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Author’s Note
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Although the journal entries and the letters in this book are written by English characters, the spelling I used throughout is American. Except for “arse”, naturally. A touch of anachronistic vocabulary is also used for comedic purposes. 
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Chapter 1
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PRUDENCE HONEYSETT’S JOURNAL

20 April—There’s a lightness in my priory now that the garden’s been fully exorcised of perpetually baffled, wandering ghosts. Mr. Brummell, Nicodemus, and Nero the Mad have successfully declared themselves the three kings of the garden, and it’s been a strange delight watching three big, fat felines strutting about among the bushes and trees and not being harassed by dead people every second.

Our trio of resident ghosts linger, of course, and I’ve quite given up on determining their purpose let alone order my nephew to banish the lot of them. I never thought I’d ever say this, but there’s a certain comfort in their presence—but damn my sagging arse if I know why. There just is, and I suspect should they finally decide to trot off to the great beyond or wherever dead people go after ages of troubling live mortals, there’d be some mourning among the household. My dear Freddy would particularly be feeling bereft of supernatural friends. 

I swear, that boy needs to spend a little more time among the living (a shocking reversal of my usual society-loathing views), but untrained mediums will have their way. Oh, and speaking of untrained mediums, Freddy continues to be properly guided by his new hero. 

Felicity’s still here though she’s set to return to her neglected shop in a week’s time (roughly speaking, really, depending on her mood and whether or not she comes upon fascinating specimens for her to take home because the woman is the ultimate of hunter-gatherer sorts where arcane knowledge is involved), and speaking of mourning among the household, I dare not consider the effects of her departure. Coombs and Saunders will likely wail, tear their hair out by the handfuls, stomp their feet, and promptly vanish in an explosion of smocks, caps, and human viscera. 

My dearest friend does have her way with people, and bless her for that. One of us has to be the sun and all things bright, and I’m glad it isn’t me. 

With spring midway through, I’m back to sorting out my home and garden, and methinks more shopping adventures await my pleasure. Well, after Felicity leaves for home, of course. Then I can drag my nephew around for his aesthetic opinions—most of which seem to be worded along the lines of “Aunt Prue, are you sure you need that thing?” or “Oh, dear. That vase is haunted by this sickly looking old woman, and she’s standing just behind you, Aunt. Please put that back.”

I think my favorite aesthetic observation of his so far is “That’s an urn, not a vase! Aunt Prue, someone’s ashes are still in it! Quickly, leave that thing and run!” That boy’s rather incorrigible.

*
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FELICITY SMEDLEY’S LETTER TO ROWLAND FAIRCHILD

My dear, I shall be leaving Hoary Plimpton in a few days (sometime between a week and a week and a half, but certainly no more than the latter is the plan—all right, no more than a fortnight it is). I hope my poor little shop still stands! I understand Mrs. Honeysett’s oldest nephew has been coming around for conversation and an escape from a bit of a wild family situation, and I also hope you’ve been patient with the dear young gentleman. 

I know you’re quite good with herbs—indeed, you alone in the family appear to be more like me in this case—so do put together something for Mr. Bisset. Tea is always good, as you already know, but there are a few sweets that you can also package in smaller and more decorative boxes to give as gifts. Pray don’t worry about sales in this case, Rowland. Those smaller boxes (or decorative tins if you prefer them because they really are very pretty, aren’t they?) are set aside for a very particular purpose. I daresay easing a young gentleman’s troubles (not of his own making at that) is particular enough. 

And I’ve said this a thousand times before, my dear, but you do need to meet new people around your age. I’ve heard your mother complain of the same, and it’s best to heed your elders.

Oh, and those sweets I mentioned can be found in a large jar on the topmost shelf next to the back door. They’re all colored red and shaped like roses. Rather lady-like in appearance, but those things are potent enough in their calming effects to knock a bull down and leave it snoring and dribbling in the middle of a field. But don’t be alarmed on Mr. Bisset’s behalf—they work wonders on humans, and I daresay the gentleman won’t be incapacitated that much. Advise him that a nibble or two will suffice. 

Most peculiar, I know, but I wouldn’t be where I am now if I didn’t have my own trade secrets. 

Your loving aunt,

Felicity Smedley

*
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JEREMY BRODY’S NOTE-BOOK

(written with several scratched out words and their replacements)

Mrs. Hunnysets friend is spoiling me rotten with sweets and sweets and all kinds of good things that I am afraid I will be just as fat as the cats by the time she goes back home though I hope it is only fat and not fur that I should be afraid off because I do not want to be turned into a cat because I know Mrs. Smedlee is like a witch and witches can turn people into different things if people are not careful. She has been very kind to everyone here and jokes with Mrs. Hunnyset like the pear of them were born from the same fowl-mouthed mother and they do not care. 

Gohsts no longer come and trubble us and I think poor Master Freddey is very bored with having nothing else to do but read and walk around and make big eyes at Mr. Beverlee who is a very kind and patient man. I have improved so much since he agreed to tutor me and since he gave me all those adventure books to read and I have read them all and I am reading them all over again because they are very good and very fun and exciting and I am learning proper spelling and words. 

There are still some things I do not think I can improve on and some words are utter trubble and give my poor bren a rite headache but such is my lot because I grew up with people who did not care and even beat me when I maid mistakes and Mr. Beverlee was very gentle and kind when he told me I must not give up on myself the way my family did. Of coarse I cried like a baby in front of him when he said that but he does have that effect on me and I will always be grateful for his presence in our lives. 

I hope he and Master Freddey stay together for a long time like married couples because they do each other good and they do others good and if they brake each others hearts and part ways the world will end and I will not have any more adventure books to read and learn from and I will be very sad indeed.

(continued later) Master Freddey just called for me and told me about adventures in the countryside involving burnt-out cottages and ruins and abandoned places and graveyards. He wants to practice his mediuming skills and all the lessons learned from Mrs. Smedlee and since we do not have gohsts haunting the prury anymore he wants to look for them and send them off.

Master Freddey is a very kind and gentle master but he is trubble on two legs and I know he got that from Mrs. Hunnyset and I going to dye just like that night we made ourselves bait for that awful gohst that wanted to get inside Master Freddeys trousers. 

I am writing two much for someone who is about to dye.

*
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FREDERICK BISSET’S JOURNAL

20 April—I’ve spent a great deal of time poring over maps and atlases, studying Hoary Plimpton, Upper Broomlock, and surrounding villages and open space until my unhappy eyeballs threatened dissolution in their sockets. My newest scheme is to seek out places most likely to be haunted so I can actually use my gifts on poor, restless souls who can’t find their way to eternity. 

Mrs. Smedley’s been terribly patient with me, and I’m now kicking myself for letting myself wander off the proper path. I mean even Mrs. Dalrymple had a handful of most excellent points that Mrs. Smedley emphasized, and I suppose I only need to sort through the awfully confusing, disorganized, and highly improper lessons in my first “schooling”. And what Mrs. Smedley’s been impressing has also been things even Aunt Prue said time and again, and I’ve looked like an absolute blockhead in front of my aunt. That said, I can’t help it. I can’t help but seek out troubled ghosts and extend a helping hand.

Truly, if I were dead and quite stuck in the mortal realm for whatever reason, I’d certainly want someone with some sort of ability to offer their help. It stands to reason, doesn’t it, that dead people existing as nothing more than shadows of their former selves can only do so much? Of course it does! It truly hurts my heart thinking of those poor people trapped in such an awful predicament, and if I have the gift, I ought to use it most aggressively. But apparently a pretty obvious idea isn’t necessarily the best course to take—case in point, the puritan ghost and that dreadful Mr. Tucker and his broken neck.

And speaking of Aunt Prue, she merely snorts and rolls her eyes and mutters, “I keep telling the confounded little whelp all that, Felicity, but he never listens, so good luck to you”. She’s also threatening to take up knitting because the calm of the priory’s beginning to gnaw on her nerves though she won’t admit to being bored. 

Well, I’m bored, and I’m simply dying to master my gifts, and with my new scheme, I’ve got something to aim for. I’ve already told Brody about it, and he’s resigned himself to another supernatural adventure in the countryside. I did reassure him we won’t be going out at midnight like before, though he didn’t look too convinced and indeed seemed utterly dismayed and blurted something about being used as bait. Nonsense! If anyone’s going to be used as bait, it would be me, of course! 

But it’s baiting along different lines. I shall be a passive but alert presence whom I hope the loitering dead would notice and approach. I’ll try not to step forward and offer my help, but seeing as how I’m not used to holding back so much, I can’t guarantee my behavior once I’m out there.

Lord, this is rather exciting. Now to wait for the proper moment to put my plan into action.

*
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GAYELORD MURGATROYD, A NOTE

(properly deciphered and preserved by Mr. Beverly)

Well, my goodness, indeed! What on earth is happening? Why the sudden flooding of light around me? Where am I? Young lady? You there! The wench in the smock! Where are you going? I don’t recognize this room, and I demand answers! Sir! The young gentleman standing idly by and eyeing my treasure with growing horror! Why, haven’t you ever seen a fellow write extensively on a sheet of paper? What’s all the fuss about, then? Oh, I see—I daresay you’re all agog with excitement, waiting for me to reveal the exceptionally colorful history of the family who came and went in this magnificent manor, aren’t you? 

I, sir, am the Montague family’s loyal chronicler, and I’ve a stunningly expansive knowledge of this marvelous bloodline’s appetite for—dare I say it—life. Glorious, indulgent life. So sit ye down, sir! Sit ye down! Allow me a moment to gather my thoughts, please...

Wait—where are you going, young man? I’ve yet to begin! 

(Mr. Beverly’s appended note to this document: Shit.)
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Chapter 2
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PRUDENCE HONEYSETT’S JOURNAL

20 April (continued)—I don’t like this new odd light in Freddy’s eyes. I know that brat’s up to no good whenever his eyeballs gleam like that, and I expect to be in yet another world of utter hurt when wretched, hellish plans are set into motion with my nephew being the architect of such. I’d summon him to the drawing-room and throttle the truth out of him, but he’s scampered off to explore the countryside with a doubtful-looking Brody digging his heels close behind him.

Well, at least I know I can trust Brody to keep the boy safe. I never expected such a timid and nervous creature turn into a timid and nervous troublemaker though Felicity’s laughed herself sick and insisted Frederick’s simply coming into his Bisset curse. I’d argue against that most vociferously, of course, but considering what Freddy did to rid Hoary Plimpton of two ghastly ghostly threats, I’m resigned to nod and sigh and wonder what on earth I’ve done to deserve being plagued by the wild workings of such a boy.

Imagine creeping off late at night (midnight, was it?) in hopes of using oneself as bait for the lurid attentions of a dead letch and the rage of a mad puritan! Poor Brody was in a right state the following morning, and I damn well nearly bricked up Freddy alive after his defiant confession. Had Felicity not been around, I’d have resorted to drastic (though rather murderous) measures to ensure my nephew’s compliance. 

I fear for England’s future if Freddy’s representative of the newest generation. I know I’ve said that before, but it’s a niggling terror that bears repeating.

But dour ruminations on the state of the country and the blasted inclinations of nineteen-year-olds can wait. Felicity’s challenged me to a game of charades, and I’m never one to turn such things down. That’s rather cheeky of her to throw down the gauntlet knowing I’m the reigning champion of charades in Hoary Plimpton. Why, she’s in for the drubbing of her life!

20 April (continued yet again)—I lost the bloody game? 

*
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LINFORD BISSET’S LETTER TO PRUDENCE HONEYSETT AND FREDERICK BISSET

My dearest Aunt Prue and Freddy, pray don’t worry on my account given the considerable pile of letters I’ve sent as of late. For better or for worse, I’ve quite settled into a new normal of sorts, seeing as how I’m helpless (and will forever be helpless, I’m afraid) when it comes to sorting out family troubles.

My work is perfectly fine, by the bye. I’m compensated well enough, the tasks I’m hired for challenging me without driving me mad. My living situation continues to be quiet and most restful at the end of a busy day.

Unless Father happens to stop by and disrupt everyone’s day with his usual bluster. My unfortunate landladies are now asking a few questions about Mrs. Smedley’s trade and what sorts of potions and powders she sells. I don’t want to be melodramatic about things, but I hope those dear old ladies aren’t considering seasoning Father’s tea with arsenic the next time he visits. 

I do have a new friend in Rowland Fairchild—Mrs. Smedley’s nephew and temporary shopkeeper. He’s been very patient with me whenever I stop by the shop for a rare indulgence of confectionary (I find I’m rather mad for her marzipan) and end the visit unburdening myself with a mournful account of the family’s most recent escapades. 

Apparently Rowland’s far more aware of the goings on at home, Freddy, because Father’s inquired about anti-spiritualist talismans and artifacts at least twice already since Mrs. Smedley’s departure. That my friend somehow manages to shrug things off with good humor and a wry joke says a lot of good things about his character. I think you’ll like him very much, my dear little brother, though I can’t say if his family will be able to spare him anytime soon. I think he may very well be Mrs. Smedley’s protégé, and wouldn’t that be a grand thing, having a gentleman as an expert on all things witch-y? 

Things have been relatively quiet so far, Aunt Prue, but seeing as how I’m set to have dinner with the family later, I’m afraid this astonishing respite will end very, very soon. 

Yours most affectionately,

Linford Bisset.

P.S. Freddy, good luck with your ongoing mastery of your gifts. Whatever you do, pray don’t attempt to reduce poor Aunt Prue’s life expectancy with schemes only untested mediums come up with in desperation and then call them inspired breakthroughs. Like using yourself as bait for the restless dead, for instance. Do not do it.

*
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FREDERICK BISSET’S JOURNAL

20 April (continued)—Well, that was a right disappointment! An hour of wandering about the countryside, and I only managed to spot two ghosts—one loitering around the footpaths and the other floating face down in a pond and looking for all the world like a spectral lily pad. 

The first one Brody and I came across (well, I suppose I should say I came across since I’m the medium, and Brody saw nothing) was a man in rough clothes looking utterly forlorn and perplexed. He paced around the footpaths heading west and in the direction of another village, and I thought he seemed to be waiting for someone. Poor man, I thought.

I told Brody about him, which meant Brody needed to stand still and wait while I tried to not only open my senses to anything this ghost wished to communicate but also alert him to my presence as a conduit. I reminded myself to remain passive and not march up to the ghost and offer my services like a traveling tradesman. 

“If he needs help, he’ll ask for it,” I muttered while idly sauntering up to the frowning creature and then planting myself close enough. Mrs. Smedley’s helped me a good deal in mastering my ability to open my senses up, and she’s made me practice so many times that I do feel surer of myself, and the process itself has gotten easier. 

And sure enough, the poor ghost sensed me and stopped in his pacing, blinking and looking around for a moment before finally seeing me. I touched my hat in deference, and he promptly walked up to me and—much to my (soon-to-be) truncated joy—spoke. 

“Have you seen my Emily, sir?” he demanded, and I had to disappoint him with a gentle and sympathetic negative. “She promised to meet me here! We’re to run away today!” 

That was a complication I didn’t expect, and I could only grimace and tried to nudge him in the direction of the veil-thing with the appropriate response: “Perhaps she’s waiting for you elsewhere—if you see a light somewhere near, I suspect she’s there, pacing and hoping just like you, sir. Do you see a light or a door all lit up and blinding? You might even hear angelic voices coming from it, singing.”

“Light? Light? The only people who can see some sodding blinding light are dead! That bitch! She’s run off with that sheep-herding prick, hasn’t she? Lying whore! I’m going to find her and...” Right, then, I thought with a heavy sigh, and the howling fellow gradually vanished as he turned away and stormed down one direction. 

Brody appeared to be as relieved as I was disappointed, but he did somehow muster enough sympathy for me when I walked back to him. Another half hour of walking and searching for abandoned cottages, and we stumbled across the pond. The ghost haunting that little body of water was a young girl, also roughly dressed, but I didn’t even bother to make my presence known at that point.

Truly, if her method of haunting the pond was to relive her death, she likely wouldn’t be so receptive to any mortal help. Besides, would she even sense me with her half-submerged in water like that? I did wonder, however, if this unfortunate creature was the much-maligned Emily. I daresay the distance between the pond and the footpath where we—I—saw the pacing ghost wasn’t a great one. I gave voice to my theory, and Brody merely shook his head and pursed his lips.

“It sounds like something I’d read in one of my adventure books, Master Freddy,” said he. And as I watched the gently bobbing specter in the pond, I couldn’t help but agree. The promise of afternoon tea in the company of Mrs. Smedley and Aunt Prue beckoned us home, however, so I had to abandon the ghost to her ultimate fate. If she decided that spending her afterlife floating face-down in an isolated pond has become too dull for words, she can always try to track me down, I suppose. Well, onwards and upwards.

*
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GAYELORD MURGATROYD, A NOTE

(properly deciphered and preserved by Mr. Beverly)

A dark room filled with dusty dust-cloth-covered furnishings isn’t a proper room for a gentleman of my standing and immense knowledge, sir. And while I quite appreciate being placed in your bedroom as a novel addition to your private chamber, subjecting me to your occasional demonstrations of lustful imaginings involving someone named “darling” or “my love” is a frothy step too far. I’m a gentleman, sir! 

By the bye, I’ve never seen such a magnificent geyser in all the years I’ve been forced to witness bedroom frolics of the single-handed variety. This “darling” person must be doing wonders to your clearly ill-suppressed needs if they all come together and explode in a magnificent and rather awe-inspiring display of masculine denial. Had the sun been up and shining down on your writhing self, I suspect I’d have seen a rainbow form.

(continued a tad later) And depriving me of paper in a frenzy of red-faced mortification isn’t a very wise thing to do, is it? As you’ve just seen, I can be most persuasive in ensuring my own preservation, and believe me, young man, I shall bother you to no end if I’m not allowed proper sheets of paper into which I can communicate my thoughts, which are plenty and restlessly thumping wildly in my skull. And pushing items off shelves or desktops like a bored cat until you relent isn’t the only arsenal I can use against you should you attempt to mute me again.

Why, let me tell you about a young lady who attempted to do just that after several athletic rounds with the groom not too long ago. She was a guest of the master of the house and had been sneaking the fellow in, unwashed, for she apparently had an obsession with older, rougher men reeking of horse manure (and looking like one). Heavens, sir, I can go on and on about their bed-destroying activities, but suffice it to say, I made my outrage known in the most carefully worded note possible. The young lady shrieked, tore up the paper, and burned it, blabbering on and on about haunted writing-desks. Oh, the headache! Anyway (passage remains unfinished)

(Mr. Beverly’s appended note to this document: Moving this irritating pervert to the study.)
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Chapter 3
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PRUDENCE HONEYSETT’S JOURNAL

21 April—A most successful day of shopping—somewhat. Felicity wished to acquaint herself with the “bucolic villages” around St. Grimald, which I thought was a very self-defeating idea being an honorary Hoary Plimpton-er and seeing exactly how “bucolic” surrounding areas are. In brief: they aren’t. But they do boast an astonishingly diverse range of odds and ends I can’t help but covet greedily for my priory. 

With Freddy in tow, we set our course for Hopthwaite as I’d a keen interest in going through Mr. Quigley’s shop for more artwork to litter my home with. Indeed, I had Mrs. Drummond inspect the servants’ quarters and report back to me on the state of everyone’s walls, and it appears everyone’s quite pleased with having a modest little picture or two beautifying their rooms. 

She did complain about Brody’s bedroom being a right mess (he comes from the most ridiculous half of the human race, after all: the male of the species), but I reminded her it was her responsibility to instill discipline into the servants of both genders. But the most fascinating revelation was what the servant quarters contain in addition to those smaller paintings. 

The girls have been gathering all manner of flowers and plant life all over, clearly intent upon turning into future Felicity Smedleys (good luck to them, I say). Their rooms are now rather cluttered with those collections, while Brody’s boasts piles of books given to him by our dear Mr. Beverly. And since they’re all proving to be most excellent servants, I intend to find them some proper shelves and drawers for their growing collections. 

Dear Mrs. Drummond, however, remains quite tight-lipped about her room though I suspect she’s still put out about that Digory O’Boyle and his loose morals. The man’s trotted off to be married but not without causing a great deal of trouble in my household with his constant flirtations with my poor housekeeper. I thought at first that disabusing Mrs. Drummond of her infatuation went rather well. What do I know of the workings of a thoroughly betrayed Northerner? 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





