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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings rather than American ones. I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Elizabeth. I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of the trials and successes she endured.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like Miss Elizabeth’s Season.

Contact me at

rcrye.author@gmail.com
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Chapter One
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Hannah pranced around the room, the flowing cape billowing behind her. Even though the cape was actually a tablecloth, she imagined it was a delicate lace garment. Hannah loved dressing up, and during the breaks between lessons, she found a variety of outfits that suited her purpose. She looked with disdain at her older sister, who was curled up on the settee with a book in her hand. How could her sister be so dull? She longed for someone to join her in dressing up, but Elizabeth was not that person.

When the governess entered the room, her gaze flicked between the two girls. She smiled with quiet exasperation at Hannah and her tablecloth cloak and said,

“Miss Hannah, your imagination knows no bounds. Could you return the tablecloth to the maid and join Elizabeth and me at the desk?”

Hannah smiled sweetly and relinquished the cloth. Without a comment, she sat at the desk, and the lesson began. Concentrating on her lessons was difficult for Hannah because her mind was filled with images of beautiful dresses and handsome princes. When the governess left the room, Hannah said, “Why do you bother to study the subjects Miss Baron drones on about? The men we marry will be influential, and they won’t care if we can discuss English literature or speak French. Men don’t care about how wise a woman is; they are more concerned about a woman’s appearance and the size of her dowry.”

Elizabeth shrugged. “I find the things we learn interesting. I can’t see why you dress up and pretend you are a princess, but I suppose that is where we differ.”

With their personalities so different, the girls had little in common and so were not close. This situation gave Elizabeth some concern, but as Hannah was indifferent about their distance, Elizabeth vowed not to worry about something she could not fix. Elizabeth hoped that when she made her debut, she might meet some other young ladies who wished to be friends. She was aware of the competition between the girls; after all, the purpose of their entering society was to find suitable husbands, but surely there would be others with whom she could form friendships.

While Elizabeth enjoyed living in the country, Hannah fretted about their isolation. At times, Elizabeth conceded that it would be nice to have friends, but Hannah fretted about the lack of young men in the area. Her sister’s concern about the dearth of young men confused Elizabeth. It wasn’t as if Hannah would lower herself to marry a countryman, so what was her reason for fretting? The only men they encountered were the tenant farmers who toiled on her family’s estate, and the thought of Hannah becoming the wife of a farmer was laughable.

Sometimes Elizabeth watched the farm children with envy. While they often worked in the fields with their fathers, they all seemed to have friends, and sometimes she caught them sky larking and generally enjoying themselves. How was it that children who had so little could still enjoy life, while she, who was not left wanting, felt so lonely? She and Hannah should have been company for each other, but as that had ceased to be an option, Elizabeth took refuge in the well-stocked library. If someone were looking for her, the library would be the first place they would look.  

As the years passed, Hannah’s love of fine things continued, and she frequently had the maids running from one room to another, searching for a special ribbon or her favourite slippers that needed cleaning. Elizabeth, on the other hand, would often choose the first dress she came across in her wardrobe and wear it during the day, but Hannah had to have the perfect garment. 

The girls generally ate their meals with the governess, but today, as their lesson ended, a maid arrived with the message that they were to eat with their parents tonight. Elizabeth was mildly surprised, as eating with their parents was a rare occurrence, but Hannah was excited. 

“I wonder what our parents have in store for us. They must have an important announcement. What do you think it might be?”

Elizabeth tried to ignore her sister. After all, her parents might as likely have bad news to impart, but wondering or worrying wouldn’t make their purpose for the meeting any clearer.

When the girls gathered, ready to walk to the dining room, Elizabeth looked at her sister with surprise. Hannah's dress was light blue, with puffy sleeves and a full skirt. 

“Where did you get that?”

Hannah smirked. “I found it in the trunk in the attic and had the maid clean it. I’ve been dying to wear it, and tonight seemed to be the perfect opportunity.”

Elizabeth frowned. Why would Hanah put on a show for their parents tonight? Did she know the reason for their summons? Elizabeth sighed. She had lost her connection to her sister years ago, so working out her reasons was beyond her.

When they entered the dining room, the servants showed them to their seats, and after taking their seats, they greeted their parents. Lady Martha Townsend raised her eyes at the sight of her younger daughter, but didn’t comment about the dress. Seeing that her Mother seemed to have no objections to the blue dress her sister wore, Elizabeth thought that it might be worth searching the attic to see if any other gowns were acceptable to her Mother.

The meal progressed slowly; course after course was delivered by the servers, and anxiety began to build inside Elizabeth. She glanced at her sister, who looked calm and composed, as she made small talk with her parents. Hannah was comfortable in any situation, often taking control of the conversation, whereas Elizabeth became tongue-tied and self-conscious. Eventually, Lord Townsend sent the servers away, and as he sipped his wine, he scrutinised his daughters.  They were so unalike that it was hard to find a family resemblance, but he shrugged and cleared his throat.

“Girls, I am sure you are wondering why your Mother and I requested your presence tonight. We have been discussing Elizabeth’s upcoming entry into society and have decided to introduce you both at the same time. While we understand that you, Hannah, will be one of the youngest debutantes, we believe that you will excel regardless of your age. Elizabeth, having your sister for company might help you feel less anxious. Your Mother will discuss the details with you, but the need for appropriate attire will mean that we must relocate to the city relatively soon.”

Elizabeth’s mouth dropped open, her shock apparent to anyone watching her. But alas, all attention was on Hannah as she squealed with excitement. Despite being dismissed, Elizabeth sat transfixed in her seat. How could her parents pit the sisters against each other for suitors? In a competition with her sister, Elizabeth knew that she would be the loser. Oblivious to Elizabeth’s concern, her parents rose ready to move to the library as was their usual, nighttime practice. Her Father raised his eyebrows as he realised that Elizabeth hadn’t moved. Elizabeth’s response to his announcement, he now realised, was not excitement like her sister’s but dismay. Had he and Lady Townsend miscalculated by deciding to introduce the girls to society together?

“Is there a problem, Elizabeth?”

Elizabeth took a deep breath and rose from the table. Tears dotted her cheeks, but she brushed them aside and said, “Of course not. Goodnight.”

Lord Townsend watched Elizabeth brush away her tears, but before he could think of what to say, she had left the room. Had he and Martha made a mistake in suggesting the girls make their debut together? Now they had made the decision and shared the news with the girls, he was loath to rescind Hannah’s invitation to debut, but if Elizabeth were upset, did he need to rethink the choice he and Martha had made?

In the library where he and Martha met after dinner, Arnold Townsend poured himself a drink and considered what had just happened at the dinner table.

“Martha, I fear we have made a dreadful mistake. Did you see Elizabeth’s reaction to our announcement?”

Martha shook her head, a smile on her face. “No, I was watching Hannah’s excitement.  She has wanted this introduction and the ability to wear pretty dresses since she was a young child. Being able to give her this a little earlier than she expected is exciting. Was Elizabeth as excited?”

“No, Elizabeth cried. When I asked her if there was a problem, she said Of course not. Considering she is not one to be overly emotional, it’s clear she doesn't want to share a season with her sister. I wish we had discussed it with Elizabeth before making the announcement.”

“Well, it’s too late now. If you want to rescind Hannah’s invitation, we will all have to listen to her cry and rage, and things could get nasty between her and Elizabeth. We’ve made the decision, and Elizabeth will have to live with our choice.”

Elizabeth fretted as they returned to their rooms. Once they were out of their parents’ sight, Hannah gave another happy squeal and began swanning around in the hallway. She drew up short when she saw her sister’s sombre face and frowned.

“Come on, Elizabeth! This news is so exciting; I can’t see why you look so concerned.”

“This news is exciting for you, but a nightmare for me. There will be enough girls to compete against without having to compete against you. You know significant social events make me anxious, and with both you and me to chaperone, I doubt that our mother will be able to support me while she also must find the best possible candidates for you.”

“Oh, la! You are such a worrier. It will all work out fine, you wait and see.”

Elizabeth frowned as she bid her sister good night and entered her bedroom. She knew that, now that her parents had made their decision, nothing she said would change their minds, but the thought of being in the same social setting as Hannah worried her. Hannah was beautiful, bright, and bubbly, making it too easy for people to overlook her. Elizabeth wasn’t the type of person who wailed about her looks, but she knew that, despite being attractive, competing against her sister never ended well for her. Elizabeth decided to express her concern to her mother the next day, but given that the decision had already been made, it seemed unlikely she could change her mother’s mind. 

As she lay in bed that night. Elizabeth tried to calm her fears, but the prospect of competing with Hannah for attention at the balls and events they would attend seemed a hopeless wish. Would her Mother reconsider the decision to have both her daughters introduced to society together if she expressed her apprehension? Hannah had only just reached the age when this introduction could be made, so was waiting a year, not possible? The thoughts concerning her sister and her worry kept Elizabeth awake long past her bedtime.

The following day, the girls reviewed their etiquette rules, and Elizabeth recited the rules she had learned since she was old enough to walk. She could recite the rules in her sleep, she was sure, but would they translate into action when she came face to face with the society dowagers? Not only was she concerned about her readiness to face the toughest of trials for all debutantes, but the prospect of becoming a wallflower was all too real. While she didn’t know much about men, never having mixed with the opposite sex, she knew without a doubt that wallflowers were girls with small dowries and average looks.  Elizabeth knew she was reasonably attractive and had a substantial dowry, but her inability to converse with strangers would be her downfall. She would not be able to captivate men with witty repartee, and with her shy demeanour, she would sink into oblivion when compared with her sister.
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