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Editorial Reviews

Reviewed by K.C. Finn for Readers' Favorite

Full Circle is a work of fiction in the interpersonal drama, coming-of-age, and historical drama subgenres. It is suitable for both adult and young adult reading audiences. Penned by author Daisy Wood, this enchanting novel is set in 1786 in the peaceful countryside of Mere in Wiltshire. The Hamilton family's home, 'The Willows,' holds a secret from the past. Elizabeth Hamilton and her son Stewart have lived there for three generations. When Stewart's cousin Alexander arrives, the house's hidden secret becomes a mystery even to Stewart. The narrative takes a turn when Stewart marries, unleashing chaos and vengeance that lasts for over three years. As secrets are unveiled, the story becomes a tapestry of life-changing revelations, weaving together the lives of the characters.
Author Daisy Wood has crafted a historical narrative that keeps you engaged with its rich characters, offering an atmospheric journey into the intricacies of family secrets and the repercussions of impulsive actions. The setting in 1786 is well-researched and penned in a detailed, immersive fashion that adds layers of quiet authenticity, and the storytelling captures the essence of a time when every action carried weight. I was very impressed by the balance of dialogue, which sounded historically correct but was never alienating or hard for the audience to understand. The revelation of secrets, some positive and others perilous, adds a layer of suspense that keeps the reader invested in the characters' fates, and this is paired with some emotive speech and thought presentation as we get to know the central cast more and more. Overall, Full Circle is a tale of love, vengeance, and the enduring impact of past decisions, taking readers on an immersive journey through the complexities of family dynamics and the consequences of hidden truths. I would not hesitate to recommend it.
“For the lover of historical novels, this is a must read. Daisy Wood pulls back the curtain of the era and reveals a story of drama and love. This is a lengthy tome, but for one who relishes the British way of life, it is full of the life and times one expects and will be one to savor. For a first-time novel, Ms. Wood has outdone herself.” ~ Zoe, Reviewer
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‘Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve, 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind. 

We are such stuff as dreams are made on; 

and our little life is rounded with a sleep.’ 

The Tempest Act 4, scene 1 

William Shakespeare 
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Prologue
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The year is 1786 and the small Willows Estate nestles deep in the quiet countryside of Wiltshire, close to Mere. The roaming country manor “The Willows” in the heart of the estate has been in the family for some generations. It was an estate once owned by the late Earl of Fenwick and was inherited by his great nephew George MacMartin from Lochiel who left Scotland and took up residence there in 1716, later marrying the Lady Abigail Pembroke from Wilton in 1717. They had had two children, George, and Jane, but tragedy struck the family just four years after the birth of their daughter, Jane, when in 1724, Lady Abigail died of a fever that took only two days to consume her, leaving her grieving husband to care for his two small children. They lived their lives in relative peace till the son, it was said, met with a sudden death while serving with the army abroad. It was after his death that George MacMartin changed his name to Martin, devoting his life to his daughter Jane, wanting more than anything else to keep her shielded from the world around him. She was his sole heir. 

While visiting a friend’s home in London, Lady Jane, at the impressionable age of nineteen, met her mild-mannered Scotsman Charles Hamilton who hailed from Edinburgh. Lady Jane’s heart was his from the beginning, but when Charles Hamilton offered a proposal of marriage to her father, he met stern opposition. It was only after much pleading and many tears that her father consented to the marriage with the proviso that they made their home in The Willows in the West Country; he would not have his daughter taken from him to live in some wild remote area of Scotland―he loved his country, but he knew only too well the dangers there. 

Charles Hamilton was the third-born and youngest son of a family of five; his father was a Scottish Lord of the house of Hamilton from Edinburgh. Being the youngest son, he had no claim to title or lands, just money left to him by his grandfather. So, when they married in 1739, Lady Jane’s father made the estate over to his daughter and Charles Hamilton, to be held in custody for their first-born son. If there be no son, then the first-born daughter. In the event of no children and Charles Hamilton survived his wife, he would inherit. Their happiness though was to be short-lived; for just over a year into the marriage in 1740, Lady Jane died in childbirth. Four years later, her father George Martin was also dead, some said of a broken heart; he had already lost his son, and when he looked at his granddaughter Elizabeth, he could see only his beloved daughter Jane―their deaths were too great for him to endure. Charles Hamilton, bereft with grief himself, having been married only a year, never re-married, but lived his life through his only daughter, Elizabeth. 

Elizabeth Hamilton (like her mother Jane) also married for love. She met Andrew Duncan when his family visited the willows in 1759. He was the second- born son from the Duncan’s of Dundee, and likewise had no claim to lands, just monies endowed to him by his mother. For Andrew Duncan it was a good match. He was not inclined to go into the clergy, which was expected at that time of the second-born male child of any noble family, for he would then become the owner of a substantial estate, albeit in the southwest of England. Things were fine within the family until Elizabeth’s father died of the lung sickness which consumed him within six months, just three years after the marriage of his daughter Elizabeth in 1763, but not before he had seen his only grandchild Stewart come safely into the world in 1762. 

It was only then that Andrew Duncan changed in character. During the next few years, and after having sold off many acres of land from the estate to pay debtors, he left Elizabeth to go back to Scotland, under circumstances Elizabeth knew extremely well. Over the years since then, these dark secrets within The Willows have been bubbling like a cauldron, keeping its occupants in constant reminder of what had happened all those years past. Circumstance and fate will determine the outcome now; and it is remarkably close to surfacing... 
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Chapter One
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Stewart

The hot July sun came streaming through the latticed windows onto the large four-poster bed where Stewart Hamilton lay languidly on his stomach. The hour was just before eleven―or so the clock said as it ticked away in its soothing fashion on the mantle shelf above the fireplace. He had spent two years in Italy, studying, amongst other things, astrology with an old family friend Rodolfo Visconti, the relationship with the families going back two generations to his Grandfather Charles Hamilton. As a child, Stewart had been fascinated by the subject, so later when life had become intolerable at home―because of the animosity Stewart held for his father Andrew Duncan―his mother Elizabeth had urged him to go; she did not want this, but the alternative was not an option. The problems had been masked while Stewart was boarding at Winchester College, but when he returned home at the age of eighteen, he realised at once the extent of the damage done by his father. At times, the fights between father and son had become so intense―though never physically coming to blows―there was a festering resentment between them, and Elizabeth came to fear for her son that in his rage Stewart would strike out at his father. Both had a temper that once lit could not easily be doused. So, in 1782, Stewart left England to find refuge with his mother’s friend Rodolfo in “Rapallo”, Italy. Stewart found an inner peace while he was there; Rodolfo listened without passing judgment, letting Stewart pour out his anger and bitterness as they sailed the waters of the Mediterranean. But as with all things, this peace was short-lived. Stewart became restless for home and his mother―she was an all-consuming part of his life―he needed to return; he had been away too long. So, in the late summer of 1784, he set sail for England. 

Stewart stirred slightly, pushing his hands up under the pillow. The sun felt warm and luxurious as its rays beat down on his back. Stewart Hamilton was twenty-four years of age and handsome, a fact he knew extremely well, inheriting his mother’s thick black hair and deep blue eyes. His slim agile frame stood over six feet in height, with broad shoulders and a lean strong body, excelling in most sports, like riding and fencing. His face was lean in appearance, almost rugged, with a finely chiselled chin which had a slight cleft, and while his nose was straight and aquiline, it was inclined to turn up at the tip. A small black moustache-fringed full lips, and when he smiled, they exposed two rows of perfectly even white teeth. Most women were attracted to him like bees are to 

the honey pot, and men despised him for the same reason―a fact that Stewart was very much aware of and played it many times to his advantage. In such company, he had an enigmatic smile, but one which never touched his eyes―these always remained sharp and alert to his surroundings. His true smile, which set alight his deep blue eyes and opened a window into his soul, was used only for those that he loved. His manner towards his fellow men made enemies of them, and while women worshiped him, he was closed to many as they only reached the surface, never penetrating to the sweetness within. 

There was only one woman who could understand his dark temperament: his mother. Just by looking at him, it seemed, she could read his inner-most thoughts. They had a bond which transcended that of mother and son, and Stewart revered her. To him, her smile was like the kiss of a warm summer breeze, and her touch a comforting angel in times of trouble and darkness. After the desertion of his father when Stewart was just three years old, they became so inseparable that people whispered it was un-natural and unhealthy for a child to be that close, but both mother and son had witnessed things that Elizabeth would be haunted by, and Stewart would trap into the far most corners of his mind. People would often talk of his sanity, yet he was to prove them wrong in the years to come. 

Stewart moaned and turned over, stretching his left arm as he did so across the bed. He lay there in a half sleeping daze with his eyes trying to focus onto the canopy above him, letting his mind wander back over the events of the previous evening. Oh God, he had got so drunk! Looking about him, he could see the detritus of clothes decorating the floor; he certainly didn’t remember getting home or into bed. Stewart raised his head but immediately let it fall back onto the pillow again as a striking pain stabbed at the back of his eyes. Somewhere in the distance birds chirped merrily, and he thought how it was they could be so cheerful when his head felt like it had drums inside it. 

‘Damn drink,’ he muttered. ‘God, why do you have to drink so much?’ But he knew the answer without having to voice it. 

Trivial things were coming back in waves now, especially Maggie with that soft comforting voice and her long, sweet smelling auburn hair which was always so silky. Stewart breathed in and smiled in remembrance; she was a good woman―Maggie―like Mother in some ways―all heart. He felt a pang of guilt thinking how he had intended to visit her that previous evening, but the stop in Mere at the Angel Inn had prevented that. The pull of the ale and friends’ company had been too strong to resist, particularly after the hot and dusty coach journey from Exeter. Pulling the pillow from under his head, he pushed it down over his face, trying to block out the sun and the unwanted memories that were now returning. 

‘You use her, and she does not deserve it,’ he murmured into the pillow, as if by saying it, it would render legitimacy to how he behaved. He had met the Lady Margaret Stanhope not long after returning from Italy, having gone to her home with his cousin Alexander Hamilton―a relative on his grandfather’s side of the family. Alexander knew her from London, where she had been married from an early age to a man many years her senior. It had by no means been a love marriage, but a “grand match” which would secure her for life (as her father so delicately put it). Her husband, Lord Stanhope, had died two years previous in 1784, leaving Margaret a home in London, as well as a fine house near to the town of Mere. It was in this house at a dinner party she had held that Stewart was introduced to her by Alexander. 

Lady Margaret was a strikingly beautiful young woman, slim in stature, just a little over medium in height and very elegant. Her hair was one of her most redeeming features; thick, curly, and deep auburn in colour it had a distinct lustre to it, which only enhanced the translucent creaminess of her skin―skin that most auburn-haired people are blessed with―and eyes the colour of emeralds. Her facial features were soft with high cheek bones, a small nose, a full pink mouth, and long elegant neck, but her qualities went far beyond her appearance, and Stewart knew this well. 

Stewart closed his eyes and sighed. ‘Ah, Maggie, you never question me, pursue me, or want anything from me except my company... You comfort me and expect nothing in return except... kindness...’ 

Stewart’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted and drawn to other sounds coming from the garden beneath his window. He sat up slowly, leaning on his elbow, straining his ears, then grinned with pleasure on hearing his mother’s voice ring out in clear syllables from below. 

Elizabeth Hamilton was the antithesis to her son. She was small and slim in stature but moved with a grace of those much taller than herself. Though pale in complexion, her facial features were soft and gentle to the eye, and when she smiled, she had a way of radiating kindness. In her appearance she was impeccably dressed in style, though not always in the first mode of fashion. Elizabeth Hamilton was a well-respected person within the society she walked in. 

‘Oh, there you are, Spike,’ Elizabeth called breathlessly, seeing her gardener weeding amidst the flower beds. She watched him for some moments as his fingers deftly separated them from the flowers, turning over the earth around the plant where it had become compacted. 

Spike turned and looked up at his mistress as she stood there smiling at him; he had known her since he was a young lad when he had first been taken onto the estate to work with his father―who had been head gardener to Lady Elizabeth’s father before him. He had lived in a small cottage on the estate since he was born, and then with his wife who had worked as housekeeper for Elizabeth. Sadly, Spike’s wife had been dead some four years now, taken with the sweating sickness that had claimed many in that area then, and as they had never been blessed with children, he lived alone. 

Elizabeth had grown up with him and there was more than just a bond of servant and master―he was almost regarded as one of her family. Even his name was a “nickname” given to him by Elizabeth, as when he was young, he had an uncontrollable piece of hair that stood up on the crown of his head (hair that had long since gone). Elizabeth would tease him, and the name had stuck. Spike’s real name was John Wood, a man of 49 years of age, thick set, muscular even, and medium in height, though from years of working in the gardens his shoulders had taken on the stoop of his manual labours. 

‘Thank goodness I have found you,’ she continued. ‘We have some guests coming for dinner this evening and I need some flowers for the table.’ 

Spike stopped his weeding and stood up, taking off his hat and nodding to Elizabeth. It was hot in the garden and Spike had the sleeves of his shirt pushed up, pulling them down quickly he spoke. 

‘Mistress.’ 

Looking at her he noticed the frown that always appeared across her small forehead when she was confronted with the unexpected; it wrinkled the place just between her eyebrows. 

‘Could you pick some for me please, and I will see that they are arranged?’ Elizabeth asked, turning her eyes searching the numerous flower beds, whilst drumming her fingers lightly over her cheek. 

Spike watched her; this was another trait she had when she was perplexed or thrown off guard as she was now. 

‘Oh, Spike, which ones?’ She turned to face him. ‘It is Milady Morris, you know―’ Elizabeth broke off in mid-sentence thinking why Eleanor Morris had put it upon herself to call on her at such short notice―another prospective daughter-in-law no doubt. 

Spike smiled. ‘If I may be suggesting, Mistress, roses?’ he replied in his soft Wiltshire lilt. ‘They be at their best this time of year’―Spike inhaled deeply― ‘smell their fragrances,’ he added as he closed his eyes. It was true the air around them was pungent with it, and the heat of the day only seemed to add to the heady bouquet. A smile of relief came across Elizabeth’s face as he said this. 

‘Milady Morris always admires your roses,’ she replied as she nodded slowly and smiled; this pleased him, as he knew he had made the right choice. 

‘Spike, thank you,’ she added, resting her hand on his arm, looking warmly into the weather-beaten face. ‘You always have such impeccable taste, Spike.’ 

A slow smile came across Spike’s face in response. ‘I will be picking them directly, Mistress,’ he added, giving a small nod, and placing his hat back on his head he turned to go. ‘Impeccable taste, aye,’ he mumbled happily to himself, turning back once more to look at his mistress. Spike knew her secret from that night twenty-one years past; he had done what he could for her then and would do it all again if asked. He would defend her to the death if needs were, and if any man so much as laid a finger on her, well he would kill them with his own bare hands. He could feel them now clenching to fists at his sides as he remembered. Spike took a deep, slow breath, letting the memories and the anger slip away from him until he relaxed, and then picking up his step, he continued his way to cut the roses. 

Just as Elizabeth turned to go to the kitchen, Stewart’s voice called to her, stopping her. 

‘Good morning, Mother!’ Elizabeth’s head swung round in surprise, her eyes immediately resting on Stewart’s tanned form as he leaned from his bedroom window above. 

‘Oh, good morning, Stewart.’ She paused to shelter her eyes with her hand from the sun’s glare. ‘Did you sleep well?’ she added in jest. 

Stewart smiled; he could sense the intonation of those words. ‘As sound as the dead,’ came the reply. 

‘I left word with Pip not to wake you; was the journey bad?’ she added with concern. 

Stewart grinned, as his eyes took in the sereneness of his Mother, there could be a raging storm in her head, but one would never know from her calm appearance. 

‘Mother dear,’ he paused shaking his head a little, ‘sometimes I think you know my mind better than I,’ answered Stewart thoughtfully. As he sat there now looking down at her, he could feel that powerful bond that bound them, like an invisible umbilical cord that could never be severed. Was this something that every mother and son experienced? After all, he had only had his mother beside him for guidance, his father. Well, that was another life. Elizabeth frowned as she watched him, and he noticed a look of apprehension come over her face, 

‘Never mind,’ he continued, dismissing the subject hastily, before questions were asked. 

‘So, we are to have Milady Eleanor Morris to dinner?’ he asked. ‘Anyone else to parade before me?’ he added under his breath. There had been a long procession of future wives of late and he was in no mood to be polite this day. 

At the mention of food, Elizabeth’s mouth opened. 

‘Stewart, you must be hungry,’ she paused. ‘I am on my way to the kitchen now to discuss tonight’s food, shall I ask Mrs Cottle to prepare you something to eat?’ 

‘NO,’ came Stewart’s quick reply. ‘No,’ he repeated softening his tone. ‘No, thank you.’ His stomach churned at the thought of it. 

‘I could not eat a morsel,’ he added, putting his hand up and rubbing his brow. Mrs Cottle’s food at any time of day was mouth-watering but at this moment, his head or the foul taste in his mouth would not let him swallow a mouthful. Besides, Mrs Cottle would find a way of making him pay for having to find him breakfast at midday. Stewart chuckled to himself then took a lungful of clean air to clear his head. ‘I will saddle my horse and go for a ride, Mother; this day is too glorious to waste by lying in bed.’ Waving to her, he stepped back into his room. 

r

As Pip entered the kitchen, Mrs Cottle turned to look at him. 

‘He is awake then, Mr Pip.’

Pip smiled slightly and nodded.

‘And you be wanting a bowl of hot water, no?’ she added. 

‘If you would be so kind, Mrs Cottle,’ Pip replied. 

‘Hmmm... If it were me, I would be throwing icy water over him. Such a commotion last night, you cannot be telling me that my Mistress be hearing none of it.’ She stood there with her fists on her hips shaking her head. 

‘That young man needs a wife, only that will curb his exuberance.’ 

Pip chuckled to himself and shook his head. ‘I be doubting that very much, Mrs Cottle.’ 

Mrs Cottle was a lady of ample proportions, with light brown hair and eyes to match. Although of the same age as her mistress, she looked much older. Outwardly, she gave the impression of a very stern matriarch, but under her brusqueness was a warm, gentle loving character, who when worried or upset gave the appearance of someone incredibly angry. 

Violet Cottle clucked her tongue as she lifted a bowl from the wall and filled it with hot water. ‘He is a trial to my Mistress ever since he was but a small lad. Mr Pip, I do not be knowing how you be keeping your temper with him.’ 

Pip took the bowl from her, smiled, and inclined his head. ‘I thank you kindly, Mrs Cottle,’ saying this, he left. 

r

Stewart stepped back into the room, Pip entered, carrying towels over his arm and the large bowl of steaming water, pausing slightly as he entered to survey the room. Pip, whose real name was Peter Wickens, was a man in his late 40s, slightly thickset, and shorter than average, with plain features; a nose a little larger than his face should have, but with sharp eyes that missed nothing. 

‘Good morning, master Stewart,’ he greeted bowing. ‘I trust we are feeling a little better this morning.’ Pip added, putting his head to one side, and raising his eyebrows. Stewart’s eyes narrowed, immediately filling with mischief. 

‘Why, you old rogue, so it was you who put me to bed, though you might have taken my breeches off,’ Stewart exclaimed. 

Pip stopped where he was, closed his eyes and took a breath. He had been Stewart’s valet since he was 13 years old, but had known him since he was as a young boy, and a very difficult boy he had been, but he hoped by now that he had earned Stewart’s respect, as on many an occasion Stewart had turned to him for guidance, counted on him, knew that he would never lie to him, and could always rely on his discretion. 

‘If you be permitting me to say so, sir,’ Pip continued. ‘When trying to...’ he paused, thinking carefully before he spoke. ‘After I be undressing the rest of you,’ Pip cleared his throat and eyed his master, ‘with some difficulty may I add, I did be receiving an unkindly boot in my stomach. You then be proceeding to be telling me―if I may be using your very words, sir― ‘get your bloody hands off me, I WANT MAGGIE.’ Pip paused for effect. The last three words were drawn out with distinction. ‘Whoever Maggie may be?’ he questioned; raising his brows once more he walked to the dresser, placing the bowl and towels down. 

Stewart’s eyes widened then narrowed. ‘Good God was I that bad?’ he questioned. 

Pip smiled as he looked out onto the gardens. If only you knew, he thought to himself. There had been one mighty struggle just trying to keep him in the room, then he had passed out on the bed. ‘Not really, sir, you do not be throwing the candle stick at me on this occasion,’ he replied, turning to look at him. 

Stewart looked hard and long at the man; he knew that Pip disapproved of his behaviour, which had become increasingly worse since his return from Italy. The man did not deserve to be treated like that. Stewart nodded, then walked across the room and placed his arm about the small man’s shoulders. 

‘Pip, you are the epitome of diplomacy,’ offered Stewart with the hint of teasing in his voice, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth, then adding sheepishly, ‘My mother does not know any of this, does she?’ 

Pip smiled again for a moment then straightened his face before he replied. 

‘No, sir,’ Pip assured him, as he stared up into Stewart’s face. He too, like others, had seen and heard too much, but out of loyalty not only for Stewart but all the family, had said nothing. 

Stewart moved away and paused before he asked the next question. ‘Tell me, Pip, did I say anything else I should not have?’ Stewart eyed Pip with a sideward glance. 

‘No, sir, you then be passing out cradling the pillow,’ Pip replied. 

Stewart laughed in relief; he knew his tongue got the better of him when he drank, and as he did not remember what had happened. Well, he slapped Pip on the back, thinking how blessed he was with such loyalty. 

‘Do you wish me to be shaving you now, Master Stewart?’ Pip asked, as he walked towards the closet for a fresh linen shirt and breeches. 

There was a moment’s pause as Stewart seated himself in front of his mirror; rubbing his hand over the black grown of beard which was beginning to show. 

‘Pip, I think I will grow a beard,’ he replied musingly. Stewart looked at his reflection as he said it, but Pip just closed his eyes, shook his head, sighed deeply, and laid the clean things onto the bed. 

‘As you wish,’ he said in resignation―he had been through this scenario before. 

Stewart sat looking at his face. ‘I know that you do not approve, but I thought it would look rather different,’ he offered. 

‘Hairy be the word that comes to mind, sir,’ Pip responded, a feint trace of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. 

‘I used to have one, you remember, during the time I spent in Italy,’ replied Stewart, turning in his chair to look at him. 

Pip paused before replying, ‘Master Stewart, that was when you spent most of your time aboard ship, sir, there were not much need for such toiletries then. But, if I may be so bold, you be home, and while a moustache is quite acceptable, a full beard could be seen as...’ Pip held up his hands and the rest of the sentence was left in the air. 

‘And we do not want my reputation to be enhanced any more than it is,’ finished Stewart. For a moment there was silence while Stewart re-examined his chin, thinking all the while was it worth the argument, and having decided it was not, he tucked the white towel around his neck. 

‘You know that I can never argue with you, Pip, then let us be truthful, I would never win anyway,’ Stewart exclaimed, chuckling. ‘Come on, shave me and my moustache, you old rogue!’ 
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The wind blew warm into Stewart’s face, ruffling his hair, and billowing out the wide sleeves of his shirt as he raced through the countryside. Everywhere the sun came through the trees like streaks of gold, casting its glow to whatever it touched, while the grass all around lay like a thick green undulating carpet, the breeze tipping its blades showing a multitude of greens and yellows as the sunlight refracted at different angles. Stewart breathed in deeply; the air smelt sweet and warm, for it was days such as this that it felt so good to be alive. Reining his horse down to a trot, he came to a halt by the lake, where he sat for a while taking in the beauty of the countryside, breathing deeply once again, letting his senses take over, filing his mind and head with the splendour of the moment. If there was heaven, then surely this was it. Patting his horse on the neck, he dismounted and walked slowly to the lake’s edge, stooping to pick up a stone on the way. 

‘Is this not the most beautiful, the most peaceful and relaxing place we know, old friend?’ he said, turning to his horse that was busy pawing the ground with his front hooves, nibbling now and then contentedly at the leaves of a low- hanging branch of a tree nearby. Stewart allowed his eyes to roam slowly around the lake, taking in every detail. He knew the countryside hereabouts like his own lands―beautiful, virgin country. Before he went to Italy, there were times in the summer months when he would steal out of the house and come here to sleep by the lake under the stars. Nobody, not even Pip (he thought), knew about this. It was his secret, about the only one he had, as everything else he did was known the second after it had happened. He chuckled to himself like a small schoolchild, pleased that he had managed to keep it for so long. 

‘La mia baia di pace,’ he whispered. 

No sooner had the words left his lips than he became suddenly aware that he was not alone. He felt a presence just behind him to the right, and although they were very still, he could still feel them watching him. Frowning, he reached up and scratched the side of his face. Stewart gradually lowered himself to the ground and sat there for some minutes, his knees pulled up in front of him, while his fingers picked at the blades of grass beneath his hands, aware of the pair of eyes that watched his every move. 

‘Damn them,’ he whispered, ‘is nothing sacred.’ His face clouded over at the thought he had been followed there. Slowly he shifted himself sideways and, in one quick movement, swung round. His eyes opened wide with surprise as they immediately rested on the statue of a small young girl, slender in build, no more than seventeen years of age. 

‘Well,’ he breathed in amazement. ‘I had not expected to find someone like you here,’ he added, at last beginning to regain his composure. Stewart lowered his head while his fingers made circles in the grass, then looking up once more he watched as a waterfowl glided over the lake, leaving that strange wake behind it, like a ship in the ocean. It was some moments before he spoke again. 

‘How do you known of this place?’ he enquired, turning his head a fraction, trying to get a glimpse of her out of the corner of his eye. When no answer came, he moved his head further so that he could see her better, letting his mind take in every detail as she stood there, motionless; he thought she looked like a water nymph―yes, that was it, like Volvi the Limnade nymph that had just risen from the depths of the lake. Her eyes met his for a moment, large, grey eyes, sad in expression. Quickly, she looked away. 

‘I do not bite,’ he said quietly, smiling at her. ‘Will you not even tell me your name?’ 

Still there was silence. A gust of breeze caught her corn-coloured hair, whipping it up into soft whirls, framing her heart shaped face, which was at this moment devoid of colour, except for a full cherry red mouth whose upper lip rose up to a cupid’s bow. She was beautiful, the very essence of innocence and purity, and Stewart felt a strong compelling desire to reach out and touch her, if only to confirm to himself that he was not hallucinating. He was perplexed; he was having a vision of some kind, or he was just dreaming and would wake suddenly to find himself at home. 

‘You should not be out here alone, you know, it is not safe. Your family must be looking for you.’ He paused, still looking at her. 

‘You are extremely beautiful,’ he whispered, then bit his lip as he realised, he had voiced his thoughts so openly, turning away as he noticed the blood rush to her cheeks in embarrassment. He watched a bird as it skimmed across the lake calling to its mate, the sound echoing around them. Stewart had no conceivable idea why he had just said that, except that it was true. There followed a silence with just the intermittent chirping of birds, and the sound of the breeze soughing through the trees. 

‘I wish to beg your pardon, Mistress, for my behaviour,’ he added quietly, as he rose walking slowly towards her. 

‘It was impertinent of me, embarrassing you, please forgive me.’ His voice was so gentle and warm that a smile crept into a corner of her mouth. 

‘But you are, you know,’ he added in a whisper to himself. Stewart stood, staring down into her face. Her skin was very fair and had that softness of youth, with her hair hanging heavy now in large, loose coils about her shoulders. She meekly lowered her head in reply. 

Feeling the sense of anxiety slip away from him, he spoke again, ‘May I be so bold as to tell you something else? You should always use your smile.’ Stewart cleared his throat uneasily and gestured with his hand at the countryside. 

‘Pray tell me, do you come from here?’ Still no reply came from the young girl, who just stood motionless watching him. 

The air seemed charged suddenly; there was a tension that made him feel uncomfortable and out of control which was alien to him. To cover this, Stewart swung backwards in a sweeping gesture. 

‘Allow me to introduce myself,’ he continued, moving his left arm back while crossing his right arm over his body and bowing lowly as he spoke. ‘I am Stewart Charles Hamilton, at your service, Mistress.’ 

The girl started to shake her head from side to side and became agitated, entwining and untwining her hands. Stewart thought that she might scream, but instead she lowered her head then spoke for the first time. ‘I cannot, sir, for it would not be right to speak, as you be of noble birth, do you not, sir?’ 

Stewart frowned and was amusingly astonished at her reply. Her voice was sweet with the soft Wiltshire lilt behind it. Taken aback by her answer, he righted himself before replying, unsure at that moment of what he was about to say. 

‘What? I am no noble person, and what does it matter, as we meet on neutral ground.’ It was the first thing that came into his head before he swung his arm about him as to encompass the lake and fields. ‘Surely, convention does not apply here?’ he questioned amusingly. ‘Please do not call me sir,’ he added softly. 

Stewart turned on his heel to face the lake once more, throwing the stone that he had been fondling into its depths. He stood there for some moments, watching the ripples flow out from where the stone had landed as a strange sense of detachment came over him―it was as though for once in his life he had been taken unawares, not in control of the situation, and this troubled him. 

‘What is your name, Mistress?’ he enquired finally, glancing back over his shoulder. She stood there for what seemed like an eternity, twisting a piece of grass between her fingers before she spoke. 

‘Jenny. Jennifer Martin, sir,’ she answered quickly. 

Stewart was again unprepared, as he had not expected her to answer him, so he picked up another stone and tossed it into to the lake while he gained his composure. 

‘Do you know what I call this place, Jennie?’ he questioned, turning once again to look at her as he spoke. 

Stewart raised his hand and beckoned to her to come closer, speaking in a calm tone so as not to alarm her any more than she was. ‘Come here, Jennie.’ But she made no effort to move towards him. 

‘Please,’ he asked with gentle encouragement, lifting his brows, but there was still no movement on her part. Stewart shrugged his shoulders then walked back to her once more, hesitating now and then till cautiously he reached her side. He could see that she did not know what to make of this strange large man that stood beside her, and that all her instincts told her to run. Her arms were interlocked tightly before her, while her whole body was putting up an invisible barrier between herself and him. He knew in all propriety that he should leave, but... Stewart swallowed hard, emotions were running though his body as the 

wind blows through a field of ripe corn, pushing, moving, swaying, while the corn struggles to stay upright. Stewart felt his chest contract as he struggled to push air into his lungs. 

‘Baia della pace,’ the words came from his mouth in a whisper, like they travelled on the breath of air that had been trapped within him and was suddenly expelled, freeing the obstruction making Stewart breathe deeply through his nose. 

‘It is Italian,’ he explained, at last gaining his equilibrium. ‘It means bay of peace.’ 

Suddenly, she turned and lifted her head to gaze innocently up into his face, her eyes seeming to hold his own in a trance that he could not turn away from; yet again he felt that overwhelming desire he had before to touch her. 

‘I have a name for it also,’ her words broke the spell, and Stewart smiled nervously, but he was shaken, out of his depth, and he didn’t like the feeling. 

‘Really?’ he spoke at last, clearing his throat which had suddenly taken upon itself to close again. ‘Pray tell me,’ he added. 

Her body turned from him then and her arms came defensively up and across her chest once more as she looked down to the ground and shook her head. 

Stewart turned and walked a few paces towards the lake before sitting down again and drawing his knees up against his chest. He was perplexed, and as he looked out onto the lake, other images came into his mind, and he began to think of Maggie. There was no logical explanation for this, except that his thoughts were always drifting towards her lately, and what had happened by the lake here just amplified the situation. ‘I wish I loved her as she should be loved,’ he confessed to himself. Oh, he loved her, but not with that passion that tears at your insides when you cannot be close to one another. That all-consuming love which gnaws at the heart till you think it will burst. The love he had for her was a slow, warm love, one that comes from mutual respect, trust, and admiration. The screech of a waterfowl brought him back from his thoughts, remembering Jennie, but when he turned, he found to his surprise that she had gone. He rose to his feet, slapping his thighs as he did so to dust himself. What had happened to him here had shaken him and he did not like the feeling. 

‘Old friend,’ he said, patting the horse on the neck. ‘I think it is time that you and I returned home.’ Mounting his horse, Stewart sighed, a note of sadness in his voice. ‘Oh well, perhaps we will see her again someday.’ Pulling gently at the horse’s reins, he started on the ride back to the house. 
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Chapter Two
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Andrew and Elizabeth

Stewart sensed there was something wrong the moment he entered the hall. There was a tense atmosphere all about him, one he was unfortunately familiar with, and one he did not like. Lilly closed the large front door behind him and began to make her way back to the kitchens.

‘Lilly,’ he called softly. Lilly stopped and turned.

‘Yes, sir?’ she replied curtseying. Stewart could see by her body language that she did not want to be there; she was as scared as a rabbit wanting to run. 

‘Where is Thompson and what is going on here?’ he asked, motioning to the drawing room where raised voices were coming, but Stewart knew before the words had passed her lips.

‘Begging your pardon, Master Stewart, ‘tis your father. He comes down from Scotland.’

Stewart’s face had frozen, and his eyes had taken on a glassy stare which made Lilly back away.

‘When did he arrive?’ he asked tonelessly.

‘Ab-bout 2 o’clock,’ she stammered back the reply.

Stewart’s eyes never left the drawing room door. ‘And my mother?’ But he knew that also, without Lilly having to say.

‘She is in there... with him, sir.’

‘Thank you, Lilly,’ he said in a low, cold voice as he made his way across the hall, his footsteps echoing on the stone flags.

‘I should not be going in there, sir,’ Lilly called to him, her voice tight with fear. ‘He does say that on no account was anyone to be disturbing them.’

‘Oh, did he indeed,’ replied Stewart, even more determined to enter. ‘We will see.’

Lilly raised her arm in vain, but she knew it was futile to try and stop him. She could do nothing at all. Looking up she saw Pip standing at the top of the stairs. He raised his arm to indicate he was there, and to go back to the kitchen. 

As Stewart threw open the doors to the drawing room, the two occupants swung round in astonishment. He waited, looking from one to the other, his mother he could tell had not expected him home so soon, and his father... well, he could tell his thoughts by the look on his face. Taking a step into the room, he slowly pushed the doors closed behind him, leaning against them as he did so. It was Elizabeth’s voice that broke the silence. 

‘Stewart,’ her breath caught in her throat as her hands pressed into her stomach. 

Stewart stood with his feet astride while his two hands rested on the doorknobs behind him; better there, he thought, than round his father’s neck. The urge to attack was strong, but he refrained; his mouth was dry with anger now, as his eyes darted from his mother to his father, swallowing several times before he spoke. 

‘I gather that Lady Morris will NOT be coming,’ he said dryly to Elizabeth. ‘And what is he doing here?’ he added, motioning to his father. By now Stewart was having great difficulty in restraining himself. He knew that if he let go of the doorknobs, he would fly at his father, and there would be no one to stop him. A cold sweat had broken out on his forehead, which in turn was trickling down the sides of his face. The remark made Andrew Duncan stiffen and tighten his jaw. 

‘What is the matter, Father?’ he asked with sarcasm, ‘Feeling guilty? Or could it be that your latest mistress has grown tired of you, or no... wait, you have run out of money and your debtors are at your heels. Is that it, Father?’ Stewart asked, saying the last word with disdain. He was now shaking from head to foot, and his hands were wet with sweat, but he kept his voice level and calm. 

Andrew Duncan had gone a deep shade of red, and Stewart noticed the right side of his father’s face twitch, but neither man took their eyes from one another. Elizabeth sat motionless, as though she had seen the Medusa, and had suddenly been set to stone. 

‘How dare you speak to me like that!’ Andrew Duncan, who at last found his voice, got to his feet. ‘Who do you think you are?’ he continued, but the rest of the words were trapped, as he stood there open mouthed. 

Stewart swallowed once more to control himself. ‘And who are YOU to give ME orders?’ he retaliated. ‘A man who left his wife and a child of three these twenty-one years past, to go off with some... some―do not question or moralise to me what I can and what I cannot do.’ It was an effort to keep his voice steady now, but he knew he had to; knowing just one spark would ignite a full-scale brawl, as the two men stood looking at one another. They were equal in height, maybe Andrew Duncan an inch taller, but their tempers were identical. 

Out in the hall Lilly had been standing in the shadows by the stairs. She was terrified at the sound of Stewart’s voice; never had she heard him raise it as he had now. Things were racing through her mind, and at this moment it was in turmoil, for what could she or anyone do, and what if they fought, what if someone was hurt, or even worse―the mere idea of it sent a cold slither of ice down her spine; her only thought was she had to get help. Thompson the butler and Carter the footman had gone to Mere, Pip would come, had she not seen him on the landing. It was as she turned to make her way to the kitchen that Pip came up beside her. He placed his finger to his lips for silence, and then pulled her into the darkness to wait. 

Stewart finally let go of the doors and walked towards his father; there was anger and contempt in his eyes for the man he saw before him. ‘Oh God,’ he thought, ‘I could hit him and think nothing of it.’ It was only seeing his mother’s petrified face out of the corner of his eye that stopped him. He stood still some feet away, his mouth set. 

‘Oh, if only I were just one year older.’ his voice seemed to come from outside of him, calm and flat, as though someone else had spoken the words. ‘And do you know why?’ He continued, ‘Because then I would have the pleasure of personally being able to remove you from this house.’ Stewart raised his hand to stop Andrew Duncan from answering. ‘But, until that day’―he swallowed hard, and shook his head slightly― ‘I will suffer you here for her sake,’ he gestured to his mother, who he saw was about to drop to the floor. 

Andrew Duncan flew at Stewart then, his face contorted with resentment. ‘You know nothing of me... how I feel... what I am...’ 

‘NO!’ Elizabeth’s piercing scream resonated around the room. ‘For God’s sake, NO!’ She cried as she threw herself between them, looking up into her husband’s face. ‘This hate between you...’ her words fell away to silence as her eyes peered into her husbands, pleading. 

At hearing her voice, Stewart’s body relaxed a little, and his eyes looked down at her. ‘Mother,’ he said softly, ‘how can you defend this...’ He paused to look at his father. ‘This...’ he shook his head in disbelief. 

Elizabeth saw the hurt and pain in her son’s eyes, but he did not understand how he could―he was but three years old when it happened. 

‘It is quite simple, Stewart,’ she answered softly in reply, a deep sadness in her voice. She turned her head from him then and wept. 

Stewart watched his mother, her shoulders trembling slightly, but he could not comfort her. Turning to face his father, he stared long and hard into his eyes. ‘Well, she may defend you, she does not know how to hate, but by God I will get my revenge on you for what you have done to her.’ Saying this, Stewart turned and walked towards the doors, pausing before opening them, but not looking back, he spoke. ‘I will not be here for dinner, Mother, I will be out.’ His voice was void of any emotion. 

‘But when will you be back?’ Elizabeth’s voice was pleading now. 

‘God knows,’ he replied as the doors closed behind him, the only sound that could be heard in the room was the gentle tick, tick, tick of the mantle clock. 

Andrew Duncan walked to the fireplace, resting his hand to the mantle, standing there for some moments to collect his thoughts before turning to face Elizabeth, clasping his hands behind him. Though he was a man of average build, he stood over six feet in height. He had strong features with a very straight aquiline nose. His eyes were a pale blue, while his hair was brown, interspersed with grey at the sides, and surprisingly, still thick, despite his 55 years. Pushing his shoulders back, he walked forward to where Elizabeth was sitting. 

‘Andrew,’ she breathed, raising her hand up, palm facing him in a gesture to stop him. ‘Before you start, I have no more money.’ 

There was a pause as she raised her head up to look into his eyes. 

‘Oh, come now, Lizzie,’ he laughed, ‘you have no more money, yet you are able to maintain the running of this estate.’ His hand made a circular movement around him as he stood. ‘Which is hardly a cottage,’ he added, seating himself once more in the chair by the fireplace, crossing his legs. ‘So, do not tell me you have none.’ He raised his brows in a mocking gesture, while Elizabeth watched his foot as it rocked back and forth in time to the clock. 

‘Andrew, truly I have not, not the sort of money you desire.’ There was a resigned pleading in her voice. She knew he could take what he wanted, and there was no way to stop him. Elizabeth’s eyes turned to the window, as the first rumblings of thunder rolled over the landscape outside, and a cold shiver went through her. 

‘If it were not for me, you would have been...’ he paused, biting the inside of his mouth as Elizabeth looked up at him in horror, colour draining from her face. 

‘Yes, Lizzie,’ he nodded at her. ‘Our little dark secret.’ He knew he had her now, but he was desperate; there was nowhere else to turn. As he looked at her, he lifted his mouth into a smile. 

Elizabeth placed her hand to her throat, staring at him, her eyes searching his face, and swallowed deeply before answering. ‘I did NOT kill him, and you know that,’ she replied in a low frightened voice. Her mouth was suddenly dry. 

‘I know it, but what would anyone else think, eh?’ his tone was thick with innuendo, and then a cynical grin appeared on his lips. 

‘Oh, dear God,’ she breathed. ‘I killed him accidently, to save you, you know that. You were drunk, Andrew, filthy drunk when you started arguing and he pulled that knife on you.’ Elizabeth shook her head slowly in disbelief. ‘You are the one who would have been dead now.’ She stood up, pacing slowly. ‘If I had not come down to see what the disturbance was about...’ she paused in mid- sentence, her eyes staring into some distant memory. 

‘But you stabbed him, Lizzie,’ he said, hitting back at her. 

At this Elizabeth swung round to look him in the eye. ‘I did it to save your life!’ she screamed. 

‘Why?’ Andrew questioned; his voice was calm in reply to her hysteria. ‘You did not love me.’ There was a question in the words that hung in the air, and then a silence ensued where a pin could have been heard if dropped. 

Elizabeth dropped her head down in resignation. ‘I did, once, a very long time ago...’ her words trailed off into a whisper, as though time had taken them and put them into the past. 

Andrew stood there, regaining composure once more. ‘Well, that is all past and gone, is it not?’ Andrew Duncan shrugged his shoulders as at that moment his clothes felt too tight; he had not intended this to happen as it had. ‘...That is, if you furnish me with the money. I need five hundred pounds.’ His last words were spoken as though he were bartering for some sheep at a market, while Elizabeth just stared at him in disbelief. 

She looked at her husband now and remembered how it had been; wondering how could a person change so much? How could a man hide so much of himself that she had believed that he loved her? Her feelings for him then were so profound, she would have given up her life freely for him had it been asked of her. Now, he would give up her life for the sake of five hundred pounds. Andrew’s voice broke into her thoughts. 

‘After all, you would not want your precious son to know that his devoted mother was a murderess, would you now?’ 

Elizabeth looked up at him; his passive face looking back at her gave her no inclination to his feelings, as outwardly he looked very calm. 

‘You would not dare...’ she breathed. 

Andrew stared back at her. ‘Would I not?’ Andrew raised his brows and nodded at her. He was more than desperate now. 

After a short silence, Andrew shifted his shoulders once more and cleared his throat... Dear God, was he doing this? 

‘Your father was clever, was he not, Lizzie? He put that codicil, very slyly might I add, into the Marriage Contract that gave this house over to you on your marriage... as custodian...’ He paused for effect, looking up at the ceiling and tapped his finger on his chin sardonically. ‘Let me see, it went something like: “If there be children from the marriage, then the house and surrounding property will revert to the first-born son on his 25th birthday. If no son, then to the eldest daughter.”’ Andrew sniffed hard with derision here, remembering the humiliation he had felt then. ‘Oh, your father was a canny Scotsman, all right, he never disclosed this when we married.’ 

Elizabeth watched him closely and could see now that he was trying hard to contain the anger and something more―anguish, which was rising within him. 

‘I have my jewellery.’ she paused to swallow before adding. ‘You are welcome to that.’ 

The moment had passed. ‘Oh yes,’ he replied, now remembering, ‘that emerald necklace your father gave you as a wedding gift... that should be worth something.’ He was mentally counting now. 

Elizabeth saw that his face was a myriad of emotions, and amongst these was still anger; she shook herself, trying to come out of the fear that was little by little enveloping her. 

‘I will fetch it at once,’ she replied, walking to the door, and disappearing quickly before he could answer. 

As the door closed, Andrew Duncan closed his eyes and let out the breath he had been holding. He was shaking from head to foot, and his whole body was perspiring. He could not comprehend where some of the words he had spoken had come from, how could he have said such things, but desperation leads a man down a path that he would never imagine treading. 
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As Elizabeth mounted the stairs to her room, her legs felt as though they were about to give way beneath her, and the ground kept coming up to her in waves of nervous sickness. Things were colliding around in her mind, terrible things. If Stewart found out, what would he think of her? If he knew all that had happened that bleak winters evening, would he ever be able to understand? 

As she reached the landing, Elizabeth distractedly wiped the beads of sweat that had formed on her forehead with her handkerchief. Turmoil was the least of the emotions she was feeling now. She was brought back to her senses as somewhere along the corridor a door banged shut, and heavy footsteps could be heard coming towards her. Elizabeth ducked quickly into the dark shadows of a recess, just in time to see Stewart fly past her, bag in hand, as he tore down the stairs. She watched him cross the hallway, jumping nervously when the front door slammed hard behind him as he left the house. 

Elizabeth, now in a state of despair, continued to her room, lighting a candle from one of the sconces along the corridor before entering. She closed the door quietly, then stood for some moments to still her nerves, before she made her way across the room to the small table where her jewellery box stood. Steadily, she placed the candle down beside it and picked up the box. She stared at it, her finger tracing the thistle pattern on the lid; it had belonged to her mother. She looked around herself carefully, as if to find someone there watching her and sighing with relief at seeing no one, she seated herself on a stool. Opening the box, she emptied the contents into her lap, watching the stones sparkle as they caught the candle’s flicker; then she separated the emerald necklace from the rest and held it to the light. It was beautiful―the most beautiful piece of jewellery she owned. It consisted of a large emerald drop set in gold, with smaller ones at intervals set into the gold chain. Its clasp was an equally large emerald drop with a row of smaller ones set in gold that hung beneath it. The stones at that moment cast large green spots on Elisabeth’s face as she held it aloft, watching it glisten in the candle’s flame. She shook it gently, gazing at the colours as they danced before her eyes. It was then a large tear escaped and trickled down her face, leaving a wet line in its wake. 

How could she part with it, and yet she had to; either way was meant for Stewart’s sake. She had intended to keep it and give it to him when he married, for his bride to wear it on her wedding day, just as she had done. But now she had to give it up, so that he would never know the truth about her. Elizabeth buried her head in her hands and sobbed, her tears wetting the stones, as though the emeralds shared in her sorrow. 

In the drawing room Andrew had helped himself to a glass of whisky to steady his nerves while waiting and was unconsciously leafing through the pages of a poetry book that he had found on a window seat. 

‘Paradise Lost by John Milton, how very appropriate,’ Andrew whispered ironically. ‘We could have been so happy, Lizzie, but circumstance and fate stopped that.’ There was a noise behind him, and he quickly dropped the book back to the seat just as Elizabeth re-entered the room. Turning on his heel, he saw her standing by the door clutching the necklace in her hand. 

‘Here, take it!’ She said, holding her hand out to him. ‘Go on, take it. Take it and get out!’ Her voice had been slowly rising in pitch; Elizabeth was near to hysteria now. 

Andrew closed his eyes for a moment, and then slowly and deliberately he placed his glass on the small table by the sofa. He paused, carefully choosing his words. 

‘Thank you, Lizzie,’ he nodded. ‘Now Stewart can go on thinking what a martyr his mother is, to put up with such a man as I, for a little while longer that is.’ With that, Andrew took the necklace, carefully wrapped it in a large handkerchief, and placed it in the pocket of his coat. 

‘I will take my leave of you now, Lizzie,’ he bowed his head slightly. Elizabeth made a move to open the door when Andrew put up his hand and said calmly, ‘No, please do not bother to see me out. I know my way,’ he added, walking towards the door. Within seconds she heard the large front door close behind him. 

When he had gone, Elizabeth sat on the sofa, put her head in her hands and gave in to her tears once more. 

All this while, Lilly and Pip had been standing in the shadows of the hall. They had heard Stewart leave and had been very fearful to leave their mistress alone with this man; they were powerless but had witnessed everything. 
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As Andrew Duncan left the house, he breathed in deeply. Dear God, was this sufficient to keep his debtors at bay? He doubted it, but if he paid some of what he owed, it might suffice to keep him out of prison. He swallowed hard, how had he come to this demise? But he knew the answer: jealousy. He looked around him at the estate and shook his head; time was a harsh reality if he could turn it back. He felt for the ring in his pocket and turned it gently with his fingers. Placing his hat on his head, he went out into the rain to the stables to retrieve his horse. 
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Chapter Three
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Lady Margaret

As Stewart left the house, he looked towards the heavens to find that the heat of the day had now culminated into ominous rain clouds. The air all around was thick and heavy and you could feel the power held within it; a storm was brewing, he knew, but not only in the heavens. Stewart shrugged and concluded that the storm matched his temper at this present moment, like primed gunpowder ready to explode. Looking once more heavenward, he shook his head. Would he reach Lady Margaret’s home before it broke? He doubted that very much. Pulling himself into his coat, he smacked his hat on his head and headed for the stables, while unconsciously crossing himself, asking for forgiveness for what he was about to do. He saddled his own horse and left the stables just as the first drops of the summer storm were hitting the earth. 

By the time Stewart had reached Lady Margaret’s house on the other side of Mere, he was soaked to the skin. He dismounted, retrieved his bag from the back of the saddle then looked once more heavenward. ‘God, forgive me,’ he whispered. 

Leading his horse to the stables, he returned and mounted the front steps, ringing the bell; he had to wait some moments before it was answered. The door opened slowly, letting out a warm glow from the candle stick that was held aloft. Stewart looked at the small frail man that stood before him and
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