
 
 
 
 
 



J. D. Hennessey


Temptation on a Tower



[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2022




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4066338086440
  


Author of "Wynnum", &c.






CHAPTER I.--Stewart Towers.


Table of Contents



Embosomed in stately fir and pine trees, Stewart Towers stood upon the brow
of a low hill overlooking the Pacific Ocean.

If sombre, the place was romantic enough to have satisfied the soul of a
poet, or painter, or modern writer of fiction, and it would have satisfied its
owner, Malcolm Stewart, but for one thing.
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The condition on which Malcolm Stewart inherited Stewart Towers was, that
until marriage he should reside there for not less than three months in every
year; or to be more precise, that he should reside there during the three
summer months, from December to February inclusive, which, it will be seen
included Christmas Day. He was to reside in any portion of it, said the will,
except the Northern Tower rooms, which were to be reserved for the occupation
of two nieces of the legatee.

The strange old man had further decided in his will, that Malcolm Stewart
should marry one of these two ladies.

And unless by their own free choice they married other men the will bound
him to remain free to wed one or the other. On the day that he discontinued
residence, during this special three months, or married any other woman, there
passed from him Stewart Towers and the greater part of a large fortune.

For the first three months of Malcolm's enforced residence, the two maidens
had at the same time in company with an aunt, as chaperon, occupied the Tower
rooms.

This was exasperating to Malcolm, for his dislike of the two girls almost
amounted to hatred. When he met them in the grounds, he seldom looked at or
spoke to them. One of these two, by his father's will, he had to marry, and
both seemed to be waiting for him. His soul dwelt in a wilderness at the
thought of it, the knowledge that they lived in the Tower rooms of his romantic
residence made life lonely and uncongenial. It was no company for him to have
them there; nor could he, for fear of ridicule invite friends to stay with him,
and in his heart he almost cursed the girls, and the will, and Christmas
time.

He determined however, to hold his own, and live it out, and force "the
ladies of the Tower," as the neighbourhood who knew about the affair, delighted
to call them, to tire of waiting and marry someone else.

Now it was strange that he should dislike them so, for they were young and
not uncomely. He had not known them in his father's life time, indeed had never
heard of them until the will was read to him under peculiar and somewhat
unfortunate circumstances; and they had never made themselves in any way
unpleasant to him, except that in obedience to their uncles stupid will, they
for three months in the year came to reside there.
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It was no doubt a stupid will, an extraordinary will, a most unseemly and
aggravating will, but it was the will and Malcolm Stewart and Alice and
Winifred Stewart had to abide by it, or half a dozen claiments would have
stepped in to dispossess them of the property at once. This was the state of
affairs when there dawned the second Christmas day of this singular story.


CHAPTER II.--Under a Grey Sky.
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To make our story clear to the reader, it will be wise, perchance, to put
back the clock of time from the 25th of December, 18--, for a trifle over
twenty years. A baby boy had just awakened in a cottage by the sea, not more
than a quarter of a mile away from Stewart Towers. Blinking his eyes, he gazed
wonderingly from out of his soft cambric and fleecy woollen wrappings at his
nurse. The room was meanly furnished, but spotlessly clean. The personal
surroundings of the infant were rich and costly, as though he was a child of
expectancy and promise, whose advent had been desired and waited for, and who
was destined to a fortune and a name.

But the homely face of the nurse looked down pitifully upon the little
stranger as she whispered to herself rather than to the child:

"It's a hard, sad world you've come to, little beauty; you'd better have
stayed in the country where they wear no clothes."

At this she soothed the child with a motherly hand and placed some food
beside it in the cradle, and pressed the rubber teat into the little rosebud
mouth; the child sucked vigorously, and the kindhearted woman wished that it
had been its mother's breast instead.

"The wee things drink in love with their mother's milk," she thought,
looking disdainfully at the bottle.
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