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            Justine’s Jeopardy

          

          GLENMORIE CHRONICLES: PART THREE

        

      

    

    
      In Part Two of Glenmorie Chronicles:  Fiona’s Future,  despite several pieces of good news emerging from the Oban community, as well as from the Glenmorie Estate, we left Fiona in a state of panic because she does not know where Justine Jordan has disappeared to.

      She could never have guessed what was happening to the woman who saved members of Fiona’s family more than once in very difficult circumstances.

      Can anyone help Justine and save her life at this crucial point?

      This book answers Fiona’s questions ……… and much more, as Ruth Hay’s thirteen book series centred on the community in Oban that you first encountered with Anna Mason in Auld Acquaintance, draws to an exciting close.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona grabbed a light coat to hide her nightdress and ran through the early morning mist to the Annex building.

      The door was locked, but she knew Shona and Barry were living in the top-level apartment.

      She hammered on the metal door with her fists, half annoyed with herself for leaving her phone behind in the Net Zero house, and half worried because she had not once been concerned about Justine until this dream occurred during the night and alarmed her so much.

      When her fists began to get sore, she resorted to yelling for Barry at the top of her lungs which startled the pigeons nesting high on the roof but did not seem to arouse either Barry or Shona.

      She was just about to turn around and run back home for her phone, or her husband, or both, when she heard the loud screech of metal bars being drawn back.

      “At last!” she cried, when she saw Barry Knowles.

      “What in the name of God is wrong, Lady Fiona?

      Has someone died?

      Please come inside at once! Shona is on her way down in the elevator. Sit here at the desk and I’ll pour you some water from the fridge.”

      Fiona took several deep breaths to calm her beating heart. She sipped the cold water but could not wait a moment longer to explain her behaviour.

      “Barry, last night I realized that I do not know where Justine is, or how she is doing! Oh, don’t tell me about how busy everyone here is, or how much has happened since our Sandray passed away. It’s unforgivable of me to have forgotten about the remarkable woman who came here all the way from her home in England to help Sandray in this very building, a journey she has made many times over the years, to help our Campbell Clan in one way or another.”

      

      His soon-to-be mother-in-law stopped to take another sip of water, allowing Barry to speak.

      “Look! Here’s Shona!  Let her help you.”

      Shona pulled over a chair and hugged her mother to her while Barry continued to speak.

      “Of course you are absolutely right, Lady Fiona!

      I blame myself for not telling you the whole story before this.

      But, first, I must assure you that I have been trying to reach Daniel Hudson for over a week now without success.

      He is not at their secluded Glass House.

      He is not at work in Plymouth.

      I even tried the Ukrainian Mission to see if he was called back there to deal with  an emergency.

      But nothing!

      No sign of him, or Justine.

      They seem to have disappeared and, of course, I am also very worried.”

      

      Shona could now feel her mother’s trembling body and she insisted on moving her into the elevator and up to their apartment on the third floor.

      While she comforted her mother, Barry made a pot of tea and toasted some bread, setting out a tray in front of the comfortable couch where Shona was still holding tight to her mother as if afraid to let her go.

      Barry did not speak again until Shona signalled her permission to him. She knew her mother well enough to understand that she must now know everything there was to know about this situation, for which she was, wrongly, taking all the blame.

      For Shona, the following explanation by Barry was also news.

      They had been completely absorbed with their new relationship and their plans for the future of Glenmorie.

      Shona could not believe she, also, had forgotten about Justine Jordan altogether.

      It was unforgiveable!

      

      When Fiona’s colour looked more normal, Barry Knowles began his account.

      “You must not take the blame for this situation, Lady Fiona.

      No one in Glenmorie, not even Shona, was aware of the plan Daniel Hudson and I concocted to spirit Justine out of Glenmorie while you and the Guardians, together with Austin and his father, escorted Sandray’s body to its final resting place on the sacred Island of Iona.”

      Shona could feel her mother’s body tense up again. It was unlikely she would ever forget those hours on the MacBrayne’s ship on its way to the Abbey.

      “But why? “ she pleaded.  Why didn’t you tell us about Justine after we returned home, Barry?”

      Shona again placed her arms around her mother’s shoulders and looked up at Barry.

      What he said made sense although she was also in the dark about this entire situation regarding Justine’s disappearance.

      “Mum, I am hearing this for the first time also, but I trust Barry completely and I know he has acted for Justine’s safety.”

      A loving look then passed between the couple.

      Barry hoped Shona would continue to support him after he told the whole story.

      

      “Lady Fiona, while you were rightly focussed on the final days of your younger daughter’s life, I was reporting Justine’s condition daily to Daniel.

      On Justine’s strict orders to me, I was forbidden to tell Dan exactly how weakened Justine was after she restored, at great personal cost to herself, Sandray’s voice and energy, so that she could convey her final wishes to Austin and to her parents.

      You have told us, Lady Fiona, how fitting those final instructions were.

      That journey to Iona had to be an unforgettable experience for everyone involved.”

      He stopped for a moment to allow the emotions to subside a little.

      Shona was looking at him in wonder that all this was going on without her knowledge, but she was aware that Barry’s connection to Daniel and Justine went back far longer, and was far deeper, than his connection to her and her family.

      

      “It was while you and Gordon were away, that Dan’s plan for Justine went into action, with my help.

      It was Justine’s own plan. It was what she wanted and needed.

      By this point, she was not in good shape. We can only imagine the cost to her of bringing Sandray back from death’s door.

      Justine insisted she must go home or she, too, would die.”

      

      Shona was becoming more and more distressed as she listened to Barry’s story.

      She could no longer stay silent for one more minute.

      “Wait!  How could you remove Justine from the Annex in her condition?

      How did you manage to take her the hundreds of miles from Scotland to the South of England without killing her?

      Barry, please tell us how you did this?”

      He hated to hear Shona’s distressed voice almost as much as he hated her mother’s worried facial expression.

      His explanation about the journey by sea might at least distract the two women from the greater mystery of where Justine and Dan now were.

      “Please God they are safe and well!” he silently prayed.
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      Shona looked up and saw the beginning of daylight dawning.

      She suggested taking her mother home before her father began to set off an alarm about her whereabouts.

      Barry agreed at once. He did not want to continue his story until Lady Fiona was more comfortable and until the Laird, himself, would also be able to hear the details.

      For the first time since he and Shona had declared their intention to marry, Barry felt insecure about their future.

      Should the Laird be angered about the actions he had taken on behalf of Daniel Hudson, his and Shona’s plans might well be in danger.

      He could not contemplate such a disaster after a lifetime of service to his country during which he had dismissed any, and all, personal wishes in order to advance the greater good.

      He had finally found the love of his life in the most unlikely place and nothing, and no one, could ever be permitted to destroy their hope of happiness together.

      At this moment, as he watched Shona’s family surround Lady Fiona with blankets and hot drinks, he stood apart and summoned every compelling word and phrase he could think of, in order to justify what he and Daniel had done to save Justine Jordan.
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        * * *

      

      When Lady Fiona had recovered from her shock, and everyone was seated around the kitchen table, Bartholomew Knowles gathered up his courage and every vestige of his logical brain, and began his story.

      “When I first arrived at Glenmorie, it was at the request of Daniel Hudson, the man to whom I owe my life.

      I did not know what to expect here. I only knew my task was to look after the one woman Daniel Hudson loved and cherished, and I came ready to fulfil that request.

      From the start, Justine insisted that Daniel must not follow me to Scotland.

      I can’t tell you how she came to this conclusion. I only know that she never varied in her determination to prevent what she saw as his imminent death at Glenmorie.”

      

      Barry stopped to take a deep breath and his rapt audience of three exchanged glances.

      It was becoming clear that Barry’s actions stemmed from a deep and abiding loyalty to the man who had saved his life by removing him from the battlefields in Ukraine.

      “As you know, Lady Fiona and Lord Gordon, Justine was responsible for your daughter Sandray’s recovery.

      Justine performed some kind of miracle to grab your daughter from death’s door in order for her to be able to give you her vital and final instructions.

      What you did not realize was the cost of that courageous act to Justine herself.

      While all the attention at the Annex was rightly focussed on Sandray, I watched Justine struggle every day to summon back the physical strength and life-force that she had almost completely sacrificed for Sandray.”

      Again, there were sighs, and glances, exchanged around the table where his listeners were beginning to appreciate how much this man had been doing behind the scenes, while the rest of the Campbell Clan were involved with Sandray.

      “As Justine slowly began to recover her life-force, it was made clear to me that she had a very limited time left to her.

      She must return to safety in England or die.”

      

      At this point, Shona could feel her mother’s breath flutter in shock.

      She immediately signalled to Barry to stop talking.

      She looked at her father and asked him to help her to get Fiona upstairs and safely into bed.

      Then she asked Barry to please make coffee and toast so they could continue with his story once Fiona was settled.

      Barry was relieved to have a break for a few minutes. He turned his mind to food preparation, and he fervently hoped that Shona’s mother was not overcome by his story, but simply tired from her exertions of the early morning.

      He had time to scramble eggs, as well as make toast and a large pot of strong coffee before the Laird and Shona appeared.

      “How is she?” he asked.

      “She’ll be fine. She’s already sleeping, but I do not want her to hear the rest of the story today, Barry.

      Let me explain it to her in my own time.”

      “Certainly! The last thing I want to do is to distress you and your wife, Sir.

      I regret that I was not free to keep you in the loop with all this.”

      “Oh, I understand your situation, Barry, and I know how totally absorbed we all were in those final hours of Sandray’s life.

      You did the right thing.

      I respect your duty to Daniel Hudson; a fine man in so many ways.

      Now, I need to eat the food, and drink some of that coffee I can smell.

      We’ll go on with your story when you are ready.”
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      Shona and Barry talked quietly together while they piled dishes into the dishwasher and her father spoke on the phone to Anna-Michelle and other estate workers about the day’s change of plans. He made it clear he had other priorities, and must not be disturbed.

      “My darling, Shona!” whispered Barry. “Please don’t be angry with me because I have kept so much about all this from you.”

      Shona sent a few drops of water flying toward him as she softly replied.

      “I am glad you can keep secrets when necessary. The truth is that our romance was enough for me to consider at the time. The rest of the drama would have been too much, and there’s more to come by the sounds of it?”

      “Oh, yes! Much more, I’m afraid, and unfortunately I do not yet know the conclusion.”

      Shona could sense his tension and she hoped she would be able to remain positive during the next part of his story.

      When her father arrived to take his seat, she clasped his hand in hers as they listened again to Barry Knowles.

      She gave one last thought about the effect of all this on her father’s opinion of Barry. Certainly, he had never before heard him speak so long, or so compellingly, displaying his whole heart in the process.

      It occurred to her that she, also, was hearing most of Barry’s account for the first time and she already had their relationship, as well as their shared love, to persuade her of his good heart.

      She clasped her father’s hand even more firmly as Barry began again to speak.

      

      “Before I begin to describe the journey, I must explain about one of Justine’s ‘peculiarities’, as others might term this necessity of hers.

      She simply cannot, for long, be safely separated from the Earth, without serious discomfort.

      Airplane travel is not possible in her current weakened state.

      Neither is it possible for her to withstand too much time travelling on land.

      Because of this problem, Dan and I decided to hire a small cabin cruiser to sail down the Scottish coast to the Northern English counties as far as the north of Wales.

      I had to promise Justine that Daniel would not come to Scotland to accompany her on this journey. She asked me to be with her instead, and I agreed.

      The plan was for Dan to take over the more familiar road trip home to their Glass House after we reached the Welsh Island of Anglesey.

      This way I could quickly return to Scotland and join Shona here.”

      

      “But, Barry! That was a very long journey for Justine. How did she survive it?”

      He turned toward Shona and his face revealed the difficulties of those days on board the small ship with Justine.

      The Laird put his arm around his daughter and whispered to her that the story of that journey must be for another time.

      She nodded in agreement with him, but her impression grew that this journey was not a simple, or an easy one, especially for Justine in her weakened condition.

      

      Barry was now reaching the end of his description of events and he knew the next part was going to be the worst.

      “I did not know about the difficulties Dan and Justine were having on the long slow drive home, through Wales to England. I presumed all was well since no one contacted me, but after two weeks or so I began to feel nervous about the lack of contact and I started telephoning and sending text messages at all hours of the day  and night. I called Exeter where Oscar was looking after Len, their dog, but he was none the wiser.

      I checked online with each police service between Scotland and the South-West of England. No news of a couple, and a car, bearing their description.

      I was beginning to lose all hope.

      I needed to break my silence and tell Shona everything, as I should have done, but each day made the truth more complicated and more difficult to tell.

      I cannot begin to explain how cathartic it is for me to now tell you what has been happening during this time when everyone was mourning Sandray, and Shona and I were quietly celebrating our love for each other and the family’s acceptance of that love.”

      

      There was a stunned silence in the kitchen. The sound of the recycled water moving through the gardens outside the windows could clearly be heard.

      Gordon was the first to speak.

      “Barry, my Man! This has been a terrible burden for you to bear.

      I trust that you have done everything possible to find Justine and Daniel.

      It would not be advisable to send out a general alarm because of the privacy issue.

      I suggest you continue to use your connections and hope that Daniel will be in touch as soon as he possibly can be.

      Thank you for informing us about this matter. Justine has done so much for us over many years. I cannot bear to think she has suffered a collapse because of what we asked of her.”
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      Gordon Campbell took a tray of food upstairs to his wife, but not before he extracted a promise from Barry to contact him as soon as he had information about Daniel’s and Justine’s location.

      Barry and Shona returned to their top-floor apartment in the Castle Annex and talked over everything that had been secret until an hour or so before this.

      “I can’t apologise enough, my darling! I hated to keep you in the dark but I really had nothing more to tell you other than these suspicions and worries.”

      Shona smiled and reminded him that there were now two minds to help solve the mystery of the whereabouts of Justine and Daniel.

      “Do you think it’s possible they have been involved in a road accident, God Forbid?”

      He hesitated for a second at the dread thought.

      “I doubt it. I would have been informed about it if anything serious occurred on the journey south. I know my contact information is on Dan’s driving licence.

      I think it’s more likely Justine has been unable to tolerate the hours in the car and they had to get off the motorways for a time, to let her recover.”

      “Then why hasn’t Daniel contacted you, Barry? He would know you were worrying.”

      This had occurred to Barry, also, but he had no reasonable excuse to offer.

      Everything he thought of was either a dead end leading nowhere, or something he was either unable to access, or to explain.

      “Wait a minute!” said Shona. Didn’t you say Daniel’s dog was at Justine’s late mother’s house in Exeter?

      Have you tried there?”

      The very thought of finding any information from a new source sent Barry’s spirits rising again.

      He gave Shona a kiss and immediately searched on his smartphone for the Exeter number.

      It rang for several minutes during which Barry’s spirits began to drop once more.

      Then he heard a familiar voice on his phone.

      “Hello! This is Oscar. Who is calling?”

      “Oscar, this is Barry Knowles. Do you have any information about Daniel, or about Justine’s current location?”

      “Glad you called, Barry. I’ve been wondering where they are.

      I haven’t heard anything from Dan at all and I am due in London in a day or two for a concert performance.

      Not to mention that Len here is very upset at being left behind for so long.”

      “Oh, Oscar, same here at Glenmorie! No news at all, and I am growing more concerned with every hour that passes.

      Please contact me if you hear anything and I will do the same for you.”

      “Of course I will. Fingers crossed, Barry!”

      

      This was getting worse by the minute.

      He tried the Glass House phone number again, and every contact number for Daniel that he ever had on his own phone.

      Nothing!    He left an urgent message at every location.

      

      “It’s a waiting game now, Shona!

      Why don’t you go to work today?

      Two of us walking the carpets here won’t do any good.

      I’ll continue with the ground floor plans and get the new bookcases set up.”

      Shona recognized that action of any kind was preferable to endless worry.

      Barry had to bear enough of that lately.

      “All right! But you must swear to tell me at once if any information comes through from any source. I won’t go too far on the estate today, just in case.”

      They exchanged a kiss and a warm embrace as she left.

      Barry’s load of secrecy that he had been carrying was much less now that Shona and her parents knew what had been going on behind their backs, but the basic problem was not yet solved.

      Where were Daniel and Justine?
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        * * *

      

      Daniel Hudson had left the fast and efficient motorways after only one day travelling with Justine in the car.

      The constant noise from the passing cars and the sheer speed of the vehicles was proving to be more than Justine, in her weakened condition, could bear.

      The country roads were the best bet as far as he could see, but this meant their progress south was far slower and that meant trouble.

      Daniel knew his partner very well.

      He could see her deterioration almost hourly. This showed up in her lack of response to his enquiries about how she was feeling, and his observation of her body in the front seat beside him.

      She seemed to shrink into the seat, and getting her out of it for a meal in a quiet roadside inn was becoming more and more difficult.

      He moved Justine into the rear seats of his car after buying a large pillow to bridge the space between the rear seats so she could lie down, but that did not help matters as the movement of the vehicle’s wheels was even more noticeable in that rear position.

      He constantly searched the small hotels he saw from the country roads for a place that had accommodation on a ground floor level. He stopped in one or two to check out the facilities and tried one place for a night.

      He slept that night from sheer exhaustion in a twin bed, but in the morning Justine told him she lay awake all night until the pub closed up and all the local drinkers and staff went to their homes.

      

      Dan knew this situation could not continue for much longer.

      Justine must get rest although he knew rest alone would not restore her from the desperate state she now evidenced more clearly with every minute that passed.

      He toyed with the idea of stopping at one of the country hospitals they saw.

      He even parked there for a few minutes to think, but the truth was that he could not possibly explain Justine’s condition and whatever treatment they might offer was not likely to be suitable for Justine’s unique constitution.

      He went inside the hospital for a short break and returned with a meal from the restaurant that he mostly ate on his own, while she slept.

      Daniel checked his maps again. They were still a very long way from their Glass House and he realised he must find a better plan or Justine would not survive long enough to get there.

      

      The options were few, and getting fewer by the minute.

      He put his hands over his face and summoned all his experiences from years of hospital work with animals, and teaching in the Plymouth University, as well as his stints saving sick or abandoned dogs in Ukraine.

      There must be somewhere he could get help for the woman he loved.

      It was not possible to watch her fade and die right in front of him.

      No!

      

      Out of his deep despair came an image.

      At first, he could not summon a connection to this image as it was wavering before him and it seemed unreal at best.

      He began to focus intensely on the image with his eyes tight shut.

      Everything, every sound around him disappeared, and he clutched at this one sign of help in a universe of uncertainty.

      The image slowly cleared enough for him to recognise it.

      Yes!

      Saint Michael’s Mount!

      That was where Justine had received help and instruction years before from a mystic called Sybil.

      At once, he felt this place was the only option for her, but how would he get there?

      They were many, many miles away from the south coast of Cornwall.

      How he could accomplish this impossible journey was, however, no longer the issue.

      There was no other option as far as he could determine.

      Whatever the cost to him from his strength or his energy, it must be paid.

      This was the only way to save her.

      

      He turned to look at Justine sleeping on the passenger seat.

      He could not guarantee success, but he would sacrifice anything to save his beloved.

      He detoured to the nearby petrol station and filled up the car’s tank as well as purchasing two large cans of petrol that he stored in the trunk.

      In the small store where he paid the bill, he grabbed several candy bars and cans of energy drinks and then returned to his car.

      No time to waste.

      If this desperate idea had any chance of success he must start now, and not stop until either he crashed the car from sheer exhaustion, killing both of them, or somehow, some way, he reached the coastline where St. Michael’s Mount stood tall above the sea waves.
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