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Emily Ravel’s head thumped. It still surprised her that one
small child in the enclosed space of a carriage could make
such a din. She clung to the lavender nose-gay Lady Sybil
had given her, in an effort to mask the malodorous stench,
and she stared at the one and only place it could be emanat-
ing, the screeching two year old on the knee of a gentleman
opposite her, with good taste in clothes but not in traveling
companion.

Next to her sat Mr. Lange.
“When will we reach our destination, Mr. Lange?” Emily

asked.
Mr. Lange seemed distracted and so he might, with Lady

Sybil disappearing without a word. Although Lady Sybil had
had the good grace to ask Mr. Lange to ensure her safe return
to her original place of employment at Hunterlaw Castle. But
oh, how she wished he wouldn’t take her back there. When
Mr. Lange had invited her to accompany him on a brief busi-
ness trip into Aberdeenshire, her spirits rose, and her heart
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rapped out a drum roll to herald the continuation of her
adventure.

“I’m not sure,” he said, his voice muffled through a large
handkerchief.

Clearly, he was unable to cope with the smell either and
she couldn’t have him suffering. He’d likely be as disap-
pointed as she that Lady Sybil had gone.

“Stop the carriage,” she said.
Mr. Lange opened the window and shouted up to the

driver to stop.
“Is there something amiss?” said their companion.
“I don’t wish to sound impertinent, Mr.…?”
The carriage stopped and the child ceased screeching for a

moment. Emily inclined her head waiting for an introduction.
Did she dare say what needed to be said? If politeness

was to be adhered to even in the most trying of circum-
stances, how could she convey the delicacy of the situation?
But someone had to.

“Ah… of course, eh… Marshall, Alistair Marshall at your
service.”

“I think it is I who could be at your service.”
He stared at her like a startled owl, but he clearly hadn’t

the faintest idea what was amiss. Perhaps he had no sense of
smell, or little experience dealing with the needs of a small
child.

Mr. Lange opened the door. A gush of delicious fresh
chilled air flowed into the compartment and the small girl
turned her curly blond head towards Emily. She had bright
red cheeks and dribbled saliva over her tight fist. Both men
looked to Emily as if she were the Captain of this ship.

“Mr. Marshall, I’m Miss Ravel. At the risk of being
impertinent, I believe the child you’re caring for… is
indisposed?”
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“How?” he said.
“She has some desperate need that must be attended to in

order for us all to be able to continue our journey in a harmo-
nious fashion.”

The gentleman had auburn hair which stood out on end
from under his hat, giving him the distinct impression of a
scarecrow. A scarecrow with bright blue engaging eyes.
Doubtless his appearance was due to the rigors of traveling
with an infant.

Mr. Lange exited the carriage saying something about
stretching his legs and she stood up to follow.

“Hmmm…Miss Ravel…I…”
She turned, snared by the desperate, caring, intelligent,

look of a man in need of her help.
“Yes?”
“I don’t know what to do. Cathy here has become my

ward. She’s got no-one else, but… I’d hoped we wouldn’t
have any mishap before we got to my sister’s.”

“Ah… do you have any clean tail-clouts with you?”
His face blanked as though she’d spoken in some foreign

tongue. She laid her reticule back on the seat, pulled down
some blankets from the upper rack, and placed them on the
floor of the carriage

“Napkins? For Cathy’s… needs?”
“Oh,” he said. “In the trunk on top of the coach.”
He blushed to the tips of his auburn hair and her heart

went out to him.
“Perhaps, you might get it, and some water.”
“I can’t thank you enough, I…” He pushed Cathy towards

her.
“Hello Cathy,” she said to the wee one, who stretched two

pudgy hands out. Emily gingerly lifted the smelly Cathy and
felt the weight of the full clout. She held Cathy upright with
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her sock covered feet on the blankets and sang to her while
they waited for supplies.

“Bibbity-babity-booo…”
Fortunately, everything had been retained beneath

smocked knickers, and Emily stripped off layers of clothing.
A beautifully knitted jacket with flowers and birds, followed
by a linen shirt. If Emily stopped singing Cathy started
girning again, so,

“Bibbity-babity-”
“She likes this rattle,” said Mr. Marshall inches from her

face. Hot waves of something she’d never felt before washed
over her, and she quickly looked away. Cathy took the rattle
in one hand and stuffed the other in her mouth.

“You’re not from Aberdeen, are you?” he said.
“No.”
But when she turned back, he had gone, reappearing a

moment later with a large trunk he flung open at the foot of
the open door. He smiled up at her,

“At your service my lady. Will this do?”
He held up a linen wrap.
Heat rose from her chest and she thanked God for the cool

breeze, while she focused on the trunk with Mr. Marshall
burrowing into it like a squirrel in the laundry.

“That will be good for underneath, but I need a tail-clout,
a clean binder if you have it, a clout for washing, water and…
could you get some sphagnum moss?”

His eyes met hers and he smiled, making her stomach
bounce like a babe upon her knee.”

With Cathy in better spirits, and sitting on Emily’s knee, Mr.
Marshall morphed into a most eloquent companion. Mr.
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Lange nodded politely, but was deep in his thoughts, so
Emily felt it was to her to enjoy Mr. Marshall’s conversation,
on wool and knitting.

“I made Cathy’s cardigan,”
“It’s beautiful. I’ve never met a man who knits. It’s a

fashionable occupation for ladies.” The words were out
before she thought about it. Had she been terribly rude?

“Oh aye, men on the continent knit. A journeyman from
Erlangen in Germany taught me. He’d come to see my
father.”

“Is your father a great knitter?”
Mr. Marshall roared with such an infectious laughter, that

she found herself chuckling too, although she hadn’t the
faintest idea why.

“No… my father despises knitting.”
“But what better way to keep warm.”
“Well, not all knitting, just my knitting,” Mr. Marshall

focused on Cathy, then back to Emily,
“One day I hope to visit the famous knitters of Sanquhar

in Dumfriesshire.”
“If you’ll pardon my impertinence, but you seem like a

gentleman of means. Surely you could go?”
He sighed.
“When you don’t have the means, you can’t go

anywhere and when you do, you have responsibilities
elsewhere.”

His expression seemed so despondent she was sorry she’d
asked.

“Maybe, the opportunity will arise.”
Mr. Marshal’s eyes twinkled at her, and she gave him a

small smile. The conversation continued on safer topics such
as the weather and state of the roads. His voice transported
her to another life. It wouldn’t have mattered what he spoke
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of, his words were like butterflies tickling her innards and
turning her mind to a blissful mush.

The carriage stopped outside a grand castle with pink
walls and miss-matched windows,

“Ah, Crathie castle, our stop I’m afraid,” said Mr.
Marshall, “I am forever in your debt Miss Ravel, for your
help with young Cathy, thank you so much.”

Her eyes met his, and she was lost for words.
“Miss Ravel is a font of kindness and practicality,” said

Mr. Lange.
And Emily blushed.

Emily glowed on the inside. She’d never had such an
entertaining day and so many compliments. She allowed the
events to repeat in her mind and took little notice of the rest
of the journey, except that it seemed very short. The carriage
rolled up a tree lined driveway.

“If it is to your liking Miss Ravel,” said Mr. Lange. “I
will introduce you as a distant cousin of my mother’s. In that
way you will have excellent accommodation. You saved the
day today and you deserve a good rest before we continue on
our journey.”

She could have said that pretending to be something she
was not, was wrong, but she’d pretended to be a maid for
over a year now. Being a cousin so she could have a comfort-
able bed was the least of her sins.

A sprightly affable man in tweed met them at the door of
a large tower house.

“Ah James my boy, how good of you to come. Eileen will
be delighted you made it in time for the family banquet at
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Crathie castle tonight, and so wonderful to have you too Miss
Ravel.”

Crathie castle. Tonight. And a family banquet t’ boot.
Twirling and birling inside, Emily’s stomach danced a

reel of its own. She hadn’t been to one since before mother
and father had died. Oh, how she longed to have a family of
her own, but that could never be.

Maids didn’t have families.
With her Uncle in charge of her parent’s fortune, what

hope did she have?
“If you insist,” said Mr. Lange, “Oh I do, I do, The

Marshall’s son and heir will be there, a fine excitement for
the ladies.” The Laird winked conspiratorially at Mr. Lange,
“I think he’ll need reinforcements, what?”

The Laird turned to two plain looking girls who’d been
whispering together in the shadows.

“Patience and Prudence show our young guest to her
room, to freshen up. James shall we do our business now?”

“Aye, that will be best, we must leave early on the morrow.”
Patience led the way up a stone spiral staircase that turned

so many times Emily felt quite dizzy by the time they’d
reached the top. A spartan room with a cold hearth, box cot
and a stool, a complete contrast from the opulence of the
entry hall with its rugs and paintings and drapery.

“Are you Mabel’s sister’s daughter?” said Prudence, her
snub nose turned decidedly upwards.

“Eh… hmm… no.”
“Then Mable’s brother’s daughter?” said Patience with a

supercilious raised brow.
Oh help, who’s Mabel?
“Er… well…”
“Ah, so you don’t even know the name of your mother,
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must be a foundling,” said Patience, her voice twisted with
malice.

“Ha ha… an orphan, with neither connection nor family,
that’s why she wears these dull clothes.” Prudence pulled her
skirts a little. “I ‘d say she’s a maid.”

“Er…well…”
“Can’t even speak, poor soul… that’s most likely why the

sympathetic Mr. Lange brought you to us. Well, let us make it
quite clear, you are no relation of ours, and I’d say you’re not
fit to meet the desirable son of a Lord,” said Patience.

“I don’t want to meet the son of a Lord, I’d like to see a
friend at Crathie castle.”

“You have a friend a Crathie? That I doubt… and at any
rate it would be an insult to our host to take along a poor rela-
tion who hasn’t clothes, or refinement of looks or deportment.
No, you will stay here.”

“Oh, Prue dear, you are cruel,” laughed Patience, with a
flick of her head she stared out the window, and back to
Emily. ”Do you sew? You look like you might spend your
time stitching the minutes away?”

“Aye, I do,” said Emily quietly but decisively.
“Ha… found your tongue at last. Well, that will do very

nicely, I have a gown for this evening that needs a little
fixing. My maid is incompetent, and I must wear it to Crathie
castle tonight,” Patience’s voice changed to a crooning
simper. “Would you be so kind as to fix it for me?”

“I’d be happy to take a look at it.”
Patience left the room without looking back.
“If you make her dress look better than mine, you’ll wish

you hadn’t. I’ll bring you my dress so you can make sure
mine looks better.”

Prudence swept from the room leaving Emily reeling. She
could hardly believe what had just transpired, all she wanted
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to do was sit quietly and dream of Mr. Marshall’s bright blue
eyes, but within a moment the sisters returned with their
dresses, sewing basket, instructions, and left her with threats.

Tears overwhelmed her and she flopped onto the stool
bent over and sobbed. If only she could go to Crathie castle
and meet Mr. Marshall again, and leave these odious people.
She pulled herself together and set to stitching the beads on to
the bodice.

After some hours, there was a knock, and a cheerful face
peeked round the door.

“Ah there you are Miss Ravel. I’ve been looking all over
for you. Hmmph… put you up here did they?” A diminutive
maid with intense beady eyes tipped her head on its side.

“Well… eh… “
With quick steps she came into the room.
“Are you their maid?” Emily couldn’t be sure, she was

dressed as a maid, but she wasn’t drummed down, or lacking
in spirit.

“Janet’s the name. They’ve been up to their tricks again.
What did they ask you to do?”

“Patience wanted me to sew all these beads on to the
bodice,” she held up a small glass jar with the hundreds of
tiny red beads, and Prudence wanted me to do something
spectacular with the mauve silk dress.”

Emily had to continue sewing, she couldn’t imagine what
might befall her if Patience and Prudence returned without
having them finished.

“I see,” she picked up the bodice and admired Emily’s
handy work. “I can’t be doing with all those wee beads.
You’ve a bonny skill.”
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“Thankyou.”
“It’s mighty good of you to sew them on. I find I never

get the time.”
She gave Emily a wee smirk and folded up the mauve

dress.
“I almost feel sorry for those two. Almost mind, not really,

they’re sae spiteful they suffer from the worst kind o’ hurt of
their own sel’, but you’re a different sort. I could tell the
minute you walked into the hoose. Mr. Lange has been telling
the mistress how you saved his nose from major assault.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’d better keep sewing, time’s getting
on and they’ll need their dresses soon.”

“Pit it doon. Come on.”
“But they want to wear them tonight and I promised to get

the beading finished.”
“Ha, don’t you mind yoursel’ aboot they wicked lassies.

They’ll be dressed and in the carriage with the Laird by noo.”
Her heart dropped, and a tear rolled down her face, so she

wouldn’t be going to Crathie after all, and she’d not see Mr.
Marshall.

“Dinnae greit noo. We have to get you ready for the
banquet tonight.”

“Me? But I’m not…” family, and they said I wasn’t
welcome.

Janet turned towards the door.
“You are too kind to those nasty lassies. Leave their

frocks there and follow me.”
If she had a chance to go to Crathie Castle she must take

it, she must try at the very least to see Mr. Marshall, so she
followed Janet down the stairs.
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“This is Heather,” said Janet as a maid walked into the
bedchamber with an ewer of water. “Let us help you get
ready. It’s nae usual for one of us to get to go to one of their
quality carry-on’s.”

“Oh, I don’t think I should,”
“You’ve got to go. Just think you’ll be doing it for us.”
“But what if the twins see me? I wouldn’t want a scene.”
“Ha…they think yer nothing but a maid, and they’ll no’

recognize you once Heather and I’ve done with you. Any ho’,
Mr. Lange asked me particular like, to help ye get ready.”

“Ready, but I can’t go, look at me!” Her dress had spatters
of unimaginable bodily function courtesy of Cathy.

“Dinnae worry yersel’ aboot that!” said Janet.
“Mr. Lange thought you might like to choose something

from the trunk he sent up earlier,” said Heather.
Emily scanned the room and spotted the trunk she’d

packed herself.
“That’s Lady Sybil’s trunk. Are you sure?”
“Aye, I heard it frae his own mooth. I wish I had someone

to look oot fur me like that. He’s a faerie-gid-fither,” said
Janet and she opened the trunk and pulled out Emily’s
favorite of Lady Sybil's dresses. A burnished golden silk with
exceedingly fashionable Venetian lace which she’d sewn on
the cuffs and around the low neckline.

“Are you sure, Mr. Lange said so?”
Janet gave her a cheerful grin.
“I swear on my mother’s soul, you are going to be the

belle of the banquet and dance. But we’d better get started as
the Laird and family have left already. You’ll likely miss the
banquet, but you’ll get to the dance and that’s the best bit
anyhoo.”

“How will I get there?”
“Don’t worry, yer faerie-gid-fither arranged that too. Oh,
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I nearly forgot.” Janet pulled a piece of parchment from her
apron pocket, “He gave me this for ye.”

Miss Ravel,
I will await you at Crathie Castle, where I believe our

friend Mr. Marshall will welcome your company.
Yours
James Lange.

Her stomach leaped about like a frog in a jar.
Emily had to go.
Just to meet Mr. Marshall again.
“I will go.”
Heather and Janet worked their magic on her hair, and

dressed her in the golden silk so quickly, she had no time to
consider anything else. Janet wrapped Lady Sybil’s green
cloak about her shoulders, and within what felt like moments
she was riding alone in a carriage headed for Crathie Castle to
see Mr. Marshall.

Giddy with anticipation, Emily swallowed hard and tried
to remember all the things her mother had taught her about
how to behave in company.

Be demure.
Maintain your posture.
And smile dear, it’s your most delightful asset.
Every part of her beamed.

Carriages lined the driveway up to the castle. Emily gulped
and her hands shook. It seemed more like a clan gathering.
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Would she be sent away as an impostor? Too late for that
now. At any rate she only wanted to see Mr. Marshall.

Emily took a deep breath gripped her skirts and glided up
the steps. The footman opened the door, she hesitated at the
entrance to the huge gallery festooned with greenery and
packed with finely dressed ladies and gentlemen and she
searched the faces for Mr. Marshall.

Alistair did his level best to cover his boredom from the
endless twitter of the pretty lassies who were introduced to
him. Being the son of one of the wealthiest men in Aberdeen
had its advantages but could equally be a burden when his
mind couldn’t help remembering the genuine interest of Miss
Ravel. She enthralled and engaged and unravelled him.

“You seem distracted, Sir,” said Mr. Lange.
“As do you.”
“I have good reason, but then perhaps you do too?”
And the reason glided through the door like an angel sent

from the heavens in a golden halo of loveliness.
“Excuse me, Mr. Lange.”
The crowd parted as Mr. Marshall stepped forward and

bowed low over Miss Ravel’s hand.
“It’s a pleasure to see you again,” he murmured.
Mr. Lange appeared next to him and Miss Ravel curtsied

to them both.
“Miss Ravel saved the day would you not agree Mr.

Lange.”
“Indeed, I would, but then Miss Ravel has an aptitude of

forbearance and common sense.”
“Kindness too,” Mr. Marshall whispered. “If you will

allow, may I escort you to the dancing.”
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Emily gave Mr. Lange a quick glance and he responded with
an almost imperceptible nod, and she placed her hand tenta-
tively on Mr. Marshall’s arm. Shivers of delight raced through
her.

All eyes were upon them, as they walked into the great
hall.

“Would you do me the honor of the first dance?”
She smiled and thought her life could never get better

than this moment. They walked on to the floor and joined a
group of seven couples.

“This is my sister and her husband Laird Levit.”
Laird Levit’s brows disappeared into his errant curls, and

Emily curtsied.
The fiddle began saving her any further conversation, and

she stood opposite Mr. Marshall in line with the ladies.
“You’ve made quite an impression on my brother, Lord

Dee,” said Lady Levit standing next to her, “from where does
your family hail?”

If she answered that her parents had died, that her Uncle
had put her to work in the first household that would take her,
would her dreams be lost? Undoubtedly, but the angels were
with her, and the dance, a reel, moved them along at a jaunty
clip, preventing any further discourse.

When the music stopped the couples moved off the floor.
Emily turned to Mr. Marshall,

“May I inquire as to the wellbeing of young Catherine?”
His eyes lit up like anchors in a sea of penetrating ques-

tioning glances.
“If it would not be too improper to suggest, I know she’d

adore seeing you. Would you…?”
“Aye indeed, I yearn to see her.”
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The fiddler asked for another line of couples, but he
placed her hand on his arm and guided her from the room.

Alone in the hallway she felt suddenly unsure. She pulled
away from him.

“You’re Lord Dee?”
“I’m a laddie finding his way in the world, just like you.”
“But?” She was a maid it could never be.
A shadow of concern fell over his face, drawing her

to him.
“I’ll have you back to dance the strathspey, no-one will

have noticed our departure.”
“I hope so.”
“Aye, my sister procured a new music score by Niel Gow,

she’ll be taken up enjoying all the compliments.”
Emily wasn’t so sure. From her observation Lady Levit

had a keen eye for what her brother was about.
They snuck into the nursery, no nanny but two sleeping

babes, Lady Levit’s son and Cathy.
“She looks so peaceful when she’s in her dreams,” said

Emily and she gently stroked her head.
“Indeed, she does. Dreams so rarely come to fruition, I do

hope some of hers do,”
“Why do you say that?”
“Oh, I have a dream of being able to clothe all good folk

in Scottish wool, but alas… my father deems it a trade, not a
past-time for a man like me.”

“You seem to me to be a man to make his own decisions,
like the way you saved young Cathy here. I have faith in you
to make your own dreams come true.”

He smiled at her and touched her face.
“That is the kindest thing anyone has ever said to me.”
Without thinking she moved towards him, and their lips

touched sending a torrent of flames through Emily’s body.
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She stepped back, knocked the cot, and Cathy let out a
squawk, just as an older woman bustled into the room.

“I thought I heard one of the bairns.”
“Aye Cathy stirred but Miss Ravel is soothing her. Thank

you, Nanny. We’ll leave you to it.”
They exited the room and Emily heard the grandfather

clock chiming.
“My word, I’m terribly sorry, I must go.”
He stared at her with surprise and concern and disap-

pointment.
“It’s been wonderful meeting you again. Tonight, has

been like a dream. Follow your heart,” she said.
The chimes continued and she raced down three flights of

stairs.
Mr. Lange stood at the bottom with his cloak and hat, and

at the stroke of twelve they left Crathie Castle.

“I don’t want to return to Hunterlaw, there’s a ghost there not
to mention the … the… shameful, detestable… “

“Ah I see, however Lady Sybil asked me to look after you
and return you to the safety and employment in Hunterlaw.”

“But… I wanted to go with Lady Sybil away from all the
goings on in Hunterlaw.”

“I believe I know to what you refer, but I’ve given my
word to take you back and I’m duty bound to do it.”

“Oh,” disappointment seeped into her bones and she
sagged like a rag doll, she gave up the fight and drank the
draught of sleeping tonic which was the only way she’d ever
get back on a ship, and she dreamed of the sapphire blue eyes
of Mr. Marshall knitting.
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“What they’ve gone? Mr. Lange and Miss Ravel left when?”
“Very early this morning, gone before the servants were

roused from their beds. The Laird mentioned they had a boat
to catch on the morning tide,” said the butler.

“A boat, to where?”
“Edinburgh, I believe, and then on.”
On? That butler enjoyed being obtuse he was sure of it.

He had to find her, he had to speak to her, he had to ask her.
God yes, there was no other woman for him than the

delectable Miss Ravel. He dived up the stairs and burst in on
his sister who was sitting up in bed having her breakfast.

“What the devil brought you here at this hour?”
“I have to leave, and I need you to care for Cathy.”
“What is all this blustering about? And rushing off? Of

course Cathy may stay here. I’ll raise her as my own.”
He kissed his sister’s forehead and left.
Within the hour he was on horseback heading down coun-

try. The ship would be long gone, no point going there, so he
had a hard journey South with Gus Patterson his man.

Emily opened her eyes and snapped them shut again. She was
back in her old bed in Hunterlaw castle. How she had got
here was a mystery filled with being in Mr. Marshall’s arms
dancing and heaven forbid, kissing.

But something niggled at the back of her mind—had she
told her secret? Or not? She couldn’t be sure.

“Oh no!” She pulled the covers over her head and willed
the dream to come back, she’d do anything not to be back
here with the ghosts and madcap festivals.
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There was a knock on the door, and someone entered her
room, she pulled the covers down a fraction to take a peek.

“Emily? Em… are you awake, there’s a gentleman
waiting for you in the morning room,” said Mary the scullery
maid who shared her room.

“For me?”
“Her ladyship had said you were to sleep for as long as

you needed after your ordeal, but when I heard the handsome
gentleman ask for you, I … “

“Never mind that, what did he look like?” Emily threw
back the covers and her feet hit the bare floorboards.

“He’s a ginger-nut with mighty fine manners. I can tell
her ladyship was well impressed by him, and I’d say she was
mighty surprised he asked for you.”

Emily’s hands clasped over her mouth.
It wasn’t a dream.
It was him, and he was here for her.
Her heart took off like a bolting horse.
“What will I wear?”
“You’ve not much choice,” said Mary in a matter of fact

tone.
“You’ve got your Sunday best, or your clean work

dress… although if you don’t like him, you could wear the
dress you travelled in. It’s in an awfu’ state.”

“What makes you think I don’t like him?”
“You look like you’ve seen a ghoulie, and you’re

trembling.”
“Oh my, oh my… Sunday best, and a clean apron.”
Mary’s eyes widened to the size of dinner plates.
“Dinnae stand gawking, go doon and say I’m on my

way.”
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Alastair paced to the window of the morning room and stared
out at the isle in the loch. Such a beautiful place for his true
love to live. Could he take her from this place, back to the
wilds of Aberdeenshire?

“How well do you know Emily?” said Lady Baird.
“As well as any man knows his heart,” he said.
“Ah, I see. Are you aware Emily is a maid in this house

and that she was placed here by her Uncle?”
“Aye, I had the good fortune to speak with Mr. Lange

before coming here. Miss Ravel is …”
Knock.
The footman opened the door and said,
“You asked for Emily m’ Lady.”
Emily Ravel walked into the room in a plain blue dress.

Her eyes met his, shy and unsure, but it was her. She was the
girl of his dreams. He held out her handkerchief.

“You dropped this,” he said.
She smiled and warmed his heart and within a stride he

took her hand in his, bent low and kissed it.
“Thank you. It’s a long way to come to return a hankie.”
Her voice trembled slightly, and he desperately wanted to

wrap her in his embrace. Damn propriety and Damn Lady
Baird.

“I’ve come to ask for your hand in marriage.”

Emily froze.
Mr. Marshall wanted to marry her? But she was a maid

and he the son of a viscount. What could she say?
In an instant, her heart unfurled from bud to full bloom.
“Before you answer, you ought to know that Mr. Lange

has become aware of the nefarious deeds of your Uncle, who
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misappropriated your inheritance. You are a lady with your
own means.”

Words stuck in her throat.
“I know you could have any man you wished, but I want

you to know that I would marry you regardless of station in
life, for you are my angel.”

She nodded although words tangled in her mind.
“You followed your heart, aye?”
“Aye, to find you.”
“I’ll marry you, as long as you promise to take me to

Sanquhar to learn about knitting.”
He placed his hands about her waist and twirled her round

the room in the most improper fashion. Emily’s whole being
tingled as though sun light kissed her every nerve.

And his deep blue eyes held her blossoming heart.

The End

Glossary
Scots - English
Girning – whinging
Gawking – staring with mouth open (foolishly)

I hope you enjoyed Emily Ravel finds her Laird, there are
more stories waiting for you, in the other volumes of the
Three Quills anthologies.
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A L S O  B Y  C A R O LI N E  B A G S H AW

ANTHOLOGIES

The Three Quills Jen Yates, Leigh D’Ansey and Caroline Bagshaw
have created three anthologies with 3 short Regency Romances in

each volume;

A Tangle of Tinsel and Tartan Vol. 1

Emily Ravel features along with two other Regency Romances.

A Tangle of Tiaras and Titles Vol. 2

Lisette Buchanan must choose a husband if she is to inherit her
Grandma-mere’s fortune, but the choice is not easy.

A Tangle of Todays and Tomorrows Vol.3

Lisette knows who she wants to marry now, but the question is how
can she convince him into the wedded state?





C O M I N G  S O O N

The Highland Seer trilogy is well underway and the first book
will be out soon.

Look out for the first book, or join my newsletter to be
the first to know.

Neighboring clans separated by lost love and tragedy, can
must negotiate Brigid’s curse if they are to find the ancient
lost treasure of Hunterlaw and heal themselves before the
window of opportunity closes forever.

Sneaky peak at Book 1

LOVE KNOWS NO OTHER

Lured by treasure,
Lulled by song,
Lavished by desire.
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CO M I N G  S O O N

Miss Mary Baird is at a loss as to what to do. When she
told the man she thought she’d marry her deepest secret, he
deserted her. How can she ever trust again? And with the
neighbouring clan agin them how will she help her father find
the treasure he so desperately wants?

David Cairns is called home from military life as his
brother the Earl of Polworth has died suddenly leaving a raft
of disasters in his wake, which David must resolve if he is
ever going to return to his old life. However, he doesn’t bank
on meeting the extraordinary Miss Baird, who turns every-
thing on its head.
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A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R

If you'd like another free very short story to make you smile,
please sign up for my newsletter - Caro-Lines, to receive
offers and launch news (by the way, I will not bombard you,
but respect your email and only give you news!)

carolinebagshaw.com

Caroline Bagshaw is a mum, animal behaviourist, and
story-teller who loves travelling with her husband and grown-
up children. She adores her homeland and its wonderful



history, which she brings to life in her Scottish flavoured
romantic, adventure stories.
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