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  THE REVELATION


  IS LOVE




  “A bowl of one of your soups a little later, Duncan, would be great, but I think Miss Stirling and I should start our search right away.”




  Rupert looked at Celina.




  “Should we start at the top or the bottom?”




  “The top,” suggested Celina briskly.




  She was feeling uncomfortable at the closeness of this man and the light in his eyes as he looked at her.




  Not even Hamish had stirred such a complex set of emotions in her.




  If only he was not a Fitzalan!
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  THE LATE DAME BARBARA CARTLAND




  Barbara Cartland, who sadly died in May 2000 at the grand age of ninety eight, remains one of the world’s most famous romantic novelists.  With worldwide sales of over one billion, her outstanding 723 books have been translated into thirty six different languages, to be enjoyed by readers of romance globally.




  Writing her first book ‘Jigsaw’ at the age of 21, Barbara became an immediate bestseller.  Building upon this initial success, she wrote continuously throughout her life, producing bestsellers for an astonishing 76 years.  In addition to Barbara Cartland’s legion of fans in the UK and across Europe, her books have always been immensely popular in the USA.  In 1976 she achieved the unprecedented feat of having books at numbers 1 & 2 in the prestigious B. Dalton Bookseller bestsellers list.




  Although she is often referred to as the ‘Queen of Romance’, Barbara Cartland also wrote several historical biographies, six autobiographies and numerous theatrical plays as well as books on life, love, health and cookery.  Becoming one of Britain's most popular media personalities and dressed in her trademark pink, Barbara spoke on radio and television about social and political issues, as well as making many public appearances.




  In 1991 she became a Dame of the Order of the British Empire for her contribution to literature and her work for humanitarian and charitable causes.




  Known for her glamour, style, and vitality Barbara Cartland became a legend in her own lifetime.  Best remembered for her wonderful romantic novels and loved by millions of readers worldwide, her books remain treasured for their heroic heroes, plucky heroines and traditional values.  But above all, it was Barbara Cartland’s overriding belief in the positive power of love to help, heal and improve the quality of life for everyone that made her truly unique.




  





  




  “The moment you know you are in love – and you will always know instinctively – you are closer to Heaven than at any other time in your life.”




  Barbara Cartland




  





  CHAPTER ONE


  -


  1897




  The foaming sea was as wild as an untamed horse and the decks of the transatlantic liner travelling towards England were empty – except for one hardy passenger.




  Rupert Fitzalan was caught up in the excitement of the turbulent sky, the power of the waves and the tossing of the ship.




  No bucking bronco could be any more unsettling, he thought, remembering the time he had tried for success at a rodeo in the Mid-West of America.  He had stayed on the animal longer than most, including himself, had expected, but had been thrown in the end.




  Now he stood with spray lashing him and found the exhilaration of the storm matched his own.




  Rupert Fitzalan was going home to Scotland!




  The last time he had been home was twenty-three years ago when he was eight years old, before his father, Malcolm Fitzalan, had quarrelled with his proud and irascible parent, Lord Fitzalan.  




  Malcolm was not the first.  His two elder brothers had already fallen out with the cantankerous Laird and left Scotland.




  Unable to take his father’s bullying ways for a second longer the youngest son, his wife and son sailed to America.  




  Soon after their arrival, Rupert’s beloved mother had died from typhoid, leaving his grieving father who, ignoring his young son, devoted himself to building up a successful railway empire.




  The deck door behind Rupert opened and a Steward caught him by the arm.




  “My Lord, we cannot allow any passengers outside on deck whilst the sea is this rough.”




  It was still a novelty to be addressed as, ‘my Lord’.




  In the years since Rupert’s family had left Scotland both his uncles had died, one had drowned after being forced to leave a sinking ship, the other in a fatal riding accident.  Neither had left sons.




  Two years ago his father had suffered a fatal stroke and Rupert was left in sole control of the railway company.




  Last month had come the news that Lord Fitzalan, Rupert’s grandfather, had died and the title and estates had come down to his last male descendant.




  Rupert was now Lord Fitzalan.




  He smiled at the Steward and came inside.




  “Can I provide your Lordship with a brandy?”




  “Why not?”




  Rupert went through to the empty Saloon and chose a seat commanding a fine view of the huge waves.




  As he waited for his drink, Rupert conjured up his memories of the ancestral home of the Fitzalans.




  To eight year old Rupert, Castle Fitzalan held all the drama and atmosphere of its bloody history. He remembered his grandfather recounting tales of feuds with other Clans and dastardly attacks his doughty ancestors had repelled.




  Rupert’s father had scoffed at these tales.




  “That’s all in the past.  Our future is in America!”




  So it had proved.




  Many a time, though, Rupert had recalled the erect figure of his grandfather, so full of pride and belligerence and wished he could see him again.




  His father had often suggested to Lord Fitzalan that they visited, only to be repulsed.




  Now Rupert was returning to Scotland and whether or not he would leave America permanently was a decision he was happy to leave for another day.




  Just as he had left the question of marriage.




  One of the most eligible young bachelors in New York, he had earned the nickname, Rupert the Rock, for it was said that no girl had managed to break his heart.




  He had squired some of the loveliest girls around, most of whom had made it clear they would be delighted to become his wife.  He had been bored by even the most intelligent of them.




  His father had been upset.




  “We need to consider the Fitzalan inheritance,” he had counselled his son just before he died.




  “Plenty of time yet, Father.”




  “Just what is it you are looking for, son?”




  “I simply want to be as much in love with the girl I marry as you were with my mother.”




  “I was blessed, but I can see plenty of girls who are beautiful and have sufficient character and intelligence for you to fall in love with.”




  “None of them moves me, Father, and none of them has that special something – and please don’t ask me to define what that is, because I only know I will recognise it when I see it.”




  With that his father had to be content.  Would he, he now wondered, find a Scottish girl who could command his heart the way his beautiful mother had commanded his father’s?




  He savoured the fine cognac brought to him by the Steward and dismissed all thoughts of marriage.




  It was enough that soon he would have fulfilled his long-held dream of returning to his ancestral home.




  It was sad that his grandfather would not be there and even sadder that his father was not inheriting, but even these regrets could not prevent the excitement building up at the thought that soon he would see Castle Fitzalan again.




  *




  A few days later, Rupert hired a horse in Pitlochry, the Highland town he had reached by rail, having arranged for his luggage to follow him and armed with directions to Castle Fitzalan, he set out on his way.




  Little white clouds scudded swiftly across a bright May sky. Fresh lime-green young leaves were on the trees, golden stars of celandine peeked out through grass verges.




  Then the land grew starker as the road rose higher and higher becoming little more than a dirt track.




  For some time now there had been no hint of any habitation and Rupert began to wonder if he had lost his way.  He took out his compass and, not for the first time, checked his direction.




  Then, suddenly right ahead, he saw rock rising sheer above the track with above it, Castle Fitzalan.




  ‘Nearly there,’ Rupert thought joyfully as his horse blew through his nose and shook his head, as much as to say, ‘you can’t expect me to climb up that sheer face’!




  They followed the path as it climbed steeply round the rocky outcrop until it reached heavy studded oak doors set in impenetrable stone walls.




  Rupert dismounted and hammered on the doors.




  Nothing happened.




  He hammered again hard and wondered if the letter announcing his arrival had gone astray.  True, he had not been able to state any definite date and time, but surely the Castle staff must be aware he could turn up at any time?




  A small window high up in the Castle was thrown open and the barrel of what looked remarkably like an old fashioned blunderbuss poked out.




  “If ye’ll not stop yer yammering, I’ll let ye have it in the face – so help me if I don’t!”




  Rupert stepped back and, grasping his horse’s reins with one hand, held up the other in a gesture of surrender.




  “I’m no enemy.  I am Rupert, Lord Fitzalan.”




  After a moment a face replaced the blunderbuss in the window.




  “It’ll no be that young Malcolm’s boy?  Wait ye off there awhile.”




  The face disappeared and the window closed.




  Rupert waited as his horse cropped grass at the side of the pathway.




  Soon there came the sound of a heavy lock being opened, then, slowly but smoothly, one of the great doors was drawn back and Rupert entered into his inheritance.




  No sooner had he and his horse moved inside than the door was pushed shut again by a stooped figure with bandy legs wearing an aged kilt.




  The doors secured, the figure turned and grabbed one of Rupert’s hands.  Watery eyes that had once been a bright blue looked hard into his face.




  Then the wrinkled face broke into a broad smile.




  “If it isn’t Master Rupert come back to us!  Man, but you’re a real sight for sore eyes.  I thought ye’d never get here.”




  Rupert searched his youthful memory for his name.




  “It’s Duncan, ye ken?  I used to ride with ye when ye were nobbut a lad.”




  With a shock he recalled his grandfather’s favourite servant who had accompanied him everywhere.




  Twenty-two years ago Duncan had been upstanding at six feet with a fine head of dark hair.  Now, not only had he shrunk to this stooped figure, but his hair was wispy thin and yellow-white.




  Rupert returned the grasp of the hands that held his.




  “Duncan, of course, I remember you.  Did you not receive the letter I sent announcing my arrival?”




  Duncan gave a cackle of laughter.




  “The postie doesna get up here.  I go out and collect what there is from the village store when I can, but it’s not often I get awa.  It’s only me and the lad now, ye ken?”




  “The lad?”




  “That be me, sir.  Walt, sir,” came a small voice at his elbow.  “Will ye no let me take yer horse, sir?”




  Walt was a half-starved looking youngster with a huge thatch of dirty straw-coloured hair and an even more raggedy kilt than Duncan’s.




  “He’ll need a good rub-down and water and oats as he’s carried me from Pitlochry and it’s a longish journey.”




  “Pitlochry, a fair mile indeed,” said Duncan.  “And I think you could do with a dram and some nourishment yerself.  Come awa’ in.”




  Duncan led the way over a courtyard where weeds were growing between flagstones.




  Everywhere there were signs of neglect.




  The stone façades needed repointing, the windows were filthy and several were broken.  What had once been a lawn now had chickens scratching over it.




  “I’m sorry I could not be here for the funeral,” he remarked, following Duncan into the Castle.




  “Aye, it’d have done yer heart good to see the many folk who came to honour the Laird.  Sit ye down there.”




  Rupert let his aching limbs down into an armchair.




  Weekly hacks in Central Park were obviously not enough to keep him in condition for the sort of ride he had undertaken that day.




  They were in the kitchen with a small fire burning in the grate.




  Duncan slapped a horn mug on the table and poured amber liquid into it from a leather bottle.




  “Get yersel outside that, Master Rupert.”




  “Duncan, it’s good to see you again,” said Rupert, sampling the surprisingly good whisky.




  Though why was it a surprise?  He remembered his father first introducing him to the delights of single malt.




  “It’s a blessing to have ye here,” Duncan exclaimed fervently, taking a large swig from the bottle.




  “Why were you threatening me with that ancient firearm?” asked Rupert curiously.




  “Ach, I thought it would be those devils – the MacLeans!”




  “The MacLeans?”




  “The Laird and young Hamish, his son.”




  “Why should they call?”




  Clutching his whisky, Duncan sat down in the other chair.




  “The Laird told me that there was some matter of a treasure, an heirloom the MacLean claimed was his.  When he first came round here demandin’ it, the Laird sent him off like a wee fieldmouse from a fierce cat.  No one could put terror into a soul like the Laird!”




  Rupert thought about the tall towering figure of his grandfather and of the times he had seen him in a rage over some transgression or other.  He could well understand his power over other men.




  “After that, while the Laird was still alive, MacLean kept his distance.  The instant the Laird died, MacLean was hammering at the door again.”




  Duncan quaffed more whisky.




  “He’ll no rest until that treasure is his – ”




  “What is this heirloom?”




  Duncan shook his head.




  “I dinna ken, anymore than did the Laird.  Twas enough for him that MacLean shouldna have it.”




  Rupert rose, ignoring his stiffening muscles.




  “Can you give me a tour of the Castle, Duncan?”




  The old man jumped up immediately.




  “Ay, that I can, Master Rupert.”




  As the tour progressed, Rupert became more and more depressed.  The air of dilapidation in the courtyard of Castle Fitzalan continued throughout the building.




  There was little furniture or any items of value on display, the curtains were in shreds and there was dust and cobwebs everywhere.




  On the walls were portraits so blackened with age it was almost impossible to make out whether they were of males or females.




  Except for one.




  Rupert stopped in front of a full-length portrait in the main reception room.




  “I remember this one.  It’s my grandmother, isn’t it, Duncan?”




  “Aye, it is.  That’s Lady Stella all right.”




  “As a young boy, I didn’t realise quite how lovely she was.”




  Lady Fitzalan stood tall and straight with one hand on the head of a wolfhound, abundant dark hair drawn on to the top of her head.  Dark eyes laughed at the viewer and a generous mouth curved deliciously.




  She wore a green gown with a tartan scarf arranged diagonally across her breast and fastened over one shoulder with a large cairngorm brooch.




  “Aye, she was that lovely,” agreed Duncan, staring at the portrait.




  Then he gave himself a shake.




  “Well, you’ll be wantin’ to see the rest of the Castle no doubt – ”




  By the end of the tour Rupert recognised that he had a huge task ahead of him to bring Castle Fitzalan back to its former greatness.




  For food that evening, Duncan produced a venison stew.  It had been a long time since Rupert had been served such simple fare, but not only had his journey given him a hearty appetite, the dish tasted delicious.




  They ate in the kitchen, for Rupert had no wish to suggest he be given his meal alone in the huge and echoing dining room.




  After finishing his meal, he sat back feeling deeply satisfied.




  “Duncan, my thanks.  You’re a splendid cook.  You also seem to have handled everything at the Castle since my grandfather’s death – and probably before that as well – with great efficiency.”




  He paused, looking to reassure the old retainer.




  “My father and I built a very successful business in America and now I can afford to staff and restore the place – bring it back to its old glory.”




  Duncan rose and removed the remains of the stew.




  “I’ll just be taking this out to the lad,” he muttered.




  Rupert waited for him to return and wondered if he should have put things differently.




  Once back Duncan placed the bottle of whisky on the table and sat down.




  “Aye, Master Rupert, this place needs a might of money spent on it.  The fabric’s sound enough, but I doubt it’ll be that easy to find staff, but I can see ye need to try.”
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