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 Prologue

London, 1843

 



Two young women stood at the threshold of the perfumery, one tugging impatiently at the arm of the other. ‘Do we have  to go in there?’ the smaller one was saying in a flat American accent, resisting as the other pulled her forcibly into the quietly lit shop. ‘I’m always bored to tears in these places, Lillian - you stand there and smell things for hours—’

‘Then wait in the carriage with the maid.’

‘That’s even more boring! Besides, I’m not supposed to let you go anywhere alone. You’d get into trouble without me.’

The taller girl laughed with unladylike gusto as they entered the shop. ‘You don’t want to keep me from getting into trouble, Daisy. You just don’t want to be left out if I do.’

‘Unfortunately there’s no adventure to be found in a perfume shop,’ came the surly reply.

A gentle chuckle greeted the statement, and the two girls turned to face the bespectacled old man who stood behind the scarred oak counter that stretched along the side of the shop. ‘Are you entirely certain of that, miss?’ he asked, smiling as  they approached him. ‘There are some who believe that perfume is magic. The fragrance of a thing is its purest essence. And certain scents can awaken phantoms of past love, of sweetest reminiscence.’

‘Phantoms?’ Daisy repeated, intrigued, and the other girl replied impatiently.

‘He doesn’t mean it literally, dear. Perfume can’t summon a ghost. And it’s not really magic. It’s only a mixture of scent particles that travel to the olfactory receptors in your nose.’

The old man, Mr Phineas Nettle, stared at the girls with growing interest. Neither of them was conventionally beautiful, although they were both striking, with pale skin and heavy dark hair, and a certain clean-featured appeal that seemed indigenous to American girls. ‘Please,’ he invited, gesturing to a nearby wall of shelves, ‘you are welcome to view my wares, Miss . . .’

‘Bowman,’ the older girl said pleasantly. ‘Lillian and Daisy Bowman.’ She glanced at the expensively dressed blond woman whom he had been attending, seeming to understand that he was not yet at liberty to assist them.

While the indecisive customer hovered over an array of perfumes that Nettle had brought out for her, the American girls browsed among the shelves of perfumes, colognes, pomades, waxes, creams, soaps, and other items intended for beauty care. There were bath oils in stoppered crystal bottles, and tines of herbal unguents, and tiny boxes of violet pastilles to freshen the breath. Lower shelves held treasure troves of scented candles and inks, sachets filled with clove-saturated smelling salts, potpourri bowls, and jars of pastes and balms. Nettle noticed, however, that while the younger girl, Daisy,  viewed the assortment with only mild interest, the older one, Lillian, had stopped before a row of oils and extracts that contained pure scent. Rose, frangipani, jasmine, bergamot, and so forth. Lifting the amber glass bottles, she opened them carefully and inhaled with visible appreciation.

Eventually the blond woman made her choice, purchased a small flacon of perfume, and left the shop, a small bell ringing cheerfully as the door closed.

Lillian, who had turned to glance at the departing woman, murmured thoughtfully, ‘I wonder why it is that so many light-haired women smell of amber . . .’

‘You mean amber perfume?’ Daisy asked.

‘No - their skin itself. Amber, and sometimes honey . . .’

‘What on earth do you mean?’ the younger girl asked with a bemused laugh. ‘People don’t smell like anything, except when they need to wash.’

The pair regarded each other with what appeared to be mutual surprise. ‘Yes, they do,’ Lillian said. ‘Everyone has a smell . . . don’t say you’ve never noticed? The way some people’s skin is like bitter almond, or violet, while others . . .’

‘Others have a scent like plum, or palm sap, or fresh hay,’ Nettle commented.

Lillian glanced at him with a satisfied smile. ‘Yes, exactly!’

Nettle removed his spectacles and polished them with care, while his mind swarmed with questions. Could it be? Was it possible that this girl could actually detect a person’s intrinsic scent? He himself could - but it was a rare gift, and not one that he had ever known a woman to have.

Withdrawing a slip of folded paper from a beaded bag that hung from her wrist, Lillian Bowman approached him. ‘I have a formula for a perfume,’ she said, handing him the paper,  ‘though I’m not quite certain of the proper proportions for the ingredients. Might you be able to blend it for me?’

Nettle opened the paper and read the list, his graying brows lifting slightly. ‘An unconventional combination. But very interesting. It could work nicely, I think.’ He glanced at her with keen interest. ‘May I ask how you obtained this formula, Miss Bowman?’

‘It came from my head.’ An artless smile softened her features. ‘I tried to think of what scents might be most effective with my own alchemy. Though as I said, the proportions are difficult for me to figure out.’

Lowering his gaze to conceal his skepticism, Nettle read the formula once more. Often a customer would come to him requesting that he mix a perfume that contained a predominant scent like roses or lavender, but no one had ever given him a list like this. More interesting still was the fact that the selection of scents was unusual and yet harmonious. Perhaps it was an accident that she had managed to choose this particular combination.

‘Miss Bowman,’ he said, curious as to how far her abilities extended, ‘would you allow me to show you some of my perfumes?’

‘Yes, of course,’ came Lillian’s cheerful reply. She drew close to the counter as Nettle brought forth a small crystal bottle filled with pale, glittering fluid. ‘What are you doing?’ she asked, while he shook out a few drops of the perfume onto a clean linen handkerchief.

‘One should never inhale perfume directly from the bottle,’ Nettle explained, giving her the handkerchief. ‘You must first aerate it, to float off the alcohol . . . and then one is left with the true fragrance. Miss Bowman, what scents are you able to detect in this perfume?’

It required great effort for even the most experienced perfumers to separate the components of a blended perfume . . . minutes or even hours of repeated inhalations to discern one ingredient at a time.

Lillian lowered her head to breathe in the fragrance from the handkerchief. Without hesitation, she astonished Nettle by identifying the composition with the nimble finesse of a pianist running through practice scales. ‘Orange blossom . . . neroli . . . ambergris, and . . . moss?’ She paused, her lashes lifting to reveal velvety-brown eyes that held a glint of puzzlement. ‘Moss in perfume?’

Nettle stared at her in open astonishment. The average person was severely limited in his ability to recognize the components of a complex smell. Perhaps he could identify a primary ingredient, an obvious aroma like rose, or lemon, or mint, but the layers and refinements of a particular scent were far beyond most humans’ ability to detect.

Recovering his wits, Nettle smiled faintly at her question. He often graced his perfumes with peculiar notes that gave the fragrance depth and texture, but no one had ever guessed at one of them before. ‘The senses delight in complexity, in hidden surprises . . . here, try another.’ He produced a fresh handkerchief and moistened it with another perfume.

Lillian performed the task with the same miraculous ease. ‘Bergamot . . . tuberose . . . frankincense . . .’ She hesitated, inhaling again, letting the rich spice fill her lungs. A wondering smile touched her lips. ‘And a hint of coffee.’

‘Coffee?’ her sister, Daisy, exclaimed, and bent her head over the flask. ‘There’s no coffee smell in there.’

Lillian threw Nettle a questioning glance, and he smiled,  confirming her guess. ‘Yes, it is coffee.’ He shook his head in admiring surprise. ‘You have a gift, Miss Bowman.’

Shrugging, Lillian replied wryly, ‘A gift that’s of little use while searching for a husband, I’m afraid. It’s just my luck to have such a useless talent. I would do better to have a fine voice, or great beauty. As my mother says, it’s impolite for a lady to like to smell things.’

‘Not in my shop,’ Nettle replied.

They proceeded to discuss aromas as other people might have discussed art they had seen in a museum: the sweet, murky, living odors of a forest after a few days of rain; the malty-sweet breeze of the sea; the musty richness of a truffle; the fresh acrid snap of a snow-filled sky. Quickly losing interest, Daisy wandered to the cosmetic shelves, opened a jar of powder that made her sneeze, and selected a tin of pastilles that she proceeded to crunch noisily.

As the conversation continued, Nettle learned that the girls’ father owned a New York business enterprise that manufactured, scents and soaps. From occasional visits to the company’s laboratory and factories, Lillian had gained a rudimentary knowledge of fragrance and blending. She had even helped to develop a scent for one of Bowman’s soaps. Her training had been nonexistent, but it was obvious to Nettle that she was a prodigy. However, such talent would go forever undeveloped because of her gender.

‘Miss Bowman,’ he said, ‘I have an essence that I would like to show you. If you will be so kind as to wait here while I locate it at the back of my shop . . . ?’

Her curiosity piqued, Lillian nodded and leaned her elbows on the counter, while Nettle disappeared behind a curtained doorway that led from the shopfront to the storeroom in back.  The room was filled with files of formulas, cupboards of distillations and extracts and tinctures, and shelves of utensils and funnels and mixing bottles and measuring glasses—everything necessary for his craft. On the highest shelf reposed a few linen-wrapped volumes of ancient Gallic and Greek texts on the art of perfumery. A good perfumer was part alchemist, part artist, and part wizard.

Ascending a wooden stepladder, Nettle procured a small pine box from the top shelf and brought it down. Returning to the front of the shop, he set the box on the counter. Both the Bowman sisters watched closely as he flipped open the tiny brass hinge to reveal a small bottle sealed with thread and wax. The half ounce of near-colorless fluid was the most costly essence that Nettle had ever procured.

Unsealing the bottle, he applied a precious drop to a handkerchief and gave it to Lillian. The first inhalation was light and mild, almost innocuous. But as it traveled up the nose, it became a surprisingly voluptuous fragrance, and long after the initial rush had faded, a certain sweet influence lingered.

Lillian regarded him over the edge of the handkerchief with patent wonder. ‘What is it?’

‘A rare orchid that gives off its scent only at night,’ Nettle replied. ‘The petals are pure white, far more delicate even than jasmine. One cannot obtain the essence by heating the blossoms - they are too fragile.’

‘Cold enfleurage, then?’ Lillian murmured, referring to the process of soaking the precious petals in sheets of fat until it was saturated with their fragrance, then using an alcohol-based solvent to draw out the pure essence.

‘Yes.’

She took another breath of the exquisite essence. ‘What is the orchid’s name?’

‘Lady of the Night.’

That elicited a delighted chuckle from Daisy. ‘That sounds like the title of one of the novels my mother has forbidden me to read.’

‘I would suggest using the orchid’s scent in place of the lavender in your formula,’ Nettle said. ‘More costly, perhaps, but in my opinion it would be the perfect base note, especially if you want amber as a fixative.’

‘How much more expensive?’ Lillian asked, and when he named the price, her eyes widened. ‘Good Lord, that’s more than its weight in gold.’

Nettle made a show of holding the little bottle up to the light, where the liquid glittered and shimmered like a diamond. ‘Magic is not inexpensive, I’m afraid.’

Lillian laughed, even as her gaze followed the bottle with hypnotic fascination. ‘Magic,’ she scoffed.

‘This perfume will make magic happen,’ he insisted, smiling at her. ‘In fact, I will add a secret ingredient to enhance its effects.’

Charmed but clearly disbelieving, Lillian made plans with Nettle to return later in the day to collect the perfume. She paid for Daisy’s tin of pastilles as well as the promised fragrance, and walked outside with her younger sister. One glance at Daisy’s face revealed that her younger sister’s imagination, always easily stirred, was running rampant with thoughts of magic formulas and secret ingredients.

‘Lillian . . . you are going to let me try some of that magic perfume, aren’t you?’

‘Don’t I always share?’

‘No.’

Lillian grinned. Despite the sisters’ pretend rivalry and occasional squabbles, they were each other’s staunchest ally and closest friend. Few people in Lillian’s life had ever loved her except for Daisy, who adored the ugliest stray dogs, the most annoying children, and things that needed to be repaired or thrown out altogether.

And yet for all their closeness, they were quite different. Daisy was an idealist, a dreamer, a mercurial creature who alternated between childlike whimsy and shrewd intelligence. Lillian knew herself to be a sharp-tongued girl with a fortress of defenses between herself and the rest of the world-a girl with well-maintained cynicism and a biting sense of humor. She was intensely loyal to the small circle of people in her sphere, especially the wallflowers, the self-named group of girls who had met while sitting at the side of every ball and soiree last season. Lillian, Daisy, and their friends Annabelle Peyton and Evangeline Jenner had all sworn to help one another find husbands. Their efforts had resulted in Annabelle’s successful match with Mr Simon Hunt just two months ago. Now Lillian was next in line. As of yet, they had no clear idea about whom they were going to catch, or a solid plan for how they were going to get him.

‘Of course I’ll let you try the perfume,’ Lillian said. ‘Though heaven knows what you expect from it.’

‘It’s going to make a handsome duke fall madly in love with me, naturally,’ Daisy replied.

‘Have you noticed how few men in the peerage are young and nice-looking?’ Lillian asked wryly. ‘Most of them are dullwitted, ancient, or possess the kind of face that should have a hook in its mouth.’

Daisy snickered and slid an arm around her waist. ‘The right gentlemen are out there,’ she said. ‘And we’re going to find them.’

‘Why are you so certain?’ Lillian asked wryly.

Daisy gave her an impish smile. ‘Because we’ve got magic on our side.’




Chapter 1

Stony Cross Park, Hampshire

‘The Bowmans have arrived,’ Lady Olivia Shaw announced from the doorway of the study, where her older brother sat at his desk amid stacks of account books. The late afternoon sun streamed through the long, rectangular stained-glass windows, which were the only ornamentation in the austere, rosewoodpaneled room.

Marcus, Lord Westcliff, glanced up from his work with a scowl that drew his dark brows together over his coffee-black eyes. ‘Let the mayhem begin,’ he muttered.

Livia laughed. ‘I assume you’re referring to the daughters? They’re not as bad as all that, are they?’

‘Worse,’ Marcus said succinctly, his scowl deepening as he saw that the temporarily forgotten pen in his fingers had left a large blot of ink on the otherwise immaculate row of figures. ‘Two more ill-mannered young women I have yet to meet. The older one, particularly.’

‘Well, they are Americans,’ Livia pointed out. ‘It’s only fair that one should give them a certain latitude, isn’t it? One can  hardly expect them to know every elaborate detail of our endless list of social rules—’

‘I can allow them latitude on details,’ Marcus interrupted curtly. ‘As you know, I am not the kind to fault the angle of Miss Bowman’s pinkie finger as she holds her teacup. What I do take exception to are certain behaviors that would be found objectionable in every corner of the civilized world.’


Behaviors? thought Livia. Now, this was getting interesting. Livia advanced farther into the study, a room that she usually disliked, because it reminded her so strongly of their deceased father.

Any recollection of the eighth Earl of Westcliff was not a happy one. Their father had been an unloving and cruel man, who had seemed to suck all the oxygen from the room when he entered it. Everything and everyone in his life had disappointed the earl. Of his three offspring, only Marcus had come close to meeting his exacting standards, for no matter what punishments the earl had meted out, no matter how impossible his requirements or unfair his judgments, Marcus had never complained.

Livia and her sister, Aline, had been in awe of their older brother, whose constant striving for excellence led him to get the highest marks in school, to break all records in his chosen sports, and to judge himself far more harshly than anyone else ever could. Marcus was a man who could break a horse, dance a quadrille, give a lecture on mathematical theory, bandage a wound, and fix a carriage wheel. None of his vast array of accomplishments, however, had ever earned a word of praise from their father.

In retrospect, Livia realized that it must have been the old earl’s intent to drive every lingering touch of softness or  compassion out of his only son. And it had seemed for a while that he had succeeded. However, upon the old earl’s death five years ago, Marcus had proved himself to be a very different man from the one he had been reared to be. Livia and Aline had discovered that their older brother was never too busy to listen to them, and that no matter how insignificant their problems seemed, he was always ready to help. He was sympathetic, affectionate, and understanding - miraculous, really, when once realized that for most of his life, none of those qualities had ever been shown to him.

That being said, Marcus was also a bit domineering. Well . . .  very domineering. When it came to those he loved, Marcus showed no compunction about manipulating them into doing what he thought was best. This was not one of his more charming attributes. And if Livia were to dwell on his faults, she would also have to admit that Marcus had an annoying belief in his own infallibility.

Smiling fondly at her charismatic brother, Livia wondered how it was that she could adore him so when he bore the physical stamp of their father so strongly. Marcus had the same harsh-hewn features, broad forehead, and wide, thin-lipped mouth. He had the same thick, raven-black hair; the same bold, broad nose; and the same stubbornly jutting chin. The combination was striking rather than handsome . . . but it was a face that attracted female gazes easily. Unlike their father’s, Marcus’s alert dark eyes were often filled with glinting laughter, and he possessed a rare smile that flashed startling white in his swarthy face.

Leaning back in his chair at Livia’s approach, Marcus laced his fingers together and rested them on the hard surface of his stomach. In deference to the unseasonable warmth of the early  September afternoon, Marcus had removed his coat and rolled up his sleeves, revealing muscular brown forearms lightly dusted with black hair. He was of medium height and extraordinarily fit, with the powerful physique of an avid sportsman.

Eager to hear more about the aforementioned behaviors of the ill-bred Miss Bowman, Livia leaned back against the edge of the desk, facing Marcus. ‘I wonder what Miss Bowman did to offend you so?’ she mused aloud. ‘Do tell, Marcus. If not, my imagination will surely conjure up something far more scandalous than poor Miss Bowman is capable of.’

‘Poor Miss Bowman?’ Marcus snorted. ‘Don’t ask, Livia. I’m not at liberty to discuss it.’

Like most men, Marcus didn’t seem to understand that  nothing torched the flames of a woman’s curiosity more violently than a subject that one was not at liberty to discuss. ‘Out with it, Marcus,’ she commanded. ‘Or I shall make you suffer in unspeakable ways.’

One of his brows lifted in a sardonic arch. ‘Since the Bowmans have already arrived, that threat is redundant.’

‘I’ll make a guess, then. Did you catch Miss Bowman with someone? Was she allowing some gentleman to kiss her . . . or worse?’

Marcus responded with a derisive half smile. ‘Hardly. One look at her, and any man in his right mind would run screaming in the opposite direction.’

Beginning to feel that her brother was being rather too harsh on Lillian Bowman, Livia frowned. ‘She’s a very pretty girl, Marcus.’

‘A pretty facade isn’t enough to make up for the flaws in her character.’

‘Which are?’

Marcus made a faint scoffing sound, as if Miss Bowman’s faults were too obvious to require enumeration. ‘She’s manipulative. ’

‘So are you, dear,’ Livia murmured.

He ignored that. ‘She’s domineering.’

‘As are you.’

‘She’s arrogant.’

‘Also you,’ Livia said brightly.

Marcus glowered at her. ‘I thought we were discussing Miss Bowman’s faults, not mine.’

‘But you seem to have so much in common,’ Livia protested, rather too innocently. She watched as he set the pen down, aligning it with the other articles on his desk. ‘Regarding her inappropriate behavior - are you saying that you did not catch her in a compromising situation?’

‘No, I didn’t say that. I only said that she wasn’t with a gentleman.’

‘Marcus, I don’t have time for this,’ Livia said impatiently. ‘I must go welcome the Bowmans - and so must you - but before we leave this study, I demand that you tell me what scandalous thing she was doing!’

‘It’s too ridiculous to say.’

‘Was she riding a horse astride? Smoking a cigar? Swimming naked in a pond?’

‘Not quite.’ Moodily Marcus picked up a stereoscope that was poised on the corner of the desk-a birthday gift that had been sent from their sister, Aline, who was now living with her husband in New York. The stereoscope was a brand-new invention, fashioned of maple wood and glass. When a stereo card-a double photograph - was clipped on the extension behind the lens, the picture appeared as a three-dimensional  image. The depth and detail of the stereo photographs were startling . . . the twigs of a tree seemed likely to scratch the viewer’s nose, and a mountain chasm yawned open with such realism that it seemed you might fall to your death at any moment. Lifting the stereoscope to his eyes, Marcus examined the view of the Colosseum in Rome with undue concentration.

Just as Livia was about to explode with impatience, Marcus muttered, ‘I saw Miss Bowman playing rounders in her undergarments. ’

Livia stared at him blankly. ‘Rounders? Do you mean the game with the leather ball and flat-sided bat?’

Marcus’s mouth twisted impatiently. ‘It occurred during her last visit here. Miss Bowman and her sister were cavorting with their friends in a meadow on the northwest quadrant of the estate, when Simon Hunt and I happened to be riding by. All four of the girls were in their undergarments - they claimed that it was difficult to play the game in heavy skirts. My guess is that they would have seized on any excuse to run about half naked. The Bowman sisters are hedonists.’

Livia had clapped her hand over her mouth in a not-very-successful effort to stifle a fit of laughter. ‘I can’t believe you haven’t mentioned it before now!’

‘I wish I could forget,’ Marcus replied grimly, lowering the stereoscope. ‘God knows how I’m going to meet Thomas Bowman’s gaze while the memory of his unclothed daughter is still fresh in my mind.’

Livia’s amusement lingered as she contemplated the bold lines of her brother’s profile. She did not fail to note that Marcus had said ‘daughter,’ not ‘daughters’ - which made it clear that he had barely noticed the younger one. Lillian was the one he had focused on.

Knowing Marcus as she did, Livia would have expected him to be amused by the incident. Although her brother possessed a strong sense of morality, he was the farthest thing from a prig, and he had a keen sense of humor. Although Marcus had never kept a mistress, Livia had heard the rumors about a few discreet affairs - and she had even heard a whisper or two that the outwardly straitlaced earl was decidedly adventurous in the bedroom. But for some reason her brother was disturbed by this red-blooded, audacious American girl with raw manners and new money. Shrewdly Livia wondered if the Marsden family’s attraction to Americans - after all, Aline had married one, and she herself had just wed Gideon Shaw, of the New York Shaws - was holding true for Marcus as well.

‘Was she terribly ravishing in her underclothes?’ Livia asked craftily.

‘Yes,’ Marcus said without thinking, and then scowled. ‘I mean, no. That is, I didn’t look at her long enough to make an assessment of her charms. If she has any.’

Livia bit the inside of her lower lip to keep from laughing. ‘Come, Marcus . . . you are a healthy man of thirty-five - and you didn’t take one tiny peep at Miss Bowman standing there in her drawers?’

‘I don’t peep, Livia. I either take a good look at something, or I don’t. Peeping is for children or deviants.’

She gave him a deeply pitying glance. ‘Well, I’m dreadfully sorry that you had to endure such a trying experience. We can only hope that Miss Bowman will stay fully clothed in your presence during this visit, to avoid shocking your refined sensibilities once again.’

Marcus frowned in response to the mockery. ‘I doubt she will.’

‘Do you mean that you doubt she will stay fully clothed, or you doubt she will shock you?’

‘Enough, Livia,’ he growled, and she giggled.

‘Come, we must go and welcome the Bowmans.’

‘I don’t have time for that,’ Marcus said curtly. ‘You welcome them, and make some excuse for me.’

Livia stared at him in astonishment. ‘You’re not going to . . . oh, but Marcus, you must! I’ve never known you to be rude before.’

‘I’ll atone for it later. For God’s sake, they’re going to be here for nearly a month - I’ll have ample opportunity to placate them. But talking about that Bowman girl has put me in a foul mood, and right now the thought of being in the same room with her sets my teeth on edge.’

Shaking her head slightly, Livia regarded him in a speculative way that he did not like. ‘Hmm. I’ve seen you interact with people that I know you dislike, and you always manage to be civil - especially when you want something from them. But for some reason Miss Bowman provokes you excessively. I have a theory as to why.’

‘Oh?’ Subtle challenge lit his eyes.

‘I am still developing it. I will let you know when I’ve come to a definitive conclusion.’

‘God help me. Just go, Livia, and welcome the guests.’

‘While you hole up in this study like a fox run to ground?’

Standing, Marcus gestured for her to precede him through the doorway. ‘I’m leaving through the back of the house, and then I’m going for a long ride.’

‘How long will you be away?’

‘I’ll be back in time to change for supper.’

Livia heaved an exasperated sigh. Supper this evening would  be a heavily attended affair. It was the prelude to the first official day of the house party, which would begin in full force tomorrow. Most of the guests had already arrived, with a few stragglers due to arrive soon. ‘You had better not be late,’ she warned. ‘When I agreed to act as your hostess, it was not with the understanding that I was going to handle everything by myself.’

‘I am never late,’ Marcus replied evenly, and strode away with the eagerness of a man who had suddenly been spared from the gallows.




Chapter 2

Marcus rode away from the manor, guiding his horse along the well-traveled forest path beyond the gardens. As soon as he crossed a sunken lane and ascended the incline on the other side, he gave the animal its head, until they were thundering across fields of meadowsweet and sun-dried grass. Stony Cross Park possessed the finest acreage in Hampshire, with thick forests, brilliantly flowered wet meadows and bogs, and wide golden fields. Once reserved as hunting grounds for royalty, the estate was now one of the most sought-after places to visit in England.

It suited Marcus’s purposes to have a more or less constant stream of guests at the estate, providing ample company for the hunting and sports that he loved, and also allowing for quite a bit of financial and political maneuvering. All kinds of business were done at these house parties, at which Marcus often persuaded a certain politician or professional man to side with him on important issues.

This party should be no different from any other - but for the past few days, Marcus had been deviled by a growing sense of unease. As a supremely rational man, he did not believe in  psychic premonitions, or any of the spiritualist nonsense that was becoming fashionable of late . . . but it did seem as if something in the atmosphere at Stony Cross Park had changed. The air was charged with expectant tension, like the vibrant calm before a storm. Marcus felt restless and impatient, and no amount of physical exertion seemed to pacify his growing disquiet.

Contemplating the evening ahead of him, and the knowledge that he would have to hobnob with the Bowmans, Marcus felt his unease sharpen into something approaching anxiety. He regretted having invited them. In fact, he would gladly forgo any potential business deal with Thomas Bowman if he could just be rid of them. However, the fact was that they were here, and would stay for well nigh a month, and he might as well make the best of things.

Marcus intended to launch into an active negotiation with Thomas Bowman about expanding his soap company to establish a production division in Liverpool or, perhaps, Bristol. The British soap tax was almost certain to be repealed in the next few years, if Marcus’s liberal allies in Parliament were to be trusted. When that happened, soap would become far more affordable for the common man, which would be good for the public health and, conveniently, also good for Marcus’s bank account, hinging on Bowman’s willingness to take him on as a partner.

However, there was no escaping the fact that a visit from Thomas Bowman meant enduring his daughters’ presence as well. Lillian and Daisy were the embodiment of the objectionable trend of American heiresses coming to England to husband-hunt. The peerage was being set upon by ambitious misses who gushed about themselves in their atrocious accents  and constantly angled for publicity in the papers. Graceless, loud, self-important young women who sought to purchase a peer with their parents’ money . . . and often succeeded.

Marcus had become acquainted with the Bowman sisters on their previous visit to Stony Cross Park, and had found little to recommend either of them. The older one, Lillian, had become a particular focus of his dislike when she and her friends - the wallflowers, they called themselves (as if it were something to be proud of!) - had engineered a scheme to entrap a peer into marriage. Marcus would never forget the moment when the scheme had been exposed. ‘Good God, is there nothing you won’t stoop to?’ Marcus had asked Lillian. And she had replied brazenly, ‘If there is, I haven’t discovered it yet.’

Her extraordinary insolence made her different from any other woman of Marcus’s acquaintance. That, and the rounders game they had played in their drawers, had convinced him that Lillian Bowman was a hellion. And once he had passed judgment on someone, he rarely changed his opinion.

Frowning, Marcus considered the best way to deal with Lillian. He would be cool and detached, no matter what provocation she offered. No doubt it would infuriate her to see how little she affected him. Picturing her irritation at being ignored, he felt the tightness in his chest ease. Yes . . . he would do his utmost to avoid her, and when circumstances forced them to occupy the same room, he would treat her with cold politeness. His frown clearing, Marcus guided his horse over a series of easy jumps; a hedge, a fence and a narrow stone wall, rider and animal working together in perfect coordination.

 



‘Now, girls,’ Mrs Mercedes Bowman said, regarding her daughters sternly as she stood in the doorway of their room, ‘I insist that  you nap for at least two hours, so that you will be fresh for this evening. Lord Westcliff’s dinners usually start late, and last till midnight, and I don’t want either of you to yawn at the table.’

‘Yes, Mother,’ they both said dutifully, regarding her with innocent expressions that did not deceive her in the least.

Mrs Bowman was a rampantly ambitious woman with an abundance of nervous energy. Her spindle-thin body would have made a whippet look chubby. Her anxious, hard-edged chatter was usually directed toward advancing her main objective in life: to see that both her daughters were brilliantly married. ‘Under no circumstances are you to leave this room,’ she continued sternly. ‘No sneaking about on Lord Westcliff’s estate, no adventures, scrapes, or happenings of any kind. In fact, I intend to lock the door to ensure that you stay safely in here and rest.’

‘Mother,’ Lillian protested, ‘if there is a duller spot in the civilized world than Stony Cross, I’ll eat my shoes. What possible trouble could we get into?’

‘You create trouble from thin air,’ Mercedes said, her eyes slitted. ‘Which is why I am going to supervise the pair of you closely. After your behavior on our last visit here, I am amazed that we were invited back.’

‘I’m not,’ Lillian rejoined dryly. ‘Everyone knows that we’re here because Westcliff has an eye on Father’s company.’

‘Lord Westcliff,’ Mercedes corrected with a hiss. ‘Lillian, you must refer to him with respect! He is the wealthiest peer in England, with a bloodline—’

‘—that’s older than the queen’s,’ Daisy interrupted in a singsong tone, having heard this speech on a multitude of occasions. ‘And the oldest earldom in Britain, which makes him—’

‘—the most eligible bachelor in Europe,’ Lillian finished dryly, raising her brows with mock significance. ‘Maybe the entire world. Mother, if you’re actually hoping that Westcliff is going to marry either of us, you’re a lunatic.’

‘She’s not a lunatic,’ Daisy told her sister. ‘She’s a New Yorker.’

There were an increasing number of the Bowmans’ kind back in New York - upstarts who could not manage to blend with either the conservative Knickerbockers, or the highly fashionable crowd. These parvenu families had garnered massive fortunes from industries such as manufacturing or mining, and yet they could not gain acceptance in the circles that they aspired to so desperately. The loneliness and embarrassment of being so thoroughly rejected by New York society had fueled Mercedes’s ambitions as nothing else could have.

‘We’re going to make Lord Westcliff forget all about your atrocious behavior during our last visit,’ Mercedes informed them grimly. ‘You will be modest, quiet, and demure at all times - and there will be no more of this wallflower business. I want you to stay away from that scandalous Annabelle Peyton, and that other one, that—’

‘Evie Jenner,’ Daisy said. ‘And it’s Annabelle Hunt now, Mother.’

‘Annabelle did marry Westcliff’s best friend,’ Lillian pointed out idly. ‘I should think that would be an excellent reason for us to continue seeing her, Mother.’

‘I’ll consider it.’ Mercedes regarded them both suspiciously. ‘In the meantime, I intend for you to take a long, quiet nap. I don’t want to hear a sound from either of you, do you understand? ’

‘Yes, Mother,’ they both chorused.

The door closed, and the outside key turned firmly in the lock.

The sisters regarded each other with a shared grin. ‘It’s a good thing that she never found out about the rounders game,’ Lillian said.

‘We would be dead now,’ Daisy agreed gravely.

Lillian fished a hairpin from a small enameled box on the vanity table and went to the door. ‘A pity that she gets so upset about little things, isn’t it?’

‘Like the time we sneaked the greased piglet into Mrs Astor’s parlor.’

Smiling reminiscently, Lillian knelt before the door and worked the pin into the lock. ‘You know, I’ve always wondered why Mother didn’t appreciate that we did it in her defense.  Something had to be done after Mrs Astor wouldn’t invite Mother to her party.’

‘I think Mother’s point was that putting livestock in someone’s house does little to recommend us as future party guests.’

‘Well, I didn’t think that was nearly as bad as the time we set off the Roman candle in the store on Fifth Avenue.’

‘We were obligated to do that, after that salesman had been so rude.’

Withdrawing the pin, Lillian expertly crimped one end with her fingers and reinserted it. Squinting with effort, she maneuvered the pin until the lock clicked, and then she glanced at Daisy with a triumphant smile. ‘That was my fastest time yet, I think.’

However, her younger sister did not return the smile. ‘Lillian . . . if you do find a husband this year . . . everything’s going to change. You’ll change. And then there will be no more adventures, or fun, and I’ll be alone.’ 

‘Don’t be silly,’ Lillian said with a frown. ‘I’m not going to change, and you won’t be alone.’

‘You’ll have a husband to answer to,’ Daisy pointed out. ‘And he won’t allow you to be involved in any mischief making with me.’

‘No, no, no . . .’ Lillian stood and waved a hand in a dismissive gesture. ‘I’m not going to have that kind of husband. I’m going to marry a man who either won’t notice or won’t care about what I do when I’m away from him. A man like Father.’

‘A man like Father doesn’t seem to have made Mother very happy,’ Daisy said. ‘I wonder if they were ever in love?’

Leaning back against the door, Lillian frowned as she contemplated the question. It had never occurred to her before now to wonder if her parents’ marriage had been a love match. Somehow she didn’t think so. They both seemed entirely self-contained. Their partnership was at best a negligible bond. To Lillian’s knowledge, they seldom argued, never embraced, and rarely even spoke. And yet there was no apparent bitterness between them. Rather they were indifferent to each other, with neither evincing any desire or even aptitude for happiness.

‘Love is for the novels, dear,’ Lillian said, trying her best to sound cynical. Easing the door open, she peeked up and down the hallway, and glanced back at Daisy. ‘All clear. Shall we slip out the servants’ entrance?’

‘Yes, and then let’s go to the west side of the manor, and head into the forest.’

‘Why the forest?’

‘Do you remember the favor that Annabelle asked of me?’

Lillian stared at her for a moment of incomprehension, and then she rolled her eyes. ‘Good God, Daisy, can’t you think  of something better to do than carry out a ridiculous errand like that?’

Her younger sister gave her an astute glance. ‘You just don’t want to because it’s for Lord Westcliff’s benefit.’

‘It’s not going to benefit anyone,’ Lillian replied with exasperation. ‘It’s a fool’s errand.’

Daisy responded with a resolute stare. ‘I’m going to find the Stony Cross wishing well,’ she said with great dignity, ‘and do as Annabelle asked of me. You may accompany me if you wish, or you can do something else by yourself. However’ - her almond-shaped eyes narrowed threateningly - ‘after all the time you’ve made me wait while you browse through dusty old perfume shops and apothecaries, I should think that you owe me just a little forbearance—’

‘All right,’ Lillian grumbled. ‘I’ll go with you. If I don’t, you’ll never find it, and you’ll end up lost in the forest somewhere. ’ Looking out into the hallway again, and ascertaining that it was still empty, Lillian led the way toward the servants’ entrance at the end of it. The sisters tiptoed with practiced stealth, their feet noiseless on the thick carpeting underfoot.

Much as Lillian disliked the owner of Stony Cross Park, she had to admit that it was a splendid estate. The house was of European design, a graceful fortress made of honey-colored stone, cornered by four picturesque towers that stretched toward the sky. Set on a bluff overlooking the Itchen River, the manor was surrounded by terraced gardens and orchards that flowed into two hundred acres of parkland and wild forests. Fifteen generations of Westcliff’s family, the Marsdens, had occupied the manor, as any of the servants were quick to point out. And this was hardly the full extent of Lord Westcliff’s wealth. It was said that nearly two hundred thousand acres of England  and Scotland were under his direct control, while among his estates were numbered two castles, three halls, a terrace, five houses, and a villa on the Thames. Stony Cross Park, however, was undoubtedly the jewel in the Marsden family crown.

Skirting the side of the manor, the sisters took care to keep close to a long yew hedge that sheltered them from view of the main house. Sunlight glittered through the canopy of interlaced branches overhead as they entered the forest, populated with ancient cedars and oaks.

Exuberantly Daisy threw her arms into the air and exclaimed, ‘Oh, I adore this place!’

‘It’s passable,’ Lillian said grudgingly, though she had to admit privately that in this full-flowered early autumn, there could hardly be a more beautiful part of England than this.

Hopping onto a log that had been pushed to the side of the path, Daisy walked carefully along it. ‘It would almost be worth marrying Lord Westcliff, don’t you think, to be mistress of Stony Cross Park?’

Lillian arched her brows. ‘And then have to endure all his pompous pronouncements, and be expected to obey his every command?’ She pulled a face, wrinkling her nose in distaste.

‘Annabelle says that Lord Westcliff is actually much nicer than she originally thought.’

‘She would have to say that, after what happened a few weeks ago.’

The sisters fell silent, both reflecting on the dramatic events that had occurred recently. As Annabelle and her husband, Simon Hunt, had been touring the locomotive works that they owned along with Lord Westcliff, a horrific explosion had nearly claimed their lives. Lord Westcliff had dashed into the building on a near-suicidal mission to save them, and had brought them  both out alive. Understandably, Annabelle now viewed Westcliff in a heroic light, and had actually said recently that she thought his arrogance was rather endearing. Lillian had replied sourly that Annabelle must still be suffering the aftereffects of smoke inhalation.

‘I think we owe Lord Westcliff our gratitude,’ Daisy remarked, hopping off the log. ‘After all, he did save Annabelle’s life, and it’s not as if we have a terribly large array of friends to begin with.’

‘Saving Annabelle was incidental,’ Lillian said grumpily. ‘The only reason that Westcliff risked his life was so he wouldn’t lose a profitable business partner.’

‘Lillian!’ Daisy, who was a few steps ahead, turned to view her with surprise. ‘It’s not like you to be so uncharitable. For heaven’s sake, the earl went into a burning building to rescue our friend and her husband . . . what more does the man have to do to impress you?’

‘I’m sure Westcliff couldn’t care less about impressing me,’ Lillian said. Hearing the sullen note in her own voice, she winced, even as she continued. ‘The reason I dislike him so, Daisy, is that he so obviously dislikes me. He considers himself to be my superior in every possible way; morally and socially and intellectually . . . oh, how I long for a way to set him back on his heels!’

They walked along in silence for a minute, and then Daisy paused to pluck some violets that were growing in thick clusters on the side of the path. ‘Have you ever considered trying to be nice to Lord Westcliff?’ she murmured. Reaching up to tuck the violets into the pinned-up garlands of her hair, she added, ‘He might surprise you by responding in kind.’

Lillian shook her head grimly. ‘No, he would probably say  something cutting, and then look very smug and pleased with himself.’

‘I think you’re being too . . .’ Daisy began, and then paused with an absorbed expression. ‘I hear a sloshing sound. The wishing well must be near!’

‘Oh, glory,’ Lillian said, smiling reluctantly as she followed her younger sister, who was scampering along a sunken lane that was sided by a wet meadow. The swampy meadow was thick with blue and purple asters, and sedge with its bottle-brush flowers, and rustling spikes of goldenrod. Close to the road, there was a heavy thicket of St John’s wort, with clusters of yellow blossoms that looked like drops of sunlight. Luxuriating in the balmy atmosphere, Lillian slowed her pace and breathed deeply. As she approached the churning wishing well, which was a spring-fed hole in the ground, the air became soft and humid.

At the beginning of summer, when the wallflowers had visited the wishing well, they had each thrown a pin into its frothing depths, in keeping with local tradition. And Daisy had made some mysterious wish for Annabelle that had later come true.

‘Here it is,’ Daisy said, producing a needle-thin metallic shard from her pocket. It was the metal filing that Annabelle had pulled from Westcliff’s shoulder when exploding debris had sent bits of iron flying through the air like grapeshot. Even Lillian, who was hardly disposed to have any sympathy for Westcliff, winced at the sight of the wicked-looking shard. ‘Annabelle told me to throw this into the well and make the same wish for Lord Westcliff that I did for her.’

‘What was the wish?’ Lillian demanded. ‘You never told me.’

Daisy regarded her with a quizzical smile. ‘Isn’t it obvious,  dear? I wished that Annabelle would marry someone who truly loved her.’

‘Oh.’ Contemplating what she knew of Annabelle’s marriage, and the obvious devotion between the pair, Lillian supposed the wish must have worked. Giving Daisy a fondly exasperated glance, she stood back to watch the proceedings.

‘Lillian,’ her sister protested, ‘you must stand here with me. The well spirit will be far more likely to grant the wish if we’re both concentrating on it.’

A low laugh escaped Lillian’s throat. ‘You don’t really believe there’s a well spirit, do you? Good God, how did you ever become so superstitious?’

‘Coming from one who recently purchased a bottle of magic perfume—’

‘I never thought it was magic. I only liked the smell!’

‘Lillian,’ Daisy chided playfully, ‘what’s the harm in allowing for the possibility? I refuse to believe that we’re going to go through life without something magical happening. Now, come make a wish for Lord Westcliff. It’s the least we can do, after he saved dear Annabelle from the fire.’

‘Oh, all right. I’ll stand next to you - but only to keep you from falling in.’ Coming even with her sister, Lillian hooked an arm around her sister’s slim shoulders and stared into the muddy, rustling water.

Daisy closed her eyes tightly and wrapped her fingers around the metal shard. ‘I’m wishing very hard,’ she whispered. ‘Are you, Lillian?’

‘Yes,’ Lillian murmured, though she wasn’t precisely hoping for Lord Westcliff to find true love. Her wish was more along the lines of, I hope that Lord Westcliff will meet a woman who will bring him to his knees. The thought caused a satisfied  smile to curve her lips, and she continued to smile as Daisy tossed the sharp bit of metal into the well, where it sank into the endless depths below.

Dusting her hands together, Daisy turned away from the well with satisfaction. ‘There, all done,’ she said, beaming. ‘I can hardly wait to see whom Westcliff ends up with.’

‘I pity the poor girl,’ Lillian replied, ‘whoever she is.’

Daisy tilted her head back in the direction of the manor. ‘Back to the house?’

The conversation quickly turned into a strategy-planning session, as they discussed an idea that Annabelle had mentioned the last time they had talked. The Bowmans desperately needed a social sponsor to introduce them into the higher tiers of British society . . . and not just any sponsor. It had to be someone who was powerful and influential, and widely renowned. Someone whose endorsement would have to be accepted by the rest of the peerage. According to Annabelle, there was no one who fit the bill more than the Countess of Westcliff, the earl’s mother.

The countess, who seemed fond of traveling the continent, was rarely seen. Even when in residence at Stony Cross Manor, she chose to mix very little with the guests, decrying her son’s habit of befriending professional men and other nonaristocrats. Neither of the Bowman sisters had ever actually met the countess, but they had heard plenty. If the rumors were to be believed, the countess was a crusty old dragon who despised foreigners. Especially American foreigners.

‘Why Annabelle thinks there is any chance of getting the countess to be our sponsor is beyond my comprehension,’ Daisy said, kicking a small rock repeatedly before them as they walked along the path. ‘She’ll never do so willingly, that’s for certain.’

‘She will if Westcliff tells her to,’ Lillian replied. Picking up a large stick, she swung it absently. ‘Apparently the countess can be made to do something if Westcliff demands it. Annabelle told me that the countess didn’t approve of Lady Olivia marrying Mr Shaw, and she had no intention of attending the wedding. But Westcliff knew that it would hurt his sister’s feelings terribly, and so he forced his mother to stay, and furthermore, he made her put on a civil face about it.’

‘Really?’ Daisy glanced at her with a curious half smile. ‘I wonder how he did that?’

‘By being the master of the house. Back in America the woman is the ruler of the home, but in England everything revolves around the man.’

‘Hmm. I don’t like that much.’

‘Yes, I know.’ Lillian paused before adding darkly, ‘According to Annabelle, the English husband has to give his approval of the menus, the furniture arrangement, the color of the window hangings . . . everything.’

Daisy looked surprised and appalled. ‘Does Mr Hunt bother with such things?’

‘Well, no - he’s not a peer. He’s a professional man. And men of business don’t usually have time for such trivialities. But your average peer has much time in which to examine every little thing that goes on in the house.’

Leaving off her rock kicking, Daisy regarded Lillian with a frown. ‘I’ve been wondering . . . why are we so determined to marry into the peerage, and live in a huge crumbly old house and eat slimy English food, and try to give instructions to a bunch of servants who have absolutely no respect for us?’

‘Because it’s what Mother wants,’ Lillian replied dryly. ‘And because no one in New York will have either of us.’ It was an  unfortunate fact that in the highly striated New York society, men with newly earned fortunes found it quite easy to marry well. But heiresses with common bloodlines were desired neither by the established blue bloods nor by the nouveau riche men who wanted to better themselves socially. Therefore, husband hunting in Europe, where upper-class men needed rich wives, was the only solution.

Daisy’s frown twisted into an ironic grin. ‘What if no one will have us here either?’

‘Then we’ll become a pair of wicked old spinsters, romping back and forth across Europe.’

Daisy laughed at the notion and flipped a long braid over her back. It was improper for young women of their age to walk about hatless, much less with their hair hanging down. However, both of the Bowman sisters had such a wealth of heavy dark locks that it was an ordeal to pin it all up in the intricate coiffures that were so fashionable. It required at least three racks of pins for each of them, and Lillian’s sensitive scalp literally ached after all the tugging and twisting required to make her hair presentable for a formal evening. More than once she had envied Annabelle Hunt, who had light, silky locks that always seemed to behave exactly as she wished them to. At the moment Lillian had tied her hair at the nape of the neck and allowed it to fall down her back in a style that never would have been allowed in company.

‘How are we going to persuade Westcliff to make his mother act as our sponsor?’ Daisy asked. ‘It seems very unlikely that he would ever agree to do such a thing.’

Drawing back her arm, Lillian flung the stick far into the woods, and brushed the flecks of bark from her palms. ‘I have no idea,’ she admitted. ‘Annabelle has tried to get Mr Hunt to  ask him on our behalf, but he refuses on the grounds that it would be an abuse of their friendship.’

‘If only we could compel Westcliff in some way,’ Daisy mused. ‘Trick him, or blackmail him, somehow.’

‘You can only blackmail a man if he’s done something shameful that he wants to hide. And I doubt that stodgy, boring old Westcliff has ever done anything that’s worthy of blackmail.’

Daisy chuckled at the description. ‘He’s not stodgy, boring, or even that old!’

‘Mother says he’s at least thirty-five. I’d say that is fairly old, wouldn’t you?’

‘I’ll wager that most men in their twenties aren’t nearly as fit as Westcliff.’

As always, when a conversation turned to the subject of Westcliff, Lillian felt thoroughly provoked, not unlike the way she had felt in childhood when her brothers had tossed her favorite doll over her head, back and forth between them, while she cried for them to give it back to her. Why any mention of the earl should affect her this way was a question for which there was no answer. She dismissed Daisy’s remark with an irritable shrug of her shoulders.

As they drew closer to the house, they heard a few happy yelps in the distance, followed by some youthful cheers that sounded like those of children playing. ‘What is that?’ Lillian asked, glancing in the direction of the stables.

‘I don’t know, but it sounds as if someone is having an awfully good time. Let’s go see.’

‘We don’t have long,’ Lillian warned. ‘If Mother discovers that we’re gone—’

‘We’ll hurry. Oh, please, Lillian!’

As they hesitated, a few more hoots and shouts of laughter floated from the direction of the stable yard, offering such a contrast to the peaceful scenery around them that Lillian’s curiosity got the better of her. She grinned recklessly at Daisy. ‘I’ll race you there,’ she said, and took off at a dead run.

Daisy hiked up her skirts and tore after her. Although Daisy’s legs were far shorter than Lillian’s, she was as light and agile as an elf, and she had nearly come even with Lillian by the time they had reached the stable yard. Puffing lightly from the effort of running up a long incline, Lillian rounded the outside of a neatly fenced paddock, and saw a group of five boys, varying in ages between twelve and sixteen, playing in the small field just beyond. Their attire identified them as stable boys. Their boots had been discarded beside the paddock, and they were running barefoot.

‘Do you see?’ Daisy asked eagerly.

Glancing over the group, Lillian saw one of them brandishing a long willow bat in the air, and she laughed in delight. ‘They’re playing rounders!’

Although the game, consisting of a bat, a ball, and four sanctuary bases arranged in a diamond pattern, was popular in both America and England, it had reached a level of obsessive interest in New York. Boys and girls of all classes played the game, and Lillian longingly remembered many a picnic followed by an afternoon of rounders. Warm nostalgia filled her as she watched a stable boy round the bases. It was clear that the field was often used for this purpose, as the sancutary posts had been hammered deeply into the ground, and the areas between them had been trampled to form grass-free lanes of dirt. Lillian recognized one of the players as the lad who had  loaned her the rounders bat for the wallflowers’ ill-fated game two months earlier.

‘Do you think they would let us play?’ Daisy asked hopefully. ‘Just for a few minutes?’

‘I don’t see why not. That red-haired boy - he was the one who let us borrow the bat before. I think his name is Arthur . . .’

At that moment a low, fast pitch streaked toward the batter, who swung in a short, expert arc. The flat side of the bat connected solidly with the leather ball, and it came hurtling toward them in a bouncing drive that was referred to as a ‘hopper’ back in New York. Running forward, Lillian scooped up the ball in her bare hands and fielded it expertly, throwing it to the boy who stood at the first sanctuary post. He caught it reflexively, staring at her with surprise. As the other boys noticed the pair of young women who stood beside the paddock, they all paused uncertainly.

Lillian strode forward, her gaze finding the red-haired boy. ‘Arthur? Do you remember me? I was here in June - you loaned us the bat.’

The boy’s puzzled expression cleared. ‘Oh yes, Miss . . . Miss . . .’

‘Bowman.’ Lillian gestured casually to Daisy. ‘And this is my sister. We were just wondering . . . would you let us play? Just for a little while?’

A dumbfounded silence ensued. Lillian gathered that while it had been acceptable to loan her the bat, allowing her into a game with the other stable boys was another thing entirely. ‘We’re not all that bad, actually,’ she said. ‘We both used to play quite a lot in New York. If you’re worried that we would slow your game—’

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/lisa_9780748120444_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
Lisa Kleypas

&
Hapgened

OIIL’
Autumn
the Wallflowers

W '&
% A New York 'Times bestseller





OEBPS/lisa_9780748120444_oeb_001_r1.gif
FSC

Mixed Sources





