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INTRODUCTION

“The heroine galloped in the sunrise, the robbers were closely following her, the strong rays of the sun blinded our protagonist. Her eyes squinting, trying to get some vision, as the road began to clear before her, she noticed that she was heading for a chasm, it seemed too wide to succeed and get through alive. Her blood began to cool in her body. But she had no choice, if she didn’t risk it, she would be captured by the bandits, not in any case she wanted to give them that pleasure, so she drove her horse and jumped... They successfully crossed to the other side, getting rid of the evil people. She looked back calmly. But when she nailed her head, she saw the...”.

-Scarlett! -Anne approached interrupting her.

-Now my tale is told! -She clapped her palms.

-Oh! -The children began to sigh.

-Oh, dear Scarlett. You’re pushing the boundaries again.

-Why what’s wrong with dreaming? -She jumped up from under the willow tree, leaving the company there, and walked after her sister.

-There’s nothing wrong with dreaming of real things, but dear Scarlett, you’re telling impossible things to kids, three innocent children who aren’t ready for the hardships of life yet. The only thing you run away from, is nothing but problems, you are embracing your dreams while you are trying to get rid of the real life. But listen here, your skirt will get dusty if you cross the road, not cleaner.

-What do you mean? 

-If you are not dealing with problems, they will not get solved on their own. So, get into the house and do your housework.

-Why would I even ask if you have dreams... -She raised her voice sullenly, then her voice almost dried in her throat as they entered the house and saw a soldier. The house was tiny but nice, the furniture was old but clean and tidy. It had two doors, one at the first entrance, and another on the side of the house about twenty steps from the willow tree. Their gaze didn’t change from the gentleman, so he was forced to take off his hat and move closer to the ladies. He was wearing a military outfit, but he looked too young to be a soldier. The girls already knew him, they went to the same church every Sunday, although they weren’t baptized, only their parents.

-Who are you? -Scarlett asked- Did you come to ask if my sister wants to marry you? -An evil grin sat on her face, for which Anne became embarrassed and poked her.

- The gentleman is Mr John W. -Their father said, leaning against the table.

-Well thank you for your answer, Sir, I’ll see you at the camp. -Then, lifting his hat passed by the girls.

-What does that mean? -Scarlett asked in horror.

-The French are recruiting their forces.

-And? What do we have to do with that?

-Oh, dear Scarlett... -Her mother sighed in a crying voice in her chair.

She went out of the house upset, back to the hilltop under the tree.

-Dear good husband, please tell me, what do I do with this stubborn girl while you are there?

-Give her in marriage. -He says in a low voice.

-Scarlett is a good soul, but she’s still a child to understand this all. -Anne said, then went out to comfort her.

-Dear good husband, father of my children, you are so wise. Now that you leave me alone with our children and only heaven knows when you will return, tell me please, what to do. Next year in the spring, this child will also be an adult, should I tell her the truth or wait for you, my dear?

-Woman... I can’t dictate. If you listen to me, do what you think is good.

-But still, my dearest one, what would happen to Scarlett, if her sister would not be with her anymore? She is her support, the only person she trusts, the one who encourages her, the one who gives her reassurance.

-Scarlett must grow up for heaven’s sake! -He growled at her.


	

BOOK ONE

*NEW LIFE*


	

CHAPTER I

It was already difficult for their father to prepare, knowing their destination and destiny. One of the lines of a military oath was in his mind “Give your life in exchange for your country, your wives, your sons, and your God”. -For your sons, huh? -He coughed. -My sons are all going to die for this political nonsense... When it came to classifying his youngest son, the messenger interrupted that it was not his decision and unfortunately, he could say nothing in their favour. Everything was already decided. -The rich, of course... they pull themselves out of this as well. -The man murmurs- The life of a rich is simple. They are important, their life must be left. Nor do they care if the child they are calling in is only sixteen years old. It was a shame to waste my legacy... but no longer matters.

The boys were enthusiastic about this little outing. Certainly, they have been excited when they had never been at war before, nor could they have any idea what it really was like. The pages of books, however, do not always reflect reality, as not everyone becomes a hero, not everyone survives and not everyone’s life counts.

The boys chattered all the way, they were worse than the old women on the little bench, the topic was uninterrupted about war and power show.

-I can’t wait to finally get a gun and serve my country. -Said the biggest boy- My wife and children will treat me like God after we win the war.

-I’m sure it can’t be that hard to use those weapons. If I learn to use them, they will recognize my abilities and surely like me so much that I will also receive an award. Just imagine what kind of father that child will have. I will be the only person he looks up to, I will be his role model, the man for whose footsteps that child will starve. If he follows my path, he will have a good life. -Said the middle one.

-Shut up, you don’t even know if it will be a he or a she. 

-Or maybe you don’t know if you will become an aunt or an uncle. -He said pointing seriously.

-You are such an idiot. Did you know that? -The eldest looked at the silly boy. -And even why do you think it’s that simple? With those skinny arms, you will hardly be able to hold that gun. -He began to laugh- And you, little Bloom, what do you think the future holds?

The boy arose from the side window of the rattling carriage on which he was lying and touched the company with a word, “Darkness”, then there was silence among them for half a minute or so, then the two older boys began to bully each other again. Their father watched them wordlessly, why would he have said anything? Why would he take away that little drop of hope from them? After all, they have only this, in the present situation. He knew his youngest child, Aydan, was right, they had reason to be afraid and if they had a little bit of mind, they would try to mingle between the other soldiers rather than stand out, because everyone knows they would be sent out to the front, the mouth heroes and troublemakers who stand out of the line.

*

When the carriage arrived in front of the camp and they got out of it, the two older boy’s mouths dropped open by seeing the many dirty, sick and truncated people. They stood silently in front of the entrance for a few more seconds, then the whip of the carter brought them back from their thoughts as he slammed between the horses.

-It is not going to be a bed of roses. -Their father said, then they headed to the entrance, where a one-eyed man was waiting for the newcomers with a list in his hand.

-Names? -The one-eyed asked. After they introduced themselves, the man looked at the list and scribbled something. -We’ve been waiting for you. Turn left at the third column, they’ll get your equipment there. -The four men/boys did so. They began to get discouraged by the many strangers and truncated people, they felt a kind of bad feeling, they realised that not even half of it was a joke. On the way, as they reached the second pillar of the tent, Aydan looked to the right, where nurses were caring for wounded men, he stopped. Among the wounded was a man who was pressed hard to the bed and resisting. 

-No! Nooo! I beg you, please don’t do this to me. - There was fear and pain in his voice at once, the doctor holding a funnel in one hand and a saw in the other.

-Please understand, Sir, that there is nothing else I can do, this is the only way to survive, you have already lost way too much blood. -The doctor spoke in a raised voice to be able to speak beyond the roaring man.

The man was still trying to object, saying he would choose death rather than live his life as a cripple, but in spite of the opposition, the doctors did not even wait for the anaesthetic to take effect after he poured it into his mouth through the funnel, he began to saw the foot of that poor man. Why would he have waited when there were as many wounded people as the sieve hole, and one more. The clotted blood was wiped off the man’s leg by one of the nurses with a damp cloth, then under the small saw a layer of skin began to gently separate and open in two, fresh blood just spilling out of the open wound. Aydan shivered, the cold ran down through him, then a hand lay on his shoulder. 

-Come on, son, let’s move on. -His father said. 

At the third column, they turned left, where a man was sitting at a table, uniforms, hats, and weapons all along the table. After handing them the equipment and weapons, he took out a paper. “Another list…” little Bloom rolled his eyes. Then began to list. 

-Mr. Elliot Bloom, you can go straight into the third wing, among the trained soldiers. Mr. Elliot Bloom Junior himself goes into the second with Aydan Bloom. And you... -pointing a finger at the middle boy- go to the fourth. 

-It’s an injustice, why can’t I stay with my brothers?

-This is not a wish show, soldier! -The sergeant said in a resentful voice.

-I’m not moving a tread until you’re directed to the other wing.

-All right, -the boys began to smile at each other, but in a blink of an eye their smile disappeared as the sergeant continued what he had to say- you could go to the seventh then. Instead of the soldiers waiting to be trained, you can go to front-line training.

-Please, Sir... -Their father tried to intervene, but the sergeant would not let him continue.

-This topic is closed here, go to the designated place soldiers!

The father looked at his sons in despair, then nodded as he said goodbye. The three boys, still standing there for a while, the two boys patted reassuringly on the back of the middle one and then said that everything will be fine. He himself set off for his designated place leaving his brothers.


	

CHAPTER II

“My dear diary, I feel like my life is starting to get more and more unruly, everything has changed since my father and three brothers were enlisted. Even the neighbour’s cat moans differently since then, not to mention my sister, who was just marrying the messenger who informed my father of the war, but what could the hapless girl have done when that screwy got her pregnant? The child was born, not only in order to bring unrest into my life, but into everyone else’s as well. Besides, I’m afraid my mother has a lover, more and more letters are coming since that old man came here. I feel so lonely, I wish, I could have a friend with whom I could discuss everything, although I have no reason to complain because my time with the children is a little comforting, but I can’t tell them about my troubles for heaven’s sake, they wouldn’t understand... at least I can describe it all.”

-Scarlett, have you seen the knitting needles? I was convinced I had put them back in the wool ball. -Anne’s face showed fatigue, no wonder the child was crying day and night and the poor thing didn’t have a minute of rest. She was worried about what would happen to them, the sudden marriage and becoming a parent brought an unexpected turn into her life, her husband is in the army and heaven knows when the war will end.

-I last saw them on the mantelpiece. -She replied.

When it was about to get dark in the evening, Anne, like a stump, threw herself on the bed, causing her to fall asleep from one minute to another like some enchanted princess from some tale. Scarlett was thirsty and tried to leave the room in silence, it was not an easy task. Nobody cannot even imagine how difficult it is to sneak out in such a silence that the baby next to Anne’s bed would not wake up, this dull little creature, had nothing to do but always wake up at the worst time. It was a curse for Scarlett that all three of them were in the same room. Who would have thought that it would have such a rebound effect to look down on someone because of their misfortune? Poor Anne, didn’t know how much she despised her for all that had happened to her, since Scarlett had never really shown it, she felt it in part, but she thought that such things could never happen to her.

As soon as she reached the stairs, she heard that her sister-in-law, her eldest brother’s wife, had arrived. She stopped abruptly, before she started down the stairs, old, faded, worn stairs that should have been renovated at least ten years ago. Scarlett was afraid that some steps will squeak if she suddenly steps on them. So, she took a deep breath before setting off, when she reached the third step of the stairs, she was forced to move again, hearing her sister-in-law and mother talk.

-Everything happens at the worst time, dear Mary... -Mrs. Bloom sighs.

-Don’t say like that, everything has its own blessing, you know there is always a rainbow after the storm.

-You cannot know about these darling, because you’re still young, you still have so much time to live to see things differently. -Then she took a sip of the cup. -At least this girl wouldn’t have brought shame on the family, what would we do now if that feeble-witted man had not married her before he joined the army?... -She sighed.

-My dear mother-in-law, you know what young love is like. -Mary tried to protect Anne.

-Youth, nonsense... Then now they’re all going to die. We have to take care of everything for our existence as a women, men are all stupid, they only understand criticism, war, and politics.

-Enough of this, mother! -Scarlett turned up from behind the door. -Yet why did you lose your faith, why do you say they won’t come back? Everyone knows we are having a better situation at the war. -Then she started to walk towards the front door. -And as for Anne, please don’t say that, because she’s trying to satisfy you all hours of the day, she’s watching out for all your wishes, it’s not her fault that the thing ended like this. The war has been going on for a whole year now. Of course, everyone is waiting for it to end and the men to finally come home. -Turning up her nose she walked away, through the door straight to the willow tree, where she began to cry, at the place where no one can see or hear her weakness. She is a stubborn girl, but full of love.

Meanwhile, Anne looked at her sister from the window of their room. The most painful thing was that she was idle, as her mother was right, if she hadn’t been so naive and in love, now at least there would be one less problem in the house, she regretted it and she didn’t her thoughts. Who wouldn’t love their own baby? She knew if it hadn’t happened, she wouldn’t have this beautiful child now, Aliona, but if it hadn’t happened either, it wouldn’t have been so hard to feed another mouth. Anne didn’t understand what had happened, because there was never a reason to complain, there was never food missing from their table, they always had everything, they weren’t rich either, but they didn’t lack anything. “This filthy war”, she thought, yet what else would she have thought in the present situation? Everyone is pointing everything to the war.

Listening to the further conversation, Anne just wished that if fate sought to separate her from her sister, then all she taught her would be to Scarlett’s advantage. The pain she felt knowing that one day they would be torn apart, was indescribable, she felt stabbed in the heart. Her chest filled with such a stabbing pain that she could not breathe, Anne just silently shed her tears.

-Mary, dear, if you knew how much a mother’s heart had to go through without letting it split into two. If Anne would know that she will lose her sister, in a month too... The two girls always looked like they were growing together as one, they always supported each other, I have no idea what will happen after that.

-What do you mean “her sister too”? Who else? -Mary was shocked.

-Mary, dear, I’ll tell you the truth, the reason I called you here at this late hour... My dear, beloved husband... -Her eyes filled with tears -Today I received a letter informing me that my beloved husband and son-in-law, Aliona’s father, had passed away.

The young girl, with her navy-blue eyes, just stared at the sobbing woman sitting in front of her for seconds, couldn’t speak, then finally moaned her question. -What are you talking about?

-Mr. Bloom had been shot, three weeks ago. I didn’t tell the girls, not to worry them, he wrote that he was already feeling completely well... -The woman took out her handkerchief and began to wipe away her tears more and more frequently.

-His wounds were starting to heal, but he caught some nasty infection, the doctors said it was probably after careless attendance, there are so many wounded people, they cannot all be treated in time. And my son-in-law died two weeks ago, according to the letter, he got a bullet in his neck. I have no idea how to tell the girls... -She admitted.

Mary was silent, because what could she have said in this situation? The news shocked her so much that she couldn’t even comfort the woman in front of her. So, she just changed the subject quickly.

-What happened to Scarlett? What did you mean by “the girls would be separated soon”?


	

CHAPTER III

“Dear diary, the days are starting to merge so much, another year has passed since my last birthday, even faster than the previous ones, all because of the war. The pain I feel due to the loss of my father is indescribably deep, since he is the first person, I knew from my family so well who passed away. My mother, whose marriage spanned twenty-one years, was affected to such an extent that it nailed the strong woman I once knew, to her bed. Anne, on the other hand, had never cried before me in the last month, she was always busy diverting her thoughts. Taking care of our mother and the child. All this has taken all of our time and energy so much that I am ashamed to admit it, but I can’t wait for it all to end. I’m trying to take the example of Anne, the only one I can rely on during these difficult times. She will always be the only woman I will look up to for the rest of my life, she is the one who gives me strength during the difficult hours. I am ashamed to admit how much guilt I have for looking down on her for what happened back then, she is a heroine that everyone can follow, I wish I could be as strong as she is.”

-Happy birthday little sister! -There was a sudden voice behind Scarlett and as soon as she heard this, she closed her diary and then looked behind from the armchair. When she saw a small gift box in her hand, got up and turned to Anne.

-Celebrating when we need to mourn, don’t be foolish! If one of the neighbours hears this, my dear good God... -Mrs. Bloom sighed from her chair, and the baby immediately began to cry, because of her grimly speaking.

Scarlett was offended all the way and left the room with the small box in her hand. Mrs. Bloom looked at Anne incomprehensibly, who sighed and then answered the woman in the armchair who was covered from head to toe with a blanket. With her wrinkled face and little scarf on her head, she looked like a caterpillar starting to become a cocoon.

-You know, Mother, that we won’t see her for long, why did you have to talk to her in such a derogatory way? -Then Anne hurried after Scarlett, leaving their mother in the darkened room with the crying baby in her arms.

-Anne, wait! At least take this little screaming child with you! -But she shouted in vain, it found deaf ears. Even if Anne could hear it, she wouldn’t.

Anne, just as she had guessed. She found Scarlett under the willow tree, where the memories of their childhood tied them to the most.

-I remember when I first wanted to teach you how to climb trees. -Anne laughed.

-Yes, I had a great fall, I never wanted to climb since then. -Scarlett smiled, turning the small box in her hand. -Why did she never like me?

-Who? -Anne wondered, then leaned down next to her sister.

-You know who I’m talking about. It always seemed to make a difference among us. When I fell out of the tree, for example, she just yelled at me to stop bellowing. If it was about Aydan or any of our other brothers, she ran to them with a bandage and disinfectant, even if it was only a splinter in their finger.

-You know Scarlett, there are many things in life for which you only get an answer by time. -Then smoothed her hair out of her face to see it. -Do you want to open it? -Anne asked, looking at the box, Scarlett just nodded and opened it. The box contained a beautiful three-rows of pearls with a blue shell-shaped gem in the centre and other small stones on the rows among the pearls. 

Scarlett was stuck for words. 

-Would you like me to? -The girl nodded wordlessly. The jewellery fitted her beautifully, it gave a very good contrast to her red hair and blue eyes. -I kept that for the time you were getting married, it would have been my job to prepare you for everything...

-How do you mean that... -Scarlett couldn’t finish her question, a gentleman showed up at the entrance to the house near the tree. He was dressed quite elegantly and had a nice carriage. He took off his hat when he saw the girls.

-Miss. Scarlett Bloom? 

*

-Do you want some coffee, Mr.? -Anne asked with the coffee pot in her hand.

-Owen Thaker. - The old man replied, the girls were both waiting for the man’s words with interest. Their mother was in a deep sleep in the other room, and Anne took the baby to her room when the man arrived. They had no idea what he wanted, they believed it was something important with such an appearance, like he was going for some significant event or something. For his age, the man looked very good, his sea-blue eyes were glowing when he looked at the girls, especially at Scarlett, his completely white hair was shorter at the sides and on the top was worn longer, combed to the right-hand side. He could have been at least fifty years old or so. 

-Miss. Bloom, to the best of my knowledge, you had turned eighteen today.

-That’s right. -Scarlett agreed.

-According to the order I have, if you accept, I will have to take you to your aunt’s property to fill out the inheritance documents.

*

-I don’t understand that. -Scarlett expressed herself- Sir, you’re trying to tell me that my aunt, who had never seen me before and who has been dead for a decade, has left me all her fortune, which I would have to manage? She didn’t give it to my father because he had his own inheritance and gambled it on cards and this is how we lost our wealth? That is why we have become impoverished and we are destined to have little to eat? And if I refuse, we won’t get anything because Aunt Miranda is only bequeathing that property to me, and it will be auctioning off and we won’t see even a shilling of all of this and I can’t even overwrite it for someone else’s name until I get married? Do I understand all of that correctly? -Scarlett barely had a few seconds to process it all, gasping for air and looking into the corners of the room, she was trying to stay calm.

-Yes. -The gentleman replied briefly.

-I still don’t understand that. Why me? I have three brothers, two of them are married, they have a family, the oldest has two little daughters and the other has a son, the youngest is unmarried but still he is a boy. By the way, here is Anne, who also has a family, and my mother. Of course, my father is dead, but she couldn’t know about it. Besides, I would have to leave my birthplace, I cannot take my mother with me in her condition, and Anne cannot come with me because she has to take care of her. Yet I cannot leave them alone in such circumstances. All this is so unfair. Why? Why? -The girl continued confused. 

-I can’t accept it! -She declared, to which both stared with surprising round eyes. Then she replied once more with the same answer. 

-As the little woman wishes. -He replied, then got up from the table -But if you change your mind, you have two weeks to appear at the address on the contract. -He nodded at the paper lying on the table, then put on his hat and left.

-Miss. Scarlett Miranda Bloom, why do you think you’re rejecting such an offer? -Anne finally said after the man closed the door behind him.

-Please Anne, understand. I can’t. What would our brothers say when they heard it? This is so unfair.

-Scarlett, I was by your side to raise a soldier of a woman of you. -Anne got up from her chair -Is that what I taught you? To flee? Such opportunities are gifts, you have to seize them, and by the way in Cornwall... You’ll be stupid if you don’t take advantage of this offer.

-I admit the truth, Anne, I’m not going because I’m needed at home, I know it’s a great opportunity not only for me, but for the whole family, but I’m afraid Anne, what if everything doesn’t go the way I want it to? I’ve never done such an important thing before; I don’t want to disappoint. -Scarlett was so confused that she didn’t know what to say or what to do. -You knew it, right? You knew it all along. That’s why you gave me this gift too. -She pointed to the necklace.

-At first, when I found out, I was scared. -Someone said, from the door. -No, I was more envious, than scared. I wished you didn’t know about it, because your father was Miranda’s brother after all, he would have to receive all the fortune. But I realise you are the person who deserves this opportunity. I have heard the conversation and the love and loyalty to your parents and siblings has penetrated my heart. I’ve always treated you differently, I see that now, you have no idea how sorry I am. Go try it. If something goes wrong, we will always look forward to seeing you back. -She held out her arms, hugging her, then whispered in the ear. -You have such a good soul, girl.


	

CHAPTER IV

“My dearest diary, it was so hard to make that decision, but I did it at the request of Anne and my mother. I don’t know what I’m going to do without them, because they’ll be so far away. I can only count on myself. I am looking forward to the moment to find out what magical treasure I have inherited.”

-Scarlett come, the breakfast is getting cold! -Anne shouted, she put her diary in the luggage, it was the last thing she packed, then she locked it up and walked down the stairs. Which squeaked noisily after each step.

-I’ll miss that sound... -Anne smiled at her- How much I like it when I don’t have to make breakfast. -Anne playfully picked up the jug of water and then splashed Scarlett down a little.

-Girls don’t play with this. -Said Mrs. Bloom with the baby in her arms. -The stagecoach will leave in three hours; Scarlett can’t be late. -She continued, then sat down at the table.

*

The farewell was difficult, but it happened. 

The rider of the stagecoach said out loud, “Last call, boarding!” 

Scarlett hugged the two women tightly and then got in. Along the way, she wrote scenarios about the adventures ahead, trying to prepare for all the good and bad that awaits her. Scarlett set out for a trip to Cornwall from a small village in Bath. Mrs. Bloom extols the ocean she had seen in her youth, Scarlett was looking forward to seeing it herself as well, but the poor girl had to travel for days for it, the people around her were constantly changing, she felt that she will never arrive.


	

CHAPTER V

A sudden jolt made Scarlett wake up from her most beautiful dream, and then she almost hit her head on the door when the carriage suddenly stopped. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, we have arrived in Truro.” 

They stopped in front of the town hall; the carriage driver started unloading. After receiving her luggage, she only admired the city for a few minutes. She had never been to the capital, and even very rarely to the city, she was a country girl. Not many things took her to the town, but she never bothered about it. She didn’t know where to go so she stopped a woman to set her on the road. She was a kind lady explaining everything to her in detail. She grabbed her luggage and the little basket, then set off. Scarlett tried to do everything the way the lady said, turning left at the first street, then left, after that right, and left again, but so many streets led to so many others that she was at once confused and no longer knew where to turn left or right. So, she set off according to her intuition until she reached a narrow alley. She paused for a few seconds and began to think when the bell had just struck noon, then she took her first steps.

Scarlett reached the centre of the alley as a crowd approached her, she had to stop when she saw that many dirty people heading toward her, she wanted to turn back, but the crowd caught up. Lots of people, one by one dirty, skinny and smelly men. They couldn’t pass the girl without a word, there were those who whistled, those who spoke to her, and those who touched her. Scarlett attempted to give way and get rid of them as quickly as possible. As less people passed her, Scarlett straightened up and looked after the passing men. Suddenly someone grabbed her arm from behind and started tugging her towards him, “What is a beauty like you doing in here?” 

Scarlett began to object, but the man pulled her more and more closely, the girl dropped the basket from her hand, which contained the food for the trip. The man was about to kiss her when someone appeared suddenly out of nowhere and grabbed him by his shirt. He was a tall, very handsome man, his skin was amazing, for the first time in her life, Scarlett had seen a man of coloured skin. The man looked deep into the white man’s eyes, who was two heads shorter than him, then pushed him away, saying, “Get lost!” 

The man ran away in fear. She was trembling with fear, not knowing what the consequences would be if she stayed there with this man longer, she could have run away, but she didn’t. The man bent down and picked up her basket and handed it to her. Scarlett recognized this gesture and nodded, with thanks.

-What is such a sophisticated lady like you doing here Ms.? -He asked respectfully.

-Miss. Blo... call me Scarlett! -She corrected herself, she was not used to being called Miss, before that no one did. Scarlett then held out her hand, the man grabbed it and then began to lean to kiss it, but she shook hands. 

-I’m going to my aunt.

-It would be wise, if at this hour you wouldn’t come at this place, every worthless bastard, is leaving their job at this time, they are taking their lunch break. Do you know the way, Miss?

-As a matter of fact, -Scarlett wasn’t sure if she could admit that everything was completely foreign to her and she was here for the first time in her life, but did -I’m not sure.

-Come, I can accompany you to the end of the alley if you want.

She just nodded and then they set off. When they reached the end of the alley, a huge building stood there, it seemed like a dead-end at first, Scarlett was hesitant, but the alley continued to turn left, at which point she sighed deeply. Staring at the building, she saw a young man looking at them grimly, he was a handsome man, but his face reflected seriousness, cruelty. Seeing the end of the alley and the busy street, Scarlett paced faster and faster and took a few more steps on the busy street, but she noticed that her partner was no longer following her, so she turned back to him. The man watched the many people walking on the street, and like a beaten dog, he didn’t want to take a step out of his little nook.

-Can you accompany me for a while? I’m not entirely sure yet... -then it occurred to her -You have lunchtime… Don’t worry, I will not hold you back just for a minute. Just tell me what I owe. -She reached into the little basket for a moment -I don’t have much money, but… 

The man interrupted refusing. -I can’t accept money for such a small thing.

-What? Do you think that was a little thing? You must have a family…

-I have a daughter. That’s why I know how important it is to value women.

-Accordingly, you are going home to her at lunchtime. And I am holding you back...

-I can’t. I just stay for 20 minutes on my break, not like the other men.

-What are you talking about? After all, you deserve a break just like the others.

-Look at me, miss, just look at me, people like us are glad to get a job at all.

Scarlett was ashamed of herself. Looking at her basket, she noticed that the man had nothing.

-Please accept this, -then she handed out the basket -there is fruit, bread and more.

-I can’t do this, for me it is...

-I insists!

The man finally took it. Then Scarlett walked away.


	

CHAPTER VI

-George, my dear, are you joining us for lunch? -An old lady asked the man standing in front of the window, stopping at the door.

-Not now, Aunt. I have a lot of things to do.

-I see... -She said sarcastically, then walked over to him, leaning on her walking stick. -I understand everything now, you’d rather look at pretty girls from a distance than find yourself a wife.

-Aunt, please don’t come with this again... You know that my career is more important than a wife right now.

-I never had a child of my own. So, I have to deal with you... With a stubborn careerist. -She said with sarcasm again. -At least don’t be careful in brothels and get one pregnant. Otherwise, I will never live to have a grandchild.

He kissed Miss. Salvatore’s hand and then added: -You know I’m not going to places like that. -He said with a smile.

-And what about pretty ladies like her? -She asked, nodding at the red-haired girl walking down the street.

-Don’t be silly. Just look at her, she walks in a dark little street at noon, she’s touched by all sorts of dirty workers, not to mention her attendant... Just those people didn’t have her, who didn’t want to. I will never have anything to do with a person like this. Her parents must be proud of her…

-Georgie... you always find excuses for everything. You never know what the future holds, child. It could even be, that woman will be your wife. Or worse... the ways of the Lord are unfathomable.


	

CHAPTER VII

“My dear diary, if I don’t write it down, I will still remember for the rest of my life, the first day I arrived in Gracewith. My trip was quite adventurous, I got lost several times when I got here. The city is huge, crowded, I have never seen so many people at once and I have never seen such a brave and helpful man as... To tell the truth, I forgot to ask the name of the gentleman, but without his help, I would not have gotten this far and not only because I got lost. I would never have thought that such evil people existed, uneducated and unclean, I had read of the people who were destined for this life, but I would never have thought that I would nurture such immeasurable hatred for them. Although, my family was never rich and there was no maid in the house, my parents never backed away from teaching us or keeping us clean. But not just their image has been distorted in front of me. I am afraid to get to know the nobles in advance. I saw a man today, albeit from afar, but he looked down at me from the window of his luxurious suite. A handsome young gentleman with dark brown eyes, dark hair, dressed in an elegant outfit, but judging by his posture and his look, I will never want to have anything to do with that man.

I had come a long way and I am not just talking about my carriage ride, but from the city to Gracewith. I walked for hours to get here, not to mention the heavy luggage I carried; at a moment I was thinking about leaving it there in a hedge. But since I don’t know the place, I probably would have left it there forever. 

When I arrived at Gracewith I was completely shocked by the so-called “heritage”. I arrived at a palace. When I knocked on the door, an old lady of coloured skin opened it. As soon as she saw me, she crossed herself. Her face was completely shocked, she couldn’t speak, she didn’t even invite me in until I asked if I could. I’m not completely aware of the names yet, but I think her name is Doris. She is a kind person, she was happy to lead around, showed everything and explained the policy nicely, introduced me to the staff, which consisted of a kitchen maid and a butler. The house was a bit old, inhabited only by the staff who still live here. Four wings were locked, declared as dangerous due to the decaying walls, including the ballroom. Doris said there were memorable balls held here while my grandfather lived. I got a huge room, Doris says it’s one of the biggest rooms in the building, my grandparents’ room. Everything was preserved from the previous inhabitants in the room, even their paintings hung on the wall. Until now I didn’t know that my father looked exactly like the never seen grandfather of mine, although I couldn’t put my grandmother’s face anywhere. However, Grandma, on the other hand, could have been a very kind lady, she had a pleasant radiance, a kind face, while apparently, Grandpa couldn’t smile even for a portrait. I have an appointment with Mr. Owen Thaker in an hour. So, I have taken the moment to describe it all. I’ll be back soon with news.”

-Miss. Bloom, Mr. Thaker is here! -Doris knocked, then opened the door when she got no answer.

-Doris, -she smiled kindly- just call me, Scarlett.

-You can’t ask me that, but not from anyone! -She growled.

-Why can’t I?

-Never do it, it violates etiquette, you can only be called that by those who are family members or in a close relationship with you. It would be indecent to do so. Did you not learn anything?

-As a matter of fact, no one has ever taught me that.

-CHh-chh-chh... -Doris kissed her teeth. Then she wanted to walk away, leaving Scarlett with her thoughts, but she called after Doris.

-Doris, are the workers here my servants?

-The three of us stayed here because Mr. Bloom, then his daughter, Miss. Bloom and now you, Miss. are our owner. We are the slaves of the young lady, ON PAPER. -She stressed.

-Does that mean I don’t have to pay then? Because after all, if I have to, I don’t have a budget for it, at least for now.

-Don’t worry, young lady. Slaves have no free choice; we are unable to go elsewhere to work. We are owned by Miss... Scarlett, until you free us or give us English identity documents. -She said kind of offended. 

-That’s nonsense. Humans cannot be objectified. How would you be my property?

-Only a white man can’t be Miss. -She said, then closed the door behind herself.

*

Mr. Thaker was waiting for the girl at the bottom of the stairs. The stairs at first ran in a straight line to the middle (meeting point), then split into two branches. There was a portrait on the wall of the meeting point, the man was looking at the picture, so immersed in his thoughts that he didn’t even notice Scarlett until she reached the front of the painting. The man shuddered for a moment as if seeing a ghost, no wonder, Scarlett looked eerily like the lady in the portrait. Although she was about the same age as her, she wore her hair halfway back, just like Scarlett. The only difference was that the woman in the portrait had dark hair and dark brown eyes, while Scarlett’s hair was vibrant red and her eyes were lighter than the sky.

-Mr. Thaker, are you feeling well? -She asked, then looked behind herself, she was noticing the painting for the first time, although she had already walked past it, but it avoided her attention, the only thing she could say when she saw the picture was “Ohh...”

Then they retired to the library.

-Well, I suppose you changed your mind... -She just nodded. -I am happy to see you here. You made a great decision. Please sign here.

-Tell me something, a woman, as my aunt... How could she assert herself in the company, with so much power and opulence, without a husband?

-Do not think it was easy for her. She had a nice dowry, but she never saw that money. As you know, Mr. Bloom had only two children. You already know the fate of the boy. But Miss. Bloom... She was a marvellous person. She didn’t get married, as you know. However, there were suitors... -The man paused for a few seconds. -She was picky. Her father did not give her the dowry, which was meant, he rather gave money only to his son and as I see your papers Miss, you have no dowry either. Your father didn’t leave a single shilling for his family, so as soon as the homeowners run out of the money they saved, they become paupers. -Scarlett’s gaze revealed she didn’t know anything about it. -The money slipped out of your father’s hands. I do think that is the reason why he couldn’t buy himself out of the military, he had no choice, he couldn’t show evidence about being an important member of society. 

She was very disappointed to hear these words. 

-I found transactions that suggest Miss. Bloom transferred money to her brother’s account, very large sums, once a year, every March 15th. They started a few years before she died and then in her last year she asked for my help to continue with all this. By her entrusting me, I am now here with the inheritance documents in front of you.

-But that’s my birthday.

-That’s right. Just Miss. Bloom knows its reason. Well, going back to the subject. Your aunt was shunned by society. Although nowadays, it is not a real problem if a woman is handling the money. But a decade ago, it wasn’t an easy thing to do. Men are proud, they don’t like if a woman exceeds them. Mr. Bloom could not leave his daughter with nothing. Just before his death, I received a note from a doctor that he was unable to continue to run the farm, due to his illness. So, everything was inherited by Miss. Bloom, the estate and those who and what comes with it.

-You mean, Doris, Matilda and Nivek?

-So, as you see Gracewith is huge, and I dare to bet you haven’t seen the whole estate yet. Nearly 342 hectares (which is 845 acres): of which 181 hectares (447 acres) is arable land, 34 hectares (84 acres) of the village, and the other 43 hectares (106 acres) of meadow, 39 hectares (96 acres) of the farm, eight hectares of smaller forest and then the remaining 37 acres (91 acres) of Gracewith. Your aunt gave homes to 173 families in the village, of whom hardly 32 still live here. She provided them work and homes, from which she profited as well. 

-But... I don’t understand... -She said. 

-You mean, Miss. Bloom, you don’t understand how could a woman handle that fortune, don’t you? -She nodded- That’s why I’m here, I’ve always had a good relationship with your aunt and vouched for her finances. But now the farm is ruined. The sowing lands dried up and weeded in. And people left the village. Unemployment, famine, and frustration affect people like a disease.

Doris entered the room with a letter in her hand. -It’s for you Miss.

-What? What is it? -Scarlett unfolded the letter, which was an invitation to a ball, she read it aloud, but she looked at the letters in shock as if she was looking but not seeing.



“Dear Miss. Bloom, 

I’ve been notified about your visit to Cornwall, I hope you are enjoying your time here. I would be delighted to invite you to my ball, which will be held in Penvenwirth on Saturday night. It would be a pleasure if you would visit. Society is waiting to meet you.

Your sincerely,

Norman Quas.”

-I don’t understand, how could they have known I was here? I just arrived a few hours ago.

-Well, this is a small town, Miss. Bloom, people love rumours. Be careful to whom you talk and what you say. Because the people here are far different from the ones you know. Now if you’ll excuse me, Miss, I’ll let you process the news. Thank you for making the decision so quickly.

-Please wait. -These words were difficult, but she had no choice- I don’t know these people.

-You’ll get to know them soon. -He stood up and headed for the door.

With shame in her eyes, she spoke softly as the man passed the armchair. -I had not yet been introduced to society. -The man stopped, he was speechless for seconds, then spoke again.

-I see. You can count on me, Miss, I’m sending a carriage for you on Saturday.

-I can’t accept the invitation, I barely arrived anyway. I have a lot to do. I can’t go.

-If you change your mind, Miss, you’ll find me in the bank, Monday to Friday from the morning until noon.


	

CHAPTER VIII

In the morning, Scarlett couldn’t sleep from the excitement, so she got up earlier. She decided that a morning walk would not hurt so she set out to explore the countryside. She had many things in her mind, most notably deciding to write to her family as soon as she got home. Then she will start to renovate deeply some corners of the house. Her land was large enough for other people to pass through it freely, so there was no need to make a detour. She watched the passers-by, excitedly as she passed them in one of her meadows. High grass grew in it, it seemed unused, she saw neither a cow nor a horse grazing on it. However, she saw plenty of wildflowers. Making a larger bouquet along the way, she was just leaning down to pick an English bluebell when she saw a man on horseback. At first, she didn’t recognize him because of the distance, the man stopped and looked at her from far away. 

Scarlett tried not to notice him at first, but she felt very frustrated after a while. As she moved on, it finally appeared that the man who was watching was none other than the aristocrat who also watched from the window. She smiled at him, but the man didn’t return her smile, just raised his hat and yanked the reins as he cut off. Scarlett rolled her eyes and walked on. When she looked around again, she saw a small village, Scarlett decided to visit it. In the morning, she thought that if there were workers living there, they would have been at work. An engraved milestone marked the village with the inscription “Welcome to GracewithHenry village”. She felt very ironic that her inheritance name was changed and a part was cut off, but she went on. Some children played with a dog at the entrance of the village, all were girls. She divided the bouquet of wildflowers into as many bunches as there were children and gave them all a bunch. A woman was walking to the river with her clothes in a basket to wash them when she saw Scarlett, and the girl looked at her, she threw down the basket full of clothes and ran away screaming. The kids just laughed amusingly.

“She’s alive! She’s alive!” she shouted to the villagers. Everybody who was at home ran out into the street to see what was happening. They didn’t understand what the noise was. “Our Mistress! She’s alive!” she shouted, no one understood what had gotten into her. 

As Scarlett walked through the village, she caught everyone’s eyes, some people crossed themselves, some prayed, and there were those who shouted, “Witch!”. No wonder, she was a complete image of their mistress who had been dead for a decade. Most people were just speechlessly amazed at the apparition. Scarlett tried to cover her fear, she just walked past the people who were staring at her, like she would be a bloody rag. Once a woman escaped from the crowd and said, “My mistress, please give food to the hungry souls. Give us jobs again, as you did before.” 

Scarlett was very frightened, so, she ran away. People didn’t go after her, they just shouted “Help us!”.

When she got back to the house, Doris was already waiting for her.

-Where did you go, Miss? Are you feeling well? -But she didn’t say anything, she just passed by. -Breakfast is ready! -Doris said again.

-I’m not hungry, give me some clothes. -Doris turned towards her- I don’t want to get dirty in my best clothes.

-What are you up to? -She was puzzled.

*

She began by cleaning the east wing, where some of the doors and windows were covered with nailed planks to keep the wind from entering. Scarlett took them down, choosing Matilda to help her. Matilda was a woman in her sixties who had been serving the house for a long time. She was a woman with a pleasant radiance, but she didn’t seem confident enough judging by her demeanour.

After cleaning the house for hours, she finally reached a beautiful room. 

- Miss. Bloom’s room! -Matilda remarked. 

The patterns on the wall and the curtain were gorgeous in red, and the furniture gave a perfect contrast to the deep red space. Scarlett looked around, taking down the planks in the window, then opened it, she started opening the drawers and wardrobe doors, which contained old dusty clothes, but time was relative, the clothes were still in perfect condition. She was passing by the dressing table, where she saw a silver comb and its mirror, when she turned it over, she saw Miranda’s name engraved on it, she looked at her reflection on the back of the comb for a while, then caught her attention a portrait of Miranda, behind her on the wall. She turned to take a closer look at the portrait. As she got closer, the rustling sound of the wind moved the curtains. 

Matilda, as if she saw a ghost asked: -Can’t we go, Miss? -When she was right at the picture, Doris ran in and they both got scared, Matilda even screamed then put her hands in front of her mouth.

-Mr. Salvatore is here to see you! 

-Scarlett looked at Matilda, waiting to be told who the person is, then they left the room. In the hallway, by the time she had actually wanted to ask who it was, the gentleman entered the door through the hallway door. 

-George Salvatore, at your service, Miss! -He introduced himself, bowing, ready to kiss her hand, but when he saw Scarlett’s dirty hands he hesitated. She wouldn’t let him refuse to kiss her hands, so she jerks it away. -I’m sorry for my morning immodesty. I didn’t have a chance to introduce myself.

-I think, you, Sir, already know who I am, so it’s unnecessary to introduce myself. -She said raising her head.

-Yes, that is right. Of course, not thanks to you. -He cleared his throat- Lord Quas, wants to know if you will be present at Saturday night’s ball or not? Because you haven’t messaged him yet.

-And who are you? His messenger? -She tried to look at the man as contemptuously as he did when he saw her hands.

-No, Lord Quas is a friend of mine, I was just visiting him when he mentioned that you elected not to answer yet. -Said the man, who then looked at the woman, Scarlett’s former light blue dress turned grey, her hair shone from the dust and her headband was torn. -Let me add, even if I were a messenger, I don’t think I should be less ashamed of myself than you should be with this look. -Then he pointed at her look. 

-Do you think I’m less of a gentlewoman because I’m not afraid of work? -She asked trying to forget how ashamed she was of her appearance, but a little it was felt of her voice.

-No word about it, I appreciate hard work, I only don’t think it’s worthy of you!

-Please tell me then, yet what is worthy of me? Should I put myself in a cage and beautify myself all day?

-I think you’re already trying to close yourself in a cage. You don’t think you’ll fit in with society. Are you trying to isolate yourself from where you’ve lived in before? Let me say something: Birds born in a cage think flying is an illness.

-What do you expect me to do? To dress up, put on my wig and giggle all night at the corny jokes of aristocrats like “the other ladies”?

-Honour me with a dance, that you are not afraid of new things. -The man’s provocation triggered what Scarlett feared the most.

-Tell Lord Quas, I’ll be there on Saturday night.

With this satisfaction, the man said goodbye and left with Matilda.

-Honest hands might not always build big but what they build is always strong. Do never be afraid of work.

-I’m not afraid. I was never afraid of work. -She took off her apron and pressed it into Doris’s hand. Then went out into the garden. In one of the most beautiful parts of the garden of the huge house, the flowers were already budding, only a few had already bloomed. A willow tree adorned the garden, next to which was a pond with water lilies.

-Say, what do you expect from me? -She looked up at the sky.


	

CHAPTER IX

Early the next morning, Scarlett hurried to the town to have a word with Mr. Thaker. She stormed into his office and started pacing up and down in there.

-Good morning to you as well, Miss. Bloom! -He said looking at the nervous girl.

-Do you remember telling me to let you know if I change my mind regarding the ball?

-So, after all, you’re asking for my help?

-No, I’m not asking for anyone’s help, just to introduce me at the ball. -She said firmly.

-Until you say a word, you are from head to toe a copy of your aunt.

-A lot of people say the same. -She replied, then took a seat.

-I did not mean exactly that. -Then he watched in surprise as she sat down. -Can I help you with something else?

-Call it whatever you want. -Then she bit her lip. -I just want to know how much money my aunt left me beside the property. 

-I understand! Let’s see, there is no more than £8,000 on your account.

-What do you say, is that enough to get the villagers to work?

-Do you want to start the farm again? 

-Is it too late?

-You are just in time, if you find workers within two weeks.

-I see…

-Tell me, how many people do you want to hire?

-I was thinking of a hundred people.

Just as she said it, Mr. Thaker took a sip of his cup, but as soon as he heard he spat it out. Scarlett pulled back as a result of the action.

-I wouldn’t have dared to mention even 20% of that...

-I know, but the land is huge. So, help is needed.

-Miss, it is impossible to pay so many people unless you can find partners to share the profits with.

-How do you imagine? I do not share. Those are my lands and my workers.

-Then you have to handle money wisely. That’s my only suggestion. You still have to buy goods, seeds, animals and all other equipment. And prices are starting to rise sky high as a result of this misery.

Scarlett nodded and left. As she stepped out the bank door, she saw Mr. Salvatore who was just going into a brothel to meet a friend. The ladies looked at him longingly, then greeted him gently. Soon one of the ladies of pleasure, who was more desirable to the eye, passed by him. She shook her upper body with her deep cleavage then lead him into the building, keeping her hand on the man’s back. Scarlett rolled her eyes and moved on. She set off again on the road where she got lost in the alley last time, which was almost next to the brothel. Then she stopped and said to herself: “No, not this time!”

-Did you get lost again? -A familiar voice asked.

-Me? Of course, not. I know where I’m going. -She turned with an ear to ear smile.

-Is that so?

-Yes. -She replied proudly.

-It doesn’t seem like that to me.

-You caught me. I really got lost again. -She admitted.

-Just go around the building and you’ll find your way.

After George Salvatore had finished, he left the brothel contentedly, then began to release his horse from the fence next to the drinking trough. So, he overheard the conversation against his will. Meanwhile, the rain clouds began to gather. And the people on the street began to disperse.

-Please tell me your name. In the turbulent situation and rush of the past, I failed to find out.

-Kwaw. Thomas Kwaw. But everyone just calls me Kwaw.

She nodded contentedly. -Have a nice day, Mr. Kwaw! -She then turned around and set off. 

Mr. Salvatore also set off, but he took his journey on the same route as the girl on the street, so, he kept his distance properly.

-Miss, please! -But she didn’t hear it, so he called again. -Scarlett! -At this call both walking parties stopped. Scarlett turned back, but George didn’t, he watched the girl in front of him as she began to walk back to where she had left. But she didn’t have to go far as Kwaw also walked towards her. -You left it in the basket, I think you forgot in it, last time we were immersed in the... -But the man fell silent as he saw George’s gaze still watching them. -I just thought I’d give it back to its owner. -He said, then handed over the small money purse and went on his way.

After taking it, Scarlett turned to continue on her way as she made the turn, she faced Mr. Salvatore.

-Do you have nothing else to do? -She asked proudly, not letting this embarrassing moment embarrass her any more.

-I do have. But I was unable to decide if the man was harassing you and you need help or you just liked to have a dalliance with such a man in public and bring shame on your name.

-What do you mean, with such a man? How is he different from others?

-Did you forget where your place is, or did you never know, Miss? 

-Asks the man who was escorted into that building by two “honour” ladies who had more plaster on their faces than their own faces. By the way, you came out, Sir with such satisfaction that six men together do not feel that way. -She declared indignantly.

-I don’t have to explain my business to a person who has already contaminated her own name on the third day! -He said indignantly, then began to arrange the saddle of his horse so that he could sit up and ride away.

-You’re so wrong to think you’ve been able to know me after two encounters. You don’t know anything about me. -She said angrily, then took a deep breath and tried to finish calmly. -You are very prejudiced.

-So are you! -The man closed the subject and sat on his horse.

As she looked up at him, a drop of rain fell on her face. George looked at her as well, as he watched her kind face, he admitted his prejudice. He wondered how he could think something about a woman with that kind of radiance. The rain was getting heavier.

-It looks like it’s going to be a storm. -He declared, looking up at the sky. -How will you get home?

-I came here by mail carriage! -She confessed. She was already ashamed to add that Doris had explained to her how to get from point A to point B. As she uttered her answer, she bent her head down, looking at the small purse.

The man swallowed the dumpling, or rather his pride from his throat, then asked: -Do you want to come in for a tea while the storm subsides?

Scarlett’s answer was hidden in her smile.

*

Later, in the man’s apartment, sipping hot tea by the fireplace, there was jolly giggle.

-So, you’re saying you can get lost so many times? -He laughed.

-Yes, but I’m not complaining. Mr. Kwaw saved me pretty much. So that’s how he had my purse.

-I apologise, for the prejudice. But you really have to be more careful, there are a lot of mean people in the world waiting to make a little trouble. Many times, it is those who we would least expect.

Scarlett sipped from the tea and pursed her lips. Her pride would never allow her to say something like, “Your right,” “I need help,” or “Thank you.” She learnt as a child that she can’t expect much in life. While her parents always made a difference between their children, she couldn’t count on anyone in her life, except her sister. They just dreamt about seeing the world, visiting cities, or going to a ball. As a child, she knew only the path from the house that led to church or the market. She didn’t spend much time with people, in her spare time she escaped to her books and lived through as many stories as she could read.

-So, was the business successful at least? -She asked curiously.

-Yes, we could say like that. -He said, closing the subject. If he would want to, he couldn’t have reported more thanks to his aunt, who had arrived in the room with a strange noise that made both parties feel embarrassed.

-Georgie, could you... -But she couldn’t finish, as soon as she saw that their guest was a lady. It calmed her heart, and even her voice became calmer. -Aren’t you going to introduce me to your guest?

-Yes, of course, my aunt. -He said, then both of them got up from the armchair. -My aunt, the lady is Miss. Scarlett Bloom! Miss. Bloom, this is my aunt, Edith Salvatore.

-I’m glad to meet you, ma’am! But if you don’t mind, I still have a lot to deal with, luckily the storm is gone. -She bowed politely, then walked away. After passing them, she turned again to look at George. -And I’m grateful for the hospitality and the tea. -Then finally left.

As Scarlett left, she looked at George with a wide smile on her face, as if to say “Pretty Girl”.

-Don’t start again. -He said, walking toward the window.

-I didn’t say anything. -She apologized- She seemed so familiar from somewhere. It’s like I’ve seen her before. -She didn’t know where to place the girl, but George didn’t dare admit that she was the girl they had seen out of the window a few days ago. He just watched silently as the girl went out of the gate and then turned the corner to the right until she completely disappeared from his sight.


	

CHAPTER X

Scarlett got home late in the afternoon, the butler, the kitchen maid, and Doris were already starting to worry, but the worry disappeared when the girl popped in the door. Each of them excitedly asked, what could they serve her with. Scarlett didn’t ask for dinner, no cake with tea, or a hot bath. She left the room wordlessly, wondering what to do, as she had only been informed about the rules of etiquette from books. She had never been among aristocrats, she had never had to behave like one of them before, and the worst part was she couldn’t even dance. She was afraid that she would make a bad impression. She wandered aimlessly around the huge building. She was so immersed in her thoughts that she did not even notice that she had entered the territory of the once locked wing. Passing beside one of the rooms, the cold wind blew through her long skirt, forcing her to step back a few steps to find out where the cold had come from. It was the red room where she forgot the window and door were open when she stormed out to meet Mr. Salvatore the other day. After closing the window, Scarlett took another look at the painting before deciding to leave the room. 

“Creepy” she told herself. Then she started towards the door. It was then that she noticed that one of the drawers on the dressing table was open, which she had probably left open when she noticed the comb and the mirror, these items had distracted her, so that she no longer looked into it. It was a brown leather-covered booklet, rotated it in her hand for a while, then opened it, she realised that it was actually her aunt’s diary, who had been dead for ten years.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and, in the light of the full moon, began to read the first few lines.

“My dear diary, I have to admit that this is the first time I have written down my feelings and thoughts. I received you from a dear friend on the occasion of my eighteenth birthday. -The first few lines looked very interesting already, so she continued- O.T considers it worthwhile to describe all this. On the one hand, because it reassures our souls, many times we cannot tell our feelings or thoughts to people. Most people would not understand, others would criticise and some would judge. And secondly, as we get older, it will be easier to refresh our memories and tell your grandchildren when they are curious about, what has happened to us in life, what experiences we have. -This also looked interesting for her, these were just the same thoughts as she had about her diary- But how can I expect them to understand? Because if they do not experience the same thing, if they don’t get through the same story, they will never understand the other person, because that is how we are.

I’ll be attending my first ball soon, my dad is already counting the hours, proud to finally be able to introduce me to society. -She felt that it was meant to be for her to find this little book. -Luckily, E. has been at many balls already, she’s been my best friend since we were kids, she told me a lot about parties, and she also reported that I will have to take care of the young men. She said, quoting her words, “They really like fresh meat!”. I don’t even know what to think of it, or what to do to keep myself busy until then. I’m so excited that I got in trouble at lunch, my mom nagged me to eat at least a bite, and Dad was just amused by how excited I was, not to mention my brother, who was about to make the biggest mistake of his life by taking that horrible woman as his wife. I’ll rather neglect them. I’m just trying to point out that this is a big event in my life, Doris will be the one who will prepare me, because who else could do this task better than someone who has been serving and preparing my mother for years. I will be back with details.”

Reading these lines, she shut the book and stormed out. Doris was sitting at the table in the huge kitchen with a steaming mug in her hand. When she burst in, she jumped up in fright.

*

-Does the Miss. ask me for help? -She asked in surprise.

-No. -She corrected- I just want you to prepare me for the ball.

-So, you commanding me to, then? -She asked teasingly.

-Will you do it or not? -She asked, losing her patience.

*

Later in the salon, Doris taught the girl some steps. She walked to Doris with three books on the top of her head, then when she got there, she tried to bow politely, but they fell a few steps ahead of the goal.

-I’ve been trying this for at least a tenth time... -She said desperately.

-You can do it, just try again. -She tried to encourage.

Scarlett tried again, but the books ended up on the ground again. After a deep sigh, she fell as well to the ground, her arms folded on her knees and her face slammed inside.

-Do you think these are the most important etiquette rules of life? Then you are mistaken. Dear Miss. Scarlett, let me tell you the five most important things you need to know in life. They are the following: First of all. Before you pray for something, you have to believe. Second, before you spend, make sure you earn. Third...

-Why do you think it’s going to work, I don’t even know where my place is... Where was I meant to be...? Why I came here at all... -Interrupted Doris, who also interrupted the girl.

-Before you speak, you have to listen. The fourth rule, before you quit, you have to try, my dear. -She finished her sentence.

-And what would be the fifth? -She asked after a few seconds of pausing, after she was sure Doris wouldn’t resume.

-I’ll tell you when the time comes. -She replied.

Scarlett just smiled and said: -Do you think they’ll accept me? Will I fit in? I think we both know what kind of life I’ve lived before and I’m sure other people know also.

-People love rumours. But don’t be intimidated by this, show them who you really are. The world is going to judge you no matter what, so live your life the way you want to. Be honest all the time, not only to others to yourself as well. Be yourself all the time, my dear.

Scarlett stood up, smiled at Doris, and walked toward the door. Leaning against the door jamb, she turned back and said: -I’ll need three workers to start tomorrow at noon. Let’s fix this dusty nest. Starting with Aunt Miranda’s room, where I want to move in within three days. -Doris just smiled.


	

CHAPTER XI

“My dear friend, I promised to write after the ball. I had a fabulous evening. O.T the son of the late accountant of the bank was also present. I would give it my all to go back in time and dance with him again. Lots of men wanted to enjoy my company, as E. said. If I would be able, I wouldn’t have had the opportunity to reject them, since O. was always in my company, so the other men all got away from themselves. We went out for a walk in the garden, most of all I wanted to report this moment. About the big moment. About the first kiss. He was very attentive to me all the way, he always listened and responded kindly. As a kid, I didn’t think to ever look at him like that. The moment he handed me the diary yesterday, the gentle smile on his face, his dear voice. But at the ball, I really realised that he was the man my heart was beating for. My dear friend, I think I have to admit to you that I fell in love against my will.”

-Promising. -Scarlett said to herself, then turned on her belly, it was only about an inch not falling off the bed -If she could do it, then, so do I.

At noon, Doris reported that the three men had arrived and were ready for work. Scarlett herself went to greet them and then explained what to do. After the men thanked her for the opportunity, they went to work. There were three thin men, one of them was amazingly tall, at least seven feet tall. When Scarlett first saw him, she had to swallow the surprise down her throat so that it wouldn’t come out as “wow” from her mouth. The other two men were about the same height, the age difference was the only thing, it appeared to be a father-son pairing as they were very similar to each other.

-Can we trust them? -She asked, watching with her eyes a very valuable bureau as the men put it away.

-Do you ask if they are not red-handed, Miss? -She asked indignantly- They are my family, tiny Aalim, Uncle Clevon and Dad Chike. How can you assume that?

-Don’t be mad, I just don’t know them. But if you trust them, you need to know that I trust you. The fruits of their works are yours as well, just as the consequences of their actions affect you also. -Upon hearing these words, Doris’s mouth remained open in surprise, it took a few seconds for her to gather her thoughts. Scarlett patted her, on the shoulder and retired to the library.

After she left the room, Doris frowned and looked after her, “If only she would have known... she couldn’t deny the truth.”

*

“My dear friend, I tell the most horrible day of my life with teary eyes. I’m sorry I haven’t written so far. Even my brother become a father, my sister-in-law surprised him with twins, two gorgeous and healthy boys. But how would I have done it when I spent all my free time with my only love. In the heat of happy moments, I was unable to put what had happened on paper, because when I wasn’t with him, I thought about him or I just wrote to him. It’s been a year since my first ball, and I’ve attended more than seven balls since. O.T at one of the balls, became jealous when he saw one of the richest heirs in the county, (though, if you believe me or not, we just exchanged a few words), he later said he couldn’t wait and risk someone else doing it before him, so he asked for my hand in Mr. Gorth’s garden. And this morning he came to do it from my sweet father too. But Dad refused, saying he was just a dowry hunter and that I deserved more than a small tenement house in Truro. When I said I didn’t want more, he came up with the fact that O.T was too old for me, and in his almost thirties he was having a hard time getting a young wife like me. He said that I am just needed to give birth to offspring for him, then our discussion degenerated and I said I would be proud to give him offspring. Then he forbade me from him and said if I don’t look for a better party for myself then he will do, “Love is not an option in life!” he told me. Oh, my dear diary. I wish you could talk and give me some advice. I have no idea what to do!”

All-day long on Saturday, Scarlett tried to tie down her thoughts to her aunt’s diary, afraid that if she didn’t, her thoughts would overcome her about the ball and intimidate her. She read for hours about her aunt’s horrible days, how she lived through those days, heart-breaking stories, and tear-jerking emotions. She didn’t even notice when Doris had walked in the door to tell her it was time to get ready or she was going to be late for the ball. As soon as she saw Doris, Scarlett hid the diary under her pillow.

-What are you reading, Miss?

-Nothing interesting. -She replied- There is no such thing in a woman’s life that she is late, everyone else arrives too soon. -She quoted a part of Miranda’s diary. -Did you clean my aunt’s dress, which I asked for? -Doris rolled her eyes and said her bath was ready.

After that, Scarlett started the preparation. Following her bath, she put on some make-up and perfume, then Doris dressed her. She tried to ask about her plans when pulling the corset, Scarlett didn’t want to answer because she didn’t even know what to do, so all she had to say was to pull the corset tighter.
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