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Description :  Description du produitIn her fifty-second bestselling novel, Danielle Steel weaves a 
compelling story of the power of lies, the misuse of trust--and of one woman's triumph over a devastating 

betrayal.Marie-Ange Hawkins has the kind of childhood that most people dream of. Freedom, love, security 
in a beautiful old French chteau. But when Marie-Ange is just eleven, a tragic accident marks the end of her 

idyllic life. Orphaned and alone, she is sent to America, to live with her great-aunt on a farm in Iowa. 
Bitterly resented by the old woman, cut off from everything she has known and loved, Marie-Ange is forced 

to work tirelessly on the farm, dreaming only of the day she can return to her beloved Chteau de 
Marmouton.In Marie-Ange's isolated existence, only the friendship of a local boy, Billy Parker, offers 
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comfort and hope. But her only wish is to gain an education--and escape. Then, just after her twenty-first 
birthday, an unexpected visitor brings startling news and an extraordinary gift: the freedom to return to 
France, to Chteau de Marmouton. When she arrives in France, Marie-Ange learns that the chteau's new 

owner is Comte Bernard de Beauchamp, a dashing young widower who invites her into his home, then into 
his heart. But their magical life together, which soon includes marriage, children, and lavish homes, slowly 

takes an ominous turn. A mysterious woman tells Marie-Ange a shocking story, a story so chilling she 
doesn't want to believe it.Not even her dear friend Billy can help her now. He is thousands of miles away. 

And as the darkness gathers around her, Marie-Ange must find the faith and courage to take one, last 
desperate step to save her loved ones and herself.Danielle Steel's powerful novel is about being pulled into a 
place where nothing is what it seems. It is about being seduced and lied to and turned around, and wanting to 

believe the lies--until the moment comes, in one blinding instant, when survival and salvation depend on a 
final Leap of Faith: the only path to freedom, and life.

Prsentation de l'diteurMarie-Ange Hawkins has the kind of childhood that most people dream of - freedom, 
love and security in a beautiful old French chateau. But when she is just eleven, a tragic accident marks the 
end of her idyllic life. Orphaned and alone, she is sent to America to live with her great-aunt on a farm in 

Iowa, where she is forced to work while dreaming of returning to her beloved chateau.Only the friendship of 
a local boy, Billy Parker, offers comfort and hope. When an unexpected visitor brings some startling news, 

she returns to France and meets the Chateau's new owner - a dashing widower who invites her into his home, 
and his heart. For a time they enjoy a magical life together, until Marie-Ange hears a shocking story, so 

chilling that she can scarcely believe it. Not even her dear friend Billy can help her now. As the darkness 
gathers around her she must find the courage to take one last, desperate step to save her loved ones... and 

herself.A stunning and inspiring novel from the incomparable storyteller Danielle Steel.co.ukDanielle Steel's 
52nd novel, Leap of Faith, a Cinderella-type story that begins when heroine Marie-Ange Hawkins goes from 

an idyllic French childhood to a loveless upbringing in Iowa after her parents and brother are killed in a 
terrible accident. Only 11, she's sent off to be raised by her sole relative, cold and callous great-aunt Carole. 
The only bright spot in her life is her intimate friendship with Billy Parker, a solid American farm boy who 

loves and respects her from the time they are children; she loves him, too, but thinks of him as a brother. 
When Marie-Ange turns 18 and wins a scholarship to go to college, her aunt does not help, but Billy buys 
her a car and she is able to attend. Then a stranger turns up and informs her that she is in fact a very rich 
woman; her aunt sells the farm, and Marie-Ange decides to return to France. There she meets the current 

owner of her old home, 40-year-old widower Comte de Beauchamp charming, handsome and so very polite. 
They fall for one another quickly (though she knows nothing about him, as Billy points out), marry within 

months of their first meeting and have two children. But cracks start to show in the comte's smooth, 
convincing exterior: it turns out that her prince charming who never pays his bills, but doesn't mind spending 

her money excessively, may be a murderer. She refuses to believe this, but when she finally must face the 
truth, she must strive to save not only herself but her children as well. --Perry Freeman ExtraitChapter 

1Marie-Ange Hawkins lay in the tall grass, beneath a huge, old tree, listening to the birds, and watching the 
puffy white clouds travel across the sky on a sunny August morning. She loved lying there, listening to the 
bees, smelling the flowers, and helping herself to an apple from the orchards. She lived in a safe, protected 

world, surrounded by people who loved her. And she particularly loved running free in the summer. She had 
lived at the Chateau de Marmouton for all of her eleven years, and roamed its woods and hills like a young 

doe, wading ankle deep in the little stream that ran through it. There were horses and cows, and a proper 
barnyard on the lower property at the old farmhouse. The men who worked the farm always smiled and 

waved when they saw her. She was a laughing, happy child, and a free spirit. And most of the time, as she 
wandered through the tall grass, or picked apples and peaches in the orchard, she was barefoot."You look 
like a little gypsy!" her mother scolded her, but she always smiled when she said it. Francoise Hawkins 
adored both her children.Her son Robert had been born shortly after the war, eleven months after she 

married John Hawkins. John had started his business, exporting wine, at the same time, and within five 
years, he had made an immense amount of money. They had bought the Chateau de Marmouton when Marie-
Ange was born, and she had grown up there. She went to the local school in the village, the same lycee that 
Robert had attended. And now, in a month, he was leaving for the Sorbonne, in Paris. He was going to study 
economics, and eventually work in his father's business. The business had grown by leaps and bounds, and 
John himself was amazed at how successful it had become, and how comfortable they were as a result of it. 



Francoise was very proud of him. She always had been. Theirs was a remarkable and romantic story.In the 
last months of the war, as an American soldier, John had been parachuted into France, and broken a leg 

when he landed in a tree on Francoise's parents' small farm. She and her mother had been there alone, her 
father was in the Resistance, and had been out at one of the secret meetings he attended nearly every night. 
They had hidden John in the attic. Francoise had been sixteen then, and more than a little dazzled by John's 
tall, midwestern good looks and charm. He was a farm boy himself and only four years older than she was. 

Her mother had kept a watchful eye on them, afraid that Francoise would fall in love with him and do 
something foolish. But John had been respectful of her, and as much in love eventually as Francoise was. 
She taught him French, and he taught her English, in their whispered conversations at night, in the pitch 

black of the attic. They had never dared to light so much as a candle, for fear that the Germans would see 
them. He had stayed with them for four months, and by the time he left, Francoise was heartbroken over his 
going. Her father and some of his friends from the Resistance had spirited him back to the Americans, and 
he had eventually taken part in the liberation of Paris. But he had promised Francoise he would come back 
for her, and she knew without a doubt that he would.Her parents were killed in the final days just before the 
liberation, and she was sent to Paris to live with cousins. She had no way of reaching John, his address had 
been lost in the chaos, and she had no idea he was in Paris. Long afterward, they learned that they had been 
within a mile or two of each other most of the time, as she lived just off the Boulevard Saint-Germain, and 
he never knew it.John was shipped back to the States before seeing her again, and returned to Iowa. He had 

his own family worries. His father had been killed in Guam, and he had to take care of his own family's farm 
with his mother, sisters, and brothers. He wrote to Francoise as soon as he got back, but his letters were 

neither returned, nor answered. They never reached her. And it was a full two years before he had saved up 
enough money to go back to France, to see if he could find her. He had been obsessed with her since he left. 

And when he reached the farm where they had met, he found that it had been sold and was inhabited by 
strangers. And all the neighbors knew was that Francoise's parents were dead and she had gone to Paris.He 

went there next, and used every resource he could think of to find her, the police, the Red Cross, the registry 
at the Sorbonne, as many local schools as he could visit. And on the day before he was to leave, sitting in a 
small cafe on the Left Bank, as though by a miracle, he saw her, walking slowly along the street in the rain, 
with her head down. At first, he thought it was a stranger who just looked like Francoise, but as he glanced 
at her more closely, and then ran after her, feeling foolish, but knowing he had to try one last time, she burst 
into tears the moment she saw him and threw her arms around him.They spent the evening together at her 

cousins' home, and he left for the States the following morning. They corresponded for a year after that, and 
then he finally returned to Paris, to stay this time. She was nineteen, and he was twenty-three by then, and 
they were married two weeks after he got back to Paris. In the ensuing years, nineteen of them, they had 

never left each other for a moment. They left Paris after Robert was born, and John eventually said he felt 
more at home in France than he ever had living in Iowa with his parents. It was meant to be, they always 

said, as they smiled at each other whenever they told their story. Marie-Ange had heard the tale a thousand 
times, and people always said it was very romantic.Marie-Ange had never met her father's relatives. His 
parents had died before she was born, and both his brothers. A sister had died a few years before, and his 

other sister was killed in an accident when Marie-Ange was a baby. His only surviving relative was an aunt 
on his father's side, but Marie-Ange could tell from the way her father talked about her that he didn't like her. 

None of his relatives had ever come to France, and he had said more than once that they thought he was 
crazy when he moved to Paris to be with her mother. Francoise's cousins had died in an accident when 

Marie-Ange was three, she had no grandparents, and her mother had no brothers or sisters. The only family 
Marie-Ange had were her brother Robert, and her parents, and a great-aunt somewhere in Iowa, whom her 

father hated. He had explained to Marie-Ange once that she was "mean-spirited and small-minded," 
whatever that meant. They no longer even corresponded. But Marie-Ange felt no lack of family. Her life was 

full, and the people in it treated her like a blessing and a joy, and even her name said she was an angel. 
Everyone thought of her that way, even her brother Robert, who loved to tease her.She was going to miss 

him when he went away, but Francoise had already promised Marie-Ange that she would take her to Paris to 
see him often. John had business there, and he and Francoise loved going to Paris for a night or two away. 

Usually when they did, they left Marie-Ange with Sophie, the elderly housekeeper who had been with them 
since Robert was a baby. She had come to the chateau with them, and lived in a little house on the property. 
Marie-Ange loved to visit her, and sip tea and eat the cookies that Sophie baked for her.Marie-Ange's life 

was perfect in every way. She had the kind of childhood that most people dreamed of. Freedom, love, 



security, and she lived in a beautiful old chateau, like a little princess. And when her mother dressed her in 
the pretty dresses she bought in Paris for her, she even looked like one. Or so her father told her. Though 

when she ran barefoot through the fields, in the dresses and smocks she tore while climbing trees, he loved 
to say that she looked like an orphan."So, little one, what mischief are you up to today?" her brother asked 
when he came to find her for lunch. Sophie had gotten too old to chase after her, and their mother had sent 
Robert to find her, as he often did. He knew all her favorite haunts and hiding places."Nothing." She had 

peaches smeared all over her face, and her pockets were full of peach pits as she smiled at him. He was tall 
and handsome and blond, like their father, as was Marie-Ange. She had blond curls, and blue eyes, and the 
face of an angel. Only Francoise had dark hair and big velvety brown eyes, and her husband often said that 

he wished they had another child, who looked just like her. But there was a lot of Francoise's sense of 
mischief and fun in Marie-Ange's spirit."Maman says it's time for you to come in for lunch," Robert said, 
shepherding her like a young colt. He didn't want to admit it to her, but he knew how much he would miss 
her when he went to Paris. Ever since she could walk, she had been his shadow."I'm not hungry," the child 
said, grinning at him."Of course not, you eat fruit all day. It's amazing you don't get a stomachache from 

it.""Sophie says it's good for me.""So is lunch. Come on, Papa will be home any minute. You have to come 
and wash your face, and put some shoes on." He took her by the hand, and she followed him back to the 

house, teasing and playing, and running around him like a puppy.And when her mother saw her, she groaned 
at what the child looked like. "Marie-Ange," she said to her in French. Only John spoke to Marie-Ange in 

English, and she was surprisingly proficient, although she had an accent. "That was a new dress you put on 
this morning. It's in shreds now." Francoise rolled her eyes, but she never looked angry. Most of the time, 
she was amused by her daughter's antics."No, Maman, it's just the pinafore that's torn. The dress is still all 
right," Marie-Ange reassured her with a sheepish grin."Thank Heaven for small favors. Now go and wash 

your face and hands, and put shoes on. Sophie will help you." The old woman in the frayed black dress and 
clean apron followed Marie-Ange out of the kitchen, and upstairs to her room on the top floor of the chateau. 
It wasn't easy for her to get around anymore, but she would have gone to the ends of the earth for her "baby." 

She had cared for Robert when he was born, and had been overjoyed when Marie-Ange came as a surprise 
seven years later. She loved the entire Hawkins family as though they had been her children. She had a 

daughter of her own, but she lived in Normandy and they seldom saw each other. Sophie would never have 
admitted it, but she was far more devoted to the Hawkins children than she had ever been to her own 

daughter. And like Marie-Ange, she was sad that Robert was leaving them and going to study in Paris. But 
she knew it would be good for him, and she would see him when he came home for holidays and 

vacations.John had talked briefly about sending his son to the States to study for a year, but Francoise didn't 
like the idea, and Robert himself had finally admitted that he didn't want to go so far away. They were a 

close-knit family, and he had a vast number of friends in the region. Paris was far enough away for him, and 
like his mother, and sister, he was profoundly French, in spite of his American father.John was seated at the 
kitchen table by the time Marie-Ange came downstairs. Francoise had just poured him a glass of wine, and a 
smaller one for Robert. They drank wine at every meal, and sometimes they gave Marie-Ange a few drops in 

a glass of water. John had adapted easily and well to French customs. He had conducted his business in 
French for years, but spoke to his children in English so they would learn the language. And Robert was far 

more fluent than his sister.The conversation at lunch was as lively as usual. John and Robert spoke about 
business, while Francoise commented on various bits of local news, and made sure that Marie-Ange didn't 
make a mess while she was eating. Although she was allowed to roam the fields, her education had been a 
formal one, and she had extremely good manners, when she chose to use them."And you, little one, what 

have you done today?" her father asked her, tousling her curls with one hand, while Francoise served him a 
cup of strong, steaming filtered coffee."She's been stripping your orchards, Papa," Robert said, laughing at 
her, and Marie-Ange looked from one to the other with amusement."Robert says eating too many peaches 

will give me a stomachache, but it doesn't," she said proudly. "I'm going to visit the farm later," she said, like 
a young queen planning to visit her subjects. Marie-Ange had never met anyone she didn't like, nor anyone 
who found her less than enchanting. She was the proverbial golden child, and Robert especially loved her. 
Because of the seven-year gap in their age, there had never been any jealousy between them."You're going 

to have to go back to school soon," her father reminded her. "The vacation is almost over." But the reminder 
made Marie-Ange frown. She knew that it meant Robert would be leaving, and when the time came, they all 

knew it would be hard for her, and for him as well, although he was excited by the adventure of living in 
Paris.They had found him a small apartment on the Left Bank, and his mother was going to settle him in 



before they left him to his studies. She had already sent several pieces of furniture and trunks ahead, all of 
which were waiting for him in Paris.When the big day finally came for Robert to leave, Marie-Ange got out 

of bed at dawn and was hiding in the orchard when Robert came looking for her before breakfast. 


