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  LOVE SAVES THE DAY 


The Earl pulled on his jacket and then ran fingers through his untidy hair that was still wet from his morning bath.


The door opened and then Quinn was announcing, 


“Miss Tiana Weston.”


He turned, hand outstretched and then gasped,


“You!”


Tiana felt a shockwave run through her. 


Standing there was the rude farmer who had caused her to fall from the ruined walls when she had first arrived at Castle Rose.


But quite obviously he was not a farmer, this was Richard, the Earl of Austindale, the man whom she needed to purchase the necklace that she was carrying so carefully in her handbag.


The Earl was the first to recover, although he was stunned to realise that this redheaded beauty standing in front of him was not the twelve year old he had expected to see. 


“Miss Weston.  Well, this is a surprise.  If I had had any idea when we met, well, perhaps we had better pretend that that meeting never happened!”




  

    THE BARBARA CARTLAND PINK COLLECTION




    Barbara Cartland was the most prolific bestselling author in the history of the world. She was frequently in the Guinness Book of Records for writing more books in a year than any other living author. In fact her most amazing literary feat was when her publishers asked for more Barbara Cartland romances, she doubled her output from 10 books a year to over 20 books a year, when she was 77.




    She went on writing continuously at this rate for 20 years and wrote her last book at the age of 97, thus completing 400 books between the ages of 77 and 97.




    Her publishers finally could not keep up with this phenomenal output, so at her death she left 160 unpublished manuscripts, something again that no other author has ever achieved.




    Now the exciting news is that these 160 original unpublished Barbara Cartland books are ready for publication and they will be published by Barbaracartland.com exclusively on the internet, as the web is the best possible way to reach so many Barbara Cartland readers around the world.




    The 160 books will be published monthly and will be numbered in sequence.




    The series is called the Pink Collection as a tribute to Barbara Cartland whose favourite colour was pink and it became very much her trademark over the years.




    The Barbara Cartland Pink Collection is published only on the internet. Log on to www.barbaracartland.com to find out how you can purchase the books monthly as they are published, and take out a subscription that will ensure that all subsequent editions are delivered to you by mail order to your home.




    





    If you do not have access to a computer you can write for information about the Pink Collection to the following address :




     




    BarbaraCartland.com




    Camfield Place




    Hatfield




    Hertfordshire




    AL9 6JE




    United Kingdom




     




    Telephone:  +44 1707 642629




    Fax:  +44 1707 663041




    



  




  Titles in this series




  These titles are currently available for download. For more information please see the Where to buy page at the end of this book.




  

    	The Cross Of Love




    	Love In The Highlands




    	Love Finds The Way




    	The Castle Of Love




    	Love Is Triumphant




    	Stars In The Sky




    	The Ship Of Love




    	A Dangerous Disguise




    	Love Became Theirs




    	Love Drives In




    	Sailing To Love




    	The Star Of Love




    	Music Is The Soul Of Love




    	Love In The East




    	Theirs To Eternity




    	A Paradise On Earth




    	Love Wins In Berlin




    	In Search Of Love




    	Love Rescues Rosanna




    	A Heart In Heaven




    	The House Of Happiness




    	Royalty Defeated By Love




    	The White Witch




    	They Sought Love




    	Love Is The Reason For Living




    	They Found Their Way To Heaven




    	Learning To Love




    	Journey To Happiness




    	A Kiss In The Desert




    	The Heart Of Love




    	The Richness Of Love




    	For Ever And Ever




    	An Unexpected Love




    	Saved By An Angel




    	Touching The Stars




    	Seeking Love




    	Journey To Love




    	The Importance Of Love




    	Love By The Lake




    	A Dream Come True




    	The King Without A Heart




    	The Waters Of Love




    	Danger To The Duke




    	A Perfect Way To Heaven




    	Follow Your Heart




    	In Hiding




    	Rivals For Love




    	A Kiss From The Heart




    	Lovers In London




    	This Way To Heaven




    	A Princess Prays




    	Mine For Ever




    	The Earl’s Revenge




    	Love At The Tower




    	Ruled By Love




    	Love Came From Heaven




    	Love And Apollo




    	The Keys Of Love




    	A Castle Of Dreams




    	A Battle Of Brains




    	A Change Of Hearts




    	It Is Love




    	The Triumph Of Love




    	Wanted – A Royal Wife




    	A Kiss Of Love




    	To Heaven With Love




    	Pray For Love




    	The Marquis Is Trapped




    	Hide And Seek For Love




    	Hiding from Love




    	A Teacher Of Love




    	Money Or Love




    	The Revelation Is Love




    	The Tree Of Love




    	The Magnificent Marquis




    	The Castle




    	The Gates of Paradise




    	A Lucky Star




    	A Heaven on Earth




    	The Healing Hand




    	A Virgin Bride




    	The Trail to Love




    	A Royal Love Match




    	A Steeplechase for Love




    	Love at Last




    	Search for a Wife




    	Secret Love




    	A Miracle of Love




    	Love and the Clans




    	A Shooting Star




    	The Winning Post is Love




    	They Touched Heaven




    	The Mountain of Love




    	The Queen Wins




    	Love and the Gods




    	Joined by Love




    	The Duke is Deceived




    	A Prayer For Love




    	Love Conquers War




    	A Rose in Jeopardy




    	A Call of Love




    	A Flight to Heaven




    	She Wanted Love




    	A Heart Finds Love




    	A Sacrifice for Love




    	Love's Dream in Peril




    	Soft, sweet & Gentle




    	An Archangel Called Ivan




    	A Prisoner in Paris




    	Danger in the desert




    	Rescued by Love




    	A Road to Romance




    	A Golden Lie




    	A heart of stone




    	The Earl Elopes




    	A Wilder Kind of Love




    	The Bride Runs Away




    	Beyond the Horizon




    	Crowned by Music




    	Love solves the Problem




    	Blessing of the Gods




    	Love by Moonlight




    	Saved by the Duke




    	A Train to Love




    	Wanted - A Bride




    	Double the Love




    	Hiding from the Fortune-Hunters




    	The Marquis is Deceived




    	The Viscount's Revenge




    	Captured by Love




    	An Ocean of Love




    	A Beauty Betrayed




    	No Bride, No Wedding




    	A Strange Way to Find Love




    	The Unbroken Dream




    	A Heart in Chains




    	One Minute to Love




    	Love for Eternity




    	The Prince who wanted Love




    	For the Love of Scotland




    	An Angel from Heaven




    	Their Search for Real Love




    	Secret Danger




    	Music from Heaven




    	The Duke Hated Women




    	The Weapon is Love




    	The King Wins


	Love Saves the Day


  




  THE LATE DAME BARBARA CARTLAND
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  “Riches, money and possessions are what we all strive for and work so hard for in this mercenary world.


But true pure love is always free and, if you work too hard to find it, you will realise how elusive it can be.  


  Barbara Cartland




  





CHAPTER ONE ~ 1903


“Tiana, my dear, please listen to me.  You simply cannot leave London to live in Dorset.”


 Miss Maud Craigallen, heart fluttering, stood in the guest bedroom of her house in a quiet Bloomsbury square and stared with a worried frown on her face at the beautiful young girl who had been sharing her home for the last four years.


Her fingers were nervously twisting a scrap of lace handkerchief into ribbons.


Tiana Weston turned and pushed back her shining auburn hair and smiled, her emerald eyes sparkling.


“Oh, come now, dear Cousin Maud.  Don’t distress yourself so.  You make it sound as if Dorset is a place in a far off Continent, instead of a County only a hundred miles away from London!”


“But, my darling girl, it is not seemly. Your parents were considered very odd by Society because they chose to live in seclusion at far off Castle Rose instead of here in London.”


She coughed before continuing,


“Goodness, the place was already a ruin when your dear mother inherited it and I fear that even after all the work that your parents did and the money they spent, it still is!”


Tiana turned away so that her cousin could not see the tears welling up in her eyes.


It was so hard to realise that she would never see her dear Mama and Papa again.


A pernicious fever had swept in and through their neighbourhood and Lady Weston had spent hours tending the sick and dying in the local villages of Rosemount and Brackenbridge.


She had soon contracted the disease and both she and her husband, Sir Michael Weston, succumbed within hours of each other.


In her grief at the news three months before, the only chink of light in the gloom was that Tiana’s parents had gone to Heaven together.


 They had been childhood sweethearts, were deeply in love and she knew that they would have wished never to be parted, even in death.


“My parents lived four years at Castle Rose,” the beautiful redheaded girl said now, waving away Tess, the little maid, who was trying to help her pack. “I am sure that it will be no great hardship for me to do the same in the place they loved so much.”


“But you are only nineteen!”


 Maud was becoming more flustered.  


She coughed again and then patted her lips with her lace handkerchief.


 “Oh, if only my wretched health would improve, I know that I should accompany you.”


Tiana then impulsively hugged her elderly relative, who looked surprised.


“I am sure you would, dearest cousin.  But I know that is not possible.”


 Her quiet life had been turned upside down four years earlier when she had agreed to take in her distant cousin’s fifteen year old daughter.


When Lady Weston, formerly the celebrated red-headed beauty, Estelle Courtney, had inherited Castle Rose from her Great-uncle James, she and her husband had been determined to restore The Castle and bring it back to its former glory.


They had devoted all their money and time to this cause, because they believed that Castle Rose was part of England’s historic heritage and so should not be allowed to fall into complete disrepair.


But they were also kind and caring parents to their only child and had thought that a home that was no more than a building site was not right for their lovely daughter to grow up in.


They wanted her to have the advantages of a good education and the chance to make friends and so enjoy her life to the full. 


Their distant cousin, Maud Craigallen, who lived in genteel poverty in London, had been only too pleased to give Tiana a home.


The Westons had visited their daughter regularly in London, bringing news of their progress, or lack of it, but always full of great plans for a wonderful future when The Castle was fully restored.


A future that would never be.


Now Tiana returned to packing her suitcase with what she thought she would need in the country.


 She had already arranged with her cousin that her other possessions would be sent on to her when she knew exactly what sort of accommodation she would have at The Castle.


“There is the housekeeper, Mrs. Osbourne, living in the restored part of The Castle. I believe she has been there for several years and I am sure that some of the other staff will be in residence as well,” Maud told her. 


“The lawyer, a certain Mr. Lorrimer, told me that my father’s will made provision for their wages to be paid for three months.  He was amazed at Papa’s generosity, but I am not. And I am to meet with Mr. Lorrimer to discuss all the other details of the will.”


She smiled and added,


“I will be well chaperoned and this is March, 1903, Cousin Maud.  The new century is now well under way and women don’t have to stay quietly at home, just sewing and practising their music!”


Maud Craigallen sighed. 


“Well, you will have to be exceedingly careful of your reputation and you must promise me that you will not do anything to put it in any danger.”


She stared at the lovely girl in front of her and the determined expression on her face and then gave out a little moan.


“Oh, dear me, my poor nerves!  I feel rather faint.  I think I will lie down until dinner time,” 


Maud then hurried away to her room, still deeply worried.  She knew only too well that Tiana was a stubborn strong-willed young girl with a quick temper to match her fiery red hair and arguing with her was always a waste of time.


‘What will become of her?  Goodness knows whom she will ever find to marry,’ she thought as she lay on her bed.  ‘What man would want a wife who has such decided opinions on everything?’


When her cousin had left the room, Tiana dismissed the maid.


She crossed over to her dressing table and, opening a drawer, took out a long white envelope.


Inside it was a letter, heavily creased from constant reading and stained with many tears, the handwriting shaky and faint,


“Darling Tiana,


Your dear Mama, my wonderful wife and keeper of my heart, is very sick with this dreadful fever and I fear that I too am not long for this world.


Soon Castle Rose will be all yours and we are only sorry that we could not complete our mission in restoring it to its former glory.  


We do hope that you will be able to succeed where we have failed.


We send you our dearest love, darling, and do hope that one day you will know the wonder of a marriage such as ours when two minds and hearts meet and have become one.


Don’t grieve for us, sweetheart.  We are going to Heaven together, which is what we had always hoped for.


Your loving father.”


Her tears rained down on the letter once again and Tiana wiped them away with gentle fingers. 


Castle Rose!  


That wonderful place.  She could still remember the first time she had been taken to see it when she was very small.


One of her mother’s distant Courtney relatives had lived there then, but Tiana could not recall his face or what he was like.


All she could think of was an overpowering feeling of awe at the towers, the battlements and the turrets. 


And now, so unbelievably, Castle Rose belonged to her!


Tiana crossed to the window and, holding the letter close to her heart, gazed out at the Square below her.


But she was not seeing the plane trees beginning to sprout their leaves or the flower-sellers with their baskets of daffodils and violets or even the exciting new motor cars that sometimes rattled past the house.


No, she was seeing a great golden Castle, standing on top of Rose Hill, surrounded by some wonderful Dorset countryside.  


And in the distance were the dramatic cliffs and beaches of the coast. 


Tiana knew that a great part of The Castle was in ruins, but in her imagination it was all repaired and bright flags and banners were flying high in the clear summer sky. 


Her parents had devoted their lives to Castle Rose and now she vowed to herself that she would fulfil their dream.


She had no idea how she would achieve this, but in some way she would find the money to bring the ancient place back to life again.


*


On the other side of London in a musty lawyer’s office, Mr. Cedric Poulter was sitting behind his desk as a storm broke around his head.


“What do you mean?  It cannot possibly be right?  It is arrant nonsense!”


Richard, the Earl of Austindale, paced furiously up and down the room, his dark eyes glaring at the man who had just given him some appalling news.


The Earl was tall, broad-shouldered and handsome, immaculately dressed, but giving a distinct impression that he would far rather be wearing riding breeches and jacket somewhere a long way from the City of London.


“I am very sorry, my Lord, I wish I could tell you otherwise, but the documents are quite legal and in perfect order.  I have had them checked by the highest authorities in the land.”


The Earl flung himself into a chair.  


He just could not believe what he was hearing.


“Tell me again.  Perhaps I misunderstood some of the details.”


Mr. Poulter pulled down his pince-nez from the top of his head and cleared his throat.


“Your grandfather had strong views on marriage, my Lord.  He emphatically did not believe that any man could run Brackenbridge and the estates in this country, in Scotland and in Ireland without a wife at his side.


He cleared his throat again and went on,


“When your father did inherit the title, he was, of course, already married so that this legality did not apply.  But it is quite clear.  If you are not married by the time of your thirtieth birthday, the estate will pass to your heir, in this case, your cousin, Alan, the Viscount Paige.”


He paused again for greater effect.


“The title will, of course, stay with you, my Lord.  That is hereditary, but at the same time the estate will no longer be yours.”


“Paige is eight years younger than me!  And he is not married either,” the Earl asserted. “So if he fails to wed by the time he is thirty, to whom does Brackenbridge go to then?  The pot-boy?”


Mr. Poulter shrugged and then began to tidy away documents on his desk.  He had been dreading this day and knew that it would have far reaching ramifications for the Earl.


“Your grandfather married young, my Lord, as did your poor father.  I don’t expect it crossed their minds that you would not do the same.”


The Earl stood up and walked to the window. 


But he did not see the busy street outside, he only saw the vast acres of Brackenbridge, his delightful home in Dorset.


  There was the long rambling house, built of grey stone, covered in wisteria during May and the ruby red of a Russian vine in the autumn months.


He loved every inch of his home and he would be damned before he saw his young cousin ruin it.
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