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  THEIR SEARCH FOR REAL LOVE 


Sir John rode back as fast as he could.


As he went onto his own land, there was no sign of anyone.


He thought that Melita, giving him up for being so late, had already returned to the house.


Perhaps it would be a good idea to go there first and find out where she was.


He rode up the drive and thought, as he always did, that the old oaks standing like sentinels on either side made it a perfect entrance to Gilmour Hall.


As he galloped up to the front door, he saw Bracken and two of the grooms with him.


He therefore imagined that Melita must have just gone inside.


As he then drew his horse to a standstill, the Head Groom hurried towards him and said,


“I’m that glad you’ve arrived, Sir John.  We were worried because Bracken’s come back ’ere alone.”


“What do you mean?” Sir John asked sharply.


“’Er Ladyship weren’t with ’im,” he said, “and we thinks perhaps she’s ’ad a fall.”


This did not seem likely to Sir John for the simple reason that Melita was such a good rider and he could not imagine her having a fall from any horse.
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  “I know a number of people, both men and women, who have sought real love all their lives and have never found it. And at some stage they become desperate.


I am an eternal optimist and I always say to them, don’t despair as out there in the big wide world there is someone just waiting for you and, you know, he or she will surely find you one fine day when you least expect it and then you will be happy for ever.


Some people would call it Karma –


  Barbara Cartland


  





CHAPTER ONE ~ 1891


Sir John Gilmour glanced at the clock and realised that it was nearly one o’clock in the morning.


It was time, he thought, for him to leave.


He turned to the pretty woman who was holding his arm and said,


“I am afraid that I have to go home.  I have many things I need to do tomorrow and I must have some sleep before I start work.”


She laughed.


“Work to you is very different from what it is to other people.  But you have not forgotten, John dear, that you are dining with me tomorrow night?”


“Of course I have not forgotten,” Sir John replied, “and I will be counting the hours until I see you again.”


She looked up at him.


As their eyes met, she said in a whisper,


“We shall be alone!  As you know Arthur is going to the races and will not be back until Saturday.”


Sir John smiled.


“We will talk about it tomorrow,” he murmured.


Releasing himself from her arm he went across the room to where his hostess was saying goodbye to several people who, like himself, realised that it was now late.


As the guests were moving away, he held out his hand saying,


“How can I ever thank you for a most amusing and delicious dinner and an even more delightful band?”


“I am so glad that you enjoyed yourself, John,” she answered, “and I will look forward to seeing you again next week.”


“If I am in London, I will be knocking on the door even sooner than you expect,” Sir John promised.


She pressed her hand closer into his and said,


“You know I want to see you.”


“And I want to see you,” he replied.


He raised her hand and touched it with his lips.


Without saying anymore he walked quickly through the dancers to the door that led from the ballroom into the passage.


Even as he did so, there was a patter of feet behind him.


He turned round to see a very pretty woman who had been often acclaimed as one of the most influential and attractive hostesses in London.


“John!” she exclaimed a little breathlessly.


As she reached him, she said,


“You have not forgotten that you are dining with us on Tuesday night.  I have a special surprise for you, but I am so afraid that you will disappear into the country and forget you promised to be my guest for dinner.”


“Of course I have not forgotten your party,” Sir John answered.  “How could I forget you?”


She looked up at him and her eyes said more than her lips.


Sir John kissed her hand and said,


“I will be with you at eight o’clock.  Don’t worry, it is a date which is impossible to forget.”


“Just as I could never forget you,” she said in a low voice.


Because he could see several people coming from the room he had just left, Sir John released her hand and moved quickly down the passage to the front door.


It was always the same, he reflected.


Wherever he went it was difficult to get away.


There were always attractive women wishing to delay him when he wanted to be free.


As he expected, his carriage was waiting for him outside the front door and, as he stepped into it, he said to the footman holding the door,


“Tell Cochran to take me back home as quickly as possible.  I am sorry to keep him waiting, but I wanted to leave at least an hour ago.”


“We thinks as ’ow you’d be ever so late, sir,” the man answered with a smile.


He shut the door, as Sir John sank down on the seat inside.


The horses moved off and were going at a very fast pace and Sir John lay back comfortably in the carriage.


He thought, with a sigh, that it was far later than he had intended to leave.  But it was always the same at those parties.


The most attractive woman always seemed to come last on his list of dances.


It was impossible for him to leave without being unnecessarily rude.


All the same it had been an amusing evening.


He had had two of the most famous beauties in London Society at his side at dinner.


They had vied with each other in flattering him and made him feel embarrassed by whispering things he had no wish to be overheard or suspected by their husbands or, far more dangerous, older women who desired his attention.


It would have been impossible for Sir John not to be aware that he was the most sought after young man in the whole of London Society.


He had a reputation for being a roué, which was entirely justified.


It was inevitable that a great many men were not only jealous of his success but angry because their wives were infatuated by him.


“If it was not forbidden by the law and the Prince of Wales, I would call him out for a duel,” more than one member at his Club had said to a friend.


“You are not the only one saying that,” the friend had replied.  “But while I suspect what Gilmour is after, he is too clever for them to be certain.”


Although the men were suspicious of him, they had to admit he was an excellent sportsman both in the hunting field and as a gunshot at fashionable shoots.


His racehorses which were kept at Newmarket were outstanding and he had, they were obliged to admit, one of the finest and most impressive houses in the country.


“The trouble with young Gilmour,” an older man at the Club had said, “is that he is determined never to marry and as you all know he avoids the ambitious mothers who want their debutante daughters to share his ancient title.”


“If you ask me, he is too damned clever for all of us,” another member asserted.


While those to whom he was speaking laughed, he added,


“You mark my words he will come a cropper one day and will find himself walking up the aisle when he least expects it!”


There was laughter at this suggestion.


At the same time a twinkle in one or two of his friends’ eyes told the speaker, and it made him very angry, that they were all well aware that the girl he was about to marry had fallen madly in love with Sir John Gilmour.


So she had broken off the engagement one week before the Wedding was due to take place.


It was no compensation at all to know that he had no intention of marrying the young girl concerned.


Sir John had avowed openly that he would never marry until he was very much older and obliged to have an heir to whom he could leave everything he possessed.


“If you ask me,” one man at the Club said bitterly, “he’ll fall on his face when he least expects it.  Then we will all be able to cheer his downfall instead of praising him as you do at the moment.”


As he walked away, one of his friends laughed.


“Poor old geezer,” another said.  “But the real truth is that Gilmour always gets the better of us and it appears that we are all too silly and feeble and there is nothing we can do about it.”


There was an audible groan from everyone, but no one contradicted him.


*


Driving home Sir John was admitting to himself that he felt tired.


It was not only the parties he was obliged to attend every daym but he was having a somewhat wild love affair with an extremely pretty woman whose husband had been unexpectedly called to the North of England when he least expected it.


“His sister is very ill,” the beauty told Sir John, “and, as William will not be back for at least a week, it gives us a chance to see each other.”


It meant, naturally, that Sir John went to their house in Belgrave Square for dinner.


He was driving back home in the early hours of the morning when, as he told himself, all sensible men were asleep so they would feel fresh and lively in the morning.


Now, as the carriage stopped outside his house in Grosvenor Square, he thought to himself that he was a fool to let himself do so much, pleasant and amusing though it was.


“Goodnight,” he called to his coachman. “I am very sorry to have kept you up late.  I will come home tomorrow at a more reasonable hour.”


The coachman grinned and touched his cap.


“We likes you to ’ave a good time, Sir John,” he said, “and if your ’orse wins on Thursday at Newmarket, we’ll all be celebratin’ the victory!”


“I hope you will not be disappointed,” Sir John said as he walked into the house.


His valet was dutifully waiting for him, although he had obviously dozed off until his Master appeared.


It did not take him long to undress.


When he then sank down in his large and extremely comfortable bed, it was with a sigh of relief that he would go straight to sleep and not think about anything that might demand his attention until tomorrow morning.


It was only as his valet left the room and Sir John was blowing out the candles by his bedside that he saw that there was a telegram waiting for him.


For a moment he just stared at it wondering why it was there.


Then he was at once aware that his secretary would not have put it there if it had not been urgent.  He would undoubtedly have kept it downstairs until the morning.


With a sigh he reached for the telegram wondering why it should need his attention at this very late hour of the night.


Yet he recognised that it was quite obviously of extreme importance.


He sat up against his pillows and almost reluctantly opened the envelope.


At a glance the telegram appeared to be a long one and then, as he began to read the first lines, his whole body stiffened.


Holding the telegram high up so that he could see the words more clearly, he read,


“Please come and see me immediately.


I have only a short time to live and I must see you before I die.


Gavron Murillo.”


There was no need for Sir John to ask where he must go.


The telegram came from France.


As Gavron Murillo was of great importance in his life, he knew that wherever he was he would be obliged to obey his request.


It meant leaving London first thing in the morning for Paris.


Sir John read the telegram through twice.


Then he blew out the candle and lay down against the pillows.


Could it really be true that Gavron Murillo, the man who meant so much to him and all his family, was really breathing his last?


It seemed impossible.


Yet he knew that Gavron Murillo would never have sent him such a message unless it had been true and it was indeed only a question of time before he died.


Looking back into the past, Sir John was aware that everything he had become was due to this one man.


If he asked him to go down to Hell itself, he would have been obliged to obey him.


In the darkness of his room he could remember all too clearly how young he had been when Gavron Murillo had come into his life.


Not just to save his father from bankruptcy but also to change his life completely and make him the success he was now.


It seemed extraordinary that one man should have changed his whole existence from misery and poverty to riches and grandeur.


Yet it was exactly what Gavron Murillo had done.


It seemed to Sir John then that the foreigner was in every way entirely different from his father and the other men he had met when he had been at home.


They had always talked desperately of what they did not own.  They always bewailed and regretted the thing they had lost and apparently had nothing to boast about in their future.


Just like a whirlwind or perhaps, as Sir John had thought later, like an Archangel had dropped from the sky, Gavron Murillo had come into his father’s life.


From that moment everything had changed as if he had touched it all with a magic wand.


To a boy of fifteen Gavron Murillo had seemed old and rather strange-looking.


In fact there was nothing of the English gentleman about him, but once he had had the good looks and the quickness of brain of a man who would inherit the earth.


He had both drive and brilliance.


His mother had been French and his father was from the Far East.


Monsieur Murillo had the ability of being able to pick a man who had the capability of great success if not the thrust and the authority needed to achieve it.


Sir John was never quite certain how his father had first met the Oriental, but for some reason that had always puzzled him they had become great friends.


It was perhaps in the Englishman and his very long Family Tree that Gavron Murillo had seen what he himself lacked, but which he would have loved to possess.


Whether it was that or other reasons, Sir John had never known exactly what had happened.


But he was well aware that Gavron had taken over for the moment his father’s place as the Head of the Family and began to direct everything in an entirely different way from which it had been directed before and it had led to success.
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