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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelled, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings of terms rather than American spellings. So, NO! I am not a poor speller, and I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Abigail and Bart, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of their trials and successes.

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 'Remember Me.'

Contact me on 

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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As the season progressed, hostesses included Abigail and Josephine in their mothers’ invitations to social events. Tonight was one of the most prestigious events of the season, and the girls were excited but nervous. Both girls spent the day choosing the perfect gown from their collection of dresses, and although Abi fussed as much as her sister, she thought choosing between numerous pastel dresses that all looked alike was a waste of time. She settled on a gown with blue stitching and a blue ribbon trim. Most of Abi’s dresses were demure, unlike her sister’s, which had the lowest neckline allowed to a debutant without being classed as fast by the dowagers.

As a veteran of social events, their Mother, Lady Yearwood, encouraged the girls to eat a small meal before they left. Hostesses provided supper at most social events, but young women with healthy appetites and loaded plates were frowned upon. Abi thought there was no logic in providing a meal that only half the participants could enjoy, but she would not share that view with anyone else. When the time came to leave, Abi’s nerves increased. What if she did something wrong tonight, and the dowager ladies decided she shouldn’t attend any other events? Should she have listened attentively when her Mother spoke about what she expected the girls to do?

Their carriage travelled through the darkened country roads until it connected with the paved roadway to the houses of the most important members of the ton. The women in the coach travelled silently, and Abi wondered if her sister was as confident as she portrayed herself. At their home, as they prepared for tonight, Josephine had scoffed at the idea that she might have nerves about the upcoming ball. Josephine was beautiful and usually confident, and Abi felt she might have trouble attracting a suitor once they saw her sister. Even though Abi’s mirror told her that she was attractive, her sister’s beauty and vitality overshadowed her own. With both of them in the same room, Josephine attracted the attention of men and women, while others overlooked Abigail. Her parents, too, seemed to shower their attention on Josephine, giving her whatever she wanted, while Abigail had to work for everything she received.

Carriages lined the road, and the advancement of the vehicles in the queue kept the footmen busy assisting guests to descend from their coaches before the carriage moved off. Abigail would never voice her opinion on the number of guests waiting for entry, but she swore she wouldn’t invite so many people if she were to host social functions. Hostesses judged the number of attendees as the measure of success, and a crush was the ultimate achievement. How could the hostess consider their event a roaring success when they had so many people crammed into a ballroom that they could barely move? From her limited experience, Abigail knew that the air would become putrid with the ladies’ perfume, and the crush of bodies would raise the temperature to uncomfortable levels.

As Abigail, Josephine, and Lady Yearwood entered the room, the decorations and luxury of the furnishings were a sight to behold. While the Yearwoods were wealthy, the excess displayed at some events made Abigail uncomfortable. How did the staff in their tiny rooms, devoid of all but the bare necessities, feel about the wasted food and the excesses of alcohol that flowed? 

Abigail smoothed her skirt with nervous hands. It didn’t matter how often she attended events; Abigail always felt anxious. What would she do if no gentlemen wrote their names on her dance card and she had to stand by and watch everyone else dance? She couldn’t imagine how disheartening it was for the wallflowers to spend hours preparing for the ball, only to be ignored by the men because they weren’t wealthy or pretty enough. It suddenly occurred to her that while women were often neglected due to their lack of a healthy dowry or because they were unattractive, men were never relegated to the seats along the wall, regardless of their lack of wealth or good looks. So much of society favoured men, and Abigail felt cross that this was the case.

Lady Yearwood glared at Abigail. For a moment, Abigail felt as if her Mother could read her mind, but then she realised that gentlemen were approaching and that her Mother was warning her to be on her best behaviour. The gentlemen always chatted and filled Josephine’s dance card first, and before moving on, they wrote their names on her card, but rarely conversed with her. Abigail knew that the gentlemen who vied for Josephine’s attention considered her sister too plain to court, which always hurt. Did they not see that Josephine enjoyed stringing them along and that none of them would tie her down until the end of the season?

As Abigail suspected, the room was so packed with guests that moving around to socialise was quite a challenge. Tonight, there were redcoat soldiers present. The men's red jackets stood out in the crowd; their attire was so different from the pastel colours the debutantes wore. Their very presence indicated they were high-ranking officers, and while they danced and displayed perfect manners, Abigail couldn’t help but notice the pain in their eyes and the glazed expressions some of them had. Though Abigail didn’t begrudge the soldiers some time away from the war, their presence was a stark reminder of their country’s peril. She wondered whose idea it was to invite the men; it felt like they were on display to show the ton how patriotic the hosts were. How must they feel being paraded around while debutantes simpered, giggled, and asked silly questions? Being here must be almost as bad as being on the battlefield; at least they knew who the enemy was out there. The absurd thing about the presence of the redcoats and the behaviour of the debutantes was that not one woman here would consider them good enough to marry.

Standing beside her Mother, Abigail felt claustrophobic. Bodies packed so close together that moving was nearly impossible, and the combined odour of the women's perfumes made breathing almost impossible. She knew her Mother would never allow her to struggle through the crowd to the fresh air and open terrace, so she took the only other reason her Mother would accept: she needed to go to the retiring room. The three women had placed themselves to the side of the room for easy access for possible suitors, but now their placement made Abigail’s walk through the crush to the hallway tedious. Weaving around large ladies with feathers in their hair and portly gentlemen who were in no way gentlemanly as they leered at her, chaffed at Abigail. The people in attendance were supposed to be from the top echelon of society. While they were quick to criticise others, they rarely showed good manners when dealing with people they considered inferior. 

After finally reaching the door to the hallway that led to the retiring room, Abi saw a soldier sitting on a bench alone. The man had his eyes closed and his head tilted back. Abigail was uncertain if he was asleep or needed assistance. She watched him to ascertain if he was breathing, and she noticed his chest rising and falling with each breath. Abigail felt like a voyeur as she watched the man, but his striking red coat showcased broad shoulders and a wide chest, and she felt a buzz of awareness as her eyes roamed. Blushing at her boldness, Abigail averted her eyes, stepped forward and said,

“Sir, are you quite well?”

Lazy brown eyes opened, and the devastation she saw on the man’s face tore at her heart. He stared without speaking, and Abigail took a chance that her Mother would deplore;  she sat beside the man. When she placed her hand on his arm in a show of concern, she momentarily surprised herself that she could be so forward. When he removed her hand from his arm and wrapped his large hand around hers, Abigail knew her Mother would be scandalised, but the sensation of her hand in his was exquisite. Large, calloused hands rubbed her delicate hands, and with their hands intertwined, Abigail felt both awareness and tranquillity. The tingling she felt at the contact confused her, but she left her hand in his as the feeling was not unpleasant.

“Is there something I can get for you?”

His rough, deep voice sent chills down Abigail’s back when he spoke, and she felt her heart rate speed up.

“Maám, if you could remove the darkness from my soul, it would be much appreciated.”

Abigail felt her heart plummet.

“Oh! Sir, if I could do that, I would offer my assistance instantly, but alas, I cannot help.”

“Well, little lady, unless someone is going to
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