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  LOVE FINDS A TREASURE


Linka then started to try and pull the bindweed off the statue and, as many people had found before her, it was a difficult task.


Her fingers were not really strong enough to move anything but the tips of the climbing stems, so she thought that the best thing would be to try to destroy it at the roots.


She tried to dig the fork into the ground, which was heavy and hard.


So she then started to push the sharp point of the broomstick down beside the plinth on which the statue was standing.


It went in a little more easily then she had expected.


Then it struck what she thought must be a stone.


She moved the point a few inches further on and again the same thing happened.


It seemed odd that the ground should be so stony beneath what once had been grass.


Impatiently she pulled up some of the large weeds, but still the roots of the bindweed defeated her.


With both hands she managed to pull up some of the weed-filled grass round the plinth of the statue.


And then there was a sudden glint which seemed to catch the sunshine.
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  “I am often told by many people how strange and extraordinary it is when a chance meeting at an unlikely place can lead to lifelong love and real happiness.


It is not strange and extraordinary at all. It is the power of true love through thousands of years and lives bringing together yet again those who have always loved each other and will go on doing so far into the distant future.”


  Barbara Cartland




  





CHAPTER ONE ~1819


Linka went into the Countess’s bedroom and found her sitting by the window having breakfast.


“Michael is coming today,” she said as if she could not help herself.


The Countess smiled.


“It will be wonderful to see him,” she sighed.   “At the same time he will be most upset at how dilapidated everything has become while he has been away.”


“He will soon put it right,” Linka replied happily.  “Now I am going to see that there are plenty of flowers in the house so that it looks pretty and hides some of the rips and tears.”


The Countess smiled at her again and only as Linka reached the door did she say,


“Don’t do too much, my dear. I know that you have been trying to put things right, but it is no use exhausting yourself.”


“I am quite all right,” Linka answered her, “and the house has to be looking its best for Michael.”


As she ran down the grand staircase, she felt that she had sounded hopeful, but she knew it was inevitable that when the young Earl returned he would be horrified at what he found.


Linka, with her rather strange name, had lived at Monk Hall ever since she was a baby.


The Countess of Monkford’s first cousin, Alice, had been married when she was still very young to Lord Farnell.


It had seemed such an odd match at the time, but a very advantageous one for a young girl. Alice had no assets and her parents could not afford to introduce her to the Social world.


Alice Farnell had dutifully produced a daughter for her ageing husband.  She had died, however, soon after from a fever.


Lord Farnell himself had no wish to bring up a baby without a woman to help him.


He had therefore appealed to his relations and to Alice’s for help, but no one was at all anxious to take on the responsibility.


The Countess of Monkford had said that she had always wanted a daughter.  And, as the doctors had told her that she was incapable of having any more children of her own, she would take Linka.


That was not her name then.


In fact she was not christened for four months while the relations argued as to what name she should be called.


None of them wanted the responsibility of the child themselves.  But they contended that she should be named after either her aged Aunt Lillian or another relative who was called Katerina.


The Countess of Monkford had listened to them quarrelling until in the end she suggested a compromise.


“I have never liked long names,” she maintained, “and the baby will therefore be christened ‘Linka’, which is a combination of both of your suggestions.”


The relatives had to be satisfied with that.


However, the Countess was well aware that had she been in a less renowned household they would not have taken so much trouble over her.


Linka was brought up at Monk Hall.


The Earl’s son, Viscount Monk, was her hero.


He was six years older than her and she thought that everything Michael did was perfect.


She followed him about like a small dog, obeying every order he gave her.


As he grew older, she learned to bowl to him at cricket and to follow him out shooting. Her greatest delight was to ride with him across the vast acres that his father owned.


The world outside Monk Hall was acutely aware of the War which was taking place in Europe.


Napoleon Bonaparte who had proclaimed himself the Emperor of France, was striving to become the greatest conqueror of all time.


More and more the men on the estate had left to join the Duke of Wellington’s Army in Portugal and Spain.


As Michael grew older, both his mother and Linka were frightened.  If the War did not end, the time would come when he too would have to go and fight the tyrant.


He certainly talked of nothing else on his holidays from Eton and Oxford University.


He was just twenty when he joined the Household Cavalry and then to his mother’s and Linka’s distress he was sent abroad to join Wellington’s Army.


It had happened just before the Battle of Waterloo.


That this was the end of Napoleon and the end of the War was due, Linka thought, entirely to her prayers.


Whatever happened now, Michael was safe.


She had hoped fervently, as his mother did, that he would now come home.


He was, however, needed to stay in France with the one hundred thousand troops of the Army of Occupation.


Although two years later thirty thousand troops had returned home, there was no sign of Michael.


The Occupation had fully ended last year in 1818 and the Countess and Linka waited eagerly for Michael’s return.


They were to learn towards the end of the year that he was back in England but required at the War Office.


He wrote affectionate letters to his mother that he was longing to see her, but it was impossible for him at the moment to come away. He would, however, do so the moment he could.


The previous year his father had died and Michael could not be at his funeral.  It was, as he explained in a letter, impossible for him to leave France at that time.


He had now risen to the rank of a Commander and the Duke of Wellington greatly depended on him.


And there was the same over-riding duty when he eventually returned to England.


They learned as well that he was enjoying himself in London.


This was not surprising for the Prince Regent was giving exciting and extravagant parties, one for the Duke of Wellington and another one for all the Officers returning from the War.


London Society was, of course, celebrating peace after the great victory over the French at Waterloo.


Michael’s letters to his home were not especially communicative about himself.


There were, however, plenty of nearby neighbours who dropped in to tell the Countess what a success he was.


“He is so handsome,” one of them declared, “that it is not surprising that he has all the beauties pursuing him.   And needless to say, the ambitious Mamas with debutante daughters are parading them in front of him.”


Linka felt just a little twang of anxiety and perhaps, although she did not realise it, jealousy.


She had grown used, in the years that they were children together, to being Michael’s confidante.  She had helped and supported everything he did.


She had in fact before he went to join Wellington, saved him from what she had been afraid would have been a most unhappy marriage.


He was just twenty years old and so good-looking that it was not surprising that all the local girls made their parents invite him on all possible occasions to their homes.


There was, however, one girl in particular whom Linka knew that Michael admired.


Her name was Rosemary Hadbury and she lived only a mile or so away from Monk Hall.


At eighteen she already had a reputation for being what the older women called ‘fast’ and she was certainly much prettier and more vivacious than the other country girls of the same age.


It was Michael’s first love affair and, although he was rather shy about it, he had told Linka how pretty he thought Rosemary was.


When he went off to join the family Regiment, he had taken a fond farewell of her and she had promised to think of him all the time that he was away at the War.


She wrote him a very loving letter of goodbye and   Michael went to his Barracks with it in his pocket.


He was away training for four months before he came home on leave.


He then told his mother that he was leaving in three days’ time to re-join Wellington’s Army.


Linka, although she did not show it, was terrified in case he should be killed or wounded.


The evening after his arrival back home on leave the Countess was not well and had retired to bed early.


Michael told Linka he was going to see Rosemary.


“I expect she has heard that I am back on leave”, he said, “and, although I suppose that I should go tomorrow, her father and mother will be there then and I want to be alone with her.”


There was an expression in his eyes and the way he spoke that made Linka apprehensive.


If Michael was in love with Rosemary and he was going away, he might ask her to marry him.


He was nearly twenty-one and the Countess had often talked with Linka about Michael’s future.


She had said over and over again that she did not wish him to be hasty in choosing his wife.


“I have been so very fortunate,” she said, “because, although my marriage was more or less arranged, I fell in love with my husband and he with me.”


She gave a sigh.


“It may be too much to ask, but I want for Michael someone who loves him for himself and not for his title or his possessions.”


Linka told herself that this was what she wanted too and, although she thought of Michael as her brother, he was also her hero.


She had hoped that when he came home he might have forgotten about Rosemary.


Now from the way he spoke she knew that he was still very fond of her.


But it was not the real love that she wanted for herself and for him.


He might have been faithful to Rosemary while he was training with the Regiment, but then Rosemary had not been faithful to him.


It was impossible in the country for everything not to become known because the servants always talked.


Servants at Monk Hall had relatives working for Rosemary’s father and mother, Colonel and Mrs. Hadbury.


One of the housemaids who looked after Linka had told her in shocked tones that Rosemary was meeting with John Dorset almost every single night.  He was the son of a farmer who worked for the Colonel.


“’Er father and mother know nothin’ about it at all, miss,” the maid said, “or they’d soon put a stop to it.  Miss Rosemary meets ’im in the little summerhouse at the top of the garden after they’ve gone to bed.  All I can say is that it’s not right that she should do so.”


“I agree with you,” Linka replied.


Equally she was aware that John Dorset was a very good-looking young man and it was only because his father needed him so much on the farm that he had not been forced to join the Army or Navy.


That he should be encouraged by Rosemary was in a way understandable and because of the War, there was very little entertaining and a distinct scarcity of young men in the neighbourhood.


Linka, however, thought that her behaviour was an insult to Michael even though he was not aware of it.


She had wondered if she should tell him just what Rosemary was now doing.  Then she thought that it would sound mean and unpleasant and he would doubtless not believe her.


Then, when he said that he was going to ride over and see her tonight, Linka had an idea.


“I expect she will have gone to bed,” she suggested.


Michael smiled.


“I will throw stones at her window, I know which room she sleeps in.”


Linka drew in her breath.


“I think, if I am not mistaken,” she said, “you will find her in the little wooden hut at the end of the garden.”


“That is where I said ‘goodbye’ to her,” Michael replied and there was a light in his eyes that had not been there before.


Linka went with him to the stables to find that the grooms, and there were fewer of them than there had been before the War, had retired for the night.


So Michael then saddled his own horse and Linka helped him.


She waved to him as he rode off.


When she went back to the house, she asked herself if she had done something wrong.


Although it did seem rather underhand, she knew that she was saving Michael from himself and what might be much worse from an unhappy marriage.


She prayed for a long time before she got into bed.


Then she could not sleep but lay awake waiting for Michael’s promised return.


*


What she had anticipated happened.


Rosemary had been certain that Michael would not call on her the night he arrived home.


So she met John Dorset, as she had every previous evening, in the little wooden hut.


Michael having tethered his horse to a fence at the end of the garden moved through the trees towards the little hut where he had last kissed Rosemary.


If she was not there, he was sure that if she knew of his arrival she would then be looking out of her bedroom window.


She knew that he would not come to the front door when her parents and the servants had retired for the night.


His feet made no sound on the rough grass that surrounded the hut.


Then, just before he reached it, he stopped.


He had heard voices.


To his surprise he realised that Rosemary was not alone.  He had always thought of the little hut as their special hiding-place.


Cautiously he moved a little nearer and then, when he could overhear what was being said, he realised what was happening.
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