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Chapter One
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EMMA WOODHOUSE, HANDSOME, clever and rich, with a comfortable home and happy disposition, seemed to unite some of the best blessings in existence. She had lived nearly twenty-one years in the world with very little to distress or vex her, apart from the dragon that occasionally soared over her father's grand house. Nevertheless, the bestial burden never attacked, so good fortune continued to follow her.

Emma was the only daughter of an affectionate, overindulgent father, and she had been mistress of his house from a very early period. Her mother died when she was so young, Emma had little more than a vague memory of her gentle caresses. Though her mother could never be replaced, Emma had an excellent governess. Miss Taylor was a kind, caring woman who had supported Emma Woodhouse through childhood and adolescence. She had given her so much comfort, Emma repaid her by finding a perfect husband. 

Emma considered herself a matchmaker. She had led many friends and acquaintances on the path to matrimony, but none made her heart heavy until Miss Taylor married Mr. Weston. While she was happy for her governess, she was also sad to lose her. Her ache for Miss Taylor would be felt at every hour of every day.

Emma studied herself in the looking glass. Though she forced her lips into a tremulous smile, her eyes stayed sullen. She tried to push her absent governess from her mind and focused on her pretty face instead. If Emma had one flaw, it was her tendency to think a bit too highly of herself. 

“My hair...” she whispered to herself, tugging on a blonde ringlet. “Why is it so lustrous tonight? In the candlelight, it practically glows.” 

Her self-appreciation was interrupted by a tiny tap on the window. Emma didn't have to look to know what—or rather who—was the source of the noise. With a roll of her sea-colored eyes, she rose from her chair, marched across the room, and opened a window. 

When Mr. Knightley flew into her room, he brought a chill with him. Emma tightened her shawl around her shoulders and returned to her chair. 

Knightley was a fairy, blessed with extraordinary magical powers and a razor sharp wit. He had been her friend and companion for many years, and he was the only creature in the world who could soften the blow of losing Miss Taylor. Even so, she tried to pretend she wasn't too terribly excited to see him.

“Mr. Knightley,” Emma faced the window as she spoke, “how many times must I tell you this? It isn't proper to visit a young lady in her bedchamber!”

Knightley glided across the room and landed on her shoulder. He was barely three inches tall and impeccably dressed, in a greatcoat and breeches that were tailored to fit his miniscule body. His hair was nutmeg brown and curly, and his lips wore a rakish grin.

The fairy argued, “I have been visiting you in your bedchamber since you were twelve, Miss Woodhouse! Why are you raising a fuss all of a sudden?” 

“It was different when I was a child!” Emma exclaimed. “Now that I am not, you really mustn't keep coming! And we should meet in daylight hours, when it isn't so scandalous.”

Knightley rolled his tiny blue eyes. “This isn't scandalous in the least! Since when is it scandalous for a fairy godfather to visit his charge?”

“I suppose...” Emma was reluctant to speak any words that could be misconstrued as a compliment. Even so, she said, “I suppose I would miss you if you stopped coming. A bit. Just a tiny bit.” 

“We both know you would miss me terribly,” Knightley corrected her, and Emma didn't protest.

“Now that you are here, I believe I might gloat!” Emma declared. “Once again, I was right and you were very wrong!”

“About what, my dear?” As he spoke, he pulled and released one of Emma's ringlets, making it bounce.

“About Miss Taylor and Mr. Weston!” Emma cried. “You did not think they would be a match, but once again, I have proven you wrong! Mr. Weston is a man of exceptional character, easy fortune, suitable age and pleasant manners, and I believe Miss Taylor will be quite happy with him!”

“And yet...” Knightley crossed his ankles and leaned against her neck. “You don't seem particularly happy.”

“I am happy!” 

Despite Miss Woodhouse having vehemently disagreed with him, Mr. Knightley was still shaking his head. “No. You're not.”

“I am.”

“You're noooot,” Knightley objected in a singsong voice. Emma couldn't hide anything from the dapper fairy. He knew her too well. “Tell me honestly, Miss Woodhouse. You are disheartened by her absence, are you not?”

“I am!” The truth exploded with a sigh. “I am in danger of suffering from intellectual solitude! Father is kind, but he is no companion for me. We cannot have the same sort of discourse that I had with Miss Taylor.”

“Tis understandable, I suppose,” Knightley said. “I shall have to visit you more often, then, so your mind does not turn to mush.”

Emma was facing the looking glass, so she glared at Knightley's reflection. “It is in no danger of turning to mush, I'm sure!”

“Are you sure?” Knightley teased her. “Your father is a bit of a dullard, so with only him around, you will surely—”

“He's not a dullard!” Emma interrupted. When she tried to flick him from her shoulder, he took flight before her finger collided with his body. 

“It was only a joke, dear girl! Do not be so vexed!” 

“In all honesty, though, Papa does have his quirks,” Emma said, pulling a pin from her hair. “He is even less adaptable to change than I am, and I daresay he will lament the loss of Miss Taylor even more than I shall! He's so prone to melancholy.” 

Knightley returned to the window and sat on the sill. His little legs dangled from the slab of wood as he watched fat, fuzzy snowflakes drift near the pane. “It's frightfully cold,” he suddenly observed. “How very odd for this time of year.” 

Emma gasped when she saw the snowfall. She had been so absorbed in her own distress, she failed to notice the weather. “Good gracious, is it snowing?” 

“Indeed,” the fairy nodded. “Why do you think I came rushing in? I needed an escape from the snowflakes.”

Emma exaggerated a pout. “I thought you were checking on me out of the goodness of your heart! I thought you were concerned about my state of mind after losing my most treasured friend!”

Knightley's arms crossed in feigned offense. “I thought I was your most treasured friend!” 

“You are my second most treasured friend!” Emma playfully declared as she removed the last pin from her hair. “And because you are my friend, I must insist on you spending the night in Hartfield! I would not want you to catch cold.”

Emma prepared a small box and blanket, where Knightley always slept when he stayed at Hartfield. Had he known of Knightley's overnight visits, her father might not have approved, but Emma did not think it was too inappropriate to have a fairy in her room. If Knightley was a man—a human man—it would have been different. Her reputation would have been compromised by his presence.

Knightley floated into the box-bed that Emma had constructed for him. When she tucked the blanket around him, his lips made a sputtering noise.

“Goodness, you needn't tuck me in! I'm no child, you know. I may be small, and my diminutive size might inspire you to coddle me, but I am actually much older than you!” 

Knightley rarely revealed his age, but she knew he was close to six or seven and thirty. She was aware of the disparity between their ages, but in no way did it hamper their bond. 

Emma climbed into her own bed and tugged the blankets to her chin. Seeing the snow made her twice as cold. “The satyrs will not be happy with this weather,” she said. “They usually migrate before it gets too cold, but I'm fairly certain I saw their caravan in Highbury.” 

Knightley had nothing to say about satyrs. He had another thought on his mind. “Is your little dog in here?”

“Tylo?”

“Indeed.” Knightley shuddered at the terrier's name. “The last time I was here, he tried to eat me.”

“He's not here. He's with Papa.”

Emma's answer put him at ease. Expelling a sigh, he whispered to himself, “Thank god.” 

As she studied the ceiling, Emma tried to think of other topics to discuss with her fae friend. After a few seconds of silence, she rolled on her side, facing his direction. “Will you accompany me to Highbury tomorrow? There is an old woman in town who requires healing.”

“That sounds like a decent way to spend my time,” Knightley said. He usually hid in Emma's pocket when he cast his magic, while she took credit for his miracles. Emma was more than a matchmaker. To the people of Highbury, she was a celebrated healer.

“May I ask you a somewhat personal question?” Knightley asked.

Emma's answer was preceded by a groan. When his tone was serious, he rarely had anything pleasant to say. “Go on,” she allowed.

“You claim to have success at making matches... which, in my humble opinion, is little more than you making lucky guesses.” When Emma opened her mouth to protest, he quickly added, “However, if you are a skilled matchmaker, why have you not made such a match for yourself?” 

“Because...” Emma drew a ragged breath, as if she was slightly exasperated with him. “To begin with, I could never leave Papa. He needs me. He would be so lonely without me. Furthermore, I stand to inherit my own fortune, which makes marriage an option instead of a necessity.” 

Knightley concealed a yawn as he listened to her speech. He did not want her to think he was bored by her answer.

“Lastly...” Emma continued, “I prefer to bask in the happiness of others. When I see smiles on the faces of happy couples, and I know I played a part in it, I feel extraordinarily proud. Making matches gives me all the contentment I need.”

“And what a selfless saint you are, to always put others before yourself!” 

She could hear the sarcasm in his voice, so she responded with a scowl. 

“Truthfully, though, I think you would be a wonderful wife for some lucky fellow,” Knightley observed. “He won't be half as handsome and charming as me, of course, but he should adore you as you deserve to be adored. And if he does not adore you properly, he shall not be worth your time!”

Emma's smile returned, and her voice softened. “I'm glad to have you, Knightley. You're kind, but you never coddle me. You never tell me precisely what I want to hear to spare my feelings. You are the sort of friend that everyone needs, but rarely finds.” 

“Now that sounds like flattery to me!” the fairy declared. “And you're welcome to continue, of course. I enjoy compliments quite a lot.” 
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Chapter Two
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“NOW, YOU MUST REMAIN hidden as we head into Highbury!” Emma coached her miniature companion as they trotted along the cobbled road. She was riding sidesaddle on Mr. Buckets, her favorite unicorn. His glistening coat was more pristine than any creature of his kind, or so she swore. However, in the place of his horn, there was a tiny nub. Before she rescued him, Mr. Buckets was a victim of fortune-seeking hunters, who sawed off unicorn horns for their many magical properties. Emma had a weakness for unfortunate souls, and her unicorn was no exception. Despite his missing horn, she loved him instantly. 

“I don't know why you're always hiding me,” Knightley complained. “One might start to think you were ashamed to be seen with me!”

“No... no, you know that isn't true!” Emma argued. “I hide you to protect you, Mr. Knightley. If the people of Highbury knew they had a fairy in their midst, they would take advantage of your powers.”

Knightley tutted his tiny tongue. “And yet... you intend to take credit for my work. You have no fear of people taking advantage of your powers once you've healed the old lady?” 

“Indeed, I am not so worried about myself,” Emma confirmed. “I've heard terrible stories about people catching fairies and keeping them in jars. If something so awful ever happened to you, I would be absolutely mortified!”

When they arrived at Miss Bates' cottage and she greeted them at the door, Emma immediately felt guilty for having described her as old. The woman was barely fifty. Her age, in Emma's mind, made her a peer of her beloved Knightley. 

Miss Bates had no family and barely any income. She had never married, she had a weak constitution, and her hair was already more gray than brown. Emma had a tendency to pity the pitiable, and Miss Bates was a perfect target for Miss Woodhouse's sympathies.

“Hello there, Miss Bates!” Emma exclaimed as Knightley dove into the pocket of her dress. Encased in cotton muslin, it was difficult to breathe, but for Emma, he bore his discomfort without complaint. “How are you feeling? Not too terrible, I hope?” 

“I've been worse.” A cough from Miss Bates begged to differ. “It is very good to see you, dear.”

“Likewise,” the younger woman echoed the sentiment. 

As soon as Emma was out of her saddle, a young satyr emerged from the stables to claim her unicorn. Half-man, half-beast, he wore a straw hat and tatty shirt, and he greeted Emma with a polite nod. She tried not to look at his furry legs as he approached, as she found them to be rather disagreeable. As he led the unicorn to the stables, there was a furious clop of hooves—from the unicorn and the satyr.

“I shall have to introduce you to Miss Smith,” Miss Bates said as they entered her house, arm-in-arm. 

“And... who is Miss Smith?” asked Emma.

“Harriet Smith. She is a young lady from Miss Goddard's School for Orphans. She's been visiting me and taking care of me while I've been ill. The girl is a bit daft, bless her soul, but I've really grown to love her.” Carolina Bates eyed the basket in Emma's hand. “What did you bring, my dear?”

“Fruit, mostly,” Emma revealed. “Some crackers and cheese as well.”

“That sounds delightful. We shall have to eat some of it together after we—” Miss Bates was interrupted by a coughing fit. Her illness affected her stability. She had to grab Emma's arm to stop herself from stumbling.

“Are you alright, Miss Bates?” Emma asked.

“Quite,” she answered between coughs—and a moment later, the spinster changed her mind. “No, actually, I'm very unwell.” 

“Sit down,” Emma advised. She set her basket on a table and led the ailing woman to the nearest chair. “I should probably heal you quickly so you no longer have to suffer.”

“You're very kind, but I do want you to meet Miss Smith!” Miss Bates suddenly raised her voice. “Harriet! Harriet, are you nearby? I would like you to meet Miss Woodhouse!” 

When Harriet Smith entered, Emma was immediately drawn to her, largely on account of her beauty. She was a short, plump girl, a few years younger than Emma, with tawny skin and large, chestnut-colored eyes. Even before the girl uttered a word, Emma detected an air of sweetness that made her determined to become an acquaintance of Harriet's, if not a friend. 

“Hello, Miss Woodhouse.” Harriet dipped into a curtsy as she greeted the other young lady. “It is lovely to meet you.”

“And even lovelier to meet you, to be sure,” Emma returned the compliment with a smile. “How long have you known Miss Bates?”

“Not too long. Six weeks, perhaps?” Harriet glanced at Miss Bates, who confirmed the estimation with a nod.

“And you've been taking care of her? That's very kind.”

“Yes, when I'm not busy with my schooling,” Harriet said. “Miss Goddard keeps us very busy.”

When Emma brought up the subject of Harriet's parentage, the girl confessed she had no knowledge of her origins. Her parents were not dead; rather, they had abandoned her long ago. 

“My own mother died when I was a child, and to be honest, I have never forgiven her!” Emma declared. “No young woman should have to be motherless. Her absence left an unfillable hole in my heart.”

“Imagine having two unfillable holes!” responded a pouting Harriet. “Having no mother or father has made my life difficult, but I have survived it so far... somehow...”

A cough from Miss Bates reminded Emma of the reason for her visit. She turned away from Harriet and knelt beside the older woman's chair. “I'm going to attempt to heal you now, Miss Bates. Is that alright?”

“Of course!” the lady cried. “The sooner the better.” 

Emma laid a hand on Miss Bates' shoulder, which was entirely for show. As Knightley cast his magic from her pocket, no human contact was needed. 

“You might feel a bit warm, but only for a moment,” Emma said—and it was true. According to others who had been healed by the fairy's magic, their insides were warmed by the spell.

“And this will really work?” Miss Bates raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Truly?”

“Absolutely. Without question!” Emma's certainty earned her a light nudge from the fairy in her pocket. Apparently, she had more confidence in his skills than he did. 

“You have quite a gift, Miss Woodhouse!” Miss Bates exclaimed. “It is a rare gift, I believe... highly uncommon in humans.”

“I am a very uncommon woman, Miss Bates!” She hoped she didn't sound too vain, as vanity was a common fault of hers.

A few seconds later, Miss Bates reported, “I'm starting to feel that warmth you spoke of! Ah, yes... it is quite a nice sensation. I would compare it to being swaddled in a blanket.”

In Emma's pocket, Knightley squinted and concentrated. He wanted to perform his magic well, to ensure the lady's cough would never return.

“The warmth is spreading now,” Miss Bates updated them. “Ah! I feel my toes tingling. It almost tickles a bit.”

When he finished casting his magic, Knightley dropped to his knees with a sigh. Emma could feel him falling, and she knew the spell was complete.

“There!” Emma announced, “All better!”

Miss Bates rose from her chair and paced in circles, testing her recovered lungs. A turn around the room often left her breathless, but she felt no worse after her stroll. 

“Only time will tell if I am truly healed, but... I do feel better!” Miss Bates told her. “I think you did it, Miss Woodhouse!”

“Good!” Emma caught the lady in an embrace as she passed. “Should any of your symptoms return, do not hesitate to contact me immediately!”

“I will most certainly do that.” Miss Bates' arms tightened around Emma's shoulders. “You're such a dear, sweet, selfless young lady. Your father is very lucky to have you!”

Emma smiled at the praise—and she believed all of it. “You are too kind.” When their embrace ended, Emma's attention returned to Harriet. “We shall have to see each other again, Miss Smith. I believe I would like to know you better.”

“I feel the same way,” Harriet said, sounding a bit coy. 

Emma took her leave and promised to return. As soon as she was out of the cottage, Knightley popped out of her pocket with a gasp.

“It is very stifling in there, you know!” the fairy grumbled. “Do you know how difficult it is to cast magic when you feel as if you might suffocate?”

“Oh, it's not that bad, I'm sure!” Before he could disagree, Emma quickly changed the subject. “Knightley... what did you think of Harriet?”

“I don't know. I never saw her.” 

“But you heard her, at least. Did you not think she had a pleasant disposition?”

“I suppose,” Knightley shrugged. “She seemed... normal enough.”

“She's an orphan, poor girl.” Emma sympathized with the young woman as she made her way to the stable, where she assumed the satyr would return her unicorn. “I believe I shall take her under my wing!”

“If you're taking her under your wing, she is a poor girl!” Knightley teased. “Heaven help her.” 

“It will be a good thing! Our friendship will likely be the best thing that's ever happened to her,” Emma brazenly declared. “Do you know why?”

Knightley mumbled an answer. “Because you're adorable and charming, I'm sure.”

“No. Because I'm going to help her find the love of her life!” Emma's lips were conquered by their widest smile of the day. “A girl as lovely as Harriet Smith deserves a perfect, incomparable gentleman!”
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Chapter Three




[image: ]




HARRIET SMITH'S INTIMACY at Hartfield was soon a settled thing. Emma lost no time in inviting, encouraging, and begging her to come very often. Harriet had a sweet, docile, grateful disposition, totally free from conceit. She was eager to be guided by Emma, who had secret designs for her young companion's future. 

To Emma's amazement, even her father seemed to appreciate Harriet's companionship. His attachment to new people was incredibly rare, but he spoke so easily with Harriet, he even called her a replacement for Miss Taylor. They struck up a rapport so easily, Emma was a bit jealous by the week's end. Despite her niggling envy, Emma was quite convinced that Harriet was exactly the young friend she wanted—and exactly the thing her home required.

Emma and Harriet took frequent walks in the gardens at Hartfield, where Harriet adorably commented on the plethora of flora. 

“I never knew flowers could come in so many varieties, I swear!” Harriet gasped. “And they are in so many colors as well. Until I came here, I had never seen a flower that was so very, very red!” 

The subject of flowers was of little interest to Emma, who kept opening her reticule to check on Mr. Knightley. He was riding in her little bag, as he often did, because Emma had convinced him it was necessary to have his company at all times. 

Tylo, Emma's terrier, hovered near Harriet's heels as they strolled the garden path. Even her dog preferred Miss Smith, or so it seemed.

Emma was beyond ready to find a match for her precious new friend, and she broached the topic bluntly.“How do you feel about Mr. Elton?” 

Harriet's long lashes fluttered at the name. “Who?”

Emma replied, “Philip Elton. He's a painter of magical portraits. Surely you've heard of him?” When Harriet shook her head, Emma exaggerated a gasp. “What? How can you not know him? He's the only painter in Middlesex who can bring paintings to life. He's practically famous.”

“Sorry,” Harriet quietly apologized for her incognizance. “At Miss Goddard's School, I suppose we are a bit... sheltered.”

“Well, you shall have to make his acquaintance, Harriet! Oh, perhaps we can even commission him to paint your portrait!” Emma smiled at the idea. She had plans to put Mr. Elton with Harriet, so she was a great fan of any idea that forced them to spend time together. 

“What is he like?” Harriet asked.

“He is a pretty man, exceptionally talented, and wildly clever,” Emma overpraised the painter. She wanted to oversell him. She wanted to make him sound like such an appealing prospect, Harriet would adore him before they met. “He is good-natured, cheerful, obliging and gentle. I'm sure you will like him. Nearly everyone does.”

“It sounds as if you adore him quite a lot,” Harriet observed. “Do you intend to marry him?”

“No. Of course not. I have no plans to marry.”

“So, you actually want to be a spinster?” 

Emma had no desire to discuss her own unmarried state, so she shifted the topic back to Mr. Elton. “Would you like to meet him? I think you should. At the very least, you should see his art. It's breathtaking!”

Harriet gave a soft answer. “I suppose.”

When the young ladies tired of the garden, they headed to Miss Bates' cottage, which was Harriet's recommendation. It was a long walk, but Emma had worn her favorite pair of slippers, so she didn't object. Fearing for Knightley's ability to breathe, she opened her reticule ever-so-slightly. 

When they were halfway to their destination, Harriet reluctantly confessed, “I... I believe I might have feelings for someone.”

Emma's jaw tightened at the news. If the girl had already invested her heart in someone else, her plans for Harriet's future would be doomed. 

“Who is he?” Emma asked.

“I do not know if I should say.” Harriet's fidgeting fingers and pursed lips suggested she was less than proud of her heart's desire.

“Tell me!” Emma demanded. “You cannot tell me something so tantalizing and then leave me in suspense! That would be cruel.”

“Very well, but... promise not to laugh!” Harriet grimaced as the truth was revealed. “I... have feelings for Niku, Miss Bates' stable satyr.”

Emma made no attempt to hide her disgust. “A stable satyr?” Her laughter, which she made no effort to suppress, was stifled in the palm of her hand. “Are you serious, or are you saying that in jest?”

“I am serious.” Harriet spoke with such certainty, Emma could no longer doubt her. 

“Well, I seriously, seriously, seriously think you should reconsider your feelings!” Emma exclaimed. “Would you really consider marrying a satyr? And one who worked in the stables, no less! Honestly, that might be the most preposterous idea I've ever heard!”

“I never said anything about marrying him... but I do like him.” Harriet's voice was softened by her shame. “Why is that such a terrible thing?” 

“There are too many reasons to name! Firstly, they rarely wear breeches, and they were only recently convinced to wear shirts! How can you not think that is indecent? Furthermore, they rarely bathe, their faces are dirty, and most of them are farmers and laborers.”

Harriet's joyful countenance was transformed by Emma's opinions. The change in her disposition was so great, her friend had clearly impacted her. “You... have a point, I suppose.”

“Finally, you must think of the children!” Emma continued. “Satyr-human children are very rare, and with good reason. Until they are born, you don't know if they'll have hooves or feet. And... can you honestly imagine having children with a horse's ears?” Emma found Harriet's affection for the satyr to be so disagreeable, she was prepared to talk her out of her feelings by any means necessary. “Truthfully, Harriet, you are too good of a girl to even consider such a match! You would be throwing yourself away.”

“I... suppose,” Harriet agreed again, in a voice that was barely audible.

“I know it was not what you wanted to hear, but there are times in life when brutal honesty is necessary,” Emma went on. “If I was making a terrible decision, I would want you to tell me, because that is what a good friend does.”

“I'm sure you are right,” replied a crestfallen Miss Smith.

“Disentangle yourself from any attachment to this man. I insist on it!” Emma, who was very tall, wrapped an arm around her shorter friend's shoulders as they walked along a tree-lined path. “I will find someone much better for you.”

“Someone like Mr. Elton?”

“Indeed. Someone like Mr. Elton.” 

When they reached Miss Bates' cottage, Harriet's favorite satyr was outside, hauling a bucket of water to the stables. Emma suppressed a groan when she saw him, and a second groan when the beast-man decided to approach.

“Hello, Miss Smith,” Niku greeted them. 

When she spoke, Harriet could no longer meet his gaze. Emma's opinion had unsettled her to such a degree, she could barely stomach the sight of him. “Hello, Niku.”

Miss Bates' stable satyr was somewhat handsome, though Emma would never admit it—to Harriet, or to herself. His brown hair was thick, shaggy, and he had no beard, which was rare for a satyr. His eyes were dark and full of warmth, and there were dimples on his cheeks when he smiled down at Harriet. He wore a blue, half-buttoned shirt, and the scarf around his neck was covered in visible dirt. Emma thought he smelled like a barn, and her mind rejected any favorable opinion of him.

“You look very pretty today, Miss Smith.” Turning his attention to Emma, he added, “So does your friend. You make a very pretty pair.”

Harriet accepted his compliment with a gruff sigh. “Thank you, Niku.” When she tried to sidestep him, he sidled with her, halting her retreat.

“On my way to work, I saw the loveliest patch of daisies,” the satyr said. “Perhaps... next time I come... I'll bring them to you?”

Emma interjected, “I shall never understand why the murder of flowers is considered a romantic gesture.”

Niku, taken aback by the other woman's opinion, had no reply. He kept his eyes on Harriet and waited for a response, but her mouth never opened.

“We really need to see Miss Bates now!” Emma seized Harriet's arm and pushed her in the direction of the cottage. “Farewell, uh... Niku.”

As soon as the girls were alone, Harriet whispered a question into Emma's ear. “Do you not think he is handsome?”

“Not particularly, no. And to be quite honest, I could not get over the smell of him!” Emma exclaimed. “He smelled like a dog that had been in the rain a bit too long. I suppose it's his fur that omits the odor.” With a roll of her eyes, she added, “I cannot believe you could allow yourself to have feelings for a man with fur!” 

Harriet's interest in Niku had her feeling so sheepish, she was quiet throughout their visit with Miss Bates. She rarely uttered a word, and she sipped her tea with a trembling hand. Emma caught her glancing at the window, watching Niku, who was tending to Miss Bates' overgrown shrubs. Emma immediately remarked on the design of the teapot, reclaiming Harriet's attention from the satyr. 

When they finished their tea and said their farewells to Miss Bates, Harriet and Emma parted. Emma returned to Highbury, while Harriet returned to her school. She quickly freed Mr. Knightley from her reticule; however, had she anticipated his scathing opinions, she might have kept him detained a bit longer.

“How dare you!” Knightley lectured as he soared from the purse's confines. “How dare you do such a thing?”

“I...” Emma feigned ignorance. “I don't understand what you mean!” 

Knightley knew she was too clever to be clueless, and he was too clever to fall for her act. “You know what I mean!” the fairy roared—as much as a fairy could roar. “Your prejudice astounds me! Why do you have such a low opinion of poor Niku?”

“I have no bias against Niku specifically. Rather, I do not think a satyr is a decent match for any young lady of quality!” Emma cried. “Everything I said about his species is entirely, utterly, unabashedly true. You know I am correct! My opinion cannot be refuted, so why argue?”

“But you are not correct!” Knightley hovered in front Emma, facing her direction, flying backward as she walked forward. “Your opinions on satyrs are based on stereotypes and conjecture. You cannot assume all satyrs are the same. How would you feel if someone assumed all humans were vain and self-serving, based on the actions of a few?”
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