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To Briana, Dilyn, Ashley, and McKaylyn, for inspiring me to write the kind of story I loved when I was their age.











Historial Note


Once upon a time King George the Third ruled in England. Sadly he suffered from a disease that caused mental illness. Since he was unable to properly rule the country, the English Parliament named his eldest son Prince Regent. A Regent is someone who has all the authority of the king, but is not yet the king. George, Prince of Wales, ruled as Regent from 1811 until his father died in 1820. The Prince Regent then became King George the Fourth.


The years between 1811 and 1820 were a unique time in English history and are called “The Regency.” Life then was very different than it is now. There were strict rules to live by and women did not have the freedoms that they enjoy today. The English Regency period was short, but it encompassed many important events, and was peopled with some of the greatest writers, poets, artists, and military men who ever lived.












Chapter One


Sylvania Kendrick’s parents died the day she turned eleven years old. She didn’t mind terribly being made an orphan, especially since Philip and Sylvia Kendrick had never been more than beautiful, benevolent strangers who visited her world from time to time. In later years she found that what she most remembered about her eleventh birthday was the beautiful red velvet spencer she received as a gift. A gift she was never to enjoy wearing, because the entire family was immediately plunged into deepest mourning. For an entire year Sylvania’s wardrobe consisted of nothing but black. When at last the time came to put off the blacks, her pretty red coat was found to be too small. It was terribly unfair.


No, she didn’t mind too much being made an orphan. Being orphaned had very little impact on her daily life. She went on living in the grand terrace house in Grosvenor Square, which was the only home she had ever known. She lived there with her nanny, Miss Popwell, who was known as Poppy. She was fond of Poppy, who called her Sally. Poppy read to her and encouraged her in watercolor, pianoforte, and needlework lessons, and every Saturday they would walk together to Hyde Park.


With her father’s death, her guardianship passed to his cousin, the fourth Earl of Canfield. Being a confirmed bachelor, he was not really interested in his cousin’s child, but he did take his responsibilities seriously, so he saw to it that the household lacked for nothing. The servants continued about their duties as if the master and mistress might come home at any moment.


Then, about eight months after the Tragedy, (for so it was called by Poppy), the unthinkable happened. The Earl fell in love, at the age of forty no less. Society was stunned, but Miss Thorne was the Toast of the Season, and was a perfectly suitable wife for a man of his position. He was besotted with her and could deny her nothing.


Unfortunately for Sally and Poppy, what the future Countess of Canfield wanted was the beautiful townhouse in fashionable Grosvenor Square. The Earl was living in bachelor quarters that would never do for his new bride, but Sally did not know this yet.


Miss Thorne, Sally decided, was not as beautiful on the inside as she appeared to be on the outside. She came to this conclusion the day the Earl came to Grosvenor Square to conduct his bride-to-be on a tour of the house.


Sally and Poppy were supposed to have been out. It was Saturday and normally they would have been happily wandering through the park, but on that Saturday it rained. Poppy was suffering from a case of the sniffles so they could not risk her getting wet or chilled.


There was great commotion in the entry hall when the Earl and Miss Thorne arrived, accompanied by her mother and his sister. Sally left Poppy lying on the window seat in the nursery and crept out to the landing to peer through the railings down into the hall below.


Miss Thorne was exactly as she had been described in the papers—fair of hair, with a creamy complexion, cornflower blue eyes and pouting red lips. She was firmly attached to the Earl’s arm as they stood looking about.


“My lord, “she addressed him in a honey-sweet voice, “it is simply charming, and I will make it a showplace of which you can be proud. It’s dreadfully dated, but it can be brought up to style in a trice.”


Sally was hurt. How dare this woman criticize her home! Her own mama had redecorated the entire house in the latest style not six months before her death. It was certainly not “dreadfully dated.”


The visitors moved out of the entry hall into the ground floor rooms and Sally returned to the nursery, where Poppy was gently snoring. The poor woman really looked ill, Sally thought as she curled up on the settee with a book. A long time passed before her concentration was broken by footsteps and voices in the hall outside the nursery door. Suddenly it was opened and the entire party of visitors came right in.


Poppy woke with a startled snort and was horrified that she had been caught sleeping. Sally felt very sorry for her.


“My dear Miss Thorne,” the Earl said, “may I present Sylvania Kendrick, my ward.”


“What a lovely child,” Miss Thorne gushed, giving Sally an entirely uncalled-for hug. She was a private, self-contained child and had never cared for attention from strangers. She liked the Earl, so she smiled her best smile and curtsied for the ladies. She needn’t have bothered, for Miss Thorne had already forgotten her existence and was examining the nursery with a cold, calculating eye.


“It certainly is a good size,” she pronounced at last. Linking her arm through the Earl’s once again, she smiled up at him. “I can’t wait to do it over for our children.”


It was at that precise moment that Sally realized that her world was about to change—drastically, and not for the better, either.


She could see, after the visitors departed the schoolroom, that Poppy was distressed, so she insisted that the poor woman go and lie down properly. Once this was accomplished, Sally crept out of the schoolroom and down the back stairs to the servant’s hall that ran behind the drawing room. She had been taught from an early age that it was not polite to listen to other people’s conversations, but she felt there were times when it was justified. This was one of those times.


The visitors were having tea. The Earl’s sister was evidently pouring the tea, while Miss Thorne and her mother chatted excitedly about the upcoming wedding and Miss Thorne’s ideas for redecorating the house. Sally did not hear any men’s voices, and did not know where the Earl had gone.


“I must say I am looking forward to giving the house a complete make-over,” Miss Thorne said. “It will look absolutely dashing in the new Chinese style that the Prince Regent has been bringing into fashion.” She paused and then said, “But the child will simply have to go. I will not have her living here once the Earl and I are wed. He will just have to find someplace else for her.”


Sally’s world crashed to pieces. She stood there in shock. Losing her home was worse than losing her parents. The only thing worse would be to lose Poppy. The ladies were talking again, and she couldn’t afford to miss any of what they were saying. She forced herself to listen even though she could feel tears running down her face. She couldn’t stop them.


“She’ll never amount to anything, that’s certain. It’s well for her that Philip Kendrick left her a fortune, for the poor child looks just like him, and Lord knows he was not a handsome man,” Miss Thorne said.


It took only a moment for Sally to realize that Miss Thorne had just called her ugly. Right then she decided that Miss Thorne might be beautiful, but only on the outside.


“Where do you think Peter will send her?” This was said by the Earl’s sister, Sarah, who was married to a Marquess, and therefore known as Lady Summerwood.


Just then a door opened and the Earl walked in. The ladies greeted him and it was some time before the conversation resumed. “Peter,” his sister asked, “where will you send the child? She can’t stay here and you won’t want her at Canfield Abbey. You and Miss Thorne will be spending your summers there.”


“True. I’ve thought it out very carefully and have decided that she will have to go to Haven House.”


“Peter!” Lady Summerwood was outraged. “You cannot send a child there! Why, you know very well that woman lives there.”


Sally was bewildered. What woman? Where is Haven House?


The Earl said firmly. “Nevertheless, that is where Sylvania will go. I realize “that” woman isn’t a proper guardian for a child, but she is our sister. It is perfectly acceptable to send Philip Kendrick’s daughter there. Besides, the child has an excellent governess who will see to it that the child has very little contact with her. I shall instruct the governess to keep the child strictly away from her, and I will write to Haven House and forbid her from befriending the child.”


Lady Summerwood strongly disagreed. “Papa sent her to Haven House so that none of us would ever have to see her again. Wretched creature.”


Miss Thorne spoke up. “Then it would appear to be a perfect solution, since none of us wish to be seeing little Miss Kendrick, either.” And then she laughed.


Hurt beyond bearing, Sally fled to the schoolroom where she huddled on the settee crying. No one wanted her. Her home was no longer her own, and she was going to some place called Haven House to live with a woman nobody liked.


Her world would never, ever be the same.









Chapter Two


A month later, Sally and Poppy were on the road to Haven House. The Earl had explained to her that Haven House was a little estate in Kent. “It has vast grounds and lots of room to play,” he promised her. His sister, Lady Virginia, lived there, but Sally must be very careful not to disturb her. “Miss Popwell will look after you, so be a good girl and mind your manners.” Then he put Sally and Poppy into a big coach. As they drove away from Grosvenor Square, Sally wondered if she would ever see her home again. It didn’t matter, she told herself. It wasn’t her home anymore.


She tried to be as cheerful as possible. Haven House would be a good home, she told herself as the coach rattled over rough cobblestone roads and even rougher dirt roads. She clutched Poppy’s hand in hers, clinging to the only familiar comfort left to her.


“There, there, dear.” Poppy lifted her into her lap as if she was a child of three and not eleven years old. “You’ve only ever known the city, but I was raised in the country and I guarantee you will like it better than dirty old London.”


Indeed, as the coach left the city behind Sally was fascinated by the world that opened up before her eyes. Gone were the narrow streets crowded with houses. In their place were wide, rolling fields lined with hedgerows. She saw cows and horses and pretty little farms. Everything seemed new and bright and shiny under the April sky. She told herself again that Haven House could not be a bad place. As the miles passed and they drove deeper into the country, she found it easier to believe.


They arrived at Haven House after dark. Sally was disappointed, for she was longing to get a good look at her new home. It would have to wait until tomorrow, she thought sadly as they walked up the broad steps to the massive front door. The butler stood there, looking very grim and forbidding.


When he spoke, his voice was deep and warm and Sally realized that it was just the wrinkles and lines in his face that made him seem stern. She made up her mind to like him.


“This way, Miss.” He gestured toward a thin woman dressed in black who stood at the bottom of the staircase that dominated the immense entry hall. “Mrs. Malone will show you to your suite. Once you have settled in for the evening, dinner will be sent to your room. The rest of the household has retired for the night.”


Poppy placed a comforting hand on Sally’s shoulder. “Thank you. My charge is weary. We appreciate your thoughtfulness.”


“It is the mistress’s orders. My name is Griffith,” the butler informed her gravely.


“And I am Miss Popwell.”


“Very good, Miss.” He waved them towards the waiting Mrs. Malone.


A short while later the housekeeper showed them into a large schoolroom on the third floor. Sally wished she wasn’t so tired, because it was tempting to explore, but all she really wanted was to eat dinner and go to sleep.


The schoolroom seemed very dark to her and alarming shadows were cast by the single candle burning on the table in the center of the room. It was cold, too.


“We have lit the fires in your bedchambers,” said Mrs. Malone, and then she explained that Sally’s room was at one end of the schoolroom and Poppy”s at the other. Sally left the two women chatting about arrangements and went to look at her room. She pushed the tall door open and smiled at what she saw.


It was much larger than her old room. It wasn’t frilly or fussy, but elegantly decorated in a silvery green and cream. A fire warmed it cheerfully and it warmed her, too. She forgot the chill of the schoolroom as she explored the bedroom with wide eyes.


A huge bed dominated the room. The kind of bed with posts at each corner and draperies hanging from a lofty canopy. The draperies were rich brocade tied with silken cords. Huge pillows were piled at the head of it and it looked so soft that Sally wanted to dive right in.


She could not believe that the Earl had arranged all of this for her. He and Miss Thorne had been in such a hurry to get rid of her that it was unlikely that they had gone to any effort to make her life at Haven House enjoyable. But someone had gone to a great deal of work to give her the kind of room she had always wanted.


She felt a little disloyal, for this room was much nicer than her old one in Grosvenor Square. Her own mother had done that one. Her mother had never understood that Sally simply did not like pink ruffles and bows on every wall and every piece of furniture. She preferred this room much more.


Later, after she had eaten a delicious dinner, been tucked in by Poppy and left in the darkened room, she lay awake, wondering what her life in this place would be like. So far it had promise. Tomorrow she would have to investigate.


The next morning she woke early and was thrilled to see that the sun was shining and she could hear birds singing. She jumped out of the big bed and ran to the window, which was tall and had tiny panes of wavy glass. The world outside was a little distorted, but she could see blue sky, tall trees and what seemed like miles of green lawn and gardens.


She whirled around and surveyed her bedroom with delight. In daylight the colors seemed brighter and richer and all the wood furnishings glowed with fresh polish. There was a scent of citrus fruit in the air. “I think I am going to love it here,” she said out loud. It needed saying, she felt. Then she laughed, because she did not think that it had been Miss Thorne’s plan to send her to some place that was beautiful.


Poppy, too, was busy exploring their new world. The schoolroom was not so forbidding in the daylight. In fact, it was large and spacious. There was a little pianoforte in one corner accompanied by a harp and a deep shelf filled with printed music. Another corner contained a dollhouse almost as tall as Sally. One look revealed it to be filled with furniture and a whole family of little people. Sally liked to pretend that she had outgrown childish things, but she knew that she would spend many a happy hour with that house and the things inside.


Poppy was exploring the tall bookshelves that stood on each side of the entrance and was exclaiming with joy over the treasures they contained. “It is a miracle, Sally. It’s as if someone read my mind and made a list of every book I ever read and loved. It is truly a miracle.”


A maid dressed in a cheerful muslin dress brought breakfast to them. There were eggs, sausage, toast and fresh brewed tea with milk. Sally ate as fast as she could, for she could hardly wait to get outside and look around.


“Poppy?” Her governess looked up and smiled. “Are we going to have lessons today?”


Poppy laughed. Her round face and bright blue eyes lit up behind the spectacles she wore. “I think not. Mind you, I don’t want you to get lazy, but I think that lessons on your first day in your new home would be a trifle excessive.”


Sally loved the way Poppy used words. Words were a marvelous gift, Poppy often said, and one must always use them with care. So when Poppy spoke to her, Sally listened, and she always learned something new.


“Then may I go outside?” Sally held her breath, hoping Poppy would say yes.


“Yes, you may, but you’ll have to wear your coat and be careful not to go too far. Keep the house in sight. That way you will be able to find your way back.”


Poppy went with her as far as the door to the garden. “You mustn’t get in anyone’s way, Sally. Leave the gardeners alone and don’t speak to strangers.”


Sally doubted that the country was like the city. There weren’t likely to be any strangers other than servants here, but she nodded to Poppy all the same and then stepped through the door to see what awaited her outside.


The house, she saw in the daylight, was certainly large, but not as large as it had seemed the night before. She had grown up in London, where the houses flowed into one another in long, unbroken terraces. Haven House, by comparison, seemed to be cut short—unfinished.


It was lovely, though. It was built of a soft yellow stone that glowed in the sunlight. Looking down from above, it would be I-shaped, with the top pointing north, and the bottom pointing south. Her room was in the southeast corner, she determined. The grand front door faced the east, with wide, shallow steps leading down to a graveled court. The stables were a separate building to the south of the house, across the side lawn from her bedroom.


The back of the house faced west and its view was spectacular. There was an enormous lawn edged by a low stone wall and carefully spaced trees trimmed like little upside down cones. At the far side of the lawn from the terrace was a maze of hedgerows. She almost headed for that first, but quickly decided to complete her walk around the house. She was glad she did, because the north side of the house was by far the best. A broad avenue paved in stone led directly north from the house. It went on for what seemed like eternity and then gave into fields. On both sides of the avenue were carefully designed gardens. Geometric patterns were laid out in short hedges. Graveled paths crisscrossed this way and that, and in among the hedges were flowers—masses and masses of beautiful flowers.


Sally was drawn to them like a cat to a cream-pot. She wandered up and down the paths in wonder. It was only April, but there were so many plants in flower and she could see that soon there would be roses. She wondered what color they would be.


She was caught up in imagining what the roses would look like and she did not see the woman until she nearly stumbled into her.


“Oh!” she exclaimed, ashamed that she had gotten in the way after Poppy’s warning. Then she frowned and thought, A woman gardener?


The woman reached out and steadied her. “I’m sorry I frightened you,” she said in a soft, cultured voice. Sally saw immediately that she was a lady. Her gown was finely made, although clearly it had spent many hours in the garden, for it was worn and stained, but the lady inside it...


She was beautiful. Her copper-colored hair was drawn up under a wide-brimmed straw hat, but long curls had escaped and trailed down a long white neck. Wide green eyes twinkled at Sally from under the hat’s brim and, to Sally’s delight, the beautiful lady had just a faint dusting of freckles across her lovely aristocratic nose.
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