of faith, Sister. |I have faith in what
I"'mfighting for. | have faith in ny nen, and in ny guns.
What | don't have faith in are people who walk on water. If
you think your God is listening now, tell himto get us to
the convent at Mendavia so | can be rid of you."

He was angry with hinself for losing his tenper. It wasn't
her fault that the Church had stood idly by while Franco's
Fal angi sts had tortured and raped and nurdered Basques and
Catalans. It wasn't her fault, Jaine told hinself, that ny
famly was anong the victins.

Jai mre had been a young boy then, but it was a nenory that
woul d be etched forever in his brain...



He had been awakened in the mddle of the night by the

noi se of the bonbs falling. They fell fromthe sky |ike
deadly flowers of sound, planting their seeds of destruction
ever ywher e.

"Get up, Jainme. Hurry!"

The fear in his father's voice was nore frightening to the
boy than the terrible roar of the aerial bonbardnent.

GQuerni ca was a stronghold of the Basques and Cener al
Franco had decided to nmake it an object |esson: "Destroy it."

The dreaded Nazi Condor Legion and half a dozen Italian

pl anes had nounted a concentrated attack, and they showed no
mercy. The townspeople tried to flee fromthe rain of death
pouri ng down fromthe skies, but there was no escape.

Jainme, his nother and father, and two ol der sisters fled
with the others.

"To the church,” Jaine's father said. "They won't bonb the
church. "

He was right. Everyone knew that the church was on the
side of the Caudillo, turning a blind eye to the savage
treatnment of his enem es.

The Mr¢6 family headed for the church, fighting their way
t hrough the panicky crowds, trying to flee.

The young boy held his father's hand in a fierce grip and
tried not to hear the terrible noises around him He
remenbered a tine when his father was not frightened, was not
runni ng away.

"Are we going to have a war, Papa?" he had once asked his
f at her.

"No, Jainme. That's just newspaper talk. Al we' re asking
I's that the governnent give us a reasonabl e anount of



I ndependence. The Basques and the Catalans are entitled to
have their own | anguage and flag and holidays. W're still
one nation. And Spaniards will never fight agai nst

Spani ards. "

Jaime was too young then to understand it, but of course
there was nore at stake than the issue of the Catal ans and
Basques. It was a deep ideological conflict between the
Republ i can governnent and the right-wi ng Nationalists, and
what had started out as a spark of dissension quickly becane
an uncontrol |l able conflagration that drew in a dozen foreign
powers.

When Franco's superior forces had defeated the Republicans
and the Nationalists were firmy in control of Spain, Franco
turned his attention to the intransi gent Basques: "Punish

t hem "

And the bl ood continued to fl ow.

A hard core of Basque | eaders had formed ETA, a novenent

for a Basque Free State, and Jaine's father was asked to

j oi n.

"No. It is wong. W nust gain what is rightfully ours by

peaceful neans. War acconplishes nothing."

But the hawks proved stronger than the doves, and ETA
gui ckly becane a powerful force.

Jaine had friends whose fathers were nmenmbers of ETA, and
he listened to the stories of their heroic exploits.

"My father and a group of his friends bonbed the
headquarters of the Guardia Cvil," a friend would tell him

O: "D d you hear about the bank robbery in Barcel ona? My
father did that. Now they can buy weapons to fight the
Fasci sts. "

And Jai ne's father was saying, "Violence is wong. W nust
negoti ate. "



"We blew up one of their factories in Madrid. Wiy isn't
your father on our side? |Is he a coward?"

"Don't listen to your friends, Jainme," his father told
him "What they are doing is crimnal."

"Franco ordered a dozen Basques executed w thout even a
trial. We're staging a nationw de strike. |Is your father
going to join us?"

"Papa—="

"We are all Spaniards, Jainme. W nust not |et anyone
di vide us."

And the boy was torn. Are ny friends right? Is ny father a
coward? Jai ne believed his father.

And now-Ar mageddon. The world was col |l apsing around hi m

The streets of Guernica were crowded with a scream ng nob
trying to escape fromthe falling bonmbs. Al around them
bui | di ngs and statues and si dewal ks were expl oding in showers
of concrete and bl ood.

Jainme and his nother and father and sisters had reached

the large church, the only building in the square still
standi ng. A dozen peopl e were poundi ng on the door.

“Let us in! In the nanme of Jesus, open up!"

"What' s going on?" cried Jaine's father.

"The priests have | ocked the church. They won't |et us
in."

"Let's break the door in!"
"Nol "
Jaime | ooked at his father in surprise.

"W don't break into God's house,"” his father said. "He
wll protect us wherever we are."



Too |l ate, they saw the squad of Fal angi sts appear from
around the corner and open machi ne-gun fire on them now ng
down the unarned crowd of nen, wonen, and children in the
square. Even as Jaine's father felt the bullets tear into
him he grabbed his son and pushed hi m down to safety, his
own body shielding Jaine fromthe deadly hail of bullets.

An eerie silence seened to bl anket the world after the
attack. The sounds of guns and running feet and screans

vani shed, a trick of magic. Jaine opened his eyes and | ay
there for a long tine, feeling the weight of his father's
body on himlike a |oving blanket. H's father and nother and
sisters were dead, along with hundreds of others. And in
front of their bodies were the |ocked doors of the church.

Late that night, Jaine nmade his way out of the city, and
two days | ater when he reached Bil bao, he joined ETA

The recruiting officer had | ooked at himand said, "You're
too young to join, son. You should be in school."

"You're going to be ny school,” Jaine Mro said quietly.
"You're going to teach me howto fight to avenge the nurder
of my famly."

He never | ooked back. He was battling for hinself and for

his famly, and his exploits becane | egendary. Jai ne pl anned
and executed daring raids against factories and banks, and
carried out the executions of the oppressors. Wen any of his
men were captured, he conducted daredevil m ssions to rescue
t hem

When Jai me heard about the GOE being forned to pursue
Basques, he smled and said, "Good. They've noticed."

He never asked hinself if the risks he took had anyt hi ng

to do with the cries of "Your father is a coward,” or if he
was trying to prove anything to hinself and to others. It was
enough that he proved his bravery again and again, that he
was not afraid to risk his life for what he believed in.



Now, because one of his nen had tal ked too freely, Jaine
found hinself saddled wth a nun.

It's ironic that her Church is on our side now. But it's
much too late, unless they can arrange a Second Com ng and
I ncl ude ny nother and father and sisters, he thought
bitterly.

They wal ked t hrough the woods at night, the white

noonl i ght dappling the forest around them They avoided the
towns and main roads, alert for any sign of danger. Jaine

i gnored Megan. He wal ked with Felix, talking about past
adventures, and Megan found herself intrigued. She had never
known anyone like Jaime Mr6. He was filled with such

sel f - assur ance.

| f anyone can get ne to Mendavia, Megan thought, this man
can.

There had been nonents when Jaine had felt pity for the
sister, and even a reluctant admration for the way she
handl ed herself on the arduous journey. He wondered how t he
ot her nmen were getting along with their charges from God.

At | east he had Amparo Jirén. At night Jaine found her a
great confort.

She's as dedicated as | am Jai ne thought. She has even
nore reason than | do to hate the governnent.

Anmparo's entire famly had been w ped out by the



Nati onali st Arny. She was fiercely independent, and filled
with a deep passion.

At dawn they were nearing Sal amanca, on the banks of the
Tormes River.

"Students cone here fromall over Spain," Felix explained
to Megan, "to attend the university. It's probably the best

in all of Spain."

Jaime was not listening. He was concentrating on his next
nove. If | were the hunter, where would | set ny trap?

He turned to Felix. "We'll skip Sal amanca. There's a
parador just outside town. W will stop there.”

The parador was a snmall inn set away fromthe mainstream

of tourist traffic. Stone steps led to the |obby, which was
guarded by an ancient knight in arnor.

As the group approached the entrance, Jaine said to the

two wonen, "Wait here." He nodded to Felix Carpio and the two
men di sappear ed.

"Where are they going?" Megan asked.

Amparo Jirén gave her a contenptuous | ook. "Maybe they
went | ooking for your God."

"I hope they find Hm" Megan said evenly.
Ten mnutes |ater the nen were back.

"All clear,"” Jaine told Anmparo. "You and the sister wll
share a room Felix will stay with ne." He handed her a key.

Anparo said petulantly, "Querido, I want to stay with you,
not —

"Do as | say. Keep an eye on her."



Amparo turned to Megan. "Bueno. Cone along, Sis-ter.”
Megan foll owed Anmparo into the parador and up the stairs.

The room was one of a dozen set in a row along the gray,
bare upstairs corridor. Anmparo unl ocked the door and the two
wonen entered. The roomwas small and drab and sparsely
furni shed, with wooden floors, stucco walls, a bed, a snall
cot, a battered dressing table, and two chairs.

Megan | ooked around the room and exclained, "It's lovely."

Amparo Jiroén swung around in anger, thinking that Megan
was being sarcastic."Wwo the hell are you to conplain
about 2"

"It's so |arge," Megan went on.

Amparo | ooked at her a nonent, then |aughed. O course it
woul d seem | arge conpared to the cells that the sisters |ived
I n.

Anparo started to get undressed.

Megan could not help staring at her. It was the first tine
she had really | ooked at Amparo Jiréon in the daylight. The
wonman was beautiful, in an earthy way. She had red hair,
white skin, and was full-breasted, with a small wai st and
hi ps that swayed as she noved.

Anmparo saw her watching. "Sister—wuld you tell ne
sonet hi ng? Why woul d anyone join a convent?"

It was a sinple question to answer. "Wat could be nore
wonderful than to devote oneself to the glory of God?"

"Ofhand, | could think of a thousand things." Anparo

wal ked over to the bed and sat down. "You can sleep on the
cot. Fromwhat |'ve heard about convents, your God doesn't
want you to be too confortable.”

Megan smled. "It doesn't matter. |I'mconfortable inside."



In their roomacross the corridor, Jaine Mré was
stretching out on the bed. Felix Carpio was trying to get
settled on the small cot. Both nen were fully dressed.
Jainme's gun was under his pillow Felix's gun was on the
smal |, battered table next to him

"What do you think makes themdo it?" Felix wondered
al oud.

"Do what, am go?"

"Lock thenselves up in a convent all their lives like
prisoners."

Jaime Mrd shrugged. "Ask the sister. | wish to hell we
were traveling alone. | have a bad feeling about this."

"Jaime, God will thank us for this good deed."”
"Do you really believe that? Don't nake ne | augh."”

Felix did not pursue the subject. It was not tactful to
di scuss the Catholic Church with Jainme. The two nmen were
silent, each preoccupied with his own thoughts.

Felix Carpio was thinking: God put the sisters in our
hands. W nust get themto a convent safely.

Jai me was thinking about Anmparo. He wanted her badly now.
That dammed nun. He started to pull up the covers when he
realized there was sonething he still had to do.

In the small, dark | obby downstairs, the roomclerk sat
quietly, waiting until he was sure that the new guests were
asl eep. H's heart was poundi ng as he picked up the tel ephone



and di al ed a nunber.

A | azy voi ce answered, "Police headquarters." The clerk

whi spered into the tel ephone to his nephew, "Florian, | have
Jaine Mrd6 and three of his people here. How would you |ike
t he honor of capturing thenf"

CHAPTER TVENTY TWO

Ninety mles to the east, in a wooded area al ong the way
to Penafiel, Lucia Carm ne was asl eep. Rubio Arzano sat
wat chi ng her, reluctant to awaken her. She sleeps |like an
angel , he thought.

But it was al nost dawn, tine to be noving on

Rubi o | eaned over and whi spered gently in her ear, "Sister
Luci a.."

Luci a opened her eyes.

"It is tinme for us to go."

She yawned and stretched lazily. The bl ouse she was
wear i ng had beconme unbuttoned and part of her breast was
showi ng. Rubio hastily | ooked away.

| nmust guard ny thoughts. She is the bride of Jesus.
"Sister.."

"Yes?"

"I + wonder if | could ask a favor of you." He was al nost
bl ushi ng.

n Yes?ll

"Il +t's been a long tinme since | prayed. But | was brought
up a Catholic. Wuld you m nd saying a prayer?"



That was the |ast thing Lucia had expected.

How | ong has it been since | said a prayer! she wonder ed.
The convent did not count. Wile the others were praying, her
m nd had been busy with plans to escape.

"I 4+ don't—=
"I"'msure it would make us both feel better."”

How coul d she explain that she did not remenber any

prayers? "l—er— Yes. There was one she renenbered. She had
been a little girl kneeling at her bedside and her father had
st ood beside her, ready to tuck her into bed. Slowy, the

words of the Twenty-third Psalmstarted to cone back to her.

"The Lord is ny shepherd; | shall not want. He nmaketh ne

to lie down in green pastures: he | eadeth ne beside the stil
waters. He restoreth ny soul: he | eadeth ne in the paths of
ri ght eousness for his nanme's sake..!

Menori es canme fl oodi ng back.

She and her father had owned the world. And he had been so
proud of her.

You were born under a |ucky star, faccia d' angel o.
And hearing that, Lucia had felt |ucky and beautiful.
Not hi ng coul d ever hurt her. WAs she not the beautiful

daughter of the great Angel o Carnine?

"Yea, though | wal k through the valley of the shadow of
death, | will fear no evil..

The evil ones were the enem es of her father and
broth-ers. And she had nade t hem pay.

"For thou art with ne; thy rod and thy staff they confort

Where was God when | needed conforting?



"Thou preparest a table before ne in the presence of mne
enem es: thou anointest ny head with oil; nmy cup runneth

over ..

She was speaking nore slowy now, her voice a whisper.

What had happened, she wondered, to the little girl in the
white communi on dress? The future had been so gol den. Sonmehow
it had all gone wong. Everything. |I've lost ny father and ny
brot hers and nysel f.

In the convent she had not thought about God. But now, out
here with this sinple peasant...

Wul d you m nd saying a prayer for us?

Lucia went on. "Surely goodness and nercy shall follow ne

all the days of nmy life: and I will dwell in the house of the
Lord for ever."

Rubi o was wat chi ng her, noved.

"Thank you, Sister.”

Luci a nodded, unable to speak. What's the matter wth ne?
Luci a asked herself.

"Are you ready, Sister?"
She | ooked at Rubio Arzano and said, "Yes. |I'mready."

Five mnutes |later they were on their way.

They were caught in a sudden downpour and took shelter in
a deserted cabin. The rain beat against the roof and sides of
the cabin like angry fists.

"Do you think the stormw Il ever let up?"



Rubio smled. "It's not a real storm Sister. It's what we
Basques call a sirimri. It wll stop as quickly as it
started. The earth is dry right now. It needs this rain."
"Real | y?"

"Yes. I'ma farner."

It shows, Lucia thought.

"Forgive ne for saying this, Sister, but you and | have a
l ot in comon."”

Luci a | ooked over at the bunbling hayseed and thought:
That will be the day. "W do?"

"Yes. | truly believe that in many ways being on a farm
nmust be nuch |ike being in a convent."

The connection eluded her. "I don't understand."”

"Well, Sister, in a convent you think a | ot about God and
Hs mracles. Is that not true?"

"Yes."

“In a sense a farmis God. One is surrounded by creation.

Al'l the things that grow from God's earth, whether it's wheat
or olives or grapes—everything cones from God, does it not?
These are all mracles, and you watch them happen every day,
and because you help themgrow, you are a part of the
mracle."

Lucia had to smle at the enthusiasmin his voice.

Suddenly the rain stopped.

"W can nove on now, Sister."



"W wll be comng to the Duero River soon," Rubio said.
"The Penafiel Falls is just ahead of us. We will go on to
Aranda de Duero and then Logrono, where we will neet the
ot hers."

You'll be going to those places, Lucia thought. And good
luck to you. I'Il be in Switzerland, ny friend.

They heard the sound of the falls half an hour before they
reached them The Penafiel Falls was a beautiful sight
cascadi ng down into the swift-noving river. The roar of it
was al nost deaf eni ng.

"I want to bathe," Lucia said. It seened years since she
had | ast had a bat h.

Rubi o Arzano stared at her. "Here?"

No, you idiot, in Rone. "Yes."

"Be careful. The river is swollen because of the rain."
"Don't worry." She stood there, patiently waiting.

"OCh. | will go away while you undress."”
"Stay nearby," Lucia said quickly. There were probably
wild animals in the woods.

As Lucia started to undress, Rubio hastily wal ked a few
yards away and turned his back.

"Don't go in too far, Sister,"” he called. "The river is

t reacherous. "

Luci a put down the w apped cross where she coul d keep an

eye on it. The cool norning air felt wonderful on her naked

body. When she had stripped conpletely, she stepped into the
water. It was cold and invigorating. She turned and saw t hat
Rubi o was steadfastly looking in the other direction, his



back turned to her. She smled to herself. Al the other nmen
she had known woul d be feasting their eyes.

She stepped in deeper, avoiding the rocks that were al
around, and spl ashed the water over herself, feeling the
rushing river tugging hard at her | egs.

A few feet away a small tree was bei ng swept downstream
As Lucia turned to watch it, she suddenly | ost her bal ance
and slipped, scream ng. She fell hard, slamm ng her head
agai nst a boul der.

Rubi o turned and watched in horror as Lucia di sappeared
downstreamin the ragi ng waters.

CHAPTER TVEENTY THREE

When Sergeant Florian Santiago replaced the receiver in
the police station in Sal amanca, his hands were trenbling.

| have Jaine Mro6 and three of his people here. How woul d
you | i ke the honor of capturing thenf

The governnent had posted a large reward for the head of
Jaime Mrd, and now t he Basque outlaw was in his hands. The
reward noney woul d change his whole l[ife. He could afford to
send his children to a better school, he could buy a washing
machine for his wife and jewelry for his mstress. O course,
he woul d have to share sone of the reward noney with his
uncle. 1'Il give himtwenty percent, Santiago thought. O
maybe ten percent.

He was well aware of Jaime Mrd's reputation, and he had
no intention of risking his |life trying to capture the
terrorist. Let others face the danger and give ne the reward.

He sat at his desk deciding the best way to handl e the
situation. Col onel Acoca's nane imedi ately sprang to m nd.
Everybody knew there was a bl ood vendetta between the col onel
and the outl aw. Besides, the colonel had the whole GCE at his
command. Yes, that was definitely the way to proceed.

He picked up the tel ephone, and ten mnutes |ater he was
speaking to the col onel hinself.



"This is Sergeant Florian Santiago calling fromthe police
station at Sal amanca. | have tracked down Jaine Mro."

Acoca fought to keep his voice even. "Are you certain of
t hi s?"

"Yes, Colonel. He is at the Parador Nacional Rainmundo de
Borgon, just outside of town. He is spending the night. My
uncle is the roomclerk. He tel ephoned ne hinself. There is
anot her man and two wonen with Mro."

"Your uncle is positive it is Mré?"

"Yes, Colonel. He and the others are sleeping in the two
back roons on the second floor of the inn."

Acoca said, "Listen to ne very carefully, Sergeant. | want
you to go to the parador imrediately and stand watch outside
to make certain none of themleaves. | should be able to

reach there in an hour. You are not to go inside. And stay
out of sight. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir. | wll leave immediately." He hesitat ed.
"Col onel, about the reward noney—

"When we catch Mro, it's yours."

"Thank you, Colonel. | am nost—=
n @l n
"Yes, sir."

Fl orian Santiago replaced the receiver. He was tenpted to
call his mstress to tell her the exciting news, but that
could wait. He would surprise her later. Meanwhile, he had a
job to do.

He summoned one of the policenen on duty upstairs.

"Take over the desk. | have an errand to do. |I'll be back
in a few hours.” And I'll conme back a rich man, he thought.



The first thing I'lIl buy will be a new car—a Seat. A blue
one. No, maybe it will be white.

Col onel Ranmdn Acoca replaced the receiver and sat still,
Setting his brain go to work. This tine there would be no
slipup. It was the final nove in the chess gane between them
He woul d have to proceed very carefully. Mré woul d have
sentries alert for trouble.

Acoca called in his aide-de-canp.
"Yes, Col onel ?"

"Pick out two dozen of your best marksnen. See that
they're arned with automati c weapons. We're | eaving for
Sal amanca in fifteen mnutes."

"Yes, sir.

There woul d be no escape for Mré. The col onel was al ready
planning the raid in his mnd. The parador woul d be

conpl etely surrounded by a cordon that would nove in quickly
and quietly. A sneak attack before the butcher has a chance
to murder any nore of ny nen. We'll kill themall in their

sl eep.

Fifteen mnutes later, his aide returned. "We're ready to
nove, Col onel ."

Sergeant Santiago lost no tinme in getting to the parodor.
Even without the colonel's warning, he had no intention of
going after the terrorists. But now, in obedience to Acoca's
orders, he stood in the shadows twenty yards away fromthe

i nn, where he had a good view of the front door. There was a
chill in the night air, but the thought of the reward noney
kept Santiago warm He wondered whet her the two wonen inside



were pretty and whether they were in bed with the nen. O one
thing Santiago was certain: In a few hours, they would all be
dead.

The army truck noved into town quietly and drove toward
t he parador.

Col onel Acoca flicked on a flashlight and | ooked at his
map, and when they were a mle fromthe inn, he said, "Stop
here. W'll walk the rest of the way. Maintain silence."

Santiago was unaware of their approach until a voice in
his ear startled himwth, "W are you?"

He turned and found hinmself facing Col onel Randn Acoca. My
God, he's frightening-1ooking, Santiago thought.

"l am Sergeant Santiago, sir.

"Has anyone left the inn?"

"No, sir. They're all inside, probably asleep by now"

The colonel turned to his aide. "I want half our nen to
forma perineter around the hotel. If anyone tries to escape,
they are to shoot to kill. The others will conme with ne. The

fugitives are in the two back bedroons upstairs. Let's go."

Santiago watched as the colonel and his nmen entered the

front door of the parador, noving quietly. He wondered if
there would be a | ot of shooting. And if there was, he
wondered if his uncle mght be lulled in the cross fire. That
woul d be a pity. But on the other hand, there would be no one
he woul d have to share the reward noney with

When the col onel and his nen reached the top of the
stairs, Acoca whispered, "Take no chances. Open fire as soon
as you see them™"



Hi s ai de asked, "Colonel, would you |like nme to go ahead of
you?"

“"No." He intended to have the pleasure of killing Jaine
Mrdé hinsel f.

At the end of the hall were the two roons where Mré and
his group were staying. Acoca silently notioned six of his
men to cover one door and the other six to cover the other
door .

"Nowl " he screaned.

It was the nonent he had been burning for. At his signal,

the soldiers kicked in both doors sinmultaneously and rushed
into the roonms, weapons ready. They stood there in the mddle
of the enpty roons, staring at the runpled beds.

"Spread out. Hurry! Downstairs!" Acoca shrieked.

The soldiers raced through every roomin the hotel,

smashi ng doors open, waking up startled guests. Jainme Mro
and the others were nowhere to be found. The col onel storned
downstairs to confront the roomclerk. There was no one in

t he | obby.

"Hello," he called out. "Hello." There was no response.
The coward was hi di ng.

One of the soldiers was staring at the floor behind the
desk. "Col onel .."

Acoca strode over to his side and stared down at the

fl oor. The bound and gagged body of the clerk was sl unped
against the wall. A sign had been hung around his neck. It
read: PLEASE DO NOT DI STURB

CHAPTER TVENTY FOUR

Rubi o Arzano watched in horror as Lucia di sappeared under
the rushing waters and was swept downstream 1In a split
second he turned to race along the river bank, |eaping over



small |1 ogs and bushes. At the first bend of the river, he
caught a glinpse of Lucia's body comng toward him D ving
in, he swamfrantically to reach her, struggling against the
powerful current. It was al nost inpossible. He felt hinself
bei ng pulled away. Lucia was only ten feet away from him but
it seenmed |ike mles. He nade one |ast heroic effort and
grabbed her arm his fingers alnost slipping away. He held
her in a death grip as he grappled his way to the safety of

t he shore.

When Rubio finally reached the river bank, he pulled Lucia
up on the grass and lay there, fighting for breath. She was
unconsci ous and not breathing. Rubio turned her over on her
stomach, straddled her, and began to apply pressure to her

| ungs. A minute went by, then two, and just as he was

begi nning to despair, a stream of water gushed out of her
nout h and she groaned. Rubio uttered a prayer of thanks.

He kept up the pressure, gentler now, until her heartbeat
was steady. When she began to shiver fromthe cold, Rubio
hurried over to a clunp of trees and pull ed down handful s of
| eaves. He carried themover to her and started to dry her
body with them He was also wet and cold, and his cl ot hes
wer e soaked, but he paid no attention. He had been pani cky
with fear that Sister Lucia would die. Now, as he gently
rubbed her naked body wth the dry | eaves, unworthy thoughts
came into his mnd.

She has the body of a goddess. Forgive ne, Lord, she
bel ongs to You, and | nust not think these w cked thoughts...

Luci a was gradual |y awakened by the gentle stroking of her
body. She was on the beach with Ivo, and his soft tongue was
novi ng down her body. Ch, yes, she thought. GCh, yes. Don't
stop, caro. She was aroused even before she opened her eyes.

When Lucia had fallen into the river, her last thought had
been that she was going to die. But she was alive, and she
found herself | ooking up at the man who had saved her.

Wt hout even thinking, she reached out and pul |l ed Rubi o down
to her. There was a | ook of shocked surprise on his face.

"Sister— he protested. "W can't—=



" Sht "

Her Iips were on his, fierce and hungry and demandi ng, and
her tongue was exploring his nouth. It was too nuch for
Rubi o.

"Hurry," Lucia whispered. "Hurry."

She wat ched as Rubi o nervously stripped off his wet
cl othes. He deserves a reward, she thought. So do I.

As Rubi o noved hesitantly toward her, he said, "Sister, we
shoul dn' t =

Lucia was in no nood for conversation. She felt himjoin

his body to hers in a tineless, mndless ritual, and she gave
herself up to the glorious sensations that flooded her. It
was all the sweeter because of her close brush with death.

Rubi o was a surprisingly good | over, both gentle and
fierce at the sanme tinme. He had a vulnerability that took
Lucia conpletely by surprise. And there was a | ook of such
tenderness in his eyes that she felt a sudden lunp in her
t hr oat .

| hope the big oaf isn't falling in love with ne. He's so
eager to please ne. Wien was the last tine a nan cared about
pl easi ng ne? Luci a wondered. And she thought of her father.
And she wondered how he woul d have |iked Rubi o Arzano. And

t hen she wondered why she wondered whet her her father woul d
have |i ked Rubio Arzano. | nust be crazy. This man is a
farmer. |'m Lucia Carm ne, the daughter of Angela Carm ne.
Rubio's life has nothing to do with ny life. W were thrown
toget her by a stupid accident of fate.

Rubi o was hol di ng her and saying over and over, "Lucia. My
Luci a."

And the shining in his eyes told her everything he felt.
He's so dear, she thought. And then: What is the matter with
me? Why am | even thinking about himlike this? I'mrunning
away fromthe police and—She suddenly renenbered the gold
cross and gasped. Ch, ny God! How could | have forgotten it



even for a nonent?

She sat up quickly. "Rubio, | left a—a package on the bank
of the river back there. Wuld you bring it to ne, please?
And ny cl ot hes?"

"OF course. |I'lIl be right back."

Lucia sat there waiting, frantic that something m ght have
happened to the cross. Wiat if it was gone? Wat if soneone
had conme al ong and picked it up?

It was with an enornous feeling of relief that Lucia

wat ched Rubio return with the wapped cross under his arm |
mustn't let it out of my sight again, she thought. "Thank
you," she said to Rubio.

Rubi o handed Luci a her clothes. She | ooked up at himand
said softly, "I won't need these right away."

The sun on her naked skin made Lucia feel |azy and warm

and being in Rubio's arns was a wonderful confort. It was as
t hough they had found a peaceful oasis. The dangers they had
been running away from seened |ight-years away.

"Tell me about your farm" Lucia said idly.

Hs face Iit up, and there was pride in his voice. "It was
a small farmoutside a little village near Bilbao. It was in
ny famly for generations.”

"What happened to it?"

H s expression darkened. "Because | am Basque, the
governnent in Madrid punished nme with extra taxes. Wen
refused to pay, they confiscated the farm That was when

met Jaime Mro. | joined himto fight against the governnent
for what is right. | have a nother and two sisters, and one
day we will have our farmback, and I will run it again."



Luci a thought of her father and two brothers | ocked away
in a prison forever. "Are you close to your famly?"

Rubio smled warmy. "OF course. Famlies are our first
| ove, are they not?"
Yes, Lucia thought. But I will never see m ne again.

"Tell me about your famly, Lucia," he said. "Before you
j oi ned the convent, were you close to then®"

The conversation was taking a dangerous turn. Wat can

tell hin? My father is a Mafioso. He and ny two brothers are
in prison for nmurder. "Yes—we are very close."

"What does your father do?"

"He—he's a busi nessman. ™

"Do you have brothers and sisters?"

"I have two brothers. They work for him"

"Lucia, why did you enter the convent?"

Because the police are |ooking for me for nurdering two

men. |'ve got to stop this conversation, Lucia thought. Al oud
she said, "I needed to get away." That's close enough to the
truth.

"You felt the world was—was too nmuch for you?"
"Sonmething like that."

"I have no right to say this, Lucia, but I amin love with
you. "

"Rubi o—

“I want to marry you. In all ny life, I have never said
that to anot her woman."

There was sonet hing so touchi ng and earnest about him He



doesn't know how to play ganes, she thought. | nust be
careful not to hurt him But the idea of Angelo Carm ne's
daughter being a farnmer's wife! Lucia al nost | aughed al oud.

Rubi o m sunderstood the smle on her face. "I will not

live in hiding forever. The governnent will have to make
peace with us. Then | will return to ny farm Querida—I| want
to spend the rest of ny life nmaking you happy. W wi |l have
many children and the girls will all look like you.."

| can't let himgo on like this, Lucia decided. | should

stop hi mnow. But sonmehow she could not bring herself to do
It. She listened to Rubio paint romantic pictures of their
life together, and she found herself alnbst wishing it could
happen. She was so tired of running away. It would be
wonderful to find a haven where she could be safe, taken care
of by someone who | oved her. | nust be | osing ny m nd.

"Let's not talk about it now " Lucia said. "W should be
novi ng on."

They travel ed northeast, follow ng the w ndi ng banks of

the Duero River, with its hilly countryside and | ush green
trees. They stopped at the picturesque village of Villal ba de
Duero to buy bread, cheese, and wine, and had an idyllic
picnic in a grassy neadow.

Lucia felt content at Rubio's side. There was a qui et
strength about himthat seened to give her strength. He's not
for me, but he's going to make sone | ucky worman very happy,
she thought.

When they had finished eating, Rubio said, "The next town
Is Aranda de Duero. It's a fairly large city. It would be
best if we skirted around it to avoid the GCE and the
soldiers.”

It was the nonent of truth, tinme to | eave him She had
been waiting for themto reach a large city. Rubio Arzano and
his farmwere a dream escaping to Switzerland was the



reality. Lucia knew how much she was going to hurt him and
she could not bear to ook into his eyes when she said,
"Rubio—+'d |like us to go into town."

He frowned. "That could be dangerous, querida. The
sol di ers—

"They won't be | ooking for us there." She thought quickly.
"Besi des, |+ need a change of clothes. | can't keep goi ng on
inthis."

The idea of entering the city disturbed Rubio, but all he
said was, "If that is what you w sh.”

In the distance, the walls and buil dings of Aranda de
Duero | ooned before them|li ke a nannmade nountai n hewn out of
t he earth.

Rubio tried one nore tine. "Lucia—you' re sure you nust go
into the city?"

"Yes. |'msure."”

The two of them crossed the long bridge that led to the

main street, Avenida Castilla, and headed for the center of
town. They passed a sugar factory and churches and poultry
shops, and the air was thick with a variety of snells. Shops
and apartnent buildings |ined the avenue. They wal ked sl owy,
careful not to draw attention to thenselves. Finally, to her
relief, Lucia saw what she had been | ooking for—a sign that
read CASA DE EMPENCS—a pawnshop. She sai d not hing.

They reached the village square, with its shops and

mar ket s and bars, and they passed the Taberna Cueva, with its
| ong bar and wooden tables. There was a jukebox inside, and
hangi ng from the oak-beam ceiling were hans and strings of
garlic.

Luci a saw her opportunity. "I"'mthirsty, Rubio," she said.



"Can we go in there?"
"Of course."
He took her arm and | ed her i nside.

There were half a dozen nen crowded around the bar. Lucia
and Rubio took a table in the corner.

"What woul d you |ike, querida?"

"Order a glass of wine for ne, please. I'll be right back.
There's sonething | have to do.™

She rose and wal ked out into the street, |eaving Rubio
staring after her, puzzl ed.

Qut side, Lucia turned and hurried back to the Casa de
Enpenos, clutching her tightly wapped package. Across the
street she saw a door with a black sign in white lettering
that read POLICIA. She stared at it a nonent, her heart

ski pping a beat, then skirted it and entered the pawnshop.

A shrunken man with a | arge head stood behind the counter,
barely visible.

"Buenos di as, senorita."

"' Buenos dias, senor. | have sonmething | would like to
sell." She was so nervous, she had to press her knees
together to keep them from shaki ng.

n SI' ?II

Luci a unw apped the gold cross and held it out.
"Woul d—woul d you be interested in buying this?"

The pawnbroker took it in his hands, and Lucia watched the
light that cane into his eyes.

"May | ask where you acquired this?"

"I't was left to ne by an uncle who just died." Her throat
was so dry she could hardly speak



The man fingered the cross, turning it over in his hands
slowy. "How much are you asking for it?"

Her dreamwas coming to life. "I want two hundred fifty
t housand pesetas.”

He frowned and shook his head. "No. It is worth only a
hundred t housand pesetas.™
"I would sell ny body first."

"Perhaps | could go as high as one hundred fifty thousand
pesetas."”

“I would rather nelt it down and let the gold run in the
streets.”

"Two hundred thousand pesetas. That is ny |ast offer."

Lucia took the gold cross fromhim "You are robbing ne
blind, but I wll accept it."

She coul d see the excitenent in his face. "Bueno,
senorita." He reached for the cross.

Lucia pulled it back. "There is a condition."
"What condition would that be, senorita?"

"My passport was stolen. | need a new one in order to get
out of the country to visit mnmy stricken aunt."”

He was studying her now, his eyes wi se. He nodded. "I
see."

“I'f you can help ne with ny problem then the cross is
yours."

He sighed."Passports are difficult to conme by, senorita.
The authorities are very strict."

Luci a wat ched hi m sayi ng not hi ng.



"l don't see how | can help you."

"Thank you anyway, senor." She started toward the door.

He let her reach it before he said, "Mnentito."

Luci a st opped.

"Somet hing has just occurred to ne. | have a cousin who is
sonetines involved in delicate matters like this. He is a
di stant cousin, you understand."

"l understand."

"I could speak to him Wen do you require this passport?"

"Today."

The | arge head nodded slowly. "And if | can do this thing,
we have a deal ?"

“When | get ny passport.”

"Agreed. Cone back at eight o'clock and ny cousin will be
here. He will arrange to take the necessary phot ograph and
insert it in the passport.”

Lucia could feel her heart pounding. "Thank you, senor.
"Woul d you like to | eave the cross here for safekeepi ng?"

“I't will be safe with ne."

"Eight o'clock, then. Hasta | uego."

She left the shop. Qutside she carefully avoi ded the

police station and headed back to the taberna, where Rubio
was waiting. Her footsteps slowed. She had finally succeeded.
Wth the noney fromthe cross, she would be able to get to
Switzerl and and freedom She shoul d have been happy, but

I nstead she felt strangely depressed.

VWhat's wong with me? I'"'mon ny way. Rubio will get over



me soon enough. He'll find soneone el se.

Then she renenbered the ook in his eyes when he had said,
"I want to marry you. In all nmy life, | have never said that
to anot her woman.'"

Damm t he man, she thought. Well, he's not ny problem
CHAPTER TVENTY FI VE

The news nedia were in a feeding frenzy. The head-I|ines
tunbl ed over one another. There was the attack on the
convent, the wholesale arrest of the nuns for sheltering
terrorists, the escape of four nuns, the shooting of five
sol di ers by one of the nuns before she was shot and kill ed.
The international news wires were on fire.

Reporters had arrived in Madrid fromall over the world,

and Prinme Mnister Leopoldo Martinez, in an effort to cool

t hi ngs down, had agreed to a press conference. Al nost four
dozen reporters fromall over the world were gathered in his
of fice. Col onels Ranbn Acoca and Fal Sostelo were at his
side. The prinme mnister had seen that afternoon's headline
in the London Ti nes:

TERRORI STS AND NUNS EVADE SPAIN S ARMY AND PCLI CE

A reporter fromParis Match was asking, "M. Prine
M nister, do you have any idea where the m ssing nuns are
now?"

Prime Mnister Martinez replied, "Colonel Acoca is in
charge of the search operation. | will et himanswer that."

Acoca said, "W have reason to believe that they are in

the hands of the Basque terrorists. I'malso sorry to say
there is evidence to indicate that the nuns are coll aborating
wWth the terrorists.”

The reporters were scribbling feverishly.

"What about the shooting of Sister Teresa and the
sol di ers?"



"We have information that Sister Teresa was working with
Jaime Mrd. Under the pretext of helping us find Mrd, she
went into an arny canp and shot five soldiers before she
coul d be stopped. | can assure you that the arny and the GOE
are bending every effort to bring the crimnals to justice."

"And the nuns who were arrested and taken to Madri d?"

"They are being interrogated," Acoca said.

The prine mnister was anxious to end the neeting. It was
difficult for himto keep his tenmper in check. The failure to
| ocate the nuns or capture the terrorists made his

gover nnent —and hi nsel f 4+ ook i nept and foolish, and the press
was taking full advantage of the situation.

"Can you tell us anything about the backgrounds of the
four nuns who escaped, Prinme Mnister?" asked a reporter from

Qogi -

“I"'msorry. | can give you no further information. |
repeat, |adies and gentlenen, the governnent is doing
everything in its power to find the nuns.™

"Prime Mnister, there have been reports about the
brutality of the attack on the convent at Avila. Wuld you
respond to that?"

It was a sore point with Martinez because it was true.

Col onel Acoca had grossly exceeded his authority. But he
woul d deal with the colonel later. This was the tine for a
show of wunity.

He turned to the col onel and said snoothly, "Colonel Acoca
can respond to that."

Acoca said, "I too have heard those unfounded reports. The

facts are sinple. W received reliable information that the
terrorist Jaime Mro and a dozen of his nen were hiding in

the Cistercian convent and that they were heavily arnmed. By
the time we raided the convent, they had fled."

"Col onel, we heard that sonme of your nen nol ested—=



"That is an outrageous accusation."

Prime Mnister Martinez said, "Thank you, |adies and
gentl enen. That will be all. You will be informed of any
further devel opnents.™

When the reporters had left, the prime mnister turned to
Col onel s Acoca and Sostelo. "They're making us | ook |ike
savages in the eyes of the world."

Acoca had not the slightest interest in the prine

m ni ster's opinion. Wat concerned himwas a tel ephone call
he had received in the mddle of the night.

"Col onel Acoca?"

It was a voice he was all too famliar with. He was
i nstantly w de awake.

"Yes, sir."

"We're disappointed in you. W had hoped to see sone
results before this."

"Sir, I'mclosing in on them" He found that he was
perspiring heavily. "I ask that you be a little nore patient.
| won't disappoint you." He held his breath, waiting for a
response.

"You're running out of tine."

The i ne went dead.

Col onel Acoca replaced the receiver and sat there,
frustrated. Where is that bastard Mro?

CHAPTER TVENTY SI X



I"'mgoing to kill her, Ricardo Mellado thought. | could
strangle her with ny bare hands, throw her off the nountain,
or sinply shoot her. No, | think strangling her would give ne
the greatest pleasure.

Sister Graciela was the nost exasperating human being he
had ever encountered. She was inpossible. In the beginning,
when Jainme Mrdé had assigned himto escort her, Ricardo
Mel | ado had been pl eased. True, she was a nun, but she was
al so the nost ravishing beauty he had ever laid eyes on. He
was determned to get to know her, to find out why she had
decided to lock up all that exquisite beauty behind convent
walls for the rest of her life. Under the skirt and bl ouse
she was wearing, he could discern the rich, nubile curves of
a woman. It's going to be a very interesting trip, Ricardo
had deci ded.

But things had taken a totally unexpected turn. The
problemwas that Sister Gacieia refused to speak to him She
had not said one word since their journey began, and what
conpletely baffled Ricardo was that she did not appear to be
angry, frightened, or upset. Not at all. She sinply retreated
into sone renote part of herself and appeared totally

uni nterested in himand in what was goi ng on around her. They
had travel ed at a good pace, wal ki ng al ong hot, dusty side
roads, past fields of wheat, rippling golden in the sunlight,
and fields of barley, oats, and grapevines. They skirted the
little villages al ong the way and went by fields of
sunflowers with their w de yellow faces foll owi ng the sun.

When they crossed the Moros River, Ricardo asked, "Wuld
you like to rest awhile, Sister?"

Si | ence.

They were approachi ng Segovi a before headi ng northeast to

t he snow capped Guadarrana nountains. R cardo kept trying to
make polite conversation, but it was conpletely hopel ess.
"W will be at Segovia soon, Sister."

No reacti on.

What could | have done to offend her? "Are you hungry,



Si ster?"
Not hi ng.

It was as though he were not there. He had never felt so
frustrated in his life. Perhaps the woman is retarded, he

t hought. That nust be the answer. God gave her an unearthly
beauty and then cursed her with a feeble mnd. But he did not
believe it.

When they reached the outskirts of Segovia, R cardo noted
that the town was crowded, which neant that the Guardia G vil
woul d be even nore alert than usual.

As they approached the Plaza del Conde de Cheste, he saw
soldiers strolling in their direction. He whispered, "Hold ny
hand, Sister. W nust |ook like two |overs out for a stroll."

She ignored him
Jesus, Ricardo thought. Maybe she's deaf and dunb,

He reached over and took her hand in his, and her sudden
fierce resistance surprised him She pulled away as if she
had been stung.

The guards were getting closer.

Ri cardo | eaned toward Graciela. "You nmustn't be angry,” he
said loudly. "My sister feels the sane way. After dinner | ast
ni ght when she put the children to bed she was saying that it
woul d be much better if we nen didn't sit around together
snoking snelly cigars and telling stories while you wonen
went off by yourselves. 1'Il bet—

The guards had passed. Ricardo turned to |look at G aciela.

Her face was expressionless. Mentally, Ricardo began to curse
Jai ne, wi shing he had given himone of the other nuns. This
one was nmade of stone, and there was no chisel hard enough to



penetrate that cold exterior.

In all nodesty, Ricardo Mellado knew that he was

at-tractive to wonen. Enough of themhad told himso. He was
| i ght-conpl exioned, tall, and well built, with a patrician
nose, an intelligent face, and perfect white teeth. He cane
fromone of the nost prom nent Basque famlies. H's father
was a banker in the Basque country in the north and had seen
to it that Ricardo was well educated. He had gone to the

Uni versity of Salamanca, and his father had | ooked forward to
his son joining himin the famly busi ness.

When Ricardo returned honme fromcoll ege, he dutifully went
to work at the bank, but within a short period of tinme he
becanme i nvolved with the problens of his people. He attended
neetings and rallies and protests against the governnent and
soon becane one of the |eaders of ETA. Hs father, after

| earni ng about his son's activities, called himinto his
huge, paneled office and | ectured him

"I ama Basque too, Ricardo, but | am al so a busi nessman.
We cannot foul our own nest by encouraging a revolution in
the country where we nmake our |iving."

"None of us is trying to overthrow the governnent, Father.
All we're demanding is freedom The governnent's oppression
of the Basques and the Catalans is intolerable.”

The senior Mellado | eaned back in his chair and studied

his son. "My good friend the mayor had a quiet word with ne
yesterday. He suggested it would be to your benefit not to
attend any nore rallies. It would be better if you expended
your energy on bank business."

"Fat her —=

"Listen to ne, R cardo. When | was young, ny blood ran hot
too. But there are other ways to cool it off. You're engaged
to alovely girl. | hope you will have many children.” He
waved his hand at their surroundings. "And you have nuch to
| ook forward to in your future."

"But don't you see—2"



"l see nore clearly than you, nmy son. Your prospective
father-in-law is al so unhappy with your activities. | would
not want anything to happen that woul d prevent the weddi ng.
Do | nmake nyself clear?”

"Yes, Father."

The follow ng Saturday Ricardo Mell ado was arrested while

| eading a Basque rally in an auditoriumin Barcel ona. He
refused to let his father bail himout unless he also bailed
out the other denonstrators who had been arrested. Hi s father
refused. Ricardo's career was ended and so was his
engagenent. That had been five years earlier. Five years of
danger and narrow escapes. Five years filled with the
excitenent of fighting for a cause he passionately believed
in. Now he was on the run, a fugitive fromthe police,
escorting a retarded and nute nun across Spai n.

"We'Il go this way," he said to Sister Graciela. He was
careful not to touch her arm

They turned off the main street onto the Calle de San
Valentin. On the corner was a store that sold nusical

I NSt runent s.

Ri cardo said, "I have an idea. Wait here, Sister. |I'l|l be
ri ght back."

He entered the store and wal ked up to a young clerk
st andi ng behind the counter.

"Buenos dias. May | help you?"
"Yes. | would like to buy two guitars.”

The clerk smled. "Ah, you are in luck. W just got in
sone Ramrezes. They are the best."

"Per haps sonething of not such a high quality. My friend
and | are only amateurs."

"As you w sh, senor. Wat about these?" The clerk wal ked
over to a section of the store where a dozen guitars were on
display. "I can let you have two Konos for five thousand



peset as api ece.”

"I think not." Ricardo selected two inexpensive guitars.
"These will do nicely,"” he said.

A few nonments |ater Ricardo wal ked back out to the street,
carrying the two guitars. He had half hoped Sister Gaciela
woul d be gone, but she was standing there, patiently waiting.

Ri cardo opened the strap on one of the guitars and held
out the instrunent to her."Here, Sister. Put this over your
shoul der . "

She stared at him

"It isn't necessary for you to play it," R cardo said

patiently. "It is only for effect.”

He shoved the guitar at her, and she reluctantly took it.
They wal ked al ong the wi nding streets of Segovia under the
enor nous vi aduct built by the Romans centuries earlier.

Ri cardo decided to try again. "You see this viaduct,

Sister? There is no cenent between the stones. Legend has it

that it was built by the devil two thousand years ago, stone
piled on stone, with nothing but the devil's magic to hold it
together." He | ooked at her for sonme reaction.

Not hi ng.
To hell with her, Ricardo Mellado thought. | give up.

The nenbers of the Guardia Cvil were everywhere, and
whenever they passed them Ricardo would pretend to be in
earnest conversation with Gaciela, always careful to avoid
body cont act.

The nunbers of police and soldiers seened to be

i ncreasing, but Ricardo felt reasonably safe. They woul d be
| ooking for a nun in robes and a group of Jaine Mrd's nen,
and they woul d have no reason to suspect two young tourists
carrying guitars.

Ri cardo was feeling hungry, and even though Sister



Graciela had said nothing, he was sure that she nust be
hungry al so. They canme to a small cafe.

"We'll stop in here and have a bite to eat, Sister."

She stood there, watching him
He sighed. "Right. Suit yourself."

He wal ked i nside the cafe. A nonent |ater G aciela
foll owed him

When they were seated, Ricardo asked, "Wat would you Ilike
to order, Sister?"

There was no response. She was infuriating.

Ri cardo said to the waitress, "Two gazpachos and two
orders of chorizos."

When the soup and sausages cane, G aciela ate what was put

in front of her. He noticed that she ate automatically,

Wi t hout enjoynent, as though fulfilling some duty. The nen
seated at other tables were staring at her, and R cardo could
not blame them It would take the young Goya to capture her
beauty, he thought.

In spite of Gaciela's sullen behavior, Ricardo felt a

lunp in his throat every tinme he | ooked at her, and he cursed
himself for a romantic fool. She was an eni gna, buried behind
sone kind of inpenetrable wall. Ricardo Mellado had known
dozens of beautiful wonen, but none of them had ever affected
himthis way. There was sonet hing al nost nystical about her
beauty. The irony was that he had absolutely no idea what |ay
behi nd the breathtaking facade. WAs she intelligent or
stupid? Interesting or dull? Col d-bl ooded or passionate? |
hope she's stupid, dull, and col d-bl ooded, R cardo thought,

or | won't be able to stand losing her. As though I could
ever have her. She belongs to God. He | ooked away, afraid
that she m ght sense what he was thinking.

Wen it was tine to | eave, R cardo paid the check and they
rose. During the journey he had noticed that Sister Gaciela



was linmping slightly. I'Il have to get us sone kind of
transportation, he thought. We still have a long way to go.

They started down the street, and at the far end of town,
on the Manzanares el Real, they cane upon a gypsy caravan.
There were four colorfully decorated wagons in the caravan,
pul l ed by horses. In the backs of the wagons were wonen and
children, all dressed in gypsy costunes.

Ri cardo said, "Wait here, Sister. I'mgoing to try to get
us a ride."

He approached the driver of the | ead wagon, a burly man in
full gypsy regalia, including earrings.

"Buenas tardes, senor. | would consider it a great
ki ndness if you could give ny fiancee and nme a ride."

The gypsy | ooked over to where Gaciela was standing. "It
I S possible. Wiere are you headed?"

"To the Guadarranma nountains."

"I can take you as far as Cerezo de Abajo."

"That woul d be of great value. Thank you."

Ri cardo shook the gypsy's hand and put noney in it.

"CGet in the |ast wagon."

"Gracias."

Ri cardo returned to where G aciela was waiting. "The
gypsies are going to take us as far as Cerezo de Abajo," he

told her. "We'll ride in the | ast wagon."

For an instant he was sure she was going to refuse. She
hesitated, then started toward the wagon.

There were half a dozen gypsies inside and they nmade room
for Ricardo and Graciela. As they clinbed aboard, Ricardo
started to help the sister up, but the nonent he touched her
arm she pushed himaway with a fierceness that took him by



surprise. Al right, to hell wth you. He caught a glinpse of
G aciela's bare leg as she lifted herself onto the wagon, and
he coul d not hel p thinking: She has the nost beautiful |egs
' ve ever seen.

They made thensel ves as confortabl e as possible on the

hard wooden fl oor of the wagon and the |ong journey began.

G aciela sat in a corner, her eyes closed and her |ips noving
in prayer. Ricardo could not take his eyes off her.

As the day wore on, the sun becane a hot furnace beating
down on them baking the earth, and the sky was a deep,
cloudl ess blue. Fromtine to tinme as the wagon crossed the
pl ai ns, huge birds soared overhead. Buitre | eonado, Ricardo
t hought. The lion-colored griffon vultures.

Late in the afternoon the gypsy caravan cane to a stop and
t he | eader approached the |ast wagon.

"This is as far as we can take you," he told Ricardo.
"We're headed for Vinvelas."

Wong direction. "This is fine," Ricardo assured him

"Thank you."

He started to reach out a hand for Gaciela and quickly
t hought better of it.

Ri cardo turned to the | eader of the gypsies. "I would
consider it a kindness if you would sell sone food to ny
fiancee and ne."

The chief turned to one of the wonen and said sonething in
a foreign tongue, and a few nonents |ater two packages of
food were handed to Ri cardo.

"Muchas gracias." He pulled out sonme noney.

The gypsy chief studied himfor a nonent. "You and the
sister have already paid for the food."



You and the sister. So he knew. Yet R cardo felt no sense
of danger. The gypsies were as oppressed by the governnent as
wer e the Basques and Catal ans.

"Vayan con Dios."

Ri cardo stood there watching the caravan nove out of
sight, then turned to Graciela. She was watching him silent,
| npassi ve.

"You won't have to put up with nmy conmpany nuch | onger, "

Ri cardo assured her. "Soon we will be in Logrono. You'll neet
your friends there and you'll be on your way to the convent
at Mendavi a. "

No reaction. He could have been talking to a stone wall. |
amtalking to a stone wal | .

They had been dropped off in a peaceful valley rich with
orchards of apple, pear, and fig trees. A few feet away from
themwas the Duraton River, filled with fat trout. In the
past, Ricardo had fished there often. It would have been an

| deal place to stay and rest, but there was a long road to
travel .

He turned to study the Guadarrama nountains, the range

that |ay ahead of them Ricardo knew the area well. There
were several trails that wound through the | ength of the
nount ai ns. Cobras, wild nountain goats, and wol ves roaned the
passages, and Ricardo woul d have chosen the shortest route
had he been traveling alone. But with Sister Gaciela at his
si de, he decided on the safest.

"Well, we'd better get started,"” R cardo said. "W have a
| ong clinb ahead of us."

He had no intention of m ssing the rendezvous with the
others in Logrono. Let the silent sister becone soneone
el se' s headache.



Sister Gaciela stood there waiting for Ricardo to | ead

the way. He turned and began to clinb. As they started up the
steep nountain path, Gaciela slipped on sone | oose pebbles
and Ricardo instinctively reached out to help her. She jerked
away from his hand and righted herself. Fine, he thought
angrily. Break your neck.

They kept noving upward, heading toward the majestic peak
hi gh above. The trail started to get steeper and narrower and
the chilled air becane thinner. They were headi ng east,
passi ng through a forest of pine trees. Ahead of themlay a
village that was a haven for skiers and nountain clinbers.
There woul d be hot food and warnth and rest there, Ricardo
knew. It was tenpting. Too dangerous, he decided. It would be
a perfect place for Acoca to set a trap.

He turned to Sister Gaciela. "We'll skirt the village.
Can you go on a little farther before we rest?"

She | ooked at himand, as her answer, turned and began to
wal K.

The unnecessary rudeness offended him and he thought:
Thank heavens at Logrono I will be rid of her. Wiy in the
name of God do | have m xed feelings about that?

They skirted the village, wal king along the edge of the
forest, and soon they were on the path again, clinbing
upward. It was getting nore difficult to breathe, and the
path grew steeper. As they rounded a bend, they canme upon an
enpty eagle's nest. They skirted another nountain village,
qui et and peaceful in the afternoon sun, and rested outside
It, stopping at a nountain streamwhere they drank the icy
wat er .

By dusk they had reached a rugged area that was fanmous for
its caves. After that the trail would start downward.

From now on, Ricardo thought, it will be easy. The worst



IS over.

He heard a faint buzzing sound overhead. He | ooked up,
searching for the source of it. An arny plane appeared
suddenly over the top of the nountain, flying toward them

"Down!" Ri cardo shouted. "Down!"

Graci el a kept wal ki ng. The plane circled and began to
swoop | ower.

"CGCet down!" Ricardo yelled again.

He j unped on her and pushed her down to the ground, his

body on top of hers. \Wat happened next took himconpletely
by surprise. Wthout any warning, G aciela began yelling
hysterically, fighting him She was kicking himin the groin,
clawing at his face, trying to rip at his eyes. But the nost
astoni shing thing was what she was saying. She was scream ng
out a string of obscenities that sent Ricardo into shock, a
verbal torrent of filth that assailed him He coul d not
bel i eve that these words were com ng fromthat beautiful

I nnocent nout h.

He tried to grab her hands to protect hinself from her
raking nails. She was |ike a wldcat under him

"Stop it!" he shouted. "I'mnot going to hurt you. It's an
arnmy scout plane. They may have seen us. W've got to get out
of here.”

He held her down until her frantic struggling finally
ceased. Strange, strangl ed sounds were com ng from her, and
he realized that she was sobbing. Ricardo, with all his
experience with wonen, was conpletely baffled. He was
straddl ed atop a hysterical nun who had the vocabul ary of a
truck driver, and he had no notion of what to do next.

He made his voice as cal mand as reasonabl e as possi bl e.
"Sister, we have to find a place to hide quickly. The pl ane
may have reported us and in a few hours there could be
soldiers swarmng all over the place. If you ever want to
reach the convent, you'll get up and cone with ne."



He waited a nmonent, then carefully raised hinself off her

and sat al ongside her until the sobs subsided. Finally
Graciela sat up. Her face was snudged fromthe dirt, her hair
was mussed, her eyes were red fromcrying, and yet her beauty
made Ri cardo ache.

He said quietly, "I'"'msorry | frightened you. | don't seem
to know how to behave around you. | promse to try to be nore
careful in the future."

She | ooked up at himwth her |um nous black eyes filled
with tears, and Ricardo had no idea what she was thinking. He
si ghed and rose. She followed suit.

"There are dozens of caves around here," Ricardo told her.
"We'll hide in one of themfor the night. By dawn we can be
on our way again."

H s face was raw and bl eedi ng where she had clawed at him
but in spite of what had happened, he felt a defensel essness
about her, a fragility that touched him that made hi m want
to say sonething to reassure her. But now he was the one who
was silent. He could not think of a single thing to say.

The caves had been carved out by eons of wi nds and fl oods
and earthquakes, and they cane in an infinite variety. Sone
of themwere nere indentations in the nountai n rocks, others
wer e endl ess tunnel s never explored by man.

A mle fromwhere they had spotted the plane, Ricardo
found a cave that was to his satisfaction. The | ow entrance
was al nost covered by underbrush.

"Stay here," he said.

He ducked into the entrance and wal ked into the cave, it
was dark inside, with only faint light spilling through the
openi ng. There was no telling what the I ength of the cave
was, but it did not matter, for there was no reason to
explore it.

He went back outside to G aciela.

"It looks safe," Ricardo said. "Wait inside, please. |'Il



gat her sone branches to cover up the nouth of the cave. [|']I
be back in a few m nutes.™

He wat ched Graciela as she went silently into the cave,
and he wondered whet her she woul d be there when he returned.
He realized that he desperately wanted her to be.

| nside the cave, G aciela watched himl eave, then sank to
the cold ground in despair.

| can't stand any nore, she thought. Where are You, Jesus?
Pl ease release ne fromthis hell

And it had been hell. Fromthe beginning, Gaciela had

been fighting the attraction she felt toward Ri cardo. She

t hought of the Mbor. I'mafraid of nyself. O the evil in ne.
| want this man, and | nust not.

And so she had built a barrier of silence between them

the silence she had lived wwth in the convent. But now,

W t hout the discipline of the convent, w thout the prayers,
W thout the crutch of the rigid routine, Gaciela found
hersel f unabl e to bani sh her inner darkness. She had spent
years fighting the Satanic urges of her body, trying to shut
out the renmenbered sounds, the npans and sighs that had cone
from her nother's bed.

The Mbor was | ooki ng at her naked body.

You're just a child. Get your clothes on and get out of

here...

" ma woman!

She had spent so many years trying to forget the feel of
the Moor inside her, trying to push out of her mnd the

rhyt hm of their bodies noving together, filling her, giving
her a feeling of being alive at |ast.



Her not her scream ng: You bitch!

And t he doctor saying: Qur chief surgeon decided to sew
you up hinmself. He said you were too beautiful to have scars.

Al'l the years of praying had been to purge herself of
guilt. And they had fail ed.

The first tine Graciela | ooked at R cardo Ml | ado, the

past had cone fl oodi ng back. He was handsonme and gentl e and
kind. When G aciela was a little girl, she had dreaned of
soneone |i ke R cardo. And when he was near her, when he
touched her, her body was instantly aflanme and she was filled
wth a deep shane. | amthe bride of Christ, and ny thoughts
are a betrayal of God. | belong to You, Jesus. Please help ne
now. Cl eanse ny m nd of inpure thoughts.

Graciela had tried desperately to keep the wall of silence
bet ween them a wall that no one but God could penetrate, a
wal | to keep out the devil. But did she want to keep the
devil out? When Ricardo had junped on her and pushed her to
the ground, it was the Moor making |love to her, and the friar
trying to rape her, and in her surging panic it was them she
had been fighting off. No, she admtted to herself, that's
not the truth. It was her own deep desire she was fighting.
She was torn between her spirit and the cravings of her
flesh. | nmust not give in. | must get back to the convent.
He'll be back any m nute. What should |I do?

Graciela heard a low newing fromthe back of the cave and
qui ckly turned. There were four green eyes staring at her in
the dark, noving toward her. Gaciela' s heart began to beat
faster.

Two baby wolf cubs trotted up to her on soft, padded feet.
She sm | ed and extended her hand to them There was a sudden
rustle fromthe entrance of the cave. R cardo is back, she

t hought .

The next instant, an enornous gray wolf was flying at her
t hr oat .

CHAPTER TVEENTY SEVEN



Luci a Carm ne paused outside the taberna in Aranda de
Duero and took a deep breath. Through the w ndow she coul d
see Rubio Arzano seated inside, waiting for her.

| must not |et himsuspect, she thought. At eight o'clock
"1l have a new passport and be on ny way to Swi tzerl and.

She forced a smle and entered the taberna. Rubio grinned
in relief when he saw her, and as he rose, the look in his
eyes gave Lucia a pang.

"I was very worried, querida. Wien you were gone for so
long, | was afraid sonething terrible had happened to you."

Luci a put her hand over his. "Nothing happened." Except
that |1've bought ny way to freedom |'I|l be out of the
country tonorrow.

Rubi o sat there |ooking into her eyes, hol ding her hand,

and there was such an intense feeling of |Iove comng from him
that Lucia felt uneasy. Doesn't he know it could never work?
No. Because | haven't the courage to tell him He's not in
love with ne. He's in love with the woman he thinks | am
He'll be much better off w thout ne.

She turned away and | ooked around the roomfor the first
tine. It was filled with locals. Mst of them seened to be
staring at the two strangers.

One of the young nen in the cafe started to sing and
others joined in. A man wal ked over to the table where Lucia
and Rubio were sitting.

"You' re not singing, senor. Join us."
Rubi o shook his head. "No."
"What's the problem am go?"

"It's your song." Rubio saw the puzzl ed expression on
Lucia's face, and explained. "It is one of the old songs
prai sing Franco."

O her nmen began to gather around the table. It was obvious



that they had been dri nking.
"You were agai nst Franco, senor?"

Lucia saw Rubio's fists clench. Oh, God, not now He
mustn't start anything that will attract attention.

She said to himwarningly, "Rubio..

And, thank God, he under st ood.

He | ooked up at the young nen and said pleasantly, "I have
not hi ng agai nst Franco. | just don't know the words."
“Ah. Then we'll all humthe song together."

They stood there waiting for Rubio to refuse.
He gl anced at Lucia. "Bueno."
The nen began to sing again, and Rubi o humred | oudly.

Lucia could feel the tension in himas he held hinself under
control. He's doing this for ne.

When the song ended, a nman sl apped himon the back. "Not
bad, old man. Not bad at all."

Rubi o sat there, silently willing themto go away.

One of the nen saw the package in Lucia's |ap.

"What are you hiding there, querida?"

Hi s conmpanion said, "lI'lIl bet she's got sonething better
than that up her skirt."

The nmen | aughed.

"Why don't you pull your panties down and show us what
you' ve got there?"

Rubi o sprang to his feet and grabbed one of the nen by the
throat. He punched himso hard that he flew across the room



breaki ng a table.
"No!" Lucia screaned. "Don't!"

But it was too late. In an instant it becane a

free-for-all, wth everybody eagerly joining in. A wne
bottl e shattered the gl ass behind the bar. Chairs and tables
wer e knocked over as nen went flying through the air,
scream ng curses. Rubi o knocked down two nmen and a third ran
toward himand hit himin the stomach. He gave a grunt of

pai n.

"Rubi o! Let's get out of here!" Lucia screaned.

He nodded. He was clutching his stomach. They pushed their
way t hrough the nelee and found thensel ves outside on the
street.

"We've got to get away," Lucia said.

You wi |l have your passport tonight. Conme back after eight
o' cl ock.

She had to find a place to hide until then. Damm him Wy
couldn't he have controlled hinmsel f?

They turned down Calle Santa Maria, and the noises of the
fight behind themgradually di m nished. Two bl ocks away they

came to a large church, the Iglesia Santa Mari a.

Lucia ran up the steps, opened the door, and peered
I nsi de. The church was deserted.

"We'|| be safe in here," she said.

They wal ked into the di mess of the church, Rubio still
hol di ng hi s stomach.

"We can rest for a while."
mn YeS. n

Rubio et his hand fall away from his stomach, and bl ood
came gushi ng out.



Lucia felt sick. "My God! What happened?"

"A knife," Rubio whispered. "He used a knife." He sl unped
to the floor.

Lucia knelt at his side, panicky. "Don't nove."

She renoved his shirt and pressed it against his stonach,
trying to stemthe flow of blood. Rubio's face was chal k
white.

"You shoul dn't have fought them vyou idiot," Lucia said
angrily.

H s voice was a slurred whisper. "I could not |let them
speak to you that way."

| could not let them speak to you that way.

Luci a was touched as she had never been touched before.
She stood there staring at himand thought: How many tines
has this man risked his life for ne!

"I won't let you die," she said fiercely. "I'mnot going
to let you die." She stood up abruptly. "I'Il be right back."

She found water and towels in the priest's changi ng room

in the rear of the church and she bat hed Rubio's wound. H's
face was hot to the touch, and his body was soaked in
perspiration. Lucia put cold towels on his forehead. Rubio's
eyes were closed and he seened to be asleep. She cradled his
head in her arms and talked to him It did not matter what
she said. She was talking to keep himalive, forcing himto
hold on to the thin thread of his existence. She babbl ed on,
afraid to stop for even a second.

"We' Il work your farmtogether, Rubio. | want to neet your
not her and sisters. Do you think they' Il like ne? | want them
to, so nuch. And I'm a good worker, caro. You'll see. |'ve
never worked on a farm but I'll learn. We'll nmake it the

best farmin all of Spain."

She spent the afternoon talking to him bathing his



fevered body, changing the dressing. The bl eeding had al nost
st opped.

"You see, caro! You're getting better. You' re going to be
well. | told you. You and | will have such a wonderful life
together, Rubio. Only, please don't die. Please!"

She found that she was weeping.

Luci a wat ched the afternoon shadows paint the church walls

t hrough the stained-glass wi ndows and slowy fade away. The
setting sun dinmmed the sky and finally it was dark. She
changed Rubi 0's bandage again and, so close that it startled
her, the church bell began to ring. She held her breath and
counted. One...three...five...seven...eight. Ei ght o' clock. It
was calling her, telling her it was tine to return to the
Casa de Enpenos. Tine to escape fromthis nightmare and save
hersel f.

She knelt down beside Rubio and felt his forehead again.

He was burning with fever. H s body was soaked with
perspiration and his breathing was shall ow and raspi ng. She
could see no sign of bleeding, but that could nean he was
bl eeding internally. Goddamm it. Save yourself, Lucia.

"Rubi o...darling.."

He opened his eyes, only half conscious.

"I have to leave for a little while," Lucia said.

He gri pped her hand. "Please.."

"It's all right," she whispered. "I'I|l be back."

She rose and took a long last look at him | can't help
him she thought.

She picked up the gold cross and turned and hurried out



the church door, her eyes filled with tears. She stunbl ed out
onto the street and began to wal k rapidly, heading toward the
pawnshop. The man and his cousin would be there waiting for
her with her passport to freedom In the norning, when church
services begin, they' Il find Rubio and get himto a doctor.
They' |l treat himand he'll get well. Except that he will not
live through the night, Lucia thought. Well, that's not ny
probl em

The Casa de Enpenos was just ahead. She was only a few
mnutes |ate. She could see that the lights were on in the
shop. The nmen were waiting for her.

She began to wal k faster, then she was runni ng. She
crossed the street and burst through the open door.

Inside the police station, a unifornmed officer was behind
t he desk. He | ooked up as Luci a appeared.

"I need you," Lucia cried. "A man has been stabbed. He may
be dying."

The policeman did not ask questions. He picked up a

t el ephone and spoke into it. Wen he put the phone down, he
said, "Soneone wll be with you in a nonent."

Two detectives appeared al nost i nmedi ately.

"Sonmeone has been stabbed, senorital”

"Yes. Please follow nme. Hurry!"

"We'll pick up the doctor on the way," one of the
detectives said. "Then you can take us to your friend."

They picked up the doctor at his hone and Lucia hurried
the group to the church.

When they entered the church the doctor wal ked over to the
still figure on the floor and knelt beside him

A nonent | ater he | ooked up. "He's alive, but barely. [l
call for an anbul ance.”



Luci a sank to her knees and said silently, Thank you, God.
|'ve done all | can. Now |l et ne get away safely and |'1]
never bot her you agai n.

One of the detectives had been staring at Lucia all the

way to the church. She | ooked so famliar. And then he
suddenly realized why. She bore an uncanny resenbl ance to the
picture in the Red, the top-priority circulation from

| nt er pol .

The detective whispered sonething to his conpani on and
they both turned to study her. Then the two of them wal ked
over to Luci a.

"Excuse me, senorita. Wuld you be good enough to cone
back to the station with us? W have a few questions we w sh
to ask you."

CHAPTER TVEENTY EI GHT

Ri cardo Mellado was a short distance away fromthe

nount ai n cave when suddenly he saw a large gray wolf trotting
toward the entrance. He froze for a single instant, then
noved as he had never noved in his life. He raced toward the
nout h of the cave and burst through the entrance. "Sister!"”

In the dimlight he saw the huge, gray shape | eaping

toward Graciela. Instinctively, he reached for his pistol and
fired. The wolf let out a yelp of pain and turned toward
Ricardo. He felt the sharp fangs of the wounded beast tearing
at his clothing and snelled the animal's fetid breath. The
wol f was stronger than he had expected, heavily nuscled and
powerful. R cardo tried to fight free, but it was inpossible.

He felt hinself begin to | ose consciousness. He was dimy
aware of Graciela comng toward himand he yel |l ed, "Get
awnay! "



Then he saw Graciela's hand rai sed above his head, and as
It started to descend toward him he glinpsed a huge rock in
it and thought: She's going to kill ne.

An instant |ater the rock swept past himand smashed into
the wolfs skull. There was a | ast savage gasp and the ani nal
lay still on the ground. Ricardo was huddl ed on the fl oor,
fighting for breath. Gaciela knelt at his side.

“"Are you all right?" Her voice was trenbling with concern.

He managed to nod. He heard a whi npering sound behind him
and turned to see the cubs huddled in a corner. He lay there,
gathering his strength. Then he rose with difficulty.

They staggered out into the clean nountain air, shaken.

Ri cardo stood there, taking deep, lung-filling breaths until
his head cl eared. The physical and enotional shock of their
cl ose brush with death had taken a severe toll on both of

t hem

"Let's get away fromthis place. They may cone | ooking for
us here."

G aci el a shuddered at the rem nder of how nuch danger they
were still in.

They travel ed along the steep nountain path for the next
hour, and when they finally reached a small stream Ricardo
said, "Let's stop here.™

Wth no bandages or antiseptic, they cleaned the scratches
as best they could, bathing themin the clean, cold spring
water. Ricardo's armwas so stiff, he had trouble noving it.
To his surprise, Graciela said, "Let nme do it."

He was even nore surprised by the gentleness with which
she perfornmed the task.

Then, w thout warning, Gaciela began to trenble violently



in the aftermath of shock.

“It's all right,”" Ricardo said. "It's all over."

She coul d not stop shaki ng.

He took her in his arnms and said soothingly, "Shh. It's
dead. There's nothing nore to fear."

He was hol ding her closely, and he could feel her thighs
pressi ng agai nst his body, and her soft lips were on his, and
she was hol di ng hi mcl ose, whispering things he could not
under st and.

It was as though he had known G aciela always. And yet he
knew not hi ng about her. Except that she's God's mracle, he
t hought .

Graciela was al so thinking of God. Thank You, God, for
this joy. Thank You for finally letting ne feel what |ove is.

She was experiencing enotions for which she had no words,
beyond anyt hi ng she had ever i magi ned.

Ri cardo was wat ching her, and her beauty still took his
breat h away. She belongs to ne now, he thought. She doesn't
have to go back to a convent. We'll get married and have

beauti ful chil dren—strong sons.

“I love you," he said. "I'Il never let you go, Gaciela."
"Ri cardo—
"Darling, | want to marry you. WIIl you marry ne?"

And w thout even thinking, Gaciela said, "Yes. Ch, yes."

And she was in his arns again, and she thought: This is
what | wanted and thought | woul d never have.

Ri cardo was saying, "We'll live in France for a while,
where we'l|l be safe. This fight will be over soon, and we'l]|
return to Spain."



She knew that she would go anywhere with this man, and
that if there was danger, she wanted to share it with him

They tal ked of so many things. Ricardo told her of how he

had first become involved with Jaine Mrd, and of the broken
engagenent, and of his father's displeasure. But when Ricardo
waited for Graciela to speak about her past, she was silent.

She | ooked at himand thought: | can't tell him He'll
hate ne. "Hold ne," G aciela begged.

They sl ept and woke up at dawn to watch the sun creep over
the ridge of the nountain, bathing the hills in a warmred
gl ow.

Ri cardo said, "W'Ill be safer hiding out here today. W'l]l
start traveling when it gets dark."

They ate fromthe sack of food that the gypsies had given
them and planned their future.

"There are wonderful opportunities here in Spain,"” Ricardo
said. "Or there will be when we have peace. | have dozens of

i deas. W'l own our own business. We'll buy a beautiful hone
and rai se handsone sons."

"And beautiful daughters.”

"And beautiful daughters.” He smled. "I never knew

coul d be so happy."

“"Nor |, Ricardo."

“"We'll be in Logrono in two days and neet the others,"

Ri cardo said. He took her hand. "We'll tell themyou won't be
returning to the convent.™

"I wonder if they'll understand."” Then she | aughed. "I
don't really care. God understands. | loved ny life in the



convent," she said softly, "but— She | eaned over and ki ssed
hi m

Ri cardo said, "I have so nuch to nake up to you."
She was puzzled. "I don't understand."”

"Those years you were in the convent, shut away fromthe
world. Tell ne, darling—€oes it bother you that you' ve | ost
all those years?"

How coul d she make him see? "Ricardo—+ didn't | ose
anything. Have | really m ssed so nuch?"

He t hought about it, not knowi ng where to begin. He

realized that events he thought of as inportant woul d not
really have mattered to the nuns in their isolation. Wrs,
like the Arab-Israeli war? The Berlin Wall? Assassi nati ons of
political |eaders such as the Anerican President John Kennedy
and his brother, Robert Kennedy? And of Martin Luther King,
Jr., the great black |eader of the nonviol ence novenent for

bl ack equality? Fam nes? Fl oods? Earthquakes? Strikes and
denonstrations protesting man's i nhumanity to man?

In the end, how deeply would any of those things have
affected her personal |life? O the personal lives of the
majority of people on this earth?

Finally, R cardo said, "lIn one sense, you haven't m ssed
much. But in another sense, yes. Sonething inportant has been
going on. Life. Wile you were shut away all those years,
babi es have been born and have grown up, |lovers have narri ed,
peopl e have suffered and been happy, people have died, and
all of us out here were a part of that, a part of the
living."

"And you think | never was?" G aciela asked. And the words

cane tunbling out before she could stop them "I was once a
part of that |life you are talking about, and it was a |iving
hell. My nother was a whore, and every night | had a

different uncle. Wen | was fourteen years old | gave ny body
to a man because | was attracted to himand jeal ous of ny

not her and what she was doing." The words were comng in a
torrent now. "I would have becone a whore too if | had stayed



there to be part of the |ife you think is so precious. No, |
don't believe I ran away fromanything. | ran to sonething.
found a safe world that is peaceful and good."

Ri cardo was staring at her, horrified. "I =+'"msorry," he
said. "I didn't nean to—=

She was sobbi ng now, and he took her in his arnms and said,
“Shh! It's all right. That's over. You were a child. | |ove
you. "

And it was as though Ri cardo had given her absolution. She
had told himabout the awful things she had done in the past

and still he forgave her. And—wonder of wonders—oved her.

He held her very close. "There is a poem by Federico
Garcia Lorca:

The ni ght does not wish to cone so that you cannot cone
and | cannot go...

But you will cone with your tongue burned by the salt
rain.

The day does not wish to cone so that you cannot cone and
| cannot go...

But you will cone through the nuddy sewers of darkness.

Nei t her night nor day wishes to conme so that | may die for
you and for ne."

And suddenly she thought of the soldiers who were hunting
t hem and she wondered if she and her bel oved Ri cardo were
going to live long enough to have a future together.

CHAPTER TVEENTY NI NE

There was a link mssing, a clue to the past, and Al an
Tucker was determned to find it. There had been no nention



I n the newspaper of a baby being abandoned, but it should be
easy enough to find out the date it was brought to the

or phanage. If the date coincided with the tinme of the plane
crash, Ellen Scott would have sone interesting explaining to
do. She couldn't be that stupid, Al an Tucker thought. To risk
pretendi ng that the Scott heiress was dead, and then |eave
her on the doorstep of a farmhouse. Risky. Very risky. On the
ot her hand, | ook at the reward: Scott |ndustries. Yes, she
could have pulled it off. If it is a skeleton in her closet,
it's alive one, and it's going to cost her plenty.

Tucker knew that he had to be very careful. He had no

I 1 lusion about whom he was dealing wth. He was confronting
raw power. He knew he had to have all the evidence in hand
bef ore he nade his nove.

Hs first stop was another visit with Father Berrendo.

"Father—4+ would |ike to speak to the farnmer and his wfe,
where Patrici a—Megan was dropped off."

The old priest smled. "I hope your conversation with them
will not take place for a long tine."

Tucker stared at him "You nmean—=2"
"They died nmany years ago."

Damm. But there had to be other avenues to explore. "You
said the baby was taken to a hospital w th pneunoni a?"

"Yes."

There woul d be records there. "Which hospital was it?"

"I't burned down in 1961. There is a new hospital now. " He
saw the | ook of dismay on his visitor's face. "You nust
remenber, senor, that the information you are seeking goes

back twenty-ei ght years. Many things have changed. "

Not hing's going to stop nme, Tucker thought. Not when |I've
cone this close. There nust be a file on her sonewhere.

There was still one place left to investigate: the



or phanage.

He was reporting daily nowto Ellen Scott.

"Keep ne inforned of every devel opnent. | want to know t he
nonment the girl is found.™

And Al an Tucker wondered about the urgency in her voice.

She seens in an awful big rush over sonething that
happened all those years ago. Wiy? Well, that can wait. First
| have to get the proof |I'm|l ooking for.

That norning Al an Tucker visited the orphanage. He | ooked
around the dreary community room where a noi sy, chattering
group of children were playing, and he thought: This is where
the heiress to the Scott dynasty grew up, while that bitch in
New York kept all the noney and all the power. Well, she's
going to share sone of that with yours truly. Yes, sir, we'll
make a great team Ellen Scott and ne.

A young wonman canme up to himand said, "May | hel p you,
senor ?"

He smled. Yeah. You can help ne to about a billion
dollars. "lI'd like to talk to whoever's in charge here."

"That woul d be Senora Angel es.”
"I's she here?"
"Si, senor. | will take you to her."

He foll owed the woman through the main hall to a snal
office at the rear of the buil ding.

"Go in, please."

Al an Tucker entered the office. The wonman seated behi nd
the desk was in her eighties. She had once been a very | arge



woman, but her frame had shrunk, so she | ooked as though her
body had at one tine belonged to soneone el se. Her hair was
gray and thin, but her eyes were bright and cl ear.

"Good norning, senor. May | help you? You have cone to
adopt one of our lovely children? W have so many delightful
ones to choose from"

"No, senora. | have cone to inquire about a child who was
| eft here nmany years ago."

Mer cedes Angel es frowned. "I do not understand.”

"A baby girl was brought in here,"—-he pretended to consult
a piece of paper—in COctober of 1948."

"That is so |long ago. She woul d not be here now. You see,
we have a rule, senor, that at the age of fifteen—=

"No, senora. | know she's not here. What | wish to know is
t he exact date she was brought here."

“I"'mafraid | cannot help you, senor.”
H s heart sank.

"You see, so many children are brought in here. Unless you
know her nanme—

Patricia Scott, he thought. Al oud, he said, "Megan. Her
name i s Megan."

Mercedes Angeles's face lit up. "No one could forget that
child. She was a devil, and everyone adored her. Do you know
t hat one day she—=

Al an Tucker had no tine for anecdotes. His instincts told

hi m how cl ose he was to getting hold of a piece of the Scott
fortune. And this gabby old wonan was the key to it. | mnust
be patient with her. "Senora Angel es—+ don't have nuch tine.
Wul d you have that date in your files?"

"OfF course, senor. W are commanded by the state to keep
very accurate records."”



Tucker's heart lifted. | should have brought a canera to
take a picture of the file. Never mnd. I'll have it
phot ocopi ed. "Could | see that file, senora?"

She frowned. "I don't know. Qur records are confidenti al
and—
"OF course," Tucker said snmoothly, "and | certainly

respect that. You said you were fond of little Megan, and |
know you'd want to do anything you could to help her. Wll,
that's why |I'm here. | have sone good news for her."

"And for this you need the date she was brought in here?"

He said glibly, "That's just so I'l|l have the proof that
she's the person | think she is. Her father died and |left her
a small inheritance, and | want to nmake sure she gets it."
The woman nodded wi sely. "I see."

Tucker pulled a roll of bills fromhis pocket. "And to
show ny appreciation for the trouble I've put you to, 1'd
like to contribute a hundred dollars to your orphanage.”

She was | ooking at the roll of bills, an uncertain
expression on her face.

He peeled off another bill. "Two hundred.”
She frowned.
"All right. Five hundred."

Mer cedes Angel es beaned. "That is very generous of you,
senor. | will go get the file."

|'ve done it, he thought jubilantly. Jesus Christ, |I've
done it! She stole Scott Industries for herself. If it hadn't
been for ne, she would have gotten away with it.

When he confronted Ellen Scott with his evidence, there
was no way she could deny it. The plane crash happened on



Cctober 1. Megan was in the hospital for ten days. So she
woul d have been brought into the orphanage around Cctober 11.

Mer cedes Angel es returned to the office holding a file in
her hands. "I found it," she said proudly.

It was all Al an Tucker could do to keep fromgrabbing it
out of her hands. "May | look at it?" he asked politely.
"Certainly. You have been so generous." She frowned. "I
hope you will not nention this to anyone. | should not be
doing this at all."

"I't will be our secret, senora."”
She handed himthe fil e.

He took a deep breath and opened it. At the top it said:
"Megan. Baby girl. Parents unknown." And then the date. But
there was sone m st ake.

"It says here that Megan was brought in here on June 14,
1948. "

"Si, senor."

"That's inpossible!'™ He was al nost scream ng. The pl ane
crash happened on Cctober 1, four nonths |ater.

There was a puzzl ed expression on her face. "Inpossible,
senor! | do not understand.”

"Who—who keeps these records?”

"I do. When a child is left here, | put down the date and
what ever information is given to ne."

Hi s dream was col | apsing. "Couldn't you have nade a

m st ake? About the date, | nean—ouldn't it have been Cctober
tenth or el event h?"

"Senor," she said indignantly. "I know the difference
bet ween June fourteenth and Cct ober el eventh."



It was over. He had built a dreamon too flinsy a
foundation. So Patricia Scott had really died in the plane
crash. It was a coincidence that Ellen Scott was searching
for a girl who had been born around the sane tine.

Al an Tucker rose heavily and said, "Thank you, senora.”
"De nada, senor."

She wat ched him | eave. He was such a nice man. And so
generous. His five hundred dollars would buy many things for
t he orphanage. So woul d the hundred-thousand-dol |l ar check
sent by the kind | ady who had tel ephoned from New Yor k.

Oct ober el eventh was certainly a lucky day for our orphanage.
Thank You, Lord.

Al an Tucker was reporting.

"Still no hard news, Ms. Scott. They're runored to be
headi ng north. As far as | know, the girl is safe."

The tone of his voice has conpletely changed, Ellen Scott

t hought. The threat is gone. So he's visited the orphanage.
He's back to being an enpl oyee. Wll, after he finds
Patricia, that will change too.

"Report in tonorrow "

"Yes, Ms. Scott."

CHAPTER THI RTY

"Preserve ne, O God, for in Thee | take refuge. Thou art

nmy Lord; | have no good apart from Thee. | |ove Thee, O Lord,
ny strength. The

Lord is nmy rock and ny fortress and ny deliverer..!

Si ster Megan gl anced up to see Felix Carpio watching her
a concerned expression on his face.



She's really frightened, he thought.

Ever since they started their journey, he had seen Sister
Megan' s deep anxiety. O course. It's only natural. She's
been | ocked up in a convent for God only knew how many years,
and now she's suddenly thrown out into a strange, terrifying
world. We'll have to be very gentle with the poor girl.

Si ster Megan was indeed frightened. She had been praying
hard ever since she left the convent.

Forgive nme, Lord, for | love the excitenent of what is
happening to ne, and | know that it is w cked of ne.

But no matter how hard Sister Megan prayed, she coul d not
hel p thinking, | don't renmenber when |'ve had such a good
tinme. It was the nost amazi ng adventure she had ever had. In
t he orphanage she had often planned dari ng escapes, but that
was child's play. This was the real thing. She was in the
hands of terrorists, and they were being pursued by the
police and the army. But instead of being terrified, Sister
Megan felt strangely exhil arated.

After traveling all night they stopped at dawn. Megan and
Anmparo Jiroén stood by as Jaime Mré and Felix Carpio huddl ed
over a map.

"It's four mles to Medina del Canpo,” Jaine said. "Let's
avoid it. There's a permanent arny garrison stationed there.
We' || keep heading northeast to Valladolid. W should reach
It by early afternoon.”

Easily, Sister Megan thought happily.

It had been a | ong and grueling night, wthout rest, but
Megan felt wonderful. Jainme was deliberately pushing the
group, but Megan understood what he was doi ng. He was testing
her, waiting for her to crack. Well, he's in for a surprise,



she thought.

As a matter of fact, Jaime Mré6 found hinself intrigued

with Sister Megan. Her behavior was not at all what he woul d
have expected of a nun. She was mles away from her convent,
traveling through strange territory, being hunted, and she
seened to be actually enjoying it. Wat kind of nun is she?
Jainme Mrd wondered.

Amparo Jirén was |ess inpressed. |'lIl be glad to be rid of
her, she thought. She stayed close to Jaine, letting the nun
wal k with Felix Carpio.

The countryside was wild and beautiful, caressed by the

soft fragrance of the sunmer wi nd. They passed old vill ages,
some of them deserted and forlorn, and saw an anci ent
abandoned castle high on a hill.

Anmparo seened to Megan like a wld ani mal —gliding
effortlessly over hills and valleys, never seemng to tire.

When, hours later, Valladolid finally |loonmed up in the
di stance, Jaine called a halt.

He turned to Felix. "Everything is arranged?”
"Yes."

Megan wondered exactly what had been arranged, and found
out very quickly.

"Tomds is instructed to contact us at the bullring."
"What tinme does the bank cl ose?"

"Five o' clock. There will be plenty of tine."

Jai me nodded. "And today there should be a fat payroll."
CGood Lord, they're going to rob a bank, Megan thought.
"What about a car?" Anmparo was aski ng.

"No problem™ Jaine assured her.



They're going to steal one, Megan thought. It was a little
nore excitenent than she had bargained for. God isn't going
to like this.

When the group reached the outskirts of Valladolid, Jaine
war ned, "Stay with the crowds. Today is bullfight day and
there will be thousands of people. Let's not get separated.”

Jainme Mrd6 had been right about the crowds. Megan had

never seen so many people. The streets were swarnmng with
pedestrians and aut onobil es and notorcycles, for the
bul | fi ght had drawn not only tourists but citizens fromall
t he nei ghboring towns. Even the children on the street were
pl aying at bul |l fighting.

Megan was fascinated by the crowds, the noise, and the
bustl e around her. She | ooked into the faces of passersby and

wondered what their lives were |ike. Soon enough |I'l1l be back
in the convent where | won't be allowed to | ook at anyone's
face again. I mght as well take advantage of this while I
can.

The sidewal ks were filled with vendors displ aying
trinkets, religious nedals and crosses, and everywhere was
t he pungent snell of fritters frying in boiling oil.

Megan suddenly realized how hungry she was.

It was Felix who said, "Jainme, we're all hungry. Let's try
some of those fritters.™

Fel i x bought four of them and handed one to Megan. "Try
this, Sister. You'll like it."

It was delicious. For so many of her years, food was neant
not to be enjoyed, but to sustain the body for the glory of

the Lord. This one's for ne, Megan thought irreverently.

"The arena is this way," Jai ne said.



They followed the crowds past the park in the m ddl e of

town to the Plaza Poi nente, which flowed into the Pl aza de
Toros. The arena itself was inside an enornous adobe
structure, three stories high. There were four ticket w ndows
at the entrance. Signs on the left said SO.L, and on the
right, SOVBRA. Sun or shade. There were hundreds of people
standing in the lines waiting to purchase tickets.

"Wait here," Jai ne ordered.

They wat ched hi mas he wal ked over to where half a dozen
scal pers were hawki ng tickets.

Megan turned to Felix. "Are we going to watch a
bul | fi ght?"

"Yes, but don't worry, Sister,"” Felix reassured her. "You

will find it exciting."”

Wrry? Megan was thrilled by the idea. At the orphanage,
one of her fantasies had been that her father had been a
great torero, and Megan had read every book on bullfighting
that she coul d get her hands on.

Felix told her, "The real bullfights are held in Madrid
and Barcelona. The bullfight here will be by novilleros,

i nstead of professionals. They are anmateurs. They have not
been granted the alternativa."

Megan knew that the alternativa was the accol ade given
only to the top-ranked mat adors.

"The ones we w |l see today fight in rented costunes,

I nstead of the gold-encrusted suit of |ights, against bulls
with filed, dangerous horns that the professionals refuse to
fight."

"Why do they do it?"

Fel i x shrugged."El honbre hace mas dano que | os cuernos.
Hunger is nore painful than horns.”

Jaine returned holding four tickets. "W're all set," he



said. "Let's go in."

Megan felt a growi ng sense of excitenent.

As they approached the entrance to the huge arena, they
passed a poster plastered to the wall. Megan stopped and
stared at it.

"Look!"

There was a picture of Jaime Mrd@, and under it:

WANTED FOR MURDER

JAIME M RO

ONE M LLI ON PESETAS REWARD FOR H' S CAPTURE DEAD OR ALI VE.

Suddenly it brought back to Megan the sober realization of
the kind of man she was traveling with, the terrorist who
hel d her life in his hands.

Jai ne was studying the picture. Brazenly he pulled off his
hat and dark gl asses and faced his portrait. "Not a bad

| i keness." He ripped the poster off the wall, folded it, and
put it in his pocket.

"What good will that do?" Anparo said. "They nust have
post ed hundreds of them™

Jaime grinned. "This particular one is going to bring us a
fortune, querida.” He put his hat and gl asses back on.

What a strange remark, Megan thought. She could not help
admring his coolness. There was an air of solid conpetence
about Jaine Mrdé that Megan found reassuring. The soldiers
wi |l never catch him she thought.

"Let's go inside."

There were twel ve wi dely spaced entrances to the buil ding.
The red iron doors had been flung open, each one nunbered.



| nside the entrance there were puestos selling Coca-Cola and
beer, and next to themwere small toilet cubicles. In the

st ands, each section and seat was nunbered. The tiers of
stone benches nade a conplete circle, and in the center was
the | arge arena covered with sand. There were conmmerci al

si gns everywhere: BANCO CENTRAL... BOUTI QUE CALZADCS...
SCHVEPPES... RADI O POPULAR...

Jai me had purchased tickets for the shady side, and as

t hey sat down on the stone benches, Megan | ooked around in
wonder. It was not at all as she had inmagined it. Wen she
was a young girl, she had seen romantic col or photographs of
the bullring in Madrid, huge and el aborate. This was a
makeshift ring. The arena was rapidly filling up with
spect at ors.

A trunpet sounded. The bul |l fight began.

Megan | eaned forward in her seat, her eyes w de. A huge
bull charged into the ring, and a matador stepped out from
behind a snall wooden barrier at the side of the ring and
began to tease the ani mal .

"The picadors will be next," Megan said excitedly.

Jainme Mré | ooked at her in wonder. He had been concerned
that the bullfight would nake her ill and that she would
attract attention to them Instead, she seened to be having a
wonderful tinme. Strange.

A pi cador was approaching the bull, riding a horse covered
with a heavy bl anket. The bull lowered its head and charged
at the horse, and as it buried its horns in the bl anket, the
pi cador drove an eight-foot |ance into the bull's shoul der.

Megan was wat ching, fascinated. "He's doing that to weaken
the bull's neck nuscles,"” she expl ai ned, renenbering the
wel | -1 oved books she had read all those years ago.

Felix Carpio blinked in surprise. "That's right, Sister."

Megan watched as the pairs of colorfully decorated
banderillas were slamrmed into the bull's shoul ders.



Now it was the matador's turn. He stepped into the ring
holding at his side a red cape with a sword inside it. The
bull turned and began to charge.

Megan was getting nore excited. "He will nmake his passes
now," she said. "First the pase veronica, then the
medi a-veroni ca, and | ast the rebolera.”

Jaime could contain his curiosity no |onger. "Sister—
where did you learn all this?"

Wt hout thinking, Megan said, "My father was a
bul | fighter. Watch!"

The action was so swift, Megan could barely followit. The
maddened bul |l kept charging at the matador, and each tine he
neared him the matador swung his red cape to the side and
the bull followed the cape. Megan was concer ned.

"What happens if the bullfighter gets hurt?"

Jai me shrugged. "In a place like this, the town barber
will take himover to the barn and sew himup."

The bull charged again, and this tine the matador |eaped
out of the way. The crowd booed.

Felix Carpio said apologetically, "I amsorry this is not

a better fight, Sister. You should see the great ones. | have
seen Manol ete and el Cordobes and Ordénez. They made

bul | fighting a spectacle never to be forgotten."

"I have read about them"™ Megan sai d.

Fel i x asked, "Have you ever heard the wonderful story
about Manol et e?"

"Whi ch story?"

"At one tinme, the story goes, Mnolete was just another

bul | fighter, no better and no worse than a hundred others. He
was engaged to a beautiful young girl, but one day when

Manol ete was in the ring, a bull gored himin the groin and



t he doctor patched himup and told himthat he would no

| onger be able to have children. Manolete |oved his fiancée
so nmuch that he didn't tell her, because he was afraid she
woul dn't marry him They married and a few nonths | ater she
proudly told Manol ete that she was going to have a baby.

Well, of course he knew that it wasn't his baby, and he |eft
her. The heartbroken girl killed herself. Mnolete reacted

| i ke a madman. He had no nore desire to live, so he went into
the bullring and did things that no matador had ever done
before. He kept risking his life, hoping to be killed, and he
becane the greatest matador in the world. Two years |ater he
fell in love again and married a young |l ady. A few nonths
after the wedding she cane to hi mand proudly announced t hat
she was going to have his baby. And that's when Manol ete

di scovered that the doctor had been wong."

Megan said, "How awful ."

Jai me | aughed aloud. "That's an interesting story. |
wonder if there is any truth to it."

"I would like to think so," Felix said.

Anparo was |istening, her face inpassive. She had watched
Jaine's growing interest in the nun with resentnent. The
sister had better watch her step.

Aproned food vendors were noving up and down the aisles
calling out their wares. One of them approached the row where
Jaime and the others were seated.

"Enpanadas,” he called out. "Enpanadas caliente.”
Jainme raised a hand. "Aqui."

The vendor skillfully tossed a wapped package across the
crowd into Jaine's hands. Jai ne handed ten pesetas to the man
next to himto be passed to the vendor. Megan wat ched as
Jaine | owered the wapped enpanada to his |ap and carefully
opened it. Inside the wapping was a pi ece of paper. He read



it, then read it again, and Megan saw his jaw tighten.

Jaime slipped the paper into his pocket. "W're | eaving,"
he said curtly. "One at a tine." He turned to Anparo. "You
first. W'll neet at the gate."

Wor dl essly, Anparo got up and nmade her way across to the
ai sl e.

Jai me then nodded to Felix, and Felix rose and foll owed

Anpar o.

"What is happeni ng?" Megan asked. "Is sonething wong?"

"We're leaving for Logrono." He rose. "Watch ne, Sister.
If I"mnot stopped, go to the gate.™

Megan wat ched, tense, as Jaine made his way to the aisle
and started toward the exit. No one seened to pay any
attention to him Wen Jaine had di sappeared from sight,
Megan rose and started to | eave. There was a roar fromthe
crowd and she turned to | ook back at the bullring. A young
mat ador was |ying on the ground being gored by the savage

bull. Bl ood was pouring onto the sand. Megan cl osed her eyes
and offered up a silent prayer: Oh, blessed Jesus, have nercy
on this man. He shall not die, but he shall live. The Lord

has chastened himsorely, but he has not given himover to
deat h. Amen. She opened her eyes, turned, and hurried out.

Jai me, Anparo, and Felix were waiting for her at the
entrance.

"Let's nove," Jai ne said.

They started wal ki ng.

"What's wong?" Felix asked Jai ne.
"The sol diers shot Tomas," he said tersely. "He's dead.
And t he police have Rubio. He was stabbed in a bar fight."
Megan crossed herself. "What's happened to Sister Teresa
and Sister Lucia?" she asked anxi ously.



"I don't know about Sister Teresa. Sister Lucia has also

been detained by the police." Jaine turned to the others. "W
have to hurry." He |ooked at his watch. "The bank shoul d be
busy. "

"Jai me, maybe we should wait," Felix suggested. "It's
goi ng to be dangerous for just the two of us to hold up the
bank now. "

Megan |listened to what he was sayi ng and t hought: That
won't stop him She was right.

The three of them were headed for the huge parking | ot
behi nd t he arena. Wien Megan caught up wth them Felix was
exam ning a blue Seat sedan. "This should do," he said.

He funbled with the | ock on the door for a nonent, opened
it, and put his head inside. He crouched down under the
wheel , and a nonent |ater the engine started. "Get in,"
told them

Jai nme

Megan stood there uncertainly. "You're stealing a car?"

"For Christ's sake," Anparo hissed. "Stop acting |like a
nun and get in the car."

The two nmen were in the front seat, with Jaine at the
wheel . Anparo scranbled into the back. "Are you com ng or
not ?" Jai ne demanded. Megan took a deep breath and got into
the car next to Anparo. They started off. She closed her
eyes. Dear Lord, where are You | eading ne?

“If it makes you feel any better, Sister,"” Jaine said,
"we're not stealing this car. W're confiscating it in the
nanme of the Basque arny."

Megan started to say sonething, then stopped. There was
not hi ng she could say that woul d nake hi m change his m nd.
She sat there in silence as Jaine drove toward the center of
t own.

He's going to rob a bank, Megan thought, and in the eyes
of God, I'lIl be as guilty as he is. She crossed herself and



silently began to pray.

The Banco de Bil bao was on the ground floor of a
ni ne-story apartnment building on the Calle de Cervantes at
the Plaza de Circular.

When the car pulled up in front of the building, Jaine
said to Felix, "Keep the engine running. If there's any
trouble, take off and neet the others in Logrono."

Felix stared at himin surprise. "Wat are you talking
about? You're not going in there alone? You can't. The odds
are too great, Jaine. It's too dangerous."

Jai me sl apped himon the shoulder. "If they get hurt, they
get hurt," he said with a grin. He stepped out of the car.

They wat ched as Jaine wal ked into a | eat her-goods shop
several doors down fromthe bank. A few mnutes |ater he
energed carrying an attaché case. He nodded to the group in
the car and entered the bank.

Megan coul d hardly breathe. She began to pray:

Prayer is a calling.

Prayer is a |istening.

Prayer is a dwelling.

Prayer is a presence.

Prayer is a |lanmp aflanme with Jesus.

| amcalmand filled with peace.
She was not calmand filled wth peace.

Jaime Mro wal ked through the two sets of doors that |ed

to the marble | obby of the bank. Inside the entrance, nounted
high on the wall, he noted a security canera. He gave it a
casual gl ance, then | ooked the roomover. Behind the counters
a staircase led to a second floor, where bank officers were



wor ki ng at desks. It was near closing tinme and the bank was
filled with custoners eager to finish transacting their

busi ness. There were |lines of people in front of the three
tellers' cages, and Jaine noticed that several of the
custonmers were carrying packages. He stepped into a Iine and
patiently waited his turn.

When he reached the teller's cage, he smled pleasantly
and said, "Buenas tardes."

"' Buenas tardes, senor. \Wat can we do for you today?"

Jai ne | eaned agai nst the wi ndow and pull ed out the fol ded
want ed poster. He handed it to the teller. "Wuld you take a
| ook at this, please?"

The teller smled. "Certainly, senor.."

He unfolded it, and when he saw what it was, his eyes
w dened. He | ooked up at Jaine, and panic was in his eyes.

"It's a nice likeness, isn't it?" Jaine said softly. "As
you can tell fromthat, | have killed many people, so one
nore really won't nake a difference to ne. Do | make nyself
under st ood?"

"P-perfectly, senor. P-perfectly. | have a famly. | beg
of you—

"I respect famlies, so |l will tell you what I want you to
do to save your children's father." Jaine pushed the attaché
case toward the teller. "I want you to fill this for ne. |
want you to do it quickly and quietly. If you truly believe
that the noney is nore inportant than your life, then go
ahead and raise the alarm™

The tell er shook his head. "No, no, no.

He began to pull noney out of the cash drawer and stuff it
into the attaché case. H s hands were trenbling.

When the attaché case was full, the teller said, "There
you are, senor. |I—+ promse youl won't raise any alarm™



"That's very wise of you," Jaine said. "I'll tell you why,
am go." He turned around and pointed to a m ddl e-aged wonman
standi ng near the end of the line carrying a package w apped
in brown paper. "Do you see that woman? She is one of us.
There is a bonb in that package. If the alarm should sound,
she will set off the bonb in-stantly.”

The teller turned even paler. "No, please!"

"You wll wait until ten mnutes after she | eaves the bank
bef ore you nmake a nove," Jai ne war ned.

"On ny children's life," the teller whispered.
"Buenos tardes."

Jai ne took the attaché case and noved toward the door. He
felt the teller's eyes riveted on him

He st opped beside the woman with the package.
"I must conplinent you," Jainme said. "That is a nost
becom ng dress you are wearing."

She bl ushed. "Wy thank you, senor—gracias."
"De nada."

Jainme turned to nod to the teller, then strolled out of
the bank. It would be at |least fifteen m nutes before the
woman fini shed her business and left. By that tinme, he and
the others woul d be | ong gone.

As Jai me cane out of the bank and wal ked toward the car,
Megan al nost fainted with relief.

Felix Carpio grinned. "The bastard got away with it." He
turned to Megan. "I beg your pardon, Sister.”

Megan had never been so glad to see anyone in her life. He
did it, she thought. And all by hinself. WAit until | tell
the sisters what happened. And then she renenbered. She could
never tell this to anyone. When she went back to the convent,
there would be only silence for the rest of her life. It gave



her an odd feeling.

Jainme said to Felix, "Mve over, amgo. I'Il drive." He
tossed the attaché case into the backseat.

"Everything went wel | ?" Anparo asked.

Jai ne | aughed. "Couldn't have gone better. | nust renenber
to thank Col onel Acoca for his calling card."

The car started down the street. At the first corner,

Call e de Tudela, Jaine made a left turn. Suddenly, appearing
out of nowhere, a policeman noved in front of the car and
hel d out a hand signaling himto stop. Jaine stepped on the
brake. Megan's heart began to pound.

The policeman wal ked over to the car.
Jaime asked calmy, "What's the problem O ficer?"

"The problem senor, is that you are driving the wong way
down a one-way street. Unless you can prove you are legally
blind, you are in trouble.” He pointed to the sign at the
entrance. "The street is clearly marked. Motorists are
expected to respect a sign like that. That is the reason it
has been placed there."

Jai me sai d apol ogetically, "A thousand pardons. My friends
and | were in such a serious discussion that | did not see
the sign."

The policeman was |eaning into the driver's w ndow. He was
studyi ng Jai ne, a puzzled expression on his face.

"You wi Il be so good as to |let ne see your registration,
pl ease. "
"Of course," Jaine said.

He reached down for the revol ver that was under his
j acket. Felix was ready to spring into action. Megan held her
br eat h.



Jaine pretended to be searching his pockets. "I know
have it here sonewhere."

At that nonent from across the plaza cane a | oud scream

and the policeman turned to | ook. A man on the street corner
was beating a woman, hitting her about the head and shoul ders
with his fists.

"Hel p!'" she cried. "Help ne! He's killing ne!"

The policeman hesitated for only an instant. "Wait here,"
he conmanded.

He raced back down the street toward the nan and woman.

Jainme put the car in gear and sl amred down on the

accel erator. The car shot down the one-way street, scattering
traffic headed toward them horns angrily blaring at them
When they reached the corner, Jaine nmade another turn toward
the bridge that |l ed out of town on the Aveni da Sanchez de

Arj ona.

Megan | ooked at Jainme and crossed herself. She coul d
hardl y breat he.

"Woul d you—woul d you have killed the policeman if that man
had not attacked the woman?"

Jaime did not bother to answer.

"The woman wasn't being attacked, Sister," Felix
expl ai ned. "Those were our people. W are not alone. W have
many friends."

Jaine's face was grim "We're going to have to get rid of
this car.”

They were |l eaving the outskirts of Valladolid. Jaine
turned onto N620, the highway to Burgos, on the way to
Logrono. He was careful to stay within the speed limt.
"We'll get rid of the car as soon as we get past Burgos,"
he announced.



| can't believe this is happening to ne, Megan thought. |
escaped fromthe convent, |I'mrunning away fromthe arny, and
I"'mriding in a stolen car with terrorists who just robbed a
bank. Lord, what else do You have in mnd for ne?

CHAPTER THI RTY ONE

Col onel Randbn Acoca and half a dozen nenbers of the GCE
were in the mddle of a strategy neeting. They were studying
a large map of the countryside.

The scarred giant said, "It's obvious that Mrdé is heading
north toward Basque country."

"That coul d nean Burgos, Vitoria, Logrono, Panplona, or
San Sebastian.”

San Sebastian, Acoca thought. But | have to catch him
bef ore he reaches there.

He coul d hear the voice on the phone: You're running out
of tinme. He could not afford to fail

They were driving through the rolling hills that heral ded
t he approach to Burgos.

Jai me was qui et behind the wheel. Wien he finally spoke,
he said, "Felix, when we get to San Sebastian, | want to make

arrangenents to get Rubio away fromthe police."

Felix nodded. "It will be a pleasure. It will drive them
crazy."

Megan said, "What about Sister Lucia?"

"What ?"



"Didn't you say that she had been captured too?"

Jainme said wyly, "Yes, but your Sister Lucia turned out
to be a crimnal wanted by the police for murder."

The news shook Megan. She renenbered how Luci a had taken
charge and persuaded themto hide in the hills. She |iked
Si ster Luci a.

She said stubbornly, "As long as you're going to rescue
Rubi o, you shoul d save them both."

What the devil kind of nun is this? Jai ne wonder ed.

But she was right. Snuggling Rubio and Lucia out from
under the nose of the police would be wonderful propaganda
and woul d nmake headl i nes.

Anparo had sunk into a sullen silence.

Suddenly, in the distance on the road ahead of them were
three arnmy trucks filled with soldiers.

"We'd better get off this road,"” Jaine decided.

At the next intersection he turned off the highway and
headed east.

"Santo Domi ngo de |la Calzada is up ahead. There's an old
deserted castle there. W can spend the night init."

Before long they could see its outline fromthe distance,
high on a hill. Jainme took a side road, avoiding the town,
and the castle |loonmed |arger and | arger as they approached
it. Afew hundred yards fromit was a | ake.

Jai ne stopped the car. "Everybody out, please.”

When they were all out of the car, Jainme pointed the
steering wheel down the hill toward the | ake, jamred the
accel erator down, released the hand brake, and junped cl ear.
They stood there watching as the car di sappeared into the
wat er .



Megan was about to ask himhow they were going to get to
Logrono. She stopped herself. Foolish question. He will steal
anot her car, of course.

The group turned to exam ne the abandoned castle. There
was a huge stone wall circling it, and it had crunbling
turrets on each corner.

“In the old days," Felix told Megan, "princes used these
castles as prisons for their enemes.”

And Jaine is an eneny of the state, and if he is caught,
there will be no prison for him Only death, Megan thought.
He has no fear. She renmenbered his words: | have faith in
what I'mfighting for. | have faith in ny nmen, and in ny
guns.

They wal ked up the stone steps that led to the front gate,

whi ch was nade of iron. It had rusted away so badly that they
were able to push it open and squeeze through into a
courtyard paved in stone.

The inside of the castle seened enornmous to Megan. There

wer e narrow passageways and roons everywhere, and facing the
outside were gunports, fromwhich the defenders of the castle
coul d repel attackers.

Stone steps led to a second floor, where there was anot her
claustro, an inner patio. The stone steps narrowed as they
wal ked up to a third floor, and then a fourth. The castle was
desert ed.

"Well, at least there are plenty of places to sleep here.™

Jainme said. "Felix and | will go forage for food. Pick out
your roons."

The two nen started downstairs again.
Amparo turned to Megan. "Cone on, Sister."
They wal ked down the hall and the roons all |ooked alike

to Megan. They were enpty stone cubicles, cold and austere,
sone | arger than others.



Anmparo picked out the largest. "Jainme and | will sleep
here." She | ooked at Megan and asked slyly, "Wuld you like
to sleep with Felix?"

Megan | ooked at her and sai d not hi ng.

"Or perhaps you'd rather sleep with Jaine." Arnparo
st epped closer to Megan. "Don't get any ideas, Sister. He's
much too nmuch man for you."

"You don't have to concern yourself. I'mnot interested."”
And even as she said it, Megan wondered whether Jaine Mré
was much too nuch man for her

Wien Jainme and Felix returned to the castle an hour |ater,
Jaime was clutching two rabbits and Felix was carrying
firewood. Felix bolted the front door behind them Megan

wat ched as the nen nmade a fire in the large fireplace. Jaine
ski nned and cooked the rabbits on a spit over the fire.

"Sorry we can't offer you ladies a real feast," Felix
said, "but we'll eat well in Logrono. Meanwhil e—enjoy."

When they had finished their neager neal, Jaine said,

"Let's get to sleep. | want to get an early start in the
nor ni ng. "

Anparo said to Jainme, "Cone, querido. | have our bedroom
pi cked out."

"Bueno. Let's go."
Megan wat ched them go upstairs, hand in hand.
Felix turned to Megan. "Do you have your bedroom Sister?"

"Yes, thank you."



"All right, then."

Megan and Felix wal ked up the stairs together.

"Good night," Megan said.

He handed Megan a sl eepi ng bag. " Good night, Sister.”

Megan wanted to ask Felix about Jai ne, but she hesitat ed.
Jaime m ght think she was prying, and for some reason, Megan
wanted very nmuch for himto have a good opi nion of her.
That's really odd, Megan thought. He's a terrorist, a

mur derer, a bank robber, and heaven only knows what el se, and
|"mworried about whether the man thinks well of ne.

But even as Megan thought it, she knew that there was

another side to it. He's a freedomfighter. He robs banks to
finance his cause. He risks his life for what he believes in.
He's a brave man.

As Megan passed their bedroom she heard Jai me and Anmparo
I nsi de | aughing. She wal ked into the small, bare room where
she was to sleep and knelt on the cold stone floor. "Dear

God, forgive ne for— Forgive ne for what? Wat have | done!

For the first tinme in her life, Megan was unable to pray.
Was God up there |istening?

She craw ed into the sl eeping bag Felix had given her, but
sl eep was as renote as the cold stars she coul d see through
t he narrow w ndow.

What am | doi ng here! Megan wondered. Her thoughts drifted
back to the convent...the orphanage. And before the orphanage?
Wy was | left there? | don't really believe that ny father
was a brave soldier or a great bullfighter. But wouldn't it
be wonderful to know It was al nost dawn before Megan drifted
off to sl eep.

At the prison in Aranda de Duero, Lucia Carm ne was a



celebrity.

"You're a big fish in our little pond," the guard told
her."The Italian governnent is sending soneone to escort you
home. 1'd Iike to escort you to ny house, puta bonita. Wat
bad thing did you do?"

"I cut off a man's balls for calling ne puta bonita. Tel
me—how is ny friend?"

"He's going to live."
Lucia said a silent prayer of gratitude. She | ooked around

the stone walls of her grim gray cell and thought: How the
hell do I get out of here!

CHAPTER THI RTY TWO

The report of the bank robbery was handl ed t hrough regul ar
police channels, and it was not until two hours after the
robbery occurred that a police |ieutenant notified Col onel
Acoca about it.

An hour | ater, Acoca was in Valladolid. He was furious at
t he del ay.

"Why wasn't | inforned inmediatel y?"

"I msorry, Colonel, but it never occurred to us that—=

"You had himin your hands and you | et himget away!"

"It wasn't our—

"Send in the bank teller."

The teller was filled with a sense of self-inportance. "It
was my wi ndow he canme to. | could tell he was a killer by the

| ook in his eye. He—=*

"There is no doubt in your mnd that the man who held you
up was Jaine Mré?"



"None. He even showed ne a wanted poster of hinself. It
was—

"Did he come into the bank al one?"

"Yes. He pointed to a woman in the |ine and he said she
was a menber of his gang, but after Mro left | recognized
her. She's a secretary who's a regul ar custoner and—

Col onel Acoca said inpatiently, "Wen Mro6 left, did you
see in which direction he went?"

"Qut the front door."

The interviewwth the traffic policenman was no nore
hel pful .

"There were four of themin the car, Colonel. Jaine Mréd
and anot her man and two wonen in the back."

“I'n what direction were they headed?"

The policeman hesitated. "They could have gone in any
direction, sir, once they got off the one-way street." H's
face brightened. "I can describe the car, though."

Col onel Acoca shook his head in disgust. "Don't bother."

She was dream ng, and in her dreamthere were the voices
of a nob, and they were comng for her to burn her at the
stake for robbing a bank. It wasn't for ne. It was for the
cause. The voices grew | ouder.

Megan opened her eyes and sat up, staring at the
unfam liar castle walls. The sound of voices was real. It was
com ng from out si de.

Megan rose and hurried over to the narrow wi ndow. Directly
below, in front of the castle, was an encanpnent of sol diers.



She was filled wth a sudden panic. They've caught us. | have
to find Jaine.

She hurried to the room where he and Anparo had sl ept and
| ooked inside. It was enpty. She ran down the steps to the
reception hall on the main floor. Jainme and Anparo were
standi ng near the bolted front door, whispering.

Felix ran up to them "I checked the back. There's no
ot her way out of here."

"What about the back w ndows?"
"Too small. The only way out is through the front door."
Were the soldiers are, Megan thought. W' re trapped.

Jaine was saying, "It's just our dammed bad | uck that they
pi cked this place to canp."

"What are we going to do?" Anmparo whi spered.

"There's nothing we can do. W'll have to stay here until
they leave. If—=

And at that nonent there was a | oud knock at the front
door. An authoritative voice called out, "Open up in there."

Jai me and Fel i x exchanged a qui ck | ook, and w thout a word
drew t heir guns.

The voice called out again,"W know there's sonmeone in
there. Open up."

Jainme said to Anparo and Megan, "Get out of the way."
It's hopel ess, Megan thought as Anparo noved behi nd Jai ne
and Felix. There nust be two dozen arned soldiers out there.

W haven't got a chance.

Before the others could stop her, Megan noved swiftly to
the front door and opened it.



"Thank the Lord you've cone!" Megan excl ai ned. "You nust
help ne."

CHAPTER THI RTY THREE

The army officer stared at Megan. "Who are you? \Wat are

you doing in there? |I'm Captain Rodriguez, and we're | ooking
for—=

"You're just in time, Captain." She grabbed his arm "M

two little sons have typhoid fever, and | have to get themto
a doctor. You nust cone in and help me with them™

"Typhoid fever?"

"Yes." Megan was pulling on his arm "It is terrible. They
are burning up. They are covered with sores and are very
sick. Bring your nen in and help ne carry themout to—
"Senora! You nust be mad. That is highly contagious."

"Never m nd that. They need your help. They nmay be dying."
She was pulling on his arm

"Let go of ne."

"You can't leave ne. What will | do?"

"Get back inside and stay there until we can notify the
police to send an anbul ance or a doctor."

" But —=
"That's an order, senora. Get inside."
He call ed out, "Sergeant, we're noving out of here.”

Megan cl osed the front door and | eaned against it,
dr ai ned.



Jaime was staring at her in stunned amazenent. "My Cod,
that was brilliant. Were did you learn to lie |like that?"

Megan turned to himand sighed. "When | was in the
or phanage, we had to learn to defend ourselves. | hope God

will forgive ne."

"I wwsh | could have seen the | ook on that captain's

face." Jainme burst into |aughter. "Typhoid fever! Jesus
Christ!" He saw the | ook on Megan's face. "I beg your pardon,
Sister."

From out side they could hear the sounds of the soldiers
packing their tents and novi ng out.

When the troops had departed, Jaine said, "The police wll
be here soon. Anyway, we have an appoi ntnent in Logrono."

Fifteen mnutes after the soldiers had departed, Jaine
said, "It should be safe to | eave now." He turned to Feli x.
"See what you can pick up in town. Preferably a sedan."”

Felix grinned. "No problem™

Hal f an hour later they were in a beat-up gray sedan
headi ng east.

To Megan's surprise, she was seated next to Jaine. Felix

and Anparo were in the backseat. Jainme gl anced at Megan, a
grin on his face.

"Typhoid fever," he said, and burst out |aughing.
Megan smiled. "He did seem eager to get away, didn't he?"

"Did you say you were in an orphanage, Sister?"

n YeS. n



"\Wher e?"

"In Avila."

"You don't | ook Spanish."
"So |'ve been told."

"It nmust have been hell for you in the orphanage.™

She was startled by the unexpected concern. "It could have
been," she said. "But it wasn't."” | wouldn't let it be, she
t hought .

"Do you have any idea who your parents were?"

Megan recal l ed her fantasies. "Ch, yes. My father was a
brave Englishman who drove an anbul ance for the Loyalists in
the Spanish Civil War. My nother was killed in the fighting
and | was left on the doorstep of a farmhouse." Megan
shrugged. "Or ny father was a foreign prince who had an
affair with a peasant girl and abandoned nme to avoid a
scandal . "

Jai me gl anced at her, saying nothing.

"I == she stopped abruptly. "I don't know who ny parents
were."

They drove on in silence for a while.

"How | ong were you behind the walls of the convent?"

"About fifteen years."

Jai me was astonished. "Jesus!" Hastily he added, "I beg
your pardon, Sister. But it's like talking to sonmeone from

anot her planet. You have no idea what's happened in the world
in the past fifteen years."

“I"'msure that whatever changed is only tenporary. It wll
change again."



"Do you still want to go back to a convent?"
The question took Megan by surprise.
"OF course.”

"Why?" Jai ne nade a sweeping gesture. "I nmean—there is so
much that you nust mss behind the walls. Here we have nusic
and poetry. Spain gave the world Cervantes and Pi casso,
Lorca, Pizarro, de Soto, Cortés. This is a mmgical country.”

There was a surprising nellowess about this man, a soft
fire.

Unexpectedly, Jainme said, "I'msorry for wanting to desert
you earlier, Sister. It was nothing personal. | have had bad
experi ences with your Church.”

"That is difficult to believe."

"Believe it." His voice was bitter.

In his mnd s eye he could see the buil dings and statues
and streets of Guernica exploding in showers of death. He
could still hear the screans of the bonbs mingling with the
screans of the helpless victins being torn apart. The only
pl ace of sanctuary was the church.

The priests have | ocked the church. They won't let us in.

And the deadly hail of bullets that had nurdered his
not her and father and sisters. No. Not the bullets, Jaine
t hought. The Church.

"Your Church stood behind Franco and al | owed unspeakabl e
things to be done to innocent civilians."

"I msure the Church protested," Megan sai d.

“"No. It wasn't until nuns were being raped by his

Fal angi sts and priests were being nmurdered and churches were
bei ng burned that finally the pope broke with Franco. But
that didn't bring ny nother or father or sisters back to
life."



The passion in his voice was frightening.
“I" msorry. But that was |ong ago. The war is over."

"No. Not for us it isn't. The governnment will still not

permt us to fly the Basque flag or cel ebrate our national
hol i days or speak our own | anguage. No, Sister. W're still
bei ng oppressed. W'll keep on fighting until we gain our

I ndependence. There are half a mllion Basques in Spain and a
hundred fifty thousand nore in France. W want our

I ndependence—but your God is too busy to help us.”

Megan said earnestly, "God cannot take sides, for He is in
all of us. W are all a part of Hm and when we try to
destroy Hm we destroy ourselves."

To Megan's surprise, Jainme smled. "W are a |ot alike,
you and |, Sister."

"We are?"

"We may believe in different things, but we believe with a
passi on. Most people go through life wi thout caring deeply
about anything. You devote your life to God; | devote ny life
to ny cause. W care."

And Megan thought: Do | care enough? And if | do, why am|l
enjoying being with this man? | should be thinking only of
returning to a convent. There was a power in Jaine Mro that
was |ike a magnet. |Is he |ike Manolete? Risking his life

t aki ng daring chances because he has nothing to | ose?

"What will they do to you if the soldiers catch you?"
Megan asked.

"Execute ne." He said it so matter-of-factly that for a
noment Megan t hought she had m sunder st ood.
“"Aren't you afraid?"

"OfF course I'"'mafraid. We're all afraid. None of us wants
to die, Sister. W'll neet your God soon enough. W don't



want to rush it."
"Have you done such terrible things?"

"That depends on your point of view The difference

between a patriot and a rebel depends on who is in power at
the monent. The governnment calls us terrorists. W cal

oursel ves freedom fighters. Jean Jacques Rousseau said that
freedomis the power to choose our own chains. | want that
freedom" He studied her a nonent. "But you don't have to
concern yourself with any of these things, do you? Once
you're back in the convent, you'll no |longer be interested in
the worl d outside."

WAs that true? Being out in the world again had turned her
|ife upside down. Had she given up her freedon? There was so
much she wanted to know, so nuch she had to |learn. She felt
like an artist with a blank canvas about to start sketching a
new life. If I go back to a convent, she thought, I will be
shut away fromlife again. And even as she thought it, Megan
was appalled by the word if. When | go back, she corrected
hersel f hastily. O course |I'm going back. | have nowhere

el se to go.

They canped that night in the woods.

Jaine said, "We're about thirty mles from Logrono and we
aren't supposed to neet the others for two days. It wll be
safer for us to stay on the nove until then. So tonorrow we
will head toward Vitoria. The next day we'll go into Logrono
and just a few hours after that, Sister, you'll be at the
convent in Mendavia."

Forever. "WIIl you be all right?" Megan asked.

"Are you worried about ny soul, Sister, or ny body?"

Megan found hersel f bl ushing.

"Nothing wll happen to ne. |'lIl cross the border into



France for a while."

“I wll pray for you," Megan told him
"Thank you," he said gravely. "I will think of you praying
for me and it wll nake ne feel safer. Get sone sleep now "

As Megan turned to |lie down, she saw Anparo staring at her
fromthe far end of the clearing. There was a | ook of naked
hatred on her face.

No one takes ny man from ne. No one.

CHAPTER THI RTY FOUR

Early the foll owi ng norning, they reached the outskirts of

Nancl ares, a small village west of Vitoria. They cane to a
filling station wth a garage, where a nmechani c was wor ki ng
on a car. Jainme pulled into the garage.

"Buenos dias," the nechanic said. "Wat is the probl en?"

“I'f I knew," Jainme replied, "I would fix it nmyself and
charge for it. This car is as useless as a nule. It sputters
| i ke an old woman and has no energy."

"It sounds like my wife," the nechanic grinned. "I think
you may have a carburetor problem senor."

Jai ne shrugged. "I know nothing about cars. Al | knowis
that | have a very inportant appointnment in Madrid tonorrow.

Can you have it fixed by this afternoon?”

The nmechanic said, "I have two jobs ahead of you, senor,

but— He let the rest of the sentence hang in the air.
“I will be glad to pay you double."

The nmechanic's face brightened. "WII| two o' clock be al
ri ght?"

"Wonderful. We'Il get sonething to eat and cone back at



t wo.

Jainme turned to the others, who had been listening to the
conversation in amazenent. "We're in luck," Jaine said. "This
man is going to fix the car for us. Let's go eat."

They got out of the car and foll owed Jai me down the
street.

"Two o' clock," the nechani c said.

"Two o' cl ock."

When they were out of earshot, Felix said, "What are you
doi ng? There's nothing wong with the car."

Except that by now the police will be |looking for it,
Megan thought. But they'll be | ooking on the road, not in a
garage. It's a clever way to get rid of it.

"By two o' clock we'll be gone, won't we?" Megan asked.

Jai me | ooked at her and grinned. "I have to nmake a phone
call. Wait here.™

Anmparo took Jaine's arm "I'lIl go wth you."
Megan and Felix watched them wal k of f.

Feli x | ooked at Megan and said, "You and Jaine are getting
al ong well, yes?"

"Yes." She suddenly felt shy.

"He is not an easy man to know. But he is a man of great
honor and great bravery. He is a very caring man. There is no
one like him Did 1l tell you how he saved ny life, Sister?"

"No. | would like to hear."

"A few nonths ago the governnment executed six freedom
fighters. In revenge, Jaine decided to blow up the dam at
Puente | a Reina, south of Panplona. The town bel ow was
headquarters for the arny. W noved in at night, but soneone



ti pped off the GOE, and Acoca's nen caught three of us. W
were sentenced to die. It would have taken an arny to storm
our prison, but Jaine figured out a way. He set the bulls

| oose in Panplona, and in the confusion got two of us away.
The third one was beaten to death by Acoca's nen. Yes,
Sister, Jaime Mré6 is very special."

When Jaime and Anparo returned, Felix asked, "Wat is
happeni ng?"

"Friends are picking us up. W'll have a ride into
Vitoria."

Hal f an hour later, a truck appeared. The back of it was
covered by canvas.

"Wel cone,” the driver said cheerfully. "Hop in."

"Thank you, am go."

"It's a pleasure to be of assistance to you, senor. It's

good that you called. The damed sol diers are swarm ng around
like fleas. It is not safe for you and your friends to be out
in the open.™

They clinbed into the back of the truck, and the huge
vehi cl e headed nort heast.

"Where will you be staying?" the driver asked.
"Wth friends," Jaine said.

And Megan thought: He doesn't trust anyone. Not even

someone who is helping him But how can he? Hs life is in
danger. And she thought of howterrible it nust be for Jaine
to be living under that shadow, running fromthe police and
the army. And all because he believed in an ideal so nuch
that he was willing to die for it. Wiat was it he had sai d?
The difference between a patriot and a rebel depends on who
Is in power at the nonent.

The ride was a pl easant one. The thin canvas cover offered
security, and Megan realized how nmuch fear she had felt when
they were out in the open fields, know ng that they were all



bei ng hunted. And Jaine lives with that tension constantly.
How strong he is.

She and Jai ne tal ked, and the conversation fl owed easily,
as though they had known each other forever. Anmparo Jirén sat
listening to them saying nothing, her face inpassive.

"When | was a boy," Jaine told Megan, "I wanted to be an
astrononer."

Megan was curious. "Wiat nade you—=?"

"I had seen ny nother and father and sisters shot down,

and friends nurdered, and | couldn't face what was happeni ng
here on this bloody earth. The stars were an escape. They
were mllions of Iight years away, and | used to dream of
going to themone day and getting away fromthis awf ul

pl anet . "

She was watching him silent.

"But there is no escape, is there? In the end, we all have
to face up to our responsibilities. So | cane back down to
earth. | used to believe that one person could not nmake a
difference. But | know now that that is not true. Jesus nade
a difference, and Mohamed and Gandhi and Ei nstein and

Churchill."” He smled wyly. "Don't m sunderstand, Sister.
"' mnot conparing nyself to any of them But in ny small way,
| do what | can. | think we nust all do what we can.”

And Megan wondered whether his words were neant to have a
speci al nmeaning for her.

"When | got the stars out of nmy eyes, | studied to be an
engineer. | learned to build buildings. Now I blow them up.
And the irony is that sonme of the buildings I've blown up are
ones that |'ve built."

They reached Vitoria at dusk.

"Where shall | take you?" the truck driver asked.

"You can drop us off here, at the corner, am go."



The truck driver nodded. "R ght. Keep up the good fight."

Jai me hel ped Megan down fromthe truck. Anparo watched,

her eyes bl azing. She allowed her man to touch no ot her
wonman. She's a whore, Anparo thought. And Jainme is horny for
that bitch of a nun. Well, that won't last. He wll soon find
that her mlk is thin. He needs a real wonman.

The group took to the side streets, keeping a wary eye out
for trouble. Twenty mnutes later, they arrived at a
one-story house nestled in a narrow street and surrounded by
a high fence.

"This is it," Jaine said. "W will stay here tonight and
| eave tonorrow when it is dark."

They entered through the front gate and went to the door.
It took Jaime but a nonent to slip the | ock, and they all
went i nside.

"Whose house is this?" Megan asked.

"You ask too many questions,"” Anmparo said. "Just be
grateful we've kept you alive."

Jai me | ooked at Anparo a nonent. "She's proved her right

to ask questions.” He turned to Megan. "It's the house of a
friend. You're in Basque country now. From here on our
journey will be easier. There will be conrades everywhere,
wat chi ng and protecting us. You'll be at the convent the day
after tonorrow. "

And Megan felt a small chill that was al nbst a sorrow.
What is the matter with ne! she wondered. O course | want to
go back. Forgive ne, Lord. | asked that You bring ne hone to

Your safety, and You are.

""" mstarved," Felix said. "Let's check out the kitchen."
It was conpl etely stocked.

Jainme said, "He left plenty of food for us. I will make us

a wonderful dinner." He smled at Megan. "I think we deserve
It, don't you?"



Megan said, "I didn't know nmen cooked."

Fel i x | aughed. "Basque nen take pride in their cooking.
You are in for a treat. You wll see.”

Handi ng Jai ne the ingredients he asked for, they watched
as he prepared a piperade of fresh roasted green peppers,
sliced white onions, tomatoes, eggs, and ham saut eed

t oget her.

As it started to cook, Megan said, "It snells delicious."

"Ah, that's just the appetizer. |I'mgoing to nake a fanous
Basque di sh for you—polio al chilindron.”

He didn't say "for us," Anparo noted. He said, "for you."
For the bitch

Jaime cut chicken into strips, sprinkled salt and pepper
over them and browned themin hot oil while in a separate
pan he started to cook onions, garlic, and tomatoes. "W'l|
let it simmer for half an hour."

Felix had found a bottle of red wne. He passed out
gl asses. "The red wine of La Rioja. You will like this." He
offered a glass to Megan. "Sister?"

The last tinme Megan had tasted w ne had been at conmuni on.
"Thank you," she sai d.

Slowy she raised the glass to her lips and took a sip. It
was delicious. She took another sip and she could feel a
war mt h novi ng down her body. It felt wonderful. | must enjoy
all this while I can, Megan thought. It will be over soon.
During dinner, Jaine seened unusually preoccupi ed.

"What's troubling you, am go?" Felix asked.

Jainme hesitated. "W have a traitor in the novenent."

There was a shocked sil ence.



"What —what nmakes you think that?" Felix demanded.

"Acoca. He keeps getting too close to us."

Fel i x shrugged. "He's the fox and we're the rabbits."

"It's something nore than that."

"What do you nean?" Anparo asked.

"When we were going to blow up the damat Puente |a Reina,
Acoca was tipped off." He |ooked at Felix. "He set a trap and
caught you and R cardo and Zanora. |f | hadn't been del ayed,

| woul d have been captured with you. And | ook what happened

at the parador."

"You heard the clerk tel ephoning the police,"” Anparo
poi nted out.

Jai me nodded. "Right. Because | had a feeling that
sonet hi ng was wong. "

Amparo's face was sonber. "Who do you think it is?"

Jai me shook his head. "lI'mnot sure. Soneone who knows al
our plans.”
"Then let's change our plans,"” Anparo said. "We'll neet

the others at Logrono and skip Mendavi a."

Jai ne gl anced at Megan. "W can't do that. W have to get
the sisters to their convent."

Megan | ooked at himand thought: He's already done enough

for me. | nmustn't put himin greater danger than he's already
I n.
"Jaine, | can—

But he knew what she was going to say. "Don't worry,
Megan. We're all going to get there safely.”

He's changed, Anparo thought. In the begi nning he want ed



nothing to do with any of them Now he's willing to risk his
life for her. And he calls her Megan. It's no |onger Sister.

Jaime was going on. "There are at |l east fifteen people who
know our plans.™

"We have to find out which one it is," Anparo insisted.

"How do we do that?" Felix asked. He was nervously picking
at the edges of the tablecl oth.

Jaime said, "Paco is in Madrid doi ng sone checking for ne.
|'ve arranged for himto tel ephone ne here." He | ooked at
Felix for a nmonent, then | ooked away.

What he had not said was that no nore than half a dozen
peopl e knew the exact route that the three groups were
taking. It was true that Felix Carpio had been inprisoned by
Acoca. It was also true that that woul d have provided a
perfect alibi for Felix. At the propitious nonent, an escape
coul d have been planned for him Except that | got him out
first, Jainme thought. Paco is checking on him | hope he
calls soon

Anparo rose and turned to Megan. "Help ne with the

di shes. "

The two wonen began to clear the table and the nen went
into the living room

"The nun—she's holding up well," Felix said.

n Yes. n

"You like her, don't you?"

Jaime found it difficult to look at Felix. "Yes. | like
her." And you would betray her along with the rest of us.

"What about you and Anmparo?”

"We're cut fromthe sane cloth. She believes in the cause
as much as | do. Her entire famly was killed by Franco's



Fal angi sts."” Jaine rose and stretched. "Tinme to turn in."
"I don't think I"'mgoing to be able to sleep tonight. Are
you certain there's a spy?"

Jaime | ooked at himand said, "I'mcertain."”

When Jai ne canme downstairs for breakfast in the norning,
Megan did not recognize him Hi s face had been darkened, he
was wearing a wg and a noustache, and he was dressed in
scruffy clothes. He | ooked ten years ol der.

"Good norning," he said. H's voice conmng out of that body
startled her.

"Where did you—=2"

"This is a house | use fromtine to tine. | keep an
assortnent of things here that | need.”

He said it casually, but it gave Megan a sudden insight

into the kind of life he I ed. How many ot her houses and

di sgui ses did he need to stay alive? How many ot her close
calls had he had that she knew not hi ng about? She renenbered
the ruthl essness of the nen who had attacked the convent and
t hought: If they catch Jaine, they'll show himno nercy. |

wi sh | knew how to protect him

Megan's mnd was filled with thoughts she had no right to
be t hi nki ng.

Anmpar o prepared breakfast: bacal ao—steaned, salted
codfish—goat's mlk, cheese, and thick, hot chocolate with

churros.

As they were eating, Felix asked, "How | ong are we goi ng
to stay here?"

Jaine replied casually, "W'll |eave when it gets dark."



But he had no intention of letting Felix use that
I nfor mati on.

"l have sonme errands to do," he told Felix. "I'll need
your help."

"Right."

Jainme called Anparo aside. "Wen Paco calls, tell himl'l]
be back shortly. Take a nessage."

She nodded. "Be careful."”

"Don't worry." He turned to Megan. "Your |ast day.

Tonorrow you' Il be at the convent. You nust be eager to get
t here. "

She | ooked at hima long nonent. "Yes." Not eager, Megan
t hought. Anxious. | wish | weren't anxious. |'mgoing to shut
nyself away fromthis, but for the rest of my life |I'm going
to wonder what happened to Jaine and Felix and the others.

Megan stood there watching as Jaine and Felix |left. She
sensed a tension between the two nen that she did not

under st and.

Anmpar o was studyi ng her, and Megan renenbered her words:
Jainme is nmuch too nmuch man for you

Amparo said curtly, "Make up the beds. 1'Il prepare
| unch. "
"Al right."

Megan went toward the bedroons. Anparo stood there
wat chi ng her, then wal ked into the kitchen.

For the next hour, Megan worked, busily concentrating on
cl eani ng and dusting and polishing, trying not to think,

trying to keep her mnd off what was bothering her.

| must put himout of ny mnd, she thought.



It was inpossible. He was |ike a force of nature, taking
over everything in his path.

She pol i shed harder.

When Jaine and Felix returned, Anparo was waiting for them
at the door. Felix | ooked pale.

"I"'mnot feeling too well. | think "Il lie down for a
bit."

They wat ched hi m di sappear into a bedroom

"Paco called," Anparo said excitedly.

"What did he say?"

"He has sone information for you, but he didn't want to

di scuss it on the phone. He's sendi ng soneone to neet you.
This person will be at the village square at noon."

Jai me frowned, thoughtful. "He didn't say who it is?"

"No. Just that it was urgent."

"Damm it. |—ever mnd. Al right. I'll go neet him |
want you to keep an eye on Felix."

She | ooked at him puzzled. "I don't un—=2"
"l don't want himusing the tel ephone.”

A flash of understandi ng crossed her face. "You think that
Felix is—=2"

"Pl ease. Just do as | ask." He |looked at his watch. "It's
al nrost noon. 1'lI|l leave now | should be back in an hour.
Take care, querida."

"Don't worry."

Megan heard their voices.

| don't want himusing the tel ephone.



You think that Felix is—=2
Pl ease. Just do as | ask.

So Felix is the traitor, Megan thought. She had seen him
go into his bedroom and cl ose the door. She heard Jai ne
| eave.

Megan wal ked into the living room
Anparo turned. "Have you fini shed?"

"Not quite. |- She wanted to ask where Jai ne had gone,
what they were going to do with Felix, what was going to
happen next, but she did not want to discuss that with this
woman. |'Il wait until Jaine returns.

"Fi nish up," Anparo said.

Megan turned and went back into the bedroom She thought
about Felix. He had seened so friendly, so warm He had asked
her many questions, but now that seemi ng act of friendliness
took on a different nmeani ng. The bearded man was | ooki ng for

I nformation that he could pass on to Col onel Acoca. Al their
| ives were in danger.

Amparo may need hel p, Megan thought. She started toward
the living room then stopped.

A voice was saying, "Jaine just left. He will be al one on
a bench in the main plaza. He's disguised in a wg and
nmust ache. Your nen shoul d have no troubl e picking himup."

Megan stood there, frozen.

"He's wal king, so it should take hi mabout fifteen m nutes
to get there."

Megan |listened with growi ng horror.

"Renmenber our deal, Colonel,"” Anparo said into the
t el ephone. "You prom sed not to kill him™



Megan backed into the hallway. Her mind was in a turnoil.
So Anparo was the traitor. And she had sent Jaine into a
trap.

Backi ng away quietly so Anparo woul d not hear her, Megan
turned and ran out the back door. She had no i dea how she was
going to help Jaine. She knew only that she had to do
somet hi ng. She stepped outside the gate and started down the
street, nmoving as fast as she could w thout attracting
attention, heading toward the center of the city.

Pl ease, God. Let ne be on tine, Megan prayed.

The walk to the village square was a pl easant one, with

side streets shaded by towering trees, but Jaine was unaware
of his surroundings. He was thinking about Felix. He had been
like a brother to him had given himhis full trust. Wat had
turned himinto a traitor willing to put all their lives in

j eopardy? Perhaps Paco's nessenger woul d have the answer. Wy
couldn't Paco have discussed it on the tel ephone? Jaine
wonder ed.

He was approaching the village square. In the m ddl e of

the plaza was a fountain and shade trees with benches
scattered around. Children were playing tag. A couple of old
men were playing boule. Half a dozen nen were seated on the
benches, enjoying the sunshine, reading, dozing, or feeding

t he pigeons. Jainme crossed the street, slowy noving al ong
the path, and took a seat on one of the benches. He | ooked at
his watch just as the tower clock began to chi ne noon. Paco's
man shoul d be com ng.

Qut of the corner of his eye, Jaine saw a police car pull

up at the far end of the square. He | ooked in the other
direction. A second police car arrived. Oficers were getting
out, noving toward the park. H's heart began to beat faster.
It was a trap. But who had set it? Was it Paco, who sent the
nmessage, or Anparo, who delivered it? She had sent himto the
park. But why? Wy?



There was no tine to worry about that now. He had to

escape. But Jainme knew that the nonent he tried to make a run
for it, they would shoot himdown. He could try to bluff it
out, but they knew he was there.

Thi nk of sonething. Fast!

A bl ock away, Megan was hurrying toward the park. As it

came into view, she took in the scene at a gl ance. She saw
Jai me seated on a bench, and the policenen closing in on the
park from both sides.

Megan's mnd was racing. There was no way for Jaine to
escape.

She was wal ki ng past a grocer's shop. Ahead of her,

bl ocki ng her path, a wonman was pushing a baby carriage. The
woman st opped, set the carriage against the wall of the
store, and went inside to nmake a purchase. Wthout a nonent's
hesi tati on, Megan grabbed the handl e of the baby carriage and
noved across the street into the park.

The police were wal king al ong the benches now, questi oning
the nen seated there. Megan el bowed her way past a policenman
and went up to Jaine, pushing the baby carriage ahead of her.

She yell ed, "Madre de Di os! There you are, Manuel! 1've
been | ooki ng everywhere for you. |'ve had enough! You

prom sed to paint the house this norning, and here you are
sitting in the park like sone mllionaire. Mther was right.
You're a good-for-nothing bum | never should have married
you in the first place!"

It took Jaine less than a fraction of a second. He got to
his feet. "Your nother is an expert on buns. She married one.
| f she—=

"Who are you to talk? If not for ny nother, our baby would
starve to death. You certainly don't bring any bread into the

house.."

The policenen had stopped, taking in the argunent.



“I'f that one was ny wife," one of themnuttered, "I'd send
her back to her nother."

“I"'mdamed tired of your nagging, wonman," Jai nme roared.
"I'"ve warned you before. Wien we get honme, |'mgoing to teach
you a | esson.”

"Good for him" one of the policenen said.

Jai me and Megan noisily quarreled their way out of the

park, pushing the baby carriage before them The policenen
turned their attention back to the nen seated on the benches.
“ldentification, please?"

"What's the problem Oficer?"

“"Never m nd. Just show ne your papers."”

Al'l over the park, nmen were pulling out wallets and
extracting bits of paper to prove who they were. In the m dst
of this, a baby began to cry. One of the policenen | ooked up.

The baby carri age had been abandoned at the corner. The
quarreling couple had vani shed.

Thirty mnutes |ater, Megan wal ked t hrough the front door
of the house. Anparo was nervously paci ng up and down.

"Where have you been?" Anparo denmanded. "You shoul dn't
have | eft the house without telling ne."

"l had to go out to take care of sonething."

"What ?" Anparo asked suspiciously. "You don't know anyone
here. If you—=

Jaime wal ked in, and the bl ood drained from Anparo's face.
But she quickly regai ned her conposure.



"What —what happened?” she asked. "Didn't you go to the
par k?"

Jainme said quietly, "Wy, Anparo?"
And she | ooked into his eyes and knew it was over.
"What nmade you change?"

She shook her head. "I haven't changed. You have, |'ve

| ost everyone | loved in this stupid war you're fighting. I'm
sick of all the bl oodshed. Can you stand hearing the truth
about yourself, Jaine? You' re as bad as the governnment you're
fighting. Wrse, because they're willing to make peace, and
you're not. You think you' re hel ping our country? You're
destroying it. You rob banks and bl ow up cars and nurder

I nnocent people, and you think you're a hero. | |oved you,

and | believed in you once, but— Her voice broke. "This

bl oodshed has to end."

Jaime wal ked up to her, and his eyes were ice. "I should
kill you."

"No," Megan gasped. "Please! You can't."
Felix had cone into the roomand was listening to the

conversation. "Jesus Christ! So she's the one. What do we do
with the bitch?"

Jainme said, "We'll have to take her with us and keep an
eye on her." He took Anparo by the shoulders and said softly,
"I'f you try one nore trick, | promse you you'll die." He

shoved her away and turned to Megan and Felix. "Let's get out
of here before her friends arrive.”

CHAPTER THI RTY FI VE
"You had Mrd6 in your hands and you | et himescape?"
"Col onel with all due respect—ny nen—

"Your nen are assholes. You call yoursel ves policenen?



You're a disgrace to your uniforns."

The chief of police stood there, cringing under the

wi t hering scorn of Colonel Acoca. There was nothing el se he
could do, for the colonel was powerful enough to have his
head. And Acoca was not yet through with him

"I hold you personally responsible. I'lIl see that you're
relieved fromduty."

" Col onel =

"Get out. You nmake ne sick to ny stomach.™

Col onel Acoca was boiling with frustration. There had not
been enough tinme for himto reach Vitoria and catch Jaine
Mro. He had had to entrust that to the local police. And
t hey had bungled it. God al one knew where Mro6 had gone to

Nnow.

Col onel Acoca went to the nap spread out on a table in

front of him They will be staying in Basque country, of
course. That could be Burgos or Logrono or Bil bao or San
Sebastian. I'll concentrate on the northeast. They'll have to

sur f ace sonewhere.

He recalled his conversation with the prinme mnister that
nor ni ng.

"Your time is running out, Colonel. Have you read the
nor ni ng papers? The world press is nmaking us | ook |ike
clowns. Mré and those nuns have nade us a | aughi ngst ock."

“"Prime Mnister, you have nmy assurance—

"King Juan Carlos has ordered nme to set up an official

inquiry board into the whole matter. | can't hold it off any
| onger. "
"Delay the inquiry for just a few nore days. |I'll have

Mro6 and the nuns by then."

There was a pause. "Forty-eight hours."



It was not the prinme mnister whom Col onel Acoca was

afraid of disappointing, nor was it the king. It was the OPUS
MUNDO. When he had been sumoned to the paneled office of one
of Spain's leading industrialists, his orders had been
explicit: "Jaime Mro is creating an atnosphere harnful to
our organi zation. Stop him You will be well rewarded."

And Col onel Acoca knew what the unspoken part of the
conversation was: Fail and you will be punished. Now his
career was in jeopardy. And all because sone stupid policenen
had et Mro6 wal k away under their noses. Jainme Mrdé m ght

hi de anywhere. But the nuns...A wave of excitenent coursed

t hrough Col onel Acoca. The nuns! They were the key. Jaine
Mro mght hide anywhere, but the sisters could find
sanctuary only in another convent. And it woul d al nost
certainly be in a convent of the sane order.

Col onel Acoca turned to study the map again. And there it
was: Mendavia. There was a convent of the G stercian order at
Mendavi a. That's where they're headed, Acoca thought
triunphantly. Well, so am|.

Only I1'Il be there first, waiting for them

The journey for R cardo and G aciela was com ng to an end.

The | ast few days had been the happi est Ri cardo had ever
known. He was being hunted by the mlitary and the police,
his capture nmeant certain death, and yet none of that seened
to matter. It was as though he and Graciela had carved out an
island in tinme, a paradi se where nothing could touch them
They had turned their desperate journey into a wonderful
adventure that they shared together.

They tal ked endl essly, exploring and expl ai ning, and their
words were tendrils that drew them even cl oser together. They
spoke of the past, the present, and the future. Particularly
the future.

"We'll be married in church,” Ricardo said. "You'll be the



nost beautiful bride in the world.."

And Graciela could visualize the scene and was thrilled by
it.

"And we'll live in the nost beautiful house..!

And she thought: 1've never had a house of ny own, or a
real room of ny own.

There was the little casa she had shared with her nother
and all the uncles, and then the convent cell, living with
t he sisters.

"And we' Il have handsone sons and beautiful daughters...

And | will give themall the things | never had. They w ||
be so | oved.

And Graciela' s heart soared.

But there was one thing troubling her. Ricardo was a
soldier fighting for a cause he passionately believed in.
Wul d he be content living in France, withdrawing fromthe
battl e? She knew she had to discuss this with him

"Ri car do—how much | onger do you think this revolution is
going to go on?"

It's already gone on too |ong, Ricardo thought. The

gover nnent had nade peace overtures, but ETA had done worse
than reject them It had responded to the offers wth a
series of increased terrorist attacks. Ricardo had tried to
di scuss it with Jaine.

"They're willing to conprom se, Jaine. Shouldn't we neet
t hem hal f way?"

"Their offer is a trick—+they want to destroy us. They're
forcing us to go on fighting."

And because Ricardo | oved Jainme and believed in him he
continued to support him But the doubts refused to die. And
as the bl oodshed increased, so did his uncertainty. And now



G aci el a was aski ng, How nuch | onger do you think this
revolution is going to go on?

"I don't know," Ricardo told her. "I wish it were over

But I will tell you this, ny darling. Nothing will ever cone
bet ween us—ot even a war. There w || never be words enough

to tell you how nmuch | |love you." And they went on dream ng.

They travel ed during the night, nmaking their way through
the fertile, green countryside, past El Burgo and Soria. At
dawn, fromthe top of a hill, they saw Logrono in the far

di stance. To the left of the road was a stand of pine trees
and beyond that a forest of electric-power lines. Gaciela
and Ricardo followed the wi nding road down to the outskirts
of the bustling city.

"Where are we going to neet the others?" G aciela asked.

Ri cardo pointed to a poster on a building they were
passing. It read:

Cl RQUE JAPON!

THE WORLD S MOST

SENSATI ONAL Cl RCUS FRESH FROM JAPAN!
JULY 24TH

FOR ONE WEEK

AVENTOA CLUB DEPCRTTVO.

"There," Ricardo told her. "W'll neet themthere this
afternoon.”

In another part of the city, Megan, Jaine, Anparo, and
Felix were also |ooking at a circus poster. There was a
feeling of enornous tension in the group. Anparo was never
out of their sight. Ever since the incident at Vitoria, the



men treated Anparo as an outcast, ignoring her nost of the
time and speaking to her only when necessary.

Jai e | ooked at his watch. "The circus should be
starting," he said. "Let's go."

At police headquarters in Logrono, Col onel Ranbn Acoca was
finalizing his plans.

"Are the nen depl oyed around the convent ?"
"Yes, Colonel. Everything is in place."
"Excel l ent. "

Acoca was in an expansive nood. The trap he had set was

f ool proof, and there would be no bungling policenen to spoil
his plans this tinme. He was personally conducting the
operation. The OPUS MJUNDO was goi ng to be proud of him He
went over the details with his officers once again.

"The nuns are traveling with Mro6 and his nmen. It's

i nportant that we catch them before they walk into the
convent. We'll be spread out in the woods around it. Don't
nove until | give the signal to close in."

"What are our orders if Jaine Mrd resists?”
Acoca said softly, "I hope he does try to resist."”

An orderly cane into the room "Excuse ne, Colonel. There
Is an American here who would |like to speak to you."

"I have no tinme now. "

"Yes, sir." The orderly hesitated. "He says it's about one
of the nuns.”

"Oh? An Anerican, did you say?"



"Yes, Col onel."

"Send himin."

A nmonent |ater, Al an Tucker was ushered in.

"I"'msorry to disturb you, Colonel. I'"m Al an Tucker. |'m
hopi ng you can help ne."

"Yes? How, M. Tucker?"

"I understand that you're | ooking for one of the nuns from
the Ci stercian convent—a Sister Megan."

The col onel sat back in his chair, studying the Anerican.
"How does that concern you?"

"I mlooking for her too. It's very inportant that | find
her."

Interesting, Colonel Acoca thought. Wiy is it so inportant
for this Anerican to find a nun? "You have no i dea where she
i s?"

“No. The newspapers—

The goddamm press again. "Perhaps you could tell nme why
you are | ooking for her."

"I"'mafraid | can't discuss that."
"Then I"'mafraid | can't help you."
"Col onel —eoul d you let nme know if you find her?"

Acoca gave hima thin smle. "You'll know "

The whol e country was follow ng the hegira of the nuns.
The press had reported the narrow escape of Jainme Mrdé and



one of the nuns in Vitoria.

So they're heading north, Al an Tucker thought. Their best

bet to get out of the country is probably San Sebastian. |'ve
got to get hold of her. He sensed that he was in trouble with
Ellen Scott. | handl ed that badly, he thought. | can nmake up

for it by bringing her Megan.

He placed a call to Ellen Scott.

The Cirque Japon was held in a huge tent in an outlying
district of Logrono. Ten mnutes before the circus was to
begin, the tent was filled to capacity. Megan, Jaine, Anparo,
and Felix made their way down the crowded aisle to their
reserved seats. There were two enpty seats next to Jaine.

He stared at them and said, "Sonething's wong. Ricardo
and Sister Graciela were supposed to be here.” He turned to
Amparo. "D d you—=2"

"No. | swear it. | know nothing about it.

The |ights di mmred and the show began. There was a roar
fromthe crowd, and they turned to | ook at the arena. A

bi cycle rider was circling the ring, and as he pedal ed an
acrobat | eaped onto his shoul der. Then, one by one, a swarm
of other perforners junped on, clinging to the front and back
and sides of the bicycle until it was invisible. The audi ence
cheer ed.

A trained-bear act was next, and then a tightrope wal ker.
The audi ence was enjoyi ng the show trenendously, but Jaine
and the others were too nervous to pay any attention. Tine
was running out.

"W'll wait another fifteen mnutes," Jaine decided. "If

they're not here by then—=

A voi ce said, "Excuse ne—are these seats taken?"



Jaime | ooked up to see Ricardo and Graciela, and grinned.
"No. Please sit dowmn." And then, in a relieved whisper, "I'm
damed glad to see you."

Ri cardo nodded at Megan and Anparo and Feli x. He | ooked
around. "Where are the others?"

"Haven't you seen the newspapers?"
"Newspapers? No. W've been in the nountains.”

"I have bad news,
hospital ."

Jainme said. "Rubio is in a prison

Ri cardo stared at him "How=2"

"He was stabbed in a bar fight. The police picked himup."

"Merda!" Ricardo was silent a nonent, then sighed. "W'|
just have to get himout, won't we?"

"That's nmy plan," Jaine agreed.
"Where's Sister Lucia?" Gaciela asked. "And Si ster
Teresa?"

It was Megan who answered. "Sister Lucia has been
arrested. She was—she was wanted for nurder. Sister Teresa i s
dead. "

G aciela crossed herself. "Ch, ny Lord."

In the arena a clown was wal king a tightrope, carrying a
poodl e under each armand two Sianese cats in his capaci ous
pockets. As the dogs tried to reach the cats, the wire swayed
wldly and the clown pretended to be fighting to keep his

bal ance. The audi ence was roaring. It was difficult to hear
anyt hi ng over the noise of the crowd. Megan and G aciel a had
so much to tell each other. Al nobst sinultaneously, they began
to talk in the sign | anguage of the convent. The others

| ooked on in astonishnent.

Ricardo and | are going to marry...



That's wonderful ...
What has been happening to you?

Megan started to reply and realized there were no signs to
convey the things she wanted to say. It would have to wait.
"Let's nove," Jaine said. "There's a van outside waiting

to take us to Mendavia. W'll drop the sisters off there and
be on our way."

They started up the aisle, Jaine holding Arparo's arm

When they were outside in the parking lot, Ricardo said,
"Jainme, Graciela and | are getting married."

Agrinlit up Jaine's face. "That's wonderful!
Congratul ations.” He turned to G aciela. "You couldn't have
pi cked a better man."

Megan put her arms around Graciela. "I'mvery happy for

you both." And she thought: Was it easy for her to nake the
decision to | eave the convent? Am | wondering about G aciela?
O am | wondering about nyself?

Col onel Acoca was receiving an excited report from an
ai de.

"They were seen at the circus |ess than an hour ago. By
the time we could bring up reinforcenents, they had gone.
They left in a blue and white van. You were right, Col onel.
They are headed for Mendavia."

So it's finally over, Acoca thought. The chase had been an
exciting one, and he had to admt that Jaine Mro6 had been a
wor t hy opponent. The OPUS MUNDO wi | | have even bi gger plans
for nme now.



Through a pair of high-powered Zeiss binocul ars, Acoca

wat ched the blue and white van appear over the crest of a
hill and head for the convent below Heavily arnmed troops
wer e hidden anong the trees along both sides of the road and
around the convent itself. There was no way anyone coul d
escape.

As the van approached the entrance to the convent and
braked to a stop, Col onel Acoca barked into his
wal ki e-tal kie, "Close in! Now "

The maneuver was executed perfectly. Two squads of
soldiers arned with autonati c weapons swung into position,
bl ocki ng the road and surroundi ng the van. Acoca stood

wat chi ng the scene for an instant, savoring his nonent of
glory. Then he slowy approached the van, gun in hand.

"You' re surrounded,"” he called out. "You haven't got a
chance. Conme out with your hands up. One at a tine. If you
try to resist, you'll all die."

There was a | ong nonent of silence, and then the van door
slow y opened and three nen and three wonen energed,

trenbling, their hands rai sed high above their heads.

They were strangers.

CHAPTER THI RTY SI X

H gh on a hill above the convent, Jaine and the others
observed Acoca and his nmen nove in on the van. They saw t he
terrified passengers get out, hands rai sed, and watched the
scene played out in pantom ne.

Jai me coul d al nost hear the dial ogue: Who are you?

W work at a hotel outside Logrono. What are you doi ng
her e?

A man gave us five thousand pesetas to deliver this van to



t he convent. Wiat man?

| don't know. | never saw him before. Is this his picture?
Yes. That's him

"Let's get out of here,"” Jaine said.

They were in a white station wagon, headi ng back to
Logrono. Megan was | ooking at Jaine in wonder.

"How di d you know?"

"That Col onel Acoca would be waiting for us at the
convent? He told ne."

"\What ?"

"The fox has to think |like the hunter, Megan. | put nyself
I n Acoca's place. Wiere would he set a trap for ne? He did
exactly what | would have done."

"And if he had not shown up?"

"Then it woul d have been safe to take you into the
convent . "

"What happens now?" Felix asked.
It was the question uppernost in all their m nds.

"Spain isn't safe for any of us for a while," Jaine
decided. "We'll head directly for San Sebastian and into
France." He | ooked at Megan. "There are Ci stercian convents
t here. "

It was nore than Anparo could bear.

"Why don't you give yourself up? If you keep on this way,
there will be nore blood spilled and nore |ives taken—

"You've lost the right to speak,” Jaine said curtly. "Just
be grateful you're still alive." He turned to Megan. "There
are ten nountain passes across the Pyrenees | eading from San
Sebastian to France. We'll cross there."



"It's too dangerous," Felix objected. "Acoca's going to be
| ooking for us in San Sebastian. He'll be expecting us to
cross the border into France.”

"If it's that dangerous— G aciela began.

"Don'"t worry," Jainme assured her. "San Sebastian is Basque
country. "

The stati on wagon was approaching the outskirts of Logrono
agai n.

"All the roads to San Sebastian will be watched," Felix
war ned. "How do you plan for us to get there?"

Jai me had al ready decided. "W'IlI|l take the train."

"The soldiers will be searching the trains," Ri cardo

obj ect ed.

Jai me gave Anparo a thoughtful look. "No. | don't think

so. Qur friend here is going to help us. Do you know how to
reach Col onel Acoca?"

She hesitated. "Yes."

"Good. You're going to call him™"

They stopped at one of the tel ephone booths al ong the

hi ghway. Jaine foll owed Anrparo into the booth and cl osed the
door. He was holding a pistol to her side.

"You know what to say?"

"Yes."

He watched her dial a nunber, and when a voi ce answered,
she said, "This is Anmparo Jiréon. Colonel Acoca is expecting

ny call ... Thank you." She | ooked up at Jaine. "They're putting

me through." The gun was pressing against her. "Do you have
to—=2"

"Just do as you were told." H's voice was ice.



A nmonent | ater, Jainme heard Acoca's voi ce cone over the
phone. "Were are you?"

The gun pressed agai nst her harder. "I—+'mwe're just
| eavi ng Logrono."

"Do you know where our friends are goi ng?"

"Yes."

Jainme's face was inches fromhers, his eyes hard.
"They' ve decided to reverse thenselves to throw you off.

They're on their way to Barcelona. He's driving a white Seat.
He'l | be taking the nmain highway."

Jai me nodded at her. "I—+ have to go now. The car is
here." Jainme pressed down the receiver. "Very good. Let's go.
W'll give himhalf an hour to call off his nmen here.”

Thirty mnutes later they were at the railroad station.

There were three classes of trains from Logrono to San
Sebastian: The TALGO was the luxury train; the second-class
train was the TER, and the worst and cheapest trains,
unconfortable and dirty, were m snaned the expresos—t hey
stopped at every little station fromLogrono to San
Sebast i an.

Jainme said, "W'll take the expreso. By now all of Acoca's
men wi Il be busy stopping every white Seat on the road to
Barcel ona. We'll buy our tickets separately and neet in the

| ast car of the train." Jainme turned to Anparo. "You go
first. I'll be right behind you."



She knew why, and hated himfor it. If Col onel Acoca had
set a trap, she would be the bait. Well, she was Anparo
Jirén. She would not flinch.

She wal ked into the station while Jaine and the others
wat ched. There were no sol di ers.

They're all out covering the highway to Barcelona. It's
going to be a nmadhouse, Jaine thought wyly. Every other car
s a white Seat.

One by one the group purchased their tickets and headed

for the train. They boarded w thout incident. Jaine took the
seat next to Megan. Anparo sat in front of them next to
Felix. Across the way Ricardo and G aciela sat together.

Jainme said to Megan, "We'll reach San Sebastian in three
hours. We'll spend the night there and in the early norning
we'll cross over into France."

"And after we get to France?"

She was thinking of what woul d happen to Jai ne, but when
he replied, he said, "Don't worry. There's a Ci stercian
convent just a few hours across the border." He hesitated.
“If that's what you still want."

So he had understood her doubts. Is that what | want? They
were comng to nore than a border that divided two countri es.
This border would divide her old life fromher future life...
whi ch woul d be...what? She had been desperate to return to a
convent, but now she was filled with doubts. She had
forgotten how exciting the world outside the walls could be.
|'ve never felt so alive. Megan | ooked over at Jaine and
admitted to herself: And Jaime Mro6 is a part of it.

He caught her gl ance and | ooked into her eyes, and Megan
t hought: He knows it.

The expreso stopped at every hamet and village al ong the
track. The train was packed with farnmers and their w ves,
mer chants and sal esnen, and at each stop passengers noisily
enbar ked and di senbar ked.



The expreso made its way slowy through the nountains,
fighting the steep grades.

When the train finally pulled into the station in San
Sebastian, Jaine said to Megan, "The danger is over. This is
our city. |I've arranged for a car to be here for us."

A | arge sedan was waiting in front of the station. A

driver wearing a chapella, the big, w de-brimed beret of the
Basques, greeted Jaine with warm hugs, and the group got into
t he car.

Megan noticed that Jainme stayed close to Anrparo, ready to
grab her if she tried to make a nove. What's he going to do
to her? Megan wonder ed.

"W were worried about you, Jaine," the driver said.
"According to the press, Colonel Acoca is conducting a big
hunt for you."

Jai me | aughed. "Let himkeep hunting, GI|. | amout of
season. "

They drove down the Avenida Sancho el Sabio, toward the
beach. It was a cloudl ess summer day and the streets were
crowded with strolling couples bent on pleasure. The harbor
was awash with yachts and smaller craft. The di stant
nountains forned a picturesque backdrop for the city.
Everyt hi ng seened so peacef ul

"What are the arrangenents?" Jaine asked the driver.
"The Hotel Ni za. Largo Cortez is waiting for you."

“I't will be good to see the old pirate again."

The Niza was a nediumclass hotel in the Plaza Juan de
QO ezabal, off the Calle de San Martin on the corner of a busy
square. It was a white building with brown shutters and a big



blue sign at the top. The rear of the hotel backed onto a
beach.

When the car pulled up in front of the hotel, the group
got out and followed Jaine into the | obby.

Largo Cortez, the hotel owner, ran up to greet them He
was a large man. He had only one armas the result of a
daring exploit, and he noved awkwardly, as though

of f - bal ance.

"Wel cone,” he said, beam ng. "I have been expecting you
for a week now. "

Jai me shrugged. "We had a few del ays, am go."

Largo Cortez grinned. "I read about them The papers are
full of nothing else." He turned to | ook at Megan and
G aciela. "Everyone is rooting for you, Sisters. | have your

roons all prepared.”

"We'll be staying overnight,” Jainme told him "We'l| |eave
first thing in the norning and cross into France. | want a
good gui de who knows all the passes—either Cabrera Infante or
José Cebrian."

"I wll arrange it," the hotel owner assured him "There
will be six of you?"

Jai me gl anced at Anparo. "Five."
Anparo | ooked away.

"l suggest that none of you registers,"” Cortez said. "Wat
the police don't know won't hurt them Wy don't you let ne
take you to your roons, where you can refresh yourselves?
Then we'll have a magnificent supper.”

"Anparo and | are going to the bar to have a drink," Jaine

said. "W'll join you later."
Largo Cortez nodded. "As you w sh, Jaine."

Megan was wat chi ng Jai ne, puzzled. She wondered what he



pl anned to do with Anparo. |Is he going to col dbl oodedly =2
She coul d not bear even to think about it.

Anmpar o was wondering too, but she was too proud to ask.

Jainme led her into the bar at the far end of the |obby and
took a table in the corner.

When the waiter approached them Jainme said, "A glass of
w ne, por favor."

"One?"
"One."

Ampar o wat ched as Jaine took out a small packet and opened
it. It contained a fine, powdery substance.

"Jai me— There was desperation in Anparo's voice. "Please
listen to nme! Try to understand why | did what | did. You're
tearing the country apart. Your cause is hopel ess. You mnust
stop this insanity."

The waiter reappeared and set a glass of wine on the

tabl e. When he wal ked away, Jaine carefully poured the
contents of the packet into the glass and stirred it. He
pushed the glass in front of Amparo.

"Drink it."

n I\b! n

“"Not many of us are privileged to choose the way we die,"
Jaime said quietly. "This way will be quick and painless. If
| turn you over to ny people, | can't nake any such prom se.”
"Jaime—+ | oved you once. You nust believe ne. Please—

"Drink it." H's voice was inplacable.

Anmparo | ooked at himfor a | ong nonment, then picked up the
glass. "I'"Il drink to your death."

He watched as Arnparo put the glass to her |ips and



swal | owed the wine in one gulp.

She shuddered. "Wat happens now?"

“I''l'l help you upstairs. I'll put you to bed. You'l

sl eep.™

Anparo's eyes filled with tears. "You're a fool," she

whi spered. "Jaine—+'mdying, and | tell you that | |oved you

so— Her words were beginning to slur.

Jai me rose and hel ped Anparo to her feet. She stood up,
unst eady. The room seened to be rocking.

"Jai me—=

He gui ded her out the door and into the | obby, holding her
up. Largo Cortez was waiting for himwth a key.

"I"Il take her to her room" Jaine said. "See that she's
not di sturbed."

“Ri ght . "

Cortez watched as Jaine half-carried Anmparo up the stairs.

In her room Megan was thinking how strange it felt to be

by herself in a hotel in a resort town. San Sebastian was
filled with people on vacation, honeynooners, |overs enjoying
t hensel ves in a hundred ot her hotel roonms. And suddenly Megan
wi shed Jaine were there with her, and wondered what it would
be like to have himnmake |l ove to her. Al the feelings that
she had been suppressing for so long cane flooding into her
mnd in awld torrent of enotions.

But what did Jainme do to Anparo? Coul d he possibly have...

but no, he could never have done that. O could he? | want
him she thought. Oh, Lord, what's happening to ne? Wat can
| do?



Ri cardo was whistling as he dressed. He was in a wonderful
mood. I'mthe luckiest man in the world, he thought. We'll be
married in France. There's a beautiful church across the
border in Bayonne. Tonorrow...

In her room Gaciela was taking a bath, luxuriating in
the warmwat er, thinking of Ricardo. She snmled to herself
and thought: |1'mgoing to make hi m so happy. Thank You, Cod.

Fel i x Carpi o was thinking about Jainme and Megan. A blind

man can see the electricity between them he thought. It is
going to bring bad luck. Nuns belong to God. It's bad enough
that Ricardo has taken Sister Graciela fromher calling. But
Jai ne had al ways been reckl ess. What was he going to do about
this one?

The five of themnet for supper in the hotel dining room
No one nentioned Anparo.

Looki ng at Jainme, Megan felt suddenly enbarrassed, as
t hough he could read her m nd.

It's better not to ask questions, she decided. | know he
coul d never do anything brutal.

They found that Largo Cortez had not exaggerated about the
supper. The neal began with gazpacho—the thick cold soup nade
fromtomat oes, cucunbers, and water-soaked bread—ol |l owed by



a salad of fresh greens, a huge dish of paella—*ice, shrinp,
chi cken, and vegetables in a wonderful sauce—and ended with a
delicious flan. It was the first hot neal Ricardo and
Graciela had had in a long tine.

When the nmeal was over, Megan rose. "I should be getting
to bed."
"Wait," Jaine said. "I have to talk to you." He escorted

her to a deserted corner of the |obby. "About tonorrow."
n Yes?ll

And she knew what he was going to ask. What she did not

know was what she was going to answer. |'ve changed, Megan

t hought. | was so sure about nmy life before. | believed I had
everything | wanted.

Jai me was saying, "You don't really want to go back to a
convent, do you?"

Do |7

He was waiting for an answer.

| have to be honest wwth him Megan thought. She | ooked

into his eyes and said, "I don't know what | want, Jame. |I'm
confused. "

Jaime smled. He hesitated, choosing his words carefully.
"Megan—this fight will be over soon. W'll|l get what we want
because the people are behind us. | can't ask you to share

t he danger with me now, but | would like you to wait for ne.

| have an aunt living in France. You would be safe with her."

Megan | ooked at hima long tine before she answered.
"Jainme—give ne tine to think about it."

"Then you' re not saying no?"

Megan said quietly, "lI"mnot saying no."



None of the group slept that night. They had too nuch to
t hi nk about, too many conflicts to resolve.

Megan stayed awake reliving the past. The years in the

or phanage, and the sanctuary of the convent. Then the sudden
expul sion into a world she had given up forever. Jaine Mré
was risking his life fighting for what he believed in. And
what do | believe in? Megan asked herself. How do | want to
spend the rest of nmy life?

She had made a choi ce once. Now she was forced to choose
agai n. She woul d have to have an answer by norni ng.

Graci el a was thinking about the convent too. They were
such happy, peaceful years. | felt so close to God. WII |
m ss that?

Jai me was thinking about Megan. She nustn't go back. |
want her at ny side. What will her answer be?

Ri cardo was too excited to sleep, busily making plans for
t he weddi ng. The church at Bayonne...

Feli x was wondering how to di spose of Anparo's body. Let
Largo Cortez take care of it.



Early the follow ng norning, the group net in the | obby.
Jai ne approached Megan.

"Good norning."

"Good norning."

"Have you thought about our conversation?"

She had t hought of nothing else all night."Yes, Jaine."

He | ooked into her eyes, trying to read the answer there.
"WIIl you wait for ne?"

"Jai me—

At that nonment Largo Cortez hurried up to them Wth him
was a |l eathery-looking man in his fifties.

"I"'mafraid there won't be any tinme for breakfast," Cortez
said. "You should be leaving. This is José Cebrian, your
guide. He will take you across the nountains into France.
He's the best guide in San Sebastian.™

"I"'mglad to see you, Jose,"
pl an?"

Jaime said. "Wat's your

"We're going to take the first part of the journey by

foot," José Cebriéan told the group. "On the other side of the
border, |'ve arranged for cars to be waiting for us. W
shoul d hurry. Conme al ong, please.”

The group noved out into the street, which was painted
yel l ow by the rays of the bright sun.

Largo Cortez cane out of the hotel to see themoff. "Safe
journey," he said.

"Thank you for everything," Jainme replied. "We'l| be back,



am go. Sooner than you think."

"We go this way," José Cebrian ordered.

The group started to turn toward the square. And at that
nmonment, sol diers and nenbers of the GCE suddenly materialized
at both ends of the street, sealing it off. There were at

| east a dozen of them all heavily arnmed. Col onel s Ranobn
Acoca and Fal Sostelo were | eading them

Jai me gl anced quickly toward the beach, |ooking for an
escape route. Another dozen sol diers were approaching from
that direction. There was no escape. They woul d have to
fight. Jaine instinctively reached for his gun.

Col onel Acoca called out, "Don't even think about it,
Mro, or we'll shoot all of you down where you're standing."

Jainme's mnd was racing furiously, |ooking for a way out.
How had Acoca known where to find hin? Jainme turned and saw

Amparo standing in the doorway, a | ook of profound sorrow on
her face.

Felix said, "What the bloody hell! | thought you—=

"I gave her sleeping pills. They shoul d have knocked her
out until we got across the border."

"The bitch!"

Col onel Acoca wal ked toward Jainme. "It's over." He turned
to one of his nen. "Disarmthem"”

Felix and Ri cardo were | ooking toward Jai nme for guidance,
ready to follow his | ead. Jainme shook his head. Reluctantly,
he handed over his gun, and Felix and Ricardo foll owed suit.
"What are you going to do with us?" Jai ne asked.

Several passersby stopped to watch the proceedi ngs.

Col onel Acoca's voice was curt. "I'mtaking you and your

gang of murderers back to Madrid. We'll give you a fair
mlitary trial and then hang you. If | had ny way, |'d hang



you here now. "

"Let the sisters go,
with this.”

Jaime said. "They had nothing to do

"They're acconplices. They're as guilty as you are.™

Col onel Acoca turned and gave a signal. The soldiers
notioned to the growi ng crowmd of onl ookers to nove aside and
l et three army tracks drive up.

"You and your assassins will ride in the mddle truck,"

the colonel inforned Jainme. "My men will be in front of you
and in back of you. If any of you nakes one fal se nove, they
have orders to kill all of you. Do you understand?"

Jai ne nodded.

Col onel Acoca spat into Jaine's face. "Good. Into the
truck."

There was an angry murnur fromthe now sizabl e crowd.

Anpar o wat ched i npassively fromthe doorway as Jai ne,
Megan, Graciela, Ricardo, and Felix clinbed into the truck,
surrounded by soldiers with automati c weapons.

Col onel Sostelo wal ked up to the driver of the first
truck. "We'll head straight for Madrid. No stops along the
way. "

"Yes, Col onel."

By now, many people had gathered at both ends of the

street to watch what was happeni ng. Col onel Acoca started to
climb into the first truck. He called out to those in front
of the truck, "C ear the way."

Fromthe side streets nore people began to energe.

"Move al ong," Acoca ordered. "Qut of the way."

And still they canme, the nen wearing the w de Basque



chapellas. It was as though they were responding to sone
invisible signal. Jaime Mro is in trouble. They canme from
shops and hones. Housew ves dropped what they were doi ng and
noved out into the street. Shopkeepers about to open for

busi ness heard the news and hurried to the hotel. And still
they cane. Artists and plunbers and doctors, nechanics and
sal esnen and students, nmany carrying shotguns and rifles,
axes and scythes. They were Basques, and this was then

homel and. It started with a few, and then a hundred, and
Within mnutes it had swillen to nore than a thousand,
filling the sidewal ks and streets, conpletely surrounding the
arnmy trucks. They were om nously silent.

Col onel Acoca observed the huge crowd in desperation. He
screamnmed, "Everybody get out of the way or we'll start
shooting. "

Jainme called out, "I wouldn't advise it. These people hate
you for what you're trying to do to them A word from ne and
they'Il tear you and your nmen to pieces. There's one thing
you forgot, Colonel. San Sebastian is a Basque town. It's ny
town." He turned to his group. "Let's get out of here.”

Jai me hel ped Megan down fromthe truck, and the others
foll owed. Acoca watched hel plessly, his face tight with fury.

The crowd was waiting, hostile and silent. Jainme wal ked up
to the colonel. "Take your trucks and get back to Madrid."

Acoca | ooked around at the still grow ng nob. "I—you won't
get away with this, Mro."

"I have gotten away with it. Now get out of here." He spat
in Acoca's face.

The col onel stared at himfor a |ong, nmurderous nonent. It
can't end this way, he thought desperately. | was so close.
It was checkmate. But he knew that it was worse than a defeat
for him It was a death sentence. The OPUS MUNDO woul d be
waiting for himin Madrid. He | ooked at the sea of people
surroundi ng him He had no choice.

He turned to his driver, and his voice was choked wth
fury. "We're noving out."



The crowd stepped back, watching as the soldiers clinbed

into the trucks. A nonent |ater, the trucks began to rol

down the street, and the crowd began to cheer wildly. It
started out as a cheer for Jaine Mro6, and it grew | ouder and
| ouder, and soon they were cheering for their freedom and
their fight against tyranny, and their comng victory, and
the streets reverberated with the noise of their cel ebration.

Two teenagers were scream ng thensel ves hoarse. One turned
to the other. "Let's join ETA "

An el derly couple held each other, and the woman said,
"Now nmaybe they'|ll give us back our farm™

An old man stood alone in the crowd, silently watching the
arny trucks | eave. Wen he spoke, he said, "They'll be back
one day."

Jai ne took Megan's hand and said, "It's over. We're free.
We'll be across the border in an hour. |I'll take you to ny
aunt . "

She | ooked into his eyes. "Jai me—=

A man pushed his way toward them through the crowd and
hurried up to Megan.

"Excuse nme," he said breathlessly. "Are you Sister Megan?"

She turned to him "Yes."
He breathed a sigh of relief. "lI'"ve had quite a tine

finding you. My nanme is Al an Tucker. | wonder if | could
speak to you for a nonent?"

"Yes."

"Al one."

“I"'msorry. I'mjust |leaving for—=

"Please. This is very inportant. |I've cone all the way

fromNew York to find you."



She | ooked at him puzzled. "To find ne? | don't
under st and. Why—=2"

“I'"l'l explainit to you, if you'll give ne a nonent."
The stranger took her arm and wal ked her down the street,

tal king rapidly. She glanced back once at where Jaine Mré
stood waiting for her.

Megan' s conversation with Al an Tucker turned her world
upsi de down.

"The woman | represent would |ike to see you."

"I don't understand. What wonan? What does she want with
nme?"

| wish | knew the answer to that, Al an Tucker thought.
"I"'mnot at liberty to discuss that. She's waiting for you in
New York. "

It made no sense. There nust be some mstake. "Are you
sure you have the right person—Sister Megan?"

"Yes. But your nane isn't Megan, It's Patricia."

And in a sudden, blinding flash, Megan knew. After al

t hese years, her fantasy was about to cone true. She was
finally going to | earn who she was. The very idea of it was

thrilling...and terrifying.

"When—when woul d | have to | eave?" Her throat was suddenly
so dry, she could barely speak the words.

| want you to find out where she is and bring her back as
qui ckly as possi bl e,

"Right away. I'Il arrange a passport for you."



She turned and saw Jainme standing in front of the hotel,
wai ti ng.

"Excuse ne a nonent."

Megan wal ked back to Jaine in a daze, and she felt as
t hough she were living a dream

“"Are you all right?" Jaine asked. "Is that man bothering
you?"

"No. He's—o."

He took Megan's hand. "I want you to conme with me now. W

bel ong t oget her, Megan."

Your nane isn't Megan. It's Patricia.

She | ooked at Jaine's strong, handsone face, and thought:
| want us to be together. But we'll have to wait. First |

have to find out who | am

"Jaime—+ want to be with you. But there is sonething I
have to do first."

He studied her, his face troubled. "You're going to
| eave?"

"For alittle while. But I'll be back.™"

He | ooked at her for a long tinme, then slowy nodded. "Al
right. You can reach ne through Largo Cortez.™

“I'"l'l come back to you. | prom se."

And she neant it. But that was before the neeting with
Ell en Scott.

CHAPTER THI RTY SEVEN



"Deus |srael conjungat vos; et ipse sit vobiscum qui,

m sertus est duobus unicis...plenius benedicere te...The God of
| srael join you together, and He be with you...and now, Lord,
make them bl ess Thee nore fully. Blessed are all they that

| ove the Lord, that walk in H's ways. dory.."

Ri cardo | ooked away fromthe priest and gl anced at
Graciela standing at his side. | was right. She is the nost
beautiful bride in the world.

Gaciela was still, listening to the words of the priest

echo through the cavernous, vaulted church. There was such a
sense of peace in this place. It seened to Graciela to be
filled with the ghosts of the past, all the thousands of
peopl e who had conme there generation after generation to find
forgiveness, fulfillnment, and joy. It rem nded her so nuch of
the convent. | feel as though I've cone honme again, Gaciela
t hought. As though | bel ong.

"Exaudi nos, ommipotens et m sericors Deus; ut, quod

nostro mnistratur officio, tua benedictione potius inpleatur
Per Dom num..Hear us, Almghty and nerciful God, that what is
done by our mnistry may be abundantly fulfilled with Thy

bl essi ng.."

He has bl essed ne, nore than | deserve. Let ne be worthy
of Hm

"In te speravi, domne: dixi: Tu es Deus neus: in mani bus
tuis tenpora nea.."

“I'n Thee, O Lord, have | hoped; | said: Thou art mny God;
ny tines are in Thy hands..!

My times are in Thy hands. | took a solem vow to devote
the rest of ny life to Hm

"Susci pe, quaesumnus, Domi ne, pro sacra connubii |ege nunus
obl atum."

"Recei ve, we beseech Thee, O Lord, the offering we nmake to
Thee on behalf of the holy bond of wedl ock.."



The words seened to reverberate in Gaciela s head. She
felt as though tine had stopped.

"Deus qui potestate virtutis tuae de nihilo cuncta

fecisti..

"Ch, God, who by the m ghty power didst make all things
out of nothing.."

"Ch, God, who has hal |l owed wedl ock to foreshadow the union
of Christ with the Church...look in Thy nmercy upon this, Thy
handmai d, who is to be joined in wedl ock and entreats
protection and strength from Thee.."

But how can He show ne nercy when | am betraying , Hi nf

Graciela was suddenly finding it difficult to breathe. The
wal I s seemed to be closing in on her.

"Nihil in ea ex actibus suis ille auctor praevaricationis
usur pet .."

"Let the author of sin work none of his evil deeds in

her .."
That was the nonent when Graciela knew. She felt as though
a great burden had been |ifted fromher. She was filled with

an exalted, ineffable joy.

The priest was saying, "May she win the peace of the
ki ngdom of heaven. W ask Thee to bless this marriage, and—=

"' malready married," Gaciela said al oud.

There was a nonent of shocked silence. R cardo and the
priest were staring at her. Ricardo's face was pale.

"G aciela, what are you—=2"
She took his armand said gently, "I'msorry, Ricardo."
"I + don't understand. Have—have you stopped | oving ne?"

She shook her head. "I love you nore than ny life. But ny



life doesn't belong to ne anynore. | gave it to God a | ong
time ago."

“"No! | can't let you sacrifice your—

"Darling Ricardo...It is not a sacrifice. It's a bl essing.

In the convent | found the first peace | had ever known.
You're a part of the world | gave up—the best part. But | did
give it up. | nust returnto nmy world."

The priest was standing there |istening, silent.
"Pl ease forgive ne for the pain | am causing you, but |
can't go back on ny vows. | would be betraying everything I

believe in. | know that now. | could never nmake you happy,
because | coul d never be happy. Pl ease understand.”

Ri cardo stared at her, shaken, and no words woul d cone. It
was as though sonething in himhad died.

Graciela | ooked at his stricken face, and her heart went

out to him She kissed himon the cheek. "I |ove you," she
said softly. Her eyes filled with tears. "I wll pray for
you. | will pray for us both."

CHAPTER THI RTY EI GHT

Late on a Friday afternoon, a mlitary anbul ance drove up

to the enmergency entrance of the hospital at Aranda de Duero.
An anbul ance attendant acconpani ed by two uniforned policenen
went through the sw ngi ng doors and approached the supervisor
behi nd t he desk.

"We have an order here to pick up a Rubio Arzano," one of
the policenen said. He handed over the docunent.

The supervisor |ooked at it and frowned. "I don't think I
have the authority to release him It should be handl ed by

the adm nistrator."”

"Fine. Get him"



The supervisor hesitated. "There's a problem He's away
for the weekend."

"It's not our problem There's our rel ease order, signed
by Col onel Acoca. Do you want to call himand tell himyou

won't honor it?"

"No," he said hastily. "That won't be necessary. |'lIl have
them get the prisoner ready."

Half a mle away, in front of the city jail, two
detectives energed froma police car and entered the
bui | di ng. They approached the desk sergeant.

One of the nen showed his badge. "We're here to pick up
Lucia Carm ne."

The sergeant | ooked at the two detectives in front of him
and said, "No one told ne anything about this."

One of the detectives sighed. "Goddammed bureaucracy. The
| eft hand never tells the right hand what it's doing."

"Let me see that rel ease order."

The detectives handed it to him

"Col onel Acoca signed it, huh?"

“"That's right."

"Where are you taking her?"

“Madrid. The colonel is going to question her hinself."
"I's he? Well, | think I'd better check it out with him"

"There's no need to do that," the detective protested.



"Mster, we've got orders to keep a tight grip on this

| ady. The Italian governnent is having an orgasm over getting
her back. If Col onel Acoca wants her, he's going to have to
tell ne hinself."

"You're wasting tinme, and—=

"I have a lot of tinme, am go. Wat | don't have is another
ass if | lose mne over this." He picked up the phone and
said, "Get ne Colonel Acoca in Mdrid."

"Jesus Christ!" the detective said. "My wife is going to
kill me if I'"'mlate for dinner again. Besides, the colonel's
probably not even in, and—*

The phone on the desk rang. The sergeant reached for it.

A voice said, "I have the colonel's office on the line."
The sergeant gave the detectives a triunphant | ook.

"Hello. This is the desk sergeant at the police station in
Aranda de Duero. It is inmportant that | speak to Col onel

Acoca. "

One of the detectives |ooked at his watch inpatiently.
"Merda! | have better things to do than stand around and—=

"Hel | o. Col onel Acoca?"
The voi ce booned out over the phone. "Yes. What is it?"

"I have two detectives here, Colonel, who want ne to
rel ease a prisoner into your custody."

"Luci a Carm ne?"
"Yes, sir."
"Did they show you an order signed by nme?"

"Yes, sir. They—*

"Then what the fuck are you bothering nme for? Rel ease
her . "



"I just thought—=

"Don't think. Follow orders."

The |ine went dead.

The sergeant swal |l owed. "He—er—

"He has a short fuse, hasn't he?" the detective grinned.

The sergeant rose, trying to retain his dignity. "I1'l
have her brought out."

In the alley in back of the police station, a snmall boy
was wat ching a man on the tel ephone pol e di sconnect a clanp
froma wire and clinb down.

"What are you doi ng?" the boy asked.

The man ruffled his hand through the boy's hair. "Hel ping
out a friend, nuchacho. Hel ping out a friend."

Three hours later, at an isol ated farnmhouse to the nort h,
Lucia Carm ne and Rubi o Arzano were reunited.

Acoca was awakened by the tel ephone at three AM The
famliar voice said, "The Commttee would like to nmeet with
you. "

"Yes, sir. \Wen?"



“"Now, Colonel. Alinousine will pick you up in one hour.
Be ready, please."

"Yes, sir.

He repl aced the receiver and sat on the edge of the bed,
then lit a cigarette and |l et the snoke bite deep into his
| ungs.

A linousine will pick you up in one hour. Be ready,
pl ease.

He woul d be ready.

He went into the bathroom and exam ned his imge in the
mrror. He was | ooking into the eyes of a defeated nan.

| was so close, he thought bitterly. So cl ose.

Col onel Acoca began to shave, very carefully, and when he
was finished, he took a |long, hot shower, then selected the
cl ot hes he was going to wear.

Exactly one hour later, he wal ked to the front door and

took a |l ast | ook at the honme he knew he woul d never see
again. There would be no neeting, of course. They woul d have
nothing further to discuss with him

There was a long, black linmousine waiting in front of the
house. A door opened as he approached the car. There were two
men in front and two in back.

"Get in, Colonel."

He took a deep breath and entered the car. A nonent |ater,
It sped away into the black night.

It's like a dream Lucia thought. |I'mIlooking out the
w ndow at the Swiss Alps. |'mactually here.



Jaine Mr6 had arranged for a guide to see that she
reached Zurich safely. She had arrived | ate at night.

In the norning, I'lIl go to the Bank Leu.

The thought nade her nervous. Wat if sonething had gone
wrong? What if the noney was no | onger there? Wat if...?

As the first light of dawn inched over the nountains,
Lucia was still awake.

A few m nutes before nine, she left the Baur au Lac hot el
and stood in front of the bank, waiting for it to open.

A ki ndly-1ooking m ddl e-aged man unl ocked the door. "Cone
in, please. | hope you haven't been waiting | ong?"

Only a few nonths, Lucia thought. "No. Not at all."
He ushered her inside. "What can we do for you?"

Make nme rich. "My father has an account here. He asked ne
to cone in and—and take it over."

"I's it a nunbered account ?"

"Yes."

“May | have the nunber, please?"

"B2A149207. "

He nodded. "One nonent, please."

She wat ched hi m di sappear toward a vault in back. The bank

was beginning to fill with custonmers. It's got to be there,
Luci a t hought. Not hi ng nust go—



The man was approaching her. She could read nothing in his
face.

"This account—you say it was in your father's nanme?"

Her heart sank. "Yes. Angelo Carm ne."

He studied her a nonent. "The account carries two nanes."
Did that nmean she woul d not be able to touch it? "Wat—=
She coul d scarcely get the words out. "Wat's the other
name?"

"Lucia Carm ne."

And in that instant, she owned the worl d.

The account anpbunted to a little nore than thirteen
mllion dollars.

"How woul d you like it handl ed?" the banker asked.

"Could you transfer it to one of your associated banks in
Brazil ? R o?"

"Certainly. We'll send you the docunentati on by nessenger
this afternoon.”

It was that sinple.

Lucia's next stop was at a travel agency near the hotel.
There was a |l arge poster in the wi ndow advertising Brazil.

It's an onmen, Lucia thought happily. She went inside.
"May | hel p you?"

"Yes. | would like two tickets to Brazil."

There are no extradition | aws there.

She could not wait to tell Rubio how well everything was

going. He was in Biarritz waiting for her call. They would be

goi ng to Brazil together.



"We can live in peace there for the rest of our lives,"
she had told him

Now everything was finally set. After all the adventure

and the dangers...the arrest of her father and brothers and
her vengeance agai nst Benito Patas and Judge Buscetta ...the
police | ooking for her and her escape to the convent...Acoca's
men and the phony friar...Jaine Mré and Teresa and the gold
cross...and Rubi o Arzano. Mst of all, dear Rubio. How many
tinmes had he risked his life for her? He had saved her from
the soldiers in the woods...fromthe raging waters at the
waterfall..fromthe nen in the bar at Aranda de Duero. The
very thought of Rubi o warned Luci a.

She returned to her hotel room and picked up the
t el ephone, waiting for the operator to answer.

There will be sonmething for himto do in R o. Wat? Wat
can he do? He'll probably want to buy a farm sonmewhere out in
the country. But then what would | do?

An operator's voice said, "Nunber, please."

Lucia sat there staring out the wi ndow at the snow covered
Al ps. W have two different lives, Rubio and I. W live in
different worlds. |I'mthe daughter of Angel o Carm ne.

"Nunber, please?"

He's a farner. That's what he |oves. How can | take him
away fromthat? | can't do that to him

The operator was getting inpatient. "Can | help you?"

Lucia said slowy, "No. No, thank you.'
receiver.

She repl aced the
Early the follow ng norning, she boarded a Swissair flight
to Rio.

She was al one.

CHAPTER THI RTY NI NE



The nmeeting was to take place in the |uxurious draw ng
roomof Ellen Scott's townhouse. She paced back and forth
waiting for Alan Tucker to arrive with the girl. No. Not a
girl. Awoman. A nun. Wat woul d she be |ike? What had |life
done to her? What have | done to her?

The butler wal ked into the room "Your guests have
arrived, Madam"

She took a deep breath. "Show themin."

A nonment |ater, Megan and Al an Tucker entered.

She's beautiful, Ellen thought. Tucker smled. "Ms.

Scott, this is Megan." Ellen | ooked at himand said quietly,
“I won't need you anynore." And her words had a finality to
them His smle faded.

" Good- bye, Tucker."

He stood there a nonent, uncertain, then nodded and |eft.
He coul d not get over his feeling that he had m ssed
sonet hing. Sonmething inportant. Too |ate, he thought. Too
bl oody | ate.

Ell en Scott was studyi ng Megan. "Sit down, please."

Megan took a chair, and the two wonmen sat there inspecting
each ot her.

She | ooks |ike her nother, Ellen thought. She's grown up
to be a beautiful woman. She recalled the terrible night of
t he accident, the stormand the burning plane.

You said she was dead... There's sonething we can do. The
pilot said we were near Avila. There should be plenty of
tourists there. There's no reason for anyone to connect the
baby with the plane crash...\W'll drop her off at a nice
farmhouse outside of town. Sonmeone will adopt her and she'll



grow up to have a lovely life here...You have to choose, MIo.
You can either have ne, or you can spend the rest of your
life working for your brother's child.

And now here was the past confronting her. \Were to begin?

"I mEllen Scott, president of Scott Industries. Have you
heard of it?"

n m' n

O course she would not have heard of it, Ellen chided
hersel f.

This was going to be nore difficult than she had

antici pated. She had concocted a story about an old friend of
the famly who had died, and a promse to take care of his
daught er but fromthe nonent she had first | ooked at Megan,
Ell en knew that it would not work. She had no choice. She had
to trust Patricia—Megan—not to destroy themall. She thought
of what she had done to the woman seated before her, and her
eyes filled with tears. But it's too late for tears. It's
time to make anends. It's tinme to tell the truth

Ell en Scott | eaned across to Megan and took her hand. "I
have a story to tell you," she said quietly.

That had been three years earlier. For the first year,

until she became too ill to continue, Ellen Scott had taken
Megan under her wi ng. Megan had gone to work for Scott

I ndustries, and her aptitude and intelligence had delighted
t he ol der woman, giving her a fresh outl ook and reinforcing
her will to live.

"You'l | have to work hard," Ellen had told her. "You'll
|l earn, as | had to learn. In the beginning, it will be
difficult, but inthe end, it will becone your life."

And it had.



Megan wor ked hours that none of her enpl oyees could even
begin to enul at e.

"You get to your office at four o' clock in the norning and
work all day. How do you do it?"

Megan smiled and thought: If | slept until four o'clock in
the norning at the convent, Sister Betina would scold ne.

El |l en Scott was gone, but Megan had kept | earning, and
kept wat ching the conmpany grow. Her conpany. Ellen had
adopted her. "So we won't have to explain why you're a
Scott," she had said. But there was a note of pride in her
VOi ce.

It's ironic, Megan thought. Al those years at the
or phanage when no one woul d adopt ne. And now | ' m bei ng
adopted by ny own famly. God has a wonderful sense of hunor.

CHAPTER FORTY

A new man was behi nd the wheel of the getaway car, and it
made Jaine Mrdé nervous. "I'mnot sure of him" he told Felix
Carpio. "What if he drives off and | eaves us?"

"Relax. He's ny cousin's brother-in-law. He'll be fine.
He's been begging for a chance to go out with us."

"I have a bad feeling," Jaine said.

They had arrived in Seville early that afternoon, and had
exam ned half a dozen banks before choosing their target. It
was on a side street, small, not too nuch traffic, close to a
factory that woul d be naki ng deposits there. Everything
seened perfect. Except for the man in the getaway car

"I's he all that's worrying you?" Felix asked.

mn I\b. mn
"What, then?"
It was a difficult one to answer. "Call it a prenonition."

He tried to say it lightly, nocking hinself.



Felix took it seriously. "Do you want to call it off?"

"Because | have the nerves of an old washerwonan today?
No, amgo. It will all go as snooth as silk."

In the beginning, it did.

There were half a dozen patrons in the bank, and Felix
held them at bay with an automati c weapon while Jaine cl eared
out the cash drawers. Snooth as silKk.

As the two nen were | eaving, heading for the getaway car,
Jaine called out, "Renenber, am gos, the noney is for a good
cause. "

It was out in the street that it began to fall apart.

There were police everywhere. The driver of the getaway car
was on his knees on the pavenent, a police pistol at his
head.

As Jaime and Felix cane into view, a detective called out,
"Drop your weapons."”

Jaine hesitated for one split second. Then he raised his
gun.

CHAPTER FORTY ONE

The converted 727 was flying thirty-five thousand feet

over the Grand Canyon. It had been a long, hard day. And it's
not over yet, Megan thought.

She was on her way to California to sign the papers that
woul d give Scott Industries one mllion acres of tinberland
north of San Franci sco. She had struck a hard bargain.

It's their fault, Megan thought. They shouldn't have tried
to cheat ne. I'lIl bet I'"'mthe first bookkeeper they've ever

come up against froma Cistercian convent. She | aughed al oud.

The steward approached her. "Can | get you anything, M ss
Scott ?"

She saw a stack of newspapers and nagazines in the rack.



She had been so busy with the deal that she had not had tine
to read anything. "Let nme see The New York Tines, please."

The story was on the front page and it | eaped out at her.
There was a photograph of Jaine Mrdé. Below it the article
read: "Jaine Mréd, |eader of ETA, the radical Basque
separati st novenent in Spain, was wounded and captured by
police during a bank hol dup yesterday afternoon in Seville.
Killed in the attack was Felix Carpio, another of the alleged
terrorists. The authorities had been conducting a search for
Mrdé since..

Megan read the rest of the article and sat there for a

long tinme, frozen, renenbering the past. It was like a

di stant dream phot ographed t hrough a gauze curtain, hazy and
unr eal .

This fight will be over soon. W'l||l get what we want
because the people are behind us...l| would like you to wait
for ne...

Long ago she had read of a civilization that believed if
you saved a person's life, you were responsible for him

Wel |, she had saved Jainme tw ce—ence at the castle, and again
at the park. I'lIl be dammed if I'mgoing to et themkill him
NOW.

She reached for the tel ephone next to her seat and said to
the pilot, "Turn the plane around. W' re goi ng back to New
York. "

A linmousine was waiting for her at La CGuardia Airport, and

by the tinme she arrived in her office it was two A M
Lawrence Gray, Jr., was waiting for her. H's father had been
the conmpany's attorney for years and had retired. H s son was
bri ght and anbiti ous.

Wt hout preanble, Megan said, "Jaime Mré. What do you
know about hi nf?"



The reply was imedi ate. "He's a Basque terrorist, head of
ETA. | think | just read that he was captured a day or so
ago. "

"Right. The governnent is going to have to put himon
trial. I want to have soneone there. Wio's the best trial

| awyer in the country?"

“I"d say Curtis Hayraan."

"No. Too nuch of a gentleman. W need a killer." She
t hought for a nonent. "CGet M ke Rosen.”

"He's booked for the next hundred years, Megan."
"Unbook him | want himin Madrid for the trial."

He frowned. "We can't get involved in a public trial in
Spain."

"Sure we can. Amicus curiae. W're friends of the
def endant . "

He studied her a nonent. "Do you mind if | ask you a
per sonal question?"

"Yes. Cet on this."
“I'"l'l do ny best."
"Larry.."

"Yes?"

"And then sonme." There was steel in her voice.

Twenty mnutes |ater, Lawence Gay, Jr., wal ked back into
Megan's office. "M ke Rosen is on the phone. | think |I woke
hi mup. He wants to talk to you."



Megan picked up the tel ephone. "M . Rosen? What a pl easure
this is. W' ve never net, but | have a feeling you and | are
going to becone very good friends. A |lot of people sue Scott
I ndustries just for the target practice, and |I've been

| ooki ng around for soneone to take charge of all our
litigation. Yours is the one nane that keeps com ng up.
Naturally, |'mprepared to pay you a large retainer for—=

"M ss Scott—=2"
mn YeS. n

"l don't mind alittle snow job, but you're giving ne
frosthite."

"I don't understand."

"Then let me put it in |legal parlance for you. Cut out the
bullshit. It's two o'clock in the norning. You don't hire
people at two o' clock in the norning."

"M . Rosen—

"Mke. W're going to be good friends, renenber? But

friends have to trust one another: Larry tells ne you want ne
to go to Spain to try to save sone Basque terrorist who's in
t he hands of the police."

She started to say, "He's not a terrorist— but stopped
hersel f. "Yes."

"What's your problenf? I's he suing Scott Industries because
his gun j ammed?"

n |_bJ

""" msorry, friend. | can't help you. My schedule is so
tight that | gave up going to the bathroomsix nonths ago. |
can recommend a few | awers.."

No, Megan thought. Jaine Mrdé needs you. And she was
suddenly seized by a sense of hopel essness. Spain was anot her
wor |l d, another time. Wien she spoke, her voice sounded weary.
“"Never mnd," she said. "It's a very personal matter. |I'm



sorry for comng on so strongly."

"Hey! That's what CEGCs are supposed to do. Very personal

is different, Megan. To tell you the truth, I'mdying to hear
what interest the head of Scott Industries has in saving a
Spanish terrorist. Are you free for lunch tonorrow?"

She was going to let nothing stand in her way.
"Absol utely."

"Le Cirque at one o'clock?"
Megan felt her spirits lifting. "Fine."

"You nmake the reservation. But | have to warn you about
somet hi ng. "

n Yes?ll

"I have a very nosy wife."

They nmet at Le Grque, and when Sirio had seated them
M ke Rosen said, "You' re better-looking than your picture.
"Il bet everybody tells you that."

He was very short, and he dressed carelessly. But there
was not hing carel ess about his mnd. Hs eyes radiated a
bl azing intelligence.

"You' ve aroused ny curiosity,” Mke Rosen said. "Wat's

your interest in Jaime Mré?"

There was so nuch to tell. Too nuch to tell. Al Megan

said was, "He's a friend. | don't want himto die."

Rosen | eaned forward in his seat. "I went through the
newspaper files on himthis norning. If Don Juan Carlos's
government executes Mré only once, he'll be way ahead of the

gane. They're going to get hoarse just reading the charges
agai nst your friend." He saw the expression on Megan's face.



"I"'msorry, but I have to be honest. Mro6 has been a very
busy man. He hol ds up banks, blows up cars, nurders people—=

"He's not a nurderer. He's a patriot. He's fighting for
his rights."

"(kay, okay. He's ny hero too. Wat do you want ne to do?"
"Save him™"

"Megan, we're such good friends that I'mgoing to tell you
the absolute truth. Jesus Christ hinself couldn't save him
You're looking for a mracle that—=

"I believe in mracles. WIIl you help nme?"

He studi ed her a nonent. "What the hell. What are friends
for? Have you tried the pate? | hear they nake it kosher."

The Fax nmessage from Madrid read: "Have spoken to half a
dozen top European | awers. They refuse to represent Mro.
Tried to have nyself admitted to trial as am cus curi ae.
Court ruled against me. Wsh | could pull off that mracle
for you, friend, but Jesus hasn't risen yet. Amon ny way
honme. You owe ne a lunch. Mke."

The trial was set to begin the seventeenth of Septenber.

"Cancel mny appointnents,” Megan told her assistant. "I
have sonme business to take care of in Madrid."

"How Il ong will you be gone?"
"I don't know. "
Megan pl anned her strategy on the plane flying over the

Atlantic. There has to be a way, she thought. | have noney
and | have power. The prine mnister is the key. | have to



get to himbefore the trial starts. After that, it will be
too | ate.

Megan had an appointnent with Prine M nister Leopol do
Martinez twenty-four hours after she arrived in Madrid. He
invited her to Moncl oa Pal ace for |unch.

"Thank you for seeing ne so pronptly," Megan said. "I know
what a busy nman you are.”

He raised a hand in deprecation. "My dear Mss Scott, when

t he head of an organization as inportant as Scott |ndustries
flies to ny country to see ne, | can only be honored. Please
tell nme how | can assist you."

"I really canme here to assist you," Megan said. "It
occurred to ne that while we have a few factories in Spain,
we're not using nearly enough of the potential that your
country has to offer."

He was |istening closely now, his eyes shining. "Yes?"
"Scott Industries is thinking about opening a huge

el ectronics plant. It should enpl oy sonmewhere between a

t housand and fifteen hundred people. If it is as successful

as we think it will be, we'll open satellite factories."

"And you have not decided in which country you wish to
open this plant?"

"That's right. I'"mpersonally in favor of Spain, but quite
frankly, Your Excellency, sone of ny executives are not too
happy with your civil rights record.”

"Real | y?"

"Yes. They feel that those who object to sone of the
policies of the state are treated too harshly."

"Do you have anyone in particular in mnd?"
"As a matter of fact, | do. Jaine Mré."

He sat there staring at her. "I see. And if we were to be



lenient with Jaine Mro, we would get the electronics factory
and—

"And a lot nore," Megan assured him "Qur factories wl|
rai se the standard of living in every community they're in."

The prinme mnister frowed. "I'mafraid there is one snal
probl em "

"What ? W& can negotiate further."

"This is sonething that cannot be negotiated, Mss Scott.
Spain's honor is not for sale. You cannot bribe us or buy us
or threaten us."

"Believe ne, |I'mnot—=

"You conme here with your handouts and expect us to run our
courts to please you? Think again, Mss Scott. W don't need

your factories.”

|'"ve made it worse, Megan thought, despairingly.

The trial lasted six weeks in a heavily guarded courtroom
that was closed to the public.

Megan remained in Madrid, follow ng the news reports of
the trial each day. Fromtine to tine, Mke Rosen tel ephoned

her .

"I know what you're going through, friend. | think you
shoul d cone hone."

"I can't, Mke."
She tried to see Jai ne.

"Absolutely no visitors."



The | ast day of the trial, Megan stood outside the
courtroom lost in a crowd of people. Reporters cane
stream ng out of the building, and Megan stopped one of them

"What happened?"

"They found himguilty on all counts. He's going to get
the garrote.™

CHAPTER FORTY TWD

At five AM on the norning schedul ed for the execution of
Jaime Mrd, crowds began to gather outside the central prison
in Madrid. Barricades set up by the Guardia Cvil kept the
swel ling nob of onl ookers across the wide street, away from
the front entrance to the prison. Arned troops and tanks

bl ocked the iron prison gates.

Inside the prison, in the office of Warden Gonez de | a
Fuente, an extraordinary neeting was taking place. In the
roomwere Prinme Mnister Leopoldo Martinez, Al onzo Sebasti an,
the new head of the GOE, and the warden's executive deputi es,
Juanito Mdlinas and Pedros Arrango. Warden de |la Fuente was a
heavyset, grimfaced m ddl e-aged nman who had passionately
devoted his |ife to disciplining the m screants that the
governnent had placed in his charge. Mlinas and Arrango, his
hard-bitten assistants, had served with de |a Fuente for the
past twenty years.

Prime Mnister Martinez was speaking. "I would like to
know what arrangenents you have made to ensure that there
will be no trouble in carrying out Mré's execution.”

Warden de | a Fuente replied, "W have prepared for every
possi bl e conti ngency, Your Excellency. As Your Excellency
observed when you arrived, a full conpany of arned sol diers
Is stationed around the prison. It would take an arny to
break in."



"And inside the prison itself?"

"The precautions are even nore stringent. Jaine Mro is

| ocked in a double security cell on the second floor. The
ot her prisoners on that floor have been tenporarily
transferred. Two guards are stationed in front of Mré's cel
and two guards are at each end of the cell block. | have
ordered a general |ock-down, so that all prisoners wll
remain in their cells until after the execution."

"What tinme will that take place?"

"At noon, Your Excellency. | have postponed ness hal
until one o' clock. That will give us enough tine to get
Mroé' s body out of here.”

"What pl ans have you nmade for disposing of it?"

"I amfollow ng your suggestion, Excellency. H's burial in
Spai n coul d cause the government enbarrassnent if the Basques
shoul d turn his grave into sone kind of shrine. W have been
in touch with his aunt in France. She lives in a small

vi |l | age outsi de Bayonne. She has agreed to bury himthere."

The prinme mnister rose. "Excellent." He sighed. "I still
think a hanging in the public square woul d have been nore
appropriate.”

"Yes, Your Excellency. But in that case, | could no | onger
have been responsible for controlling the nob outside."

"l suppose you're right. There's no point in stirring up
any nore excitenent than is necessary. The garrote is nore
pai nful and slower. And if any nan deserves the garrote, it
is Jaine Mro6."

Warden de | a Fuente said, "Excuse nme, Your Excellency, but
| understand that a comm ssion of judges is neeting to
consider a last-mnute appeal fromMro's attorneys. If it
shoul d cone through, what should |—=2"

The prinme mnister interrupted. "It won't. The execution
w Il proceed as schedul ed. "



The neeting was over.

At seven-thirty AM, a bread truck arrived in front of
t he prison gate.

"Delivery."

One of the prison guards stationed at the entrance | ooked
in at the driver. "You're new, aren't you?"

"Yeah."

"Were's Julio?"

"He's sick in bed today."

"Why don't you go join him am go?"

"VWhat ?"

"No deliveries this norning. Cone back this afternoon.”
"But every norning—

“"Not hi ng goes in, and only one thing is going out. Now,
back up, turn around, and get your ass out of here before ny
pal s get nervous."

The driver | ooked around at the armed soldiers staring at

him "Sure. Okay."

They watched as he turned the truck around and di sappeared
down the street. The commander of the post reported the

i ncident to the warden. Wen the story was checked out, it
was | earned that the regular deliveryman was in the hospital,
a victimof a hit-and-run driver.

At eight AAM, a car bonb expl oded across the street from



the prison, wounding half a dozen bystanders. Under ordinary
ci rcunstances, the guards would have |left their posts to

i nvestigate and assi st the wounded. But they had strict
orders. They remained at their stations and the Guardia Givil
was sumoned to take charge.

The incident was pronptly reported to Warden de | a Fuente.

"They're getting desperate,’
anyt hi ng. "

he said. "Be prepared for

At nine-fifteen AAM, a helicopter appeared over the
prison grounds. Painted on its sides were the words La
Prensa, Spain's prom nent daily newspaper.

Two antiaircraft guns had been set up on the prison roof.
The lieutenant in charge waved a flag to warn off the plane.
It continued to hover. The officer picked up a field

t el ephone.

"War den, we have a copter overhead."

"Any identification?"

"It says La Prensa, but the sign | ooks freshly painted."

"G@ve it one warning shot. If it doesn't nove, blow it out
of the sky."

"Yes, sir." He nodded to his gunner. "Put a close one in."
The shot | anded five yards to the side of the helicopter.
They could see the pilot's startled face. The gunner

| oaded again. The helicopter swooped up and di sappeared
across the skies of Madrid.

What the hell is next! the |ieutenant wonder ed.

At eleven AAM Megan Scott appeared at the reception



office of the prison. She | ooked drawn and pale. "I want to
see Warden de | a Fuente."

"Do you have an appoi nt ment ?"
"No, but-—=-

"' msorry. The warden isn't seeing anyone this norning.
I f you tel ephone this afternoon—

“"Tell himit's Megan Scott."

He took a closer ook at her. So this is the rich Anerican
who's trying to get Jaine Mro released. | wouldn't mnd
havi ng her work on nme for a few nights. "I'Il tell the warden
you're here."

Five mnutes |ater Megan was seated in Warden de | a
Fuente's office. Wth himwere half a dozen nenbers of the
prison board.

"What can | do for you, Mss Scott?"

"I would like to see Jaine Mrd."

The warden sighed. "I'mafraid that is not possible.”
"But |'m—=

"Mss Scott—we are all aware of who you are. If we could
accommodat e you, | assure you that we would be nore than
happy to do so," he said wwth a smle. "W Spaniards are

real ly an understandi ng people. W are also sentinental, and
fromtine to tine we are not averse to turning a blind eye to
certain rules and regulations.” His smle disappeared. "But
not today, Mss Scott. No. Today is a very special day. It
has taken us years to catch the nman you wish to see. So this
Is a day of rules and regul ations. The next one to see Jaine
Mré will be his God —+f he has one."

Megan stared at him mserable. "Coul d—ould | just |ook
at himfor a nonent?"

One of the nenbers of the prison board, touched by the



angui sh in Megan's face, was tenpted to intervene. He stopped
hi msel f.

“I"'msorry," Warden de |la Fuente said. "No."
"Could I send hima nessage?" Her voice was choked.

"You woul d be sending a nessage to a dead man." He | ooked
at his watch. "He has less than an hour to live."

"But he's appealing his sentence. Isn't a panel of judges
neeting to decide if—=2"

"They' ve voted against it. | received word fromthem
fifteen m nutes ago. Mrdo's appeal has been denied. The
execution will take place. Now, if you'll excuse nme—

He rose, and the others followed suit. Megan | ooked around
the roomat their cold faces and shuddered.

"May God have nercy on all of you," she said.

They watched, silent, as she fled fromthe room

At ten m nutes before the noon hour, the door to Jaine
Mro's cell was opened. Warden Gonez de | a Fuente,
acconpani ed by his tw assistants, Mlinas and Arrange, and
Dr. M guel Anuncion, entered the cell. Four arned guards
stood watch in the corridor.

The warden said, "It's tine."
Jaine rose fromhis cot. He was handcuf fed and shackl ed.
"l was hoping you' d be late." There was an air of dignity

about himthat Warden de |la Fuente could not help but admre.

At anot her tine, under other circunstances, we m ght have
been friends, he thought.

Jai ne stepped out into the deserted corridor, his



movenent s cl unsy because of the shackles. He was flanked by
the guards and Mol inas and Arrange. "The garrote?" Jaine
asked.

The warden nodded. "The garrote." Excruciatingly painful,

I nhuman. It was a good thing, the warden thought, that the
execution would take place in a private room away fromthe
eyes of the public and the press.

The procession made its way down the corridor. From
outside, in the street, they could hear the chant of the
crowd: "Jaine..Jaine..Jaine.” It was a swelling, bursting
froma thousand throats, grow ng |ouder and | ouder.

"They're calling for you," Pedros Arrange said.

“"No. They're calling for thenselves. They're calling for
freedom Tonorrow they'll have another nane. | may di e—but
there wll always be another nane."

They passed through two security gates and cane to a small
chanber at the end of the hallway that had a green iron door.
From around the corner a bl ack-robed priest appeared.

"Thank heavens I'min tine. |'ve cone to give the
condemmed man the last rites."”

As he nmoved toward Mrd6, two guards bl ocked his way.

"Sorry, Father,"” Warden de |a Fuente said. "Nobody goes
near him?"

"But ' m=

“If you want to give himhis last rites, you'll have to do
It through closed doors. Qut of the way, please."

A guard opened the green door. Standing inside, next to a
chair with heavy arm straps that was bolted to the floor, was
a huge man wearing a half-mask. In his hands he held the
garrote.

The warden nodded toward Ml inas and Arrango and the
doctor, and they entered the roomafter Jaine. The guards



remai ned outside. The green door was | ocked and bolted.

I nside the room Molinas and Arrango led Jainme to the

chair. They unl ocked his handcuffs, then strapped himin,

pul ling the heavy straps against his arns, while Dr. Anuncion
and Warden de | a Fuente watched. Through the thick closed
door they could barely hear the chanting of the priest.

De |a Fuente | ooked at Jaine and shrugged. "It doesn't
matter. God wi Il understand what he is saying."

The giant hol ding the garrote noved behind Jaine. Warden
Gonez de | a Fuente asked, "Do you want a cloth over your
face?"

n m' n

The warden | ooked at the giant and nodded. The gi ant
lifted the garrote in his hand and reached forward.

The guards outside the door could hear the chanting of the
mob in the street.

"You know sonet hi ng?" one of the guards grunbled. "I w sh
| was out there with them"”

Five mnutes |ater, the green door opened.

Dr. Anuncion said, "Bring in the body bag."

Foll owi ng instructions, Jaine Mrdé's body was snuggl ed out

t hrough a back door of the prison. The body bag was thrown
into the back of an unmarked van. But the nonent the vehicle
pul | ed out of the prison grounds, the crowd in the street
pressed forward, as though drawn to it by sone nystic magnet.

"Jai ne...Jai ne.."

But the cries were softer now. Men and wonen wept, and
their children | ooked on in wonder, not understandi ng what



was happeni ng. The van nmade its way through the crowd and
finally turned onto a hi ghway.

"Jesus," the driver said. "That was spooky. The guy nust
have had sonet hing."

"Yeah. And thousands of people knewit, too!"

At two o' clock that afternoon, Warden Gonez de |a Fuente
and his two assistants, Juanito Ml inas and Pedros Arrango,
appeared at the office of Prime Mnister Martinez.

"I want to congratul ate you,"” the prine mnister said.
"The execution went perfectly."”

The warden spoke. "M. Prinme Mnister, we're not here to
recei ve your congratulations. W're here to resign.”

Martinez stared at them baffled. "I—+ don't understand.
VWhat —=2"

"It's a matter of humanity, Your Excellency. W just

wat ched a man di e. Perhaps he deserved to die. But not I|ike
that. It—+t was barbaric. | want no nore part of this or
anything like it, and ny col |l eagues feel the sane way."

"Per haps you should give this nore thought. Your
pensi ons—

"We have to live with our consciences." Warden de | a
Fuente handed the prinme mnister three pieces of paper.

"Here are our resignations."”

Late that night, the van crossed the French border and

headed for the village of Bidache, near Bayonne. It pulled up



before a neat farnhouse.

"This is the place. Let's get rid of the body before it
starts to snell."

The door to the farnmhouse was opened by a woman in her
mddle fifties. "You brought hinf"

"Yes, ma'am Were would you like it—er—hinP"
“In the parlor, please.™

"Yes, ma'am |—+ wouldn't wait too long to bury him You
know what | nmean?"

She watched the two nmen carry in the body bag and set it
on the floor.

"Thank you."
"De nada."
She stood there watching as they drove away.

Anot her wonman wal ked in fromthe other roomand ran toward
t he body bag. She hastily unzipped it.

Jaime Mrd6 was lying there smling up at them "Do you
know sonet hi ng? That garrote could be a real pain in the
neck."

"White wine or red?" Megan asked.
CHAPTER FORTY THREE

At Barajas Airport in Madrid, fornmer Warden Conez de | a
Fuente, his forner assistants, Mlinas and Arrango, Dr.
Anunci on, and the giant who had worn the mask were in the
departure | ounge.

"I still think you're making a m stake not comng with ne
to Costa Rica," de |la Fuente said. "Wth your five mllion
dollars, you can buy the whole fucking country."



Mol i nas shook his head. "Arrango and | are going to
Swtzerland. I'"'mtired of the sun. W're going to buy
oursel ves a few dozen snow bunni es. "

“"Me too," the giant said.

They turned to M guel Anuncion.
"What about you, Doctor?"
"“I"'mgoing to Bangl adesh. "

"What ?"

"That's right. I'"'mgoing to use the noney to open a

hospital there. You know, | thought about it a long tine
before | accepted Megan Scott's offer. But | figured that if
| can save a lot of innocent |lives by letting one terrori st
live, it's a good trade-off. Besides, | nust tell you, I
liked Jaime Mro. "

CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

It had been a good season in the French countryside,
showering farmers with an abundance of crops. | w sh that
every year could be as wonderful as this, Rubio Arzano

t hought. It has been a good year in nore ways than one.

First, his marriage, and then, a year ago, the birth of
the twi ns. Wioever dreaned a man could be this happy?

It was starting to rain. Rubio turned the tractor around

and headed for the barn. He thought about the twins. The boy
was going to be big and strapping. But his sister! She was
going to be a handful. She's going to give her man a | ot of
trouble, Rubio grinned to hinself. She takes after her

not her. He drove the tractor into the barn and headed for the
house, feeling the cool rain against his face. He opened the
door and stepped inside. "You're just in tine." Lucia smled.
"Dinner's ready."



The Reverend Mot her Prioress Betina awakened with a
prenonition that somethi ng wonderful was about to happen.

O course, she thought, enough good things have already
happened.

The Cistercian convent had | ong since been reopened, under
the protection of King Don Juan Carlos. Sister Gaciela and

t he nuns who had been taken to Madrid were safely returned to
t he convent, where they were allowed to retreat once again
into the bl essed solitude and sil ence.

Shortly after breakfast, the Mother Prioress wal ked into
her office and stopped, staring. On her desk, shining with a
dazzling brightness, lay the gold cross.

It was accepted as a mracle.

AFTERWORD

Madrid has tried to buy peace by offering the Basques

limted autonony, allowng themto have their own flag, their
own | anguage, and a Basque police departnent. ETA replied by
assassinating Constantin Otin GI1, Madrid's mlitary
governor, and |later Luis Carrero Blanco, the man chosen by
Franco to be his successor.

The vi ol ence keeps escal ati ng.

In a three-year period, ETA terrorists have killed nore
t han si x hundred people. The sl aughter continues and the
retaliation by the police has been equally ruthless.

Not so many years ago, ETA had the synpathy of the two and

a half mllion Basque people, but continued terrorism has
eroded their support. In Bilbao, the very heart of the Basque
honmel and, one hundred thousand people took to the streets to
denonstrate agai nst ETA. The Spani sh people feel it is tine
for peace, tine to heal the wounds.



The OPUS MUNDO i s nore powerful than ever, but few people
are willing to discuss it.

As for the G stercian convents of the Strict (bservance,
there are in existence today fifty-four convents worl dw de,
seven of themin Spain.

Their tineless ritual of eternal silence and secl usion

remai ns unchanged.

http://ww. esni ps. con’ web/ eb00ks



