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            PROLOGUE

          

          EMMA BECQUEREL

        

      

    

    
      November 1855

      

      My fingers slid easily over the smooth piano keys, the strains of what was supposed to be a joyful melody filling the evening air.

      I winced as I hit a wrong note, throwing off the whole piece. As long as I looked at the music, I could play okay, but Mother insisted that I practice playing by memory.

      Even now, mother sat across the room next to the warmth of the fireplace, working her needlepoint. I shivered. It hardly seemed fair. I, too, wanted to sit in front of the warm fire and read.

      Shivering, even with a shawl draped around my shoulders, I wore a long-sleeved light blue wool dress with a full skirt that belled out around me when I stood up. Not like a ball gown, but a normal day dress.

      I didn’t particularly like playing the piano. Not really. I wouldn’t mind being a pianist, but since I wasn’t willing to put in the countless hours of practice, I would never get to that professional level where I could entertain guests with my skills. So even though I knew it and Mother knew it, she would never admit that I was wasting my time playing every evening.

      I would much prefer to work at my sketches or to sit and read. Either one would be far more enjoyable to me. I found much more meaning in those things than I did learning an instrument whose sole purpose was to impress and entertain others.

      The grandfather clock standing in the foyer chimed the hour telling me I had only thirty minutes left to play before I could be excused.

      The clock’s chimes joined in with the piano’s melody, softening the notes of the song I played.

      Now that I was seventeen, old enough for a husband, I could be married soon and be out from beneath my mother’s iron thumb.

      Although I had been reluctant to accept the idea, I was beginning to think that maybe it was time.

      My fingers still on the keys, I looked to my right, toward the shadowy foyer.

      And that’s when I saw him.

      A tall, lean young man standing at the door watching me play. He wore a short dark coat and an odd-looking cap.

      I missed a few notes, then just started playing the one song I knew from memory, so I wouldn’t have to look back at the music.

      A quick glance in Mother’s direction told me she didn’t notice the change in melody, nor did she see the man. She hadn’t even looked up from her needlepoint.

      Perhaps the man was one of Father’s guests. It was odd, though, because the stranger appeared to be alone. No one was with him. Not Father. Not the butler.

      I wondered if I should be alarmed, but he didn’t look dangerous.

      As my song ended, Mother looked up at me with that look that insisted I keep playing.

      So I did and even though I kept my eyes on the sheet music, I had trouble keeping my place. It was most disconcerting with the stranger watching me like this.

      I stole a glance toward him. He stood at the doorway, leaning against the doorframe, watching me. He was young. My age. And very handsome.

      My fingers stumbled.

      Unable to play any longer, I lifted my fingers from the keys. I closed my eyes and counted to ten.

      “I’m sorry, Mother,” I said. “I’m not feeling well. I have to stop.”

      Mother just shrugged.

      “Very well,” she said. “You can be excused.”

      I cautiously raised my gaze to the foyer, but the man was no longer there.

      I hadn’t seen him leave. I watched the foyer a moment, but he didn’t come back.

      Perhaps I had imagined him.

      I straightened the piano music and put it away, tucking it beneath the bench seat for tomorrow when it would be there to torture me again.

      I headed out of the parlor before Mother changed her mind.

      As I crossed through the doorway into the foyer, I could smell the man who had just been standing there.

      A deep woodsy scent with undertones of lavender.

      It woke all my feminine sensibilities.

      Yes. It was time for me to think about taking a husband.
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            JAMES BOUCHERON

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      

      To say that I was down on my luck was an understatement.

      Stabbing the shovel deep into the soft earth, I dug up a dried out dead plant, roots and all, and tossed it into the wheelbarrow.

      I had to stop and pull off my flannel shirt, tossing it aside. Between the warmth of the morning sun and the warmth radiating from the pile of leaves and debris behind me, I was no longer cold.

      I dumped my collection of debris from the wheelbarrow onto the fire and used a rake to keep the flames from spreading. Little sparks flew high into the sky, hopefully cooling off before they landed in one of the huge oak trees overhead. The leaves were falling off the limbs, but the moss didn’t appear to be affected by the cold November weather.

      The house behind me was a large four-story Greek style house with large white columns lining the veranda. The wooden columns, painted white, had withstood the centuries surprisingly well. But the house, built in the early 1800s, badly needed a coat of paint. Maybe I would get to that next.

      I’d been to the Becquerel Estate once before when I was a teen. My father had come here on business with Jonathan Becquerel and I’d come with him.

      We’d only been here for one night, but the place had left a lasting impression on me.

      Other than that, I couldn’t explain why I had been drawn to this place when I lost everything.

      We had been wealthy. Billionaires. But for two years, one wrong turn after another had steadily pulled us down. Then my father’s death had put a nail in not only his coffin, but that of any wealth the family had as well.

      I had left Atlanta as a debtor.

      Though I had not thought it was possible, I found myself literally on the streets with nothing but the clothes on my back.

      One night in the homeless shelter had been one night too many.

      I’d left the next morning, hitchhiking my way to Natchez. It had taken me three days.

      From there, I had set off walking toward the Becquerel Estate. Between walking and riding on the back of someone’s pickup truck, I’d made it here from town in two hours.

      Jonathan Becquerel, the owner of this old place, was older now, moving slowly, and had a caregiver named Tracie who lived with him.

      Tracie hadn’t liked it when Jonathan had taken me in and after a long conversation he’d agreed to give me a place to stay in exchange for helping him out around here.

      God knows he needed the help.

      Tracie stayed busy inside, doing a decent job of keeping things up, though most of her time was spent caring for Jonathan. Needless to say, the outside of the house had been neglected.

      I wasn’t a gardener, by any means, but I was good with my hands and I was a quick learner.

      My parents had given us chores—indoor and outdoor—when we were growing up, so I was somewhat acquainted with manual labor. Fortunately Jonathan had gloves I could wear.

      This mindless work gave me time to think.

      I needed to come up with a plan.

      My father may have left me penniless, but I had skills. I had a master’s degree in finance and had worked for my father. I knew the markets.

      The problem was, however, that I was flat out broke.

      I would come up with a way out of this mess.

      I didn’t know what the solution was yet, but I’d come up with something.

      My gaze was drawn toward the house again.

      I’d never forgotten what I had seen that night I’d stayed here with my father.

      The vision of the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen sitting at the piano had haunted me over the last fifteen years. She’d had long blonde hair framing a heart shape face. Large dark eyes and lush lips curled into a sexy little pout.

      I could still see her clearly. I could hear the badly played music.

      The odd thing was that neither Jonathan nor my father had seen her nor had they heard the music.

      And they had been standing right next to me.
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            EMMA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        November 1858

      

      

      

      Three years had passed since that night I’d seen the man standing in the foyer.

      And for three years he’d haunted my dreams.

      And despite my decision—one I had made that very night—to choose a husband, I’d compared every eligible bachelor who came within my path to him.

      A man I had not even met. I had not seen him up close. I didn’t know his name. No one else had even seen him.

      Apparently, Father had not had any guest that night.

      So even though I believed I had invented the man—I even referred to him as “The Man” in my thoughts—he was the one I compared all others to.

      “Where is your dance card?” Mother asked as we walked together toward the stairs.

      It was the annual Becquerel Autumn Ball and everyone who was anyone would be in attendance. That meant there would be countless eligible bachelors in need of a wife. Whether or not they knew they needed a wife was another matter entirely.

      “It’s right here,” I said, lifting the dreaded dance card strapped to my wrist. After countless balls and barbeques, I knew that there would be no one here who matched the image I carried in my head.

      Already the music from the orchestra drifted upstairs and people were making their way in through the front door.

      The French doors would be open to allow cool air inside and to allow guests to spill outside, provided the weather didn’t get too cold.

      Carriages were lined up along the oak tree canopied lane, each family eagerly waiting their turn to come inside and join the festivities.

      Everyone knew that my brother, Martin, was home from West Point, so whether Mother wanted to admit it or not, he was the main attraction at tonight’s ball.

      I didn’t mind. It actually should have taken some of the pressure off me and it would have except that Mother wore her sternest expression as we made our way downstairs.

      “Make sure you fill every dance,” she said.

      “Of course, Mother,” I said, sighing to myself.

      It was going to be a long night.

      Unless there was someone new at tonight’s ball… a marriageable gentleman I had yet to meet, I would be beleaguered by the same men I’d been dancing with for the past two to three years.

      Handsy. Dull. Self-absorbed.

      I had honestly grown somewhat disheartened that the handsome mystery man would show up again provided, of course, that I had not invented him in my own head.

      Perhaps tonight things would change.

      Fortunately, other than Mother, most people would be focused on my brother and not me.

      Perhaps I’d be able to slip off to the library and avoid dancing with the most wearisome suitors.

      As we neared the first floor, the clock began to chime.

      Six chimes.

      And off we went.
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      The best thing about working for Jonathan Becquerel was that he allowed me to freely roam his home.

      Although I didn’t really know how he could possibly remember me, I hoped for his sake that he did.

      Letting a total stranger into his home was dangerous and Tracie had every right to be cautious.

      Three days had passed and still, she looked at me with suspicion whenever our paths crossed. Smart girl.

      Except in this case, I’d been honest and I was harmless.

      At any rate, the best part of being here, besides having a safe, comfortable place to stay, was having access to his computer and Internet. Since I didn’t have so much as a cell phone at the moment, I would have otherwise been completely out of touch with the world.

      I watched YouTube videos and took countless notes, hoping for some inspiration as to how to essentially start over.

      Alone.

      My father had done it. His parents had brought him here from France and he had started with nothing.

      I could do it, too.

      But Father had taken us down hard.

      And that was going to be even harder to come back from.

      My name, for those who recognized it, was tainted with failure.

      I considered changing my name and held that in reserve for a last resort.

      We were still a good family. My father’s financial failures shouldn’t change that.

      Shouldn’t was always a key word.

      I barely noticed when the rain started, coming down outside the window behind me, but when lightning struck near me, I was reminded that I was in the country.

      I was even more reminded ten minutes later when the electricity went out.

      I’d moved over to the armchair, bringing the laptop computer with me.

      The only light in the room came from that computer.

      The Internet was fried. No service.

      That must have been some lightning strike. My ears were ringing and I couldn’t hear a thing.

      I slowly closed the lid and set the computer on the table next to me.

      Had there been a table there earlier? I couldn’t remember.

      I stood up, then I heard the music.

      Not music from a television or a radio.

      Not piano music like I’d heard that night fifteen years ago.

      But orchestra music. And live orchestra music if I remembered anything from life before.

      I crossed to the door and stopped.

      There was a party on the other side of that door. I’d stake my life on it.

      And considering that my life was really all I had left, that was saying something.

      I opened the door and poked my head out.

      A tall, debonair, and distinguished man walked in my direction. He carried himself as a butler would.

      “Good evening,” he said, stopping two feet in front of me. “Can I be of assistance?”

      “I’m a little confused,” I said.

      “My name is Villars. I’m the butler.” His gaze swept over me, almost imperceptibly.

      “I need to see Jonathan,” I said.

      “Jonathan,” the man said. “Right.” Then he leaned forward. “Might I make a suggestion?”

      “Of course,” I said. The man reminded me of the butler I’d grown up with. His name had been Edgar and he’d always been present in our household the whole time I’d lived at home.

      Sadly enough, I didn’t even know what had become of Edgar.

      “If you’ll wait here,” he said. “I’ll bring you something appropriate to wear.”

      I smiled. And just like Edgar, Villars was here to look out for us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            EMMA

          

        

      

    

    
      Not having been able to escape her yet, I stood in the foyer with Mother.

      As she waited for the next family to come inside, we stood with Doc and Mrs. White. It was the first time I’d seen them here in quite some time. Something had happened, a rift in the family perhaps, but I wasn’t privy to what it was.

      At the moment, Doc White had a sling around his shoulder and was leaning on a cane. He’d been thrown by a horse last week on his way to see a patient.

      “Emma plays the piano quite well,” Mother told them. “Don’t you Emma?”

      “I dabble a bit,” I said, modestly, silently pleading with Mother not to embarrass me by making me play in front of all these people.

      Heavens.

      Mother knew I didn’t play that well. She would not do that.

      “Perhaps we can hear you play one day,” Mrs. White said, kindly.

      I nodded politely.

      “Of course,” Mother said. “We’ll have to have you over some time. Just the two of you.”

      “Our son should be arriving shortly,” Mrs. White said. “He’s a doctor, too.” She gestured toward her husband’s arm. “He’s been taking up all the slack since my husband’s accident.”

      “That must be hard,” Mother said.

      Mrs. White turned to me. “Have you met my son, Edward?”

      “No,” I said. “I don’t think so.”

      I was actually certain of it. I had a good memory for these things.

      I also had a sinking feeling about meeting the young Doctor Edward White.

      I had made the observation that anytime parents were eager to introduce their sons to a young lady, it was because they despaired of that son being capable of finding a wife on his own.

      It was, of course, just my observation. Edward might be a fine young man.

      Mrs. White leaned forward. “Save a spot for him on your dance card.”

      “Of course.”

      I glanced over Mother. She was actually smiling. That concerned me more than anything.

      Unable to process that right now and since my little dance card hung from my left wrist, I decided to do it right now.

      The first dance was about to start any minute and Edward was not here.

      A perfect combination.

      Using the little table in the foyer as a writing surface, I wrote Edward’s name in the dance number one spot. Then for good measure, I also wrote his name in on dances number two and three.

      There.

      Assuming he was as late as I expected, I would not have to dance with anyone for at least the first three dances.

      I turned back to the little group.

      Mrs. White squeezed my wrist and smiled at me.

      “It’s was a pleasure seeing you again,” Mother said, dismissing the couple. “Please. Enjoy yourself.”

      As Mother turned to greet the next family coming across the veranda, I took the opportunity to slip off, murmuring some excuse about being thirsty.

      The truth was, it was early in the night and I’d already met my tolerance level for being sociable.

      How was I ever supposed to marry and be a good hostess like my mother when I could barely make it through the first hour of introductions?

      True to my word, I went to the punch table and took the cup someone handed me.

      I took it with me and went to stand near the grandfather clock so I could watch everyone and see everything that was going on without being in the middle of it.

      I saw Villars, the butler dash upstairs. Father probably needed something. A handkerchief perhaps.

      But then Villars came back just a few minutes later with his arms full of what looked like men’s clothing.

      This was most certainly different.

      If my wayward cousins, always into something, had been here, I wouldn’t have been the least bit surprised by any such thing, but they were all married and living on their own.

      I doubted any of them would come to the ball tonight, since they all had infants. If they did, I would be quite surprised.

      I watched as Villars turned down the hall toward the dining room and I was just about to follow him when I was stopped.

      “Miss Emma.”

      I immediately recognized Ben’s voice.

      Ben was one of the young men who always liked to get in a dance on my dance card.

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/bookbrushimage-2022-1-27-17-1233.jpg
(b Kilugh





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/trapped-in-the-melody-c.jpg
TRAPPED
IN THE
MELODY

THE BECQUERELS





OEBPS/images/trapped-in-the-melody-girl-cover.jpg





