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			Endorsements

			“This delightful seventeenth-century tale took me on a journey to the heart of rural Leicestershire in England. An intriguing romance which unfolded at a gentle pace like an elegant old fashioned tapestry being stitched and coming to life before my eyes.

			Celia Martin’s vast knowledge of history and her meticulous research into the period is evident throughout and her proficient use of colloquial language transports the reader back to the time and place, presenting a charming sensitivity for the era.

			***

			Born before her time, Selena D’Arcy is a down to earth, strong-willed young maiden with a heart of gold and with a reluctance to conform to what is expected of a young woman of her social status. Sent to stay with her aunt and uncle where her aunt is to train her in the many skills and etiquettes of how to behave in a more acceptable ladylike fashion and how to manage the running of a grand estate...it is with the hope that this will prepare and steer her towards a suitable marriage. Shortly after her arrival, however, Selena falls in love with a neighbouring farmer, the handsome Calder Grantham, a widower with a young son. Although in her family’s eyes, they would not be considered a suitable match, knowing her own mind, Selena is resolute that he will, one day, become her husband.

			Engaging the hearts and affections of everyone she meets, Selena embarks on a project of organising and rallying support and funds for the building of a local grammar school in the village, not only for the benefit of the locals but in mind of any future sons she might bear once Calder has taken her as his wife. Selena not only becomes popular with her numerous new neighbours, but she has also been blessed with a natural gift of winning the trust and friendship of the copious animals which cross her path.

			Her compassionate manner and aptitude to perceive people’s hidden talents and uncover their potential always finding ways to improve their lives become prevalent throughout the story. Selena sees the good in everyone she meets, including those who do injustice towards her. One cannot help admire this kind-hearted young woman and as I reached the end of the book, I felt a great fondness towards this loveable and charismatic young woman.

			Martin is a skilled author who captures the period well.  Her brilliant flair for character building brings to life a multitude of engaging personalities which are entwined throughout the story and makes for a highly satisfying read. An absolute gem of a historical period romance with an endearing ending.”

			—Lilly Adam,
Renowned Author of The Victorian Saga Romantic Series

			Celia Martin continues her streak of impressive historical fiction with another entry in her series revolving around the D’arcy family and other assorted characters. Her use of Restoration-era speech is an abiding hallmark of her work and, once again, present throughout An Unexpected Treasure. She invokes the upper-crust English milieu of the era without striking a false note. Her writing deserves praise for bringing the period to life without saddling readers with too much detail. 

			Her command of storytelling fundamentals never fails. It is beyond question Martin read much before exposing her fiction for public perusal and it shows in many ways. One of the more prominent examples of this strength is the tight grip she maintains over the plot development. Her characters face numerous obstacles and trials along the way and Martin places several dramatic scenes within the narrative inciting you to read further. 

			Martin’s characters recall several stereotypes, but she concocts compelling personalities for major and minor figures alike. She does not attempt to satisfy us with cardboard characters and scenes culled from older books or movies. The individuality of Martin’s work will be, for many readers, the quality that stands out above all else. An Unexpected Treasure is a book for people who enjoy historical romances a cut above the average fare.

			The ending is satisfying on every level. Readers, especially devotees of this style, will never feel cheated with how Martin ties together its assorted strands. We need books like this in 2021, imaginative and involving fictional works brimming with the life characterizing the best entertainment. There’s little question Martin will continue producing such works in the future. Her eager and growing readership will greet this book with ample interest and few, if any, will express disappointment with this latest offering. It is a thrilling and breathless ride that will expand her readership. An Unexpected Treasure further solidifies her reputation as one of the best historical novelists writing today.

			—Jason Hillenburg, Reprospace Editorial Reviews™
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			Also by Celia Martin

			To Challenge Destiny

			“Exquisite passion and breath-taking action! A historical romance feast!” 

			—Curt Locklear, Laramie Award Winner

			“Martin proves she has the vision and talent to make bygone times come alive for modern readers.”

			—Anne Hollister, Professional Book Reviews

			A Bewitching Dilemma

			“A willful heroine cornered by a relentless foe and a dashing sea captain tormented by his past cast their lots against the tides of a history dark with treachery. A compelling read cover to cover.”

			—Michael Donnelly, Author of False Harbor

			With Every Breath I take

			A love story laced with fun and surprises.

		


		
			Taking A Chance

			“I’ve no hesitation to recommend this five-star read to new or old readers of historical fiction.”

			—Trisha J. Kelly, multi-genre award-winning author of children and middle school books, and of cozy mysteries and crime thrillers.

			“Celia Martin captures the complex landscape of people dealing with Puritanism which squelches the fun out of life for ordinary people. A great backdrop for the heroine to shine as she strives to marry the man she loves”

			—C.A. Asbrey - author of the 19th century murder mysteries, ‘The Innocents’ and of articles on history for magazines and periodicals.

			Precarious Game of Hide and Seek

			“Celia Martin’s historical romance ranks as above average fare in the this genre.

			—Jason Hillenburg, Reprospace Editorial Reviews™ 

			Fate Takes a Hand

			“Each character, lovingly written, pulls the reader into the story, contributing to the elegance of this beautiful work of fiction. Love stories like this are timeless. If you are looking for a wonderful historical romance with a truly satisfying conclusion, I highly recommend Fate Takes A Hand.”

			—Kristen Morgen, Author of Behind The Glass

			“Celia Martin’s Fate Takes a Hand provides a reading experience any devotee of historical romantic fiction will enjoy and holds up under multiple readings.”

			—Jason Hillenburg, Reprospace Editorial Reviews™

		


		
			And The Ground Trembled

			“Celia Martin is an engaging storyteller. I absolutely loved And the Ground Trembled. It is beautifully written, entertaining, and a lot of fun”

			—Vonda Sinclair, USA Today Bestselling Author

			“I see fans of the historical romance genre flocking to Celia Martin’s And the Ground Trembled. Lush descriptive passages, a vivid rendering of the historical period, and strong characterizations highlight this novel. Martin feels a strong personal connection with this era in history. The book shows her familiarity with even the smallest of details about its fashion, a keen ear for human speech of the time, and more than a nodding acquaintance with its history.”

			—Mindy McCall, Reprospace Editorial Reviews™

			Perfidious Brambles

			Perfidious Brambles is a delight. Readers will love the plot with its high romance and touch of intrigue. If you are looking for a lovely novel in which to get lost, you have certainly found it in Perfidious Brambles. 

			—Riana Everly, Recipient of two Jane Austen Readers Awards

			https://tinyurl.com/cmartinbooks

		


		 

		
			To the many authors I have met on Facebook who have helped me in a multitude of ways, and who have also introduced me to their wonderful books and hours of fun reading.

		


		
			A Collection of
Romantic Adventures

			Follow the romantic adventures of the D’Arcy, Hayward, and Lotterby families, and their captivating friends in seventeenth century England and the American colonies. In An Unexpected Treasure, Lady Selena D’Arcy is to be trained to be a lady of quality as befits her station, but she has other plans, and they involve Calder Grantham, neighboring yeoman. Will she manage to surmount numerous obstacles and win Calder’s love? Or will her parents’ disapproval forbid her that love? Be sure to watch for Deceptive Deceptions when Calantha Matherly, better known as Marvelous Marvella Blessing, famed London actress, runs away to Italy with her lover, as her two sisters arrive for a season in London along with their hopes of finding suitable husbands. But all is not rosey for the sisters, for shortly before arriving in London, Agrippina witnessed a murder. Now, it seems the murderer intends Agrippina to be his next victim. And will Calantha’s return to London hinder or aid her sisters’ hopes of finding love and marriage?

			Excerpt from

			Deceptive Deceptions

			At the end of the book.

			Visit my web site at:
tinyurl.com/celiamartinbooks

			.

		


		
			Prologue 

			Derbyshire, England 1681

			Lady Flavia D’Arcy groaned as the coach hit yet another rut in the poorly maintained road. Her traveling companion, the dove-like Carola Mead, echoed her groan. Across from Flavia, her personal maid, Gertrude, widened her large blue eyes, crinkled her perky nose, and clamped her prominent front teeth down over her lower lip. The ride was not only rough, it was boring. They had little they could do but sleep, yet sleep was made near impossible by all the bumps. If her parents had sent the better coach to retrieve her from Tuftwick Hall, she would not be suffering as much. Brushing a curl of her light brown hair off her cheek, she could well imagine she would be black and blue by the time she arrived at her home, Whimbrel Hall.

			The muslin shades were drawn to keep the dust out, but Flavia still felt her face, eyes, and tongue were coated in grit. She envied her brother, Ewen, and his friends. Riding their horses, they were out in the fresh air, not cooped up in a moving box. Ewen’s brown eyes, so like her own, had glistened with mirth when he joked she could be like her cousin Selena and ride astride. That had set his friends to laughing. The memory of that quip brought her thoughts back around to Selena. Pooh! She had worked so hard to rid herself, at least temporarily, of thoughts of her annoying cousin. Thinking of Selena made her even more miserable.

			Why her mother believed she would be able to have any influence on Selena was beyond Flavia’s comprehension. No one had any influence on Selena. Selena had influence on everyone else. Flavia had not a doubt in the world that Selena would lead her into some kind of trouble. Oh, why could her mother not have let her go to London with her Aunt Phillida and her cousin Elizabeth to find a husband? But no, her mother said she was too young. Well, she was eighteen, after all. Plenty old enough to marry. Her mother had married her first husband when she was but fifteen and had her first child by the time she was sixteen.

			Gads, but she would be glad when they reached their evening’s destination. Her father had arranged for them to stay each night with a friend or acquaintance of his. But for their noon meals, they were forced to stop at village inns. The food was seldom appealing, but at least sitting down to the table was a respite from the pounding she was receiving in the coach.

			She felt sorry for Carola Mead. Carola had traveled in this hideous coach all the way from Whimbrel Hall to collect Flavia, and now the poor, unassuming dear was having to travel back over the same bumpy road. Carola was a distant cousin of her mother. As Carola had no immediate family or means of support, Flavia’s mother had taken her in, given her a home, and treated her as a member of the family. Flavia believed Carola, in order to show her gratitude, often volunteered for egregious tasks no one else wanted to do. This had to be one of those tasks. And Carola was no younger than Flavia’s mother who was now in her mid-fifties.

			Flavia was grateful she was at least to be allowed a week’s visit with her two half-brothers who had estates outside the town of Derby. Their wives would coddle her and make over her and understand all she had endured on this wretched journey. When Aunt Phillida and Elizabeth left for London, Flavia had been sent to stay with Aunt Phillida’s sister-in-law, Lady Tuftwick. That dear lady had also coddled her, and Flavia had loved her time at Tuftwick Hall. She had enjoyed flirting with Lady Tuftwick’s older son, Algernon, and the young son, Doran, when he was home from school on holiday, and she had treated Lady Tuftwick’s thirteen-year-old daughter, Lexina, like a sister.

			Then came the letter from her mother telling her she was being sent for so she could help turn Selena from a hoyden into a lady. Impossible! Ewen knew it was impossible, but he admitted, he liked Selena the way she was. 

			“Not that anyone with any sense would want to marry her,” he proclaimed to his friends.

			“I found her a regular pixie,” Ansel Yardley said. He had met Selena four weeks earlier at Crossly Oaks, Flavia’s half-brother’s manor in Derbyshire. “Right pretty, too,” he added. 

			“True enough. A bright spirit, she is,” Ewen agreed, “but would you want your wife riding astride? Would you want her ignoring her duties because she is off riding or walking or bringing home stray animals or people from who knows where? She does that, and a lot more. Animals and children love her. They follow her about like she was some kind of Pied Piper.”

			Algernon LaBree chuckled. “I look forward to meeting her. She sounds amusing.”

			“Amusing, yes. One of the fellows, but not wife material, I swear to you,” Ewen said.

			“She has a good portion coming to her,” Yardley said. “A manor in Lincolnshire, am I not mistaken.”

			“Aye, that she has. But I will say no more on the subject. Are any of you foolish enough to fall in love with Selena, ’tis your misfortune. You have all been warned.”

			Ewen’s companions had laughed at his sally, but Flavia could find nothing humorous about the subject. Her mother had asked Ewen to bring a couple of his friends to Rotherby that Selena could practice being more genteel around gentlemen. Flavia guessed her mother might also have hopes Selena might find a mate. But here was Ewen, warning them off. Not that she could blame him. They were his friends, and he could not wish them tied to Selena.

			Flavia liked all three of Ewen’s friends. Ansel Yardley was the funniest. When he laughed, which was often, his dark eyes fairly twinkled. He had a strong chin and firm mouth, but his grin was so infectious, she doubted he could ever seem stern. Algernon LaBree was the most handsome of her brother’s new friends, with his bright blue eyes, dark hair, and Greek god facial features. Though ever courteous, he was a flirt, and Flavia was drawn to him. She could see herself falling in love with him did she not ever so often conjure up the fleeting image of Ewen’s childhood friend and their neighbor, Orland Darnell. She wondered if Orland might also be invited to Rotherby to help with Selena’s civilizing lessons. She hoped he would be.

			Silvester Preston, Yardley’s cousin, was intriguing in that he seemed always to be studying everyone from under his lowered eyelids. His eyes were a light-colored hazel, almost a pale green, and his dark hair was incredibly thick. His thin, aquiline nose gave him an aristocratic appearance, though he was but the son of a baronet. While Carola rested for a week after her arrival at Tuftwick Hall, Yardley and Ewen rode to Nantwich in Cheshire to collect Preston, because Yardley was certain his cousin would be delighted to join them. 

			“He is ever bored,” Yardley proclaimed, “and eager to escape his mother, my Aunt Arcadia. She wants him to marry and produce a son, an heir to the baronetcy. If she thinks he is going to meet a potential mate, she will pack him off herself.” So Silvester Preston, the future Baronet of Britteridge, had joined them, but Flavia was not certain Preston was at all interested in finding a mate. Fact was, from snippets of conversation she had overheard, but should not have, she believed he fancied himself a dallier, in no hurry to limit himself to one woman.   

			Another bump, another pair of groans. Wretched road. None of the counties maintained their highways as they should, though her father swore they were far superior to what they used to be, especially the new toll roads that had been built. Settling back against the cushioned seat, Flavia wished it was plusher. Was she ever to ride in this coach again, she would be certain to provide herself with more cushions. 

			 Closing her eyes, she tried to sleep, but again, Selena swam through her mind. She wondered what Selena would do that would get her into trouble and prove to her mother that she was not as grown up as she considered herself. She wished she was stronger willed. Wished she could say no to Selena, but Selena had a way of making everything sound or appear reasonable. Oh, well, she might as well just face up to it—Selena meant trouble.

		


		
			Chapter 1

			Leicestershire, England – Whimbrel Hall

			Rowena D’Arcy, Lady Rotherby, lightly drummed her fingers on the small table beside her cushioned chair. Her drumming caught her husband’s attention.

			Next to her in a matching armchair, Nathaniel D’Arcy, Lord Rotherby, asked, “All right, Row, what is troubling you?”

			“Look at her, Nate,” she said, nodding to the young woman sitting in the window seat across the parlor. A book rested in the girl’s lap, yet she did naught but stare out the window at the fading night sky. “She has done nothing but mope since she arrived here. Again this evening, she barely touched her supper, nor her dinner earlier today. That is not like Selena. In all the years I have known the child, she has always had a more than hearty appetite. But now, in the three weeks she has been here, she is losing weight. The maid, who is seeing to her, says does she lose more weight, she will have to take in some of her gowns.”

			“I would say our Selena is a very unhappy young woman,” Nate answered.

			Frowning, Rowena turned to him. “I can see that, Nate. ’Tis what I am to do about it that puzzles me. Her dear mother sends Selena to me, trusting me to turn her into a lady, and all I have done is make her sick. How will it look to Angelica if I must send her daughter back to her, ill and looking like a rail?”

			“Selena cares not for her lessons?”

			“She says, could she but understand the need to learn the things I am attempting to teach her, she might be better able to apply herself, but she can see no reason to learn what she needs to learn about how to run a home. She cannot understand why she cannot have a competent housekeeper or steward manage the running of her house.”

			“And is there a reason she cannot?”

			Rowena rolled her eyes sideways at her husband. “We have a wonderful housekeeper as well as a butler and a steward, but which one should I allow to do the seating arrangement for a formal dinner? Which one would you like to choose the fabrics for your next breeches or coats? Which one should have chosen the furnishings for our bedchambers? Or for any of the rooms in the house? Yes, the butler keeps order and gives the footmen their duties. He sees we are appropriately served at our meals. But he informs me,” she stressed the me, “when your wine supply is running low and must be replenished by ordering from France. Sugar, spices, salt, pepper, any number of items must be ordered in a timely fashion, and the correct amount must be ordered or we will run out of the items.”

			Her husband tried to interrupt her by agreeing she had a point, but Rowena would not be stopped. “Yes, our steward sees our meat is cured and stored, he works with the gamekeeper who supplies our game and fish. He works with the head of our dairy and our brew-house and insures we have the wood or coal we need for fires in our rooms and for the kitchen. He keeps the books, but I go over them with him on a weekly basis. You see them but once a month. I know when we can afford special treats, a new gown for Flavia or coat for Ewen.

			“And though our housekeeper is in charge of directing the maids …”

			“Enough!” Nate said, his voice raised to a measure Selena turned to look at him. He lowered his voice. “Enough, my dear. You have convinced me.”

			“I have not told you the half of it.”

			His blue-green eyes danced, and the smile Rowena loved spread across his face. “Of that, I have no doubt. But I think, do you believe you can teach these things to Selena, you will be sadly disappointed. The question to ask is, do these things that matter to us, matter to Selena.”

			Rowena returned her gaze to her niece. With her dark hair and blue-green eyes, Selena looked more like Rowena’s husband than his own children did. Both their children looked like her with their brown hair and brown eyes. Selena, on the other hand, had the typical D’Arcy coloring, and a straight nose, high cheekbones, and a firm chin. The golden tan of her skin was fading slightly as Rowena had the girl spending most of her time indoors with various training activities. Slowly shaking her head, Rowena wondered if her husband could be right. Was any attempt to convince Selena of the importance of learning to care for a house and home useless.

			Just this morning she had been trying to teach Selena how to properly make a bed. “But why must I know how to make a bed?” Selena asked. “The maid will do it, as she does now.”

			“You need to know how, so that you may show a new maid how to do it.”

			“Why would not the housekeeper or another of the maids show her?”

			“Mayhap the housekeeper is ill, and you have guests coming. All your maids are busy cleaning, and the new maid is to make the beds.”

			“I would simply tell the new maid to do the cleaning. Surely I would not have hired a maid who had no knowledge of cleaning, and the old maid could then make the beds. Mother never has to show maids how to make beds. Of course, she cannot. So if a new maid needs training, the housekeeper or Mother’s maid, Esmeralda, trains her.”

			Selena was right about that. Due to a terrible accident, when her coach overturned, Angelica D’Arcy, Lady Rygate, was left paralyzed from the waist down. Confined to a chair or her bed, the lovely woman had been unable to give Selena the guidance she needed in her early years. Consequently, Selena’s father, doting on his daughter, spoiled her and allowed her to run wild with her four brothers. Selena had even shared her brothers’ tutors. Lord Rygate had kept all his children at home in their youth. He had not sent any away to foster homes or to schools until the boys were old enough to be sent to Oxford.

			What training Selena did receive in proper decorum came primarily from her father or her mother’s devoted personal maid. Selena could dress appropriately when forced to do so, she could dance, could sit at a table and not embarrass herself with unladylike behavior, but that was about it. She could not sew a stitch, she could not plan a meal or a social gathering. She could curry a horse or train a dog to hunt, but she had no idea how to insure a table was properly set or in what order the dishes or wines should be served.

			“Mayhap you could work out a compromise with our unhappy lass,” Nate said, interrupting his wife’s thoughts. 

			Rowena turned to him. “What might you suggest?”

			“Well, at present, Selena is allowed to go riding in the morning before she breaks her fast. That means, if she wants that treat, she must rise early, which our girl hates doing. She does it, though, because she loves her horse and loves to ride. Then the remainder of the day, she is locked into activities with you that to her seem senseless.”

			Nodding, Rowena admitted all her husband said was correct.

			“Suppose you limit her lessons to just the mornings. Then, after dinner, the afternoons can be hers to use as she pleases. To take walks, to read, maybe take her rides, does she choose not to get up so early in the morning.” He held up a hand as Rowena started to interrupt him. “These new privileges would be contingent upon her willingness to learn the lessons you are attempting to teach her. Does she work hard and cooperate in learning her lessons, she has her freedom in the afternoons.”

			Rowena eyed her husband from under lowered lids. “Nate, my love, that might just work. I know you think does a man love Selena, he should love her as she is, but that would not be fair to either of them. A man needs his wife to properly run his home.”

			“That may be true, but Selena need not marry. She will someday inherit a very nice estate, so she will never be destitute. Her brothers love her. She will always be welcome in their homes. Does she not find a mate, would it be so terrible?”

			Picking up her husband’s hand from the armrest of his chair, she placed it on her cheek. “Would you have her miss the joy that we experience every day? Would you have Selena never know love?” Rowena shook her head. “That would be sad. That is why her mother asked me to train her to be a lady. Angelica and Ranulf know the kind of love we know and share. Can you wonder Angelica wants that for her daughter?”

			“Not to know a true love would be sad. But I am not certain it is worth changing Selena. She has a way about her that delights children. And the way animals take to her is uncanny. Should she lose that luster, that joy of living that has always encompassed her …” He shrugged. 

			“Well, I shall think about your suggestion. Could be it would produce results. It could be worth trying, anyway.”

			“Good,” he said, looking at her in a way that told her his desire for her was mounting. He had been home from London for but two days and was due to return to London in three days. His older brother’s daughter, Elizabeth, was to be married, and as neither her mother nor her father could be with her, due to her mother’s illness, Nate had volunteered not only to give the bride away, but to help Elizabeth and her future husband secure a home and other items they would need to set up housekeeping together. He would then accompany the newlyweds to Wealdburh in Cheshire to visit Elizabeth’s parents. It would be a homecoming for him, and he was looking forward to seeing the home of his youth. But it meant he would be gone from Whimbrel for near three months. By far the longest they had ever been separated. Rowena dreaded his absence.

			“All that talk of love has stirred my need for you my dear,” her husband, leaning closer, said in a low voice. “I find my love for you has not dimmed one bit over our years together. If anything, it has grown stronger. What say, we hasten our niece to bed and head to our bed.”

			Smiling, Rowena said, “You are right, Nate. If anything my love for you, my need to be one with you is as intense as it was when first we wed.” She tilted her head to one side and glanced at him out of the corners of her eyes. “As intense as before we were wed.”

			“That does it,” he said, rising. “Selena, your aunt and I are planning to make it an early evening. Think you, you are ready for bed?”

			Closing her book, Selena said, “Aye, Uncle Nate, but do you not object, I will just go see how Brigantia fares. She seemed a little off when I rode her this morning.”

			“That is fine, but be back in the house ere it grows dark.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			Rowena watched Selena leave the room. The girl walked with a firm step, more like a man would walk than a young lady. One more thing she needed to work on with Selena. But with her husband taking her arm, thoughts of Selena slipped away, replaced by thoughts of her amorous husband. His body still enticed her. Strong and muscled. Though she was tall, he towered over her. She decided this evening, she would send her maid on to bed and would let Nate help her undress. And she would help him. Hmmm. Sweet love.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			Selena believed she could well be floating on air, except for the fact she was so enjoying the leaf and moss padded woodland path beneath her feet. After she returned from her morning ride and grabbed a quick bite to eat, she found her aunt awaiting her in the parlor. Her aunt had a proposition for her, and as soon as Selena heard it, she agreed to it wholeheartedly. Did she work diligently in the mornings and not complain about the subject of her lessons, she was to have her afternoons free. 

			She breathed in deeply, rejoicing in the earthy woodland scents. Finally, she had some freedom. She learned the new plan had been her uncle’s suggestion, and she remembered to thank him when they sat down to dinner. Her aunt, pleased with her morning’s performance, praised her, and said she was happy to see Selena had regained her appetite. Selena appreciated her aunt’s compliments, though she had seen no sense to the morning’s exercise. Her aunt decided she needed to learn how to walk like a lady. Selena thought she walked just fine, but she forbore mentioning her own opinion. She but did her best to do exactly as her aunt directed her, foolish though it might seem.

			“Selena, dear, you are light on your feet, that is good. But you stride across a room like a man. Now watch me.” Her aunt had proceeded to walk across the parlor and back, her gown swishing ever so softly with each step. “You need to take smaller steps. Now you try.”

			Selena obeyed, but her aunt had not been satisfied. “Let us try it with a book on your head,” Aunt Rowena said. Selena giggled when her aunt placed the book atop her head. Keeping it balanced on the head was a bit of a challenge, and it did cause her to slow her pace. “Now try turning your toes in just a smidge while you walk. Should make your hips sway.”

			Selena could not think why she needed to learn to walk more mincingly, but to have her afternoons free, she was not about to question her aunt. After the lessons in walking, they had returned to the task of fine stitching. “There are times,” Aunt Rowena said, “when a lady needs to keep her hands occupied, her eyes lowered, and her tongue in her mouth. You may find this most often necessary when men start arguing religion or politics.”

			Selena wondered why she would have to keep quiet rather than enter in on the discussion, as she did with her father and brothers, but again, she refrained from asking. She but did as she was bid, and attempted to take tiny delicate stitches on the lace hanky her aunt had given her to practice on. Sewing, she decided, was about the only thing so far that she could see a use for. Oh, not the delicate stitching Aunt Rowena was expecting her to learn, but being able to tighten the waist on a pair of her brother’s breeches to make them fit better could come in handy.

			So the morning had passed, and now she was free. Free to explore her uncle’s estate. Aunt Rowena thought a footman should accompany her, but Uncle Nate said, “Why? When have we ever had any cause to think we have anything to fear on our estate. Do let the girl have her afternoon to herself.” Her aunt acquiesced, and no sooner was dinner ended, and Selena excused herself and hurried to her room to don a plain gown and sturdy shoes.

			The day was perfect for a walk. The sun was shining, a gentle breeze cooled the air, and the birds were chirping. She had wandered about the meadows for a while but then headed for the woods. The path she followed was well worn. It looked to have seen a lot of use over the years. Uncle Nate told her the woods housed its share of hares, squirrels, coneys, and foxes, but he thought few deer ever wandered through, and no boars. He believed the only deer on his estate were to be found in his fenced deer park. He promised her, come fall, she could go on a hunt with him and Ewen. 

			She was looking forward to Flavia’s and Ewen’s arrival. Four weeks earlier, she had seen Ewen briefly at his half-brother’s home in Derbyshire, but she had not seen her cousin, Flavia, in three years. Not since the last family reunion at her Uncle Kenrick’s Walling House outside Wallingford in Oxfordshire. Those family gatherings were always such grand fun. She was glad the large D’Arcy family enjoyed a close relationship.

			Stopping at various clearings and taking the occasional side trail, she had no idea how long she had been hiking when she came to a small brook. It was narrow enough she could hop across it. As the path continued on the opposite side, she chose to continue her hike, though she guessed it was nearing mid-afternoon. She had not gone far when she saw a man dressed in clothing denoting him to be a farmer. His wide-legged breeches, woolen stockings, sturdy square-toed shoes, and a plain brown coat with rolled back cuffs showed wear but were clean. A flat-brimmed hat sat atop his loose, short, brown hair. He was pulling a coney from a trap. A poacher, she thought, and without giving her action a second thought, she confronted the man.

			“You are lucky I am not my uncle’s gamekeeper,” she said, assuming a firm voice. “You must know poaching can run you a hefty fine, do I report it.”

			At the sound of her voice, the man straightened and turned to face her. At that instant, she fell in love. He had to be the most handsome man she had ever seen. His eyes were the bluest, blue under straight, brown eyebrows. His face had the tanned hue of a farmer, and his features, though rugged, were perfectly proportioned. But it was his smile that near made her swoon. It was a smile that reached his eyes, causing them to twinkle.

			“Well, now, Lady Selena,” he said, his voice rich and vibrant.

			He knew her name! How was it he knew her name?

			“You accuse me unjustly,” he continued. “You see, you are on my property. That brook you would have hopped over a short ways back is the boundary line between my farm and your uncle’s manor. But do please consult Lord Rotherby, do you not believe me.”

			“How do you know who I am?” she blurted out, it being the first thing she could think to say to this incredibly handsome man.

			He chuckled. Oh, she liked the sound of his laugh. It rumbled up from his throat. “Everyone knows Lord and Lady Rotherby have their niece visiting this summer. As you referred to your uncle, I assumed you must be Lady Selena.”

			“How is it everyone should know of my visit?” She advanced closer to this wondrous farmer. “I have been nowhere but to church, and I have met but few people. I cannot remember seeing you there.” Had he been in church, she would have noticed him, of that she was certain.

			He smiled. “I fear I am often absent from Sunday services. My housekeeper and son normally attend. Both told me of you, but even had they not, Rotherby parish and surrounding community is not large. Does someone of prestige come to our area, word soon gets around.”

			She laughed, and he cocked his head and looked at her with a curious expression on his face. A happy expression, it seemed to her. “’Tis strange to think I would be considered a person of prestige,” she said. “I cannot think why.”

			“You are an earl’s daughter. That gives you prestige.”

			“Does it? How interesting. But, sir, you have me at a disadvantage. You know my name, but I have not learned yours.”

			He bowed slightly. “Forgive me, my lady. My name is Calder Grantham.” He pointed off to his left. “That farm in the valley, as well as a portion of this hillside, belong to me.”

			Looking past him, she could see a valley, but to see more of it, she walked past him, then took a deep breath. “Oh, ’tis lovely. I cannot think when I have seen a more lovely valley.” The hillside sloped gently down into a lush green valley. Rock fences and low hedgerows kept sheep and cows pastured and out of a couple of grain fields. A number of out buildings, some of stone, some of wood, were a short distance from the loveliest, two-story, stone house with green shutters on a multitude of windows.

			She turned back to the man who had just stolen her heart. His farm was as beautiful as he was. “You must forgive me for mistaking you for a poacher.”

			“Easily forgiven, but I would say in the future, should you ever encounter a real poacher, you should refrain from making any threats. Fact is, ’twould be wise did you carry a good strong walking stick with you. Just to be on the safe side.”

			“Uncle Nate seemed to think there was no threat on his property.”

			“Ordinarily, I would say he is correct, but of late, one of our neighbors has been allowing a number of his dogs to roam free. He says, ’tis because his steward discovered several illegal traps on his property. If ’tis true, poachers might be in our area. But to my way of thinking, ’tis the dogs to be wary of more than the poachers. They have already killed one of my lambs.”

			“Oh, no! I hope the man letting his dogs run loose has paid you for the lamb.”

			“Not yet. I may have to take him to the next quarter session court in Melton-Mowbray, do I choose to travel that far, since I might not get a fair judgement from our local justice.”

			“Why is that? Is he not respected?”

			“Oh, the squire, our Justice of the Peace, is respected. But ’tis his dogs that run lose.”

			Selena put her hand to her mouth to cover her smile. “Oh, dear,” she finally managed. “I suppose that is a tad unfair. I wonder if Reynard Bardwith could help. He is my Aunt Rowena’s son-in-law, and he is the current constable in Rotherby. Might be he could speak with your squire. A constable to a justice.”

			“Nay, ’twould not be fair to Mister Bardwith. I know him. Have known his family for years. Bardwith is a good man, a fair man, but I would not put this on his shoulders. But here now.” He changed the subject. “If you have walked all the way from Whimbrel Hall, ’tis over two miles. You must be thirsty. Would you care to stop in my home for a mug of ale, or perhaps some buttermilk?” 

			Indeed she would like to see his home. See more of him. Sudden fear! Dear God, please, he cannot be married. Thoughts ran riot in her brain, but she managed to answer, “Thank you, yes, I would like something to drink, but I cannot say I remember drinking buttermilk since I was a young child.”

			“Ah, then you could be in for a treat. On a warm day like today, nothing is better than fresh buttermilk kept cold in the spring.” He nodded to her. “Shall we go? I need to get this rabbit to my housekeeper, is she to prepare it for our supper.”

		


		
			Chapter 3

			Her heart thumping about in her chest, Selena followed Calder Grantham down the hillside. He had a housekeeper, but he had thus far mentioned no wife. Surely, was he married, he would have mentioned his wife. He said his son and the housekeeper went to Sunday services in Rotherby. Again, no mention of a wife. Oh, he must be a widower. Had he loved his wife deeply like her parents loved each other? Was he so greatly saddened by her death he would never be able to love again? Such questions darted about in her head. At the same time, she felt a pain in her heart that this man had lost his wife, yet she could not but hope he was over his grief.

			The walk across the lush meadow covered in grass and clover was like a tour as Calder – she was already thinking of him by his given name – pointed out the various aspects of his farm. She enjoyed listening to his vibrant voice, pitched neither too high nor too low. ’Twas obvious he loved his farm and took pride in it. He waved to a couple of laborers. One was weeding an herb and vegetable garden, another was trimming one of the hedgerows. She could hear the sound of a Jew’s harp being played, and in the distance she saw a shepherd seated on a low rise keeping watch on the sheep and their lambs. 

			Noticing the direction of her gaze, Calder said, “Abner needs keep watch on the flock in case the dogs return. I cannot well afford to lose another lamb. I would prefer Abner could be helping Joseph with the hedgerow trimming. I like to keep the hedgerows at a low enough height I can hop over them am I needed in a hurry.” He smiled his vibrant smile at her. “I also want them low enough that your uncle’s and his friends’ horses and dogs have no trouble jumping over them when they chase after a fox or a hare.”

			Surprised, she stopped, and touched his arm that he would stop. “My uncle goes fox or hare hunting here on your farm?”

			He nodded. “Aye, he and other neighbors go dashing across whatever property they wish when they follow their prey.”

			“But does that not ruin some of your crops or scare your animals?”

			“The hunting never starts until harvest season ends, but yes, the hunters have been known to scatter the sheep and cattle, do they chance through the pastures. Your uncle always warns me in advance when he is planning such a hunt, but not everyone gives us warning.”

			“Hmmm,” she said, and started walking again when he did. “Seems inconsiderate to me. At home, we have never ventured off our own estate when we hunt.”  

			“Well, at least deer hunting is reserved to deer parks,” Calder said. “Any deer not in parks have long since left the area or have been killed by the locals to provide for their families.”

			“We have a substantial commons on our estate,” Selena said, “but we have few tenants. They grow fruits and vegetables for the London market. Like your farm, our land is good for sheep raising. ’Tis our tenants who see to their care. We also have thick forests, and make a good profit from the sale of wood. So between the woods and the sheep pastures, we provide the perfect landscape for the fallow deer. But we and our tenants hunt only on our land.”

			“You are saying your tenants are allowed to hunt your deer?”

			She laughed. “The deer are not ours. Once there were numerous deer parks in Surrey, but they were allowed to fall into disrepair. The deer escaped, and now roam at their will.”

			“The venison must be a nice treat for your tenants,” Calder said, stopping in front of his house as a boy came running toward them. “My son, Pascal,” he said. “He has been minding the bee hives, watching do they swarm. Mid-day being the most likely time for them to swarm.”

			“I have seen the scouts out,” the boy said. He looked to be about five or six. He was a small image of his father. His features had not yet that rugged look, but he had the same vibrant blue eyes, same straight eyebrows, and his brown hair was but a shade lighter. His head cocked to one side, he looked at her curiously. “Are you not Lady Selena?” he asked.

			“Aye, she is,” Calder said. “Make your bow, son.”

			The boy bobbed at his waist and Selena smiled and said, “Pleased to meet you, Pascal.”

			With a pat to his son’s head, Calder said, “I have invited Lady Selena to have some buttermilk. Might you run to the spring and fetch us a crock?”

			“Oh, yes, Father,” Pascal said, his voice bright and chirpy. “I will be right back.” And he took off toward a small stone building next to the brook that bubbled down from the hill.

			Opening the door to his house, Calder said, “Do come inside, Lady Selena.”

			Upon entering the house, her arm brushed against his arm and a tingle shot up her spine. Calder Grantham had her head in a most pleasant spin. The spin continued as she looked around the large open hall. She could not be more pleased with the interior. Everything about it bespoke friendly warmth. The diamond-paned windows had cream-colored curtains spread open to let in the sunlight, the table in the center of the room was covered in a clean white cloth, brightly woven rugs hung on the stone walls, and a low crackling fire in the larger of two stone hearths had a black iron pot sitting on a tripod over it. A heavenly scent of something baking wafted through the air.

			A strongly built woman with graying hair tucked into a bun turned from a long work table snug against the wall next to the hearth when Calder said, “Hannah, we have a guest. And I have that coney you wanted.” Stepping over to Hannah, he plopped the rabbit on the work table.

			Her hands and forearms covered in dough, Hannah eyed Selena. Her pale blue eyes beneath sparse blond brows and lashes looked surprised. Wiping her arms on her large apron, she dropped a curtsy. Her thin lips spread in a small smile. “Why, am I not mistaken, ’tis Lady Selena. I recognize you from church.”

			“Indeed it is,” Calder said. “Lady Selena, may I present my housekeeper and cook, Hannah Burbage. I cannot rightly think how Pascal and I should manage without her.”

			At the compliment, Hannah shook her head. “I but do my best. But Lady Selena, you have caught me at an awkward time. Today is my day for baking bread. At present I am up to my elbows kneading the last batch. Do I not persist, could be it will not rise as it should.”

			“Oh, by all means, continue with your bread. I am but here for a drink of buttermilk. But I must say, something is smelling heavenly already.” Raising her chin and sniffing the air, Selena wondered what the housekeeper might be cooking.

			“Ah, ’tis the currant buns you be smelling,” Hannah said. “Master Pascal likes to break his fast of a morning with a currant bun and fresh churned butter.”

			“Hmmm, I cannot say I blame him. It sounds wonderful, and they smell yummy.”

			“Would you like a bun, hot from the oven,” Hannah said, “they will soon be done.”

			“I would love a taste. But only does it not interfere with your work, Mistress Burbage.”

			Hannah chuckled. “No one has called me Mistress Burbage in many a year. Hannah works for me just fine, Lady Selena.”

			“Then you must call me Selena.”

			Hannah vigorously shook her head. “Oh, no, milady. That would not be fitting. You be quality. Now you sit yourself down there at the table, and Calder can get you a noggin and serve you soon as Pascal comes with the buttermilk.”

			As she spoke, the boy came through the door, a heavy clay crock cradled in his arms. “I have the buttermilk, Father,” he said.

			“Splendid, Pascal,” Calder said, taking the crock from his son. After bidding Selena take a seat at the table, he joined Hannah at the work table. Shelves above the table held various sizes of wooden plates, cups, and bowls. Taking three wooden noggins down, he filled them with the buttermilk. He handed one cup to Pascal, the other two he brought to the table.

			Setting the noggins on the table, he said, “To my way of thinking, buttermilk tastes best from a wooden noggin.” She had noted a rough wooden hutch against the back wall. It displayed pewter mugs, plates, platters, and bowls as well as a large carving knife and fork. “Seems the pewter adds its own flavor to the buttermilk,” he continued, pulling out a chair and seating himself opposite Selena. “You want to saver the buttermilk at its best.”

			She took a sip. Oh, it was delicious, cold, thick, and slightly sour. She licked her upper lip. “Thank you, Mister Grantham. ’Tis perfect.”

			“Good. But, please, I am not called Mister. I am but Calder or at times, Goodman Grantham. I am but a yeoman. I work my own land,” Calder said with a smile that set Selena’s heart to spinning. “The buttermilk,” he continued, “not only makes a refreshing drink, Hannah often uses it when cooking baked goods. Makes them lighter and fluffier.”

			The creamy liquid sitting on his upper lip, Pascal said, “On occasion, Hannah makes our puddings with buttermilk.”

			“Oh, that sounds good,” Selena said.

			“Near as good as her currant buns,” the boy said, and Selena laughed.

			Pascal laughed, too. “I like your laugh,” he said. “’Tis all tinkling, musical. Makes me think of bells tinkling.”

			“He is right,” Calder said. “You have a most merry laugh.”

			“Laughter is good for the soul,” Selena said. “I am glad does my laugh sound merry, for certainly, I feel merry.”

			Enjoying herself immensely, Selena asked, “You then know my uncle?”

			“To speak to him,” Calder said. “I understand he treats his tenants well. Like us, he is heavy into sheep and cattle. ’Tis good pasture for them. And wool can line a pocket with coin, does the wool merchant pay a fair price for the wool.”

			“Aye, that is what my father says,” Selena said. “We had a merchant came down from London that Father worked with for many a year, but he passed on two years back, and the man Father works with now is not as satisfactory.”

			“Where are you from?” Pascal asked.

			“I am from eastern Surrey near the town of Reigate.”

			“Why are you here?”

			“Pascal! You should not ask such a question,” Calder said. “’Tis rude.”

			“Oh, I am sorry.” The boy hug his head, but looked up with a smile when Selena laughed.

			“Never you mind, Pascal,” she said. “I find nothing wrong with the question. I am here staying with Lord and Lady Rotherby so Lady Rotherby can turn me into a lady.”

			“Huh!” The boy’s blue eyes widened, and so did his father’s.

			“Seems I have much to learn am I ever to manage a home,” Selena said, donning half a smile. “I fear I much prefer riding and walking about in the woods and playing with animals when I should be learning which earl should sit next to which baron or whether fish should be served before pheasant or any number of things, that frankly, I really cannot care about.”

			Pascal laughed. “What happens if the earl sits beside the wrong baron?”

			Joining in his laughter, Selena shrugged. “I have no idea, but it must cause some big problem because my aunt has a book she uses, if she wonders who should sit where.”

			Calder was smiling. “Etiquette can be important, I am certain.” He looked at his son. “’Tis not something we are ever likely to have to worry about.”

			“I wish ’twas nothing I had to worry about,” Selena said before finishing her buttermilk. Setting the noggin on the table, she rose and Calder rose with her. “I suppose I must be getting home so not to worry my aunt. ’Twas so wonderful to meet all of you. Might I visit you again?”

			“We would be honored,” Calder said, and Selena prayed he meant it.

			“Here now,” Hannah said. “These currant buns are done. I have wrapped one in a napkin. You take it with you. Save it to break your fast in the morning, do you wish. It will keep.”

			“Thank you,” Selena said, taking the proffered bun. “’Tis most kind. When next I visit, I will return the napkin.”

			“You will come back, will you not?” Pascal asked. “I like you.”

			Bending closer to Pascal, Selena said, “I like you, too. So yes, I will come back soon.”

			“Here,” Calder said, handing her a sturdy walking stick. “I can easily get another stick. You never know when it might come in handy. Those dogs could be on the prowl.”

			“Thank you,” Selena said, taking the stick, but doubting she would need it against the dogs. However, it would give her something that belonged to Calder, and that she was pleased to have. Pascal and Calder both came out and waved to her as she marched back across the field toward the hill. When half way up the hill she turned around. Pascal was still watching her. He waved, but his father was nowhere in sight. Well, he most likely had work to do. 

			Hugging the stick, she set off down the path. She liked knowing what Calder would be eating for his supper. Stewed rabbit and fresh baked bread. She wondered if his laborers sat down to table with him and Pascal. She guessed they did, and most likely Hannah did also. She wished she was sitting down with them instead of with her aunt and uncle.

			Not that Aunt Rowena and Uncle Nate were not good company and often amusing, but since she was in training, everything she did was scrutinized by her aunt. Plus she had to dress for dinner and for supper. After supper, they retired to the parlor. A couple of nights she had played chess or backgammon with her uncle, but for the past several nights, she had been too low-spirited to do anything but read, or try to read. This evening, though, her spirits were buoyed, but rather than play any games, she wanted just to think about Calder and his wonderful home and family.

			She decided she would not tell her aunt and uncle about Calder. Not yet, anyway. She could not say why, but she feared they might not approve and might forbid her from visiting him. She picked a safe place near the path to leave her walking stick, then struck out across the meadow to the house. 

			The house was pretty, and like her parents’ home, it was new. The building had been started in sixteen sixty-two, a year after King Charles II awarded the estate and the title to her uncle for his aid to the King while the King was in exile on the continent. The house had all the newest modern attributes. Built of a pretty red brick, it had new sash windows, wainscoted walls and decorative stucco ceilings, painted canvas coverings for the floors, and a gallery stretching the length of the ground floor to house family portraits and other pieces of art. 

			A parlor, two dining chambers – one for entertaining guests, one for just the family – a library and an office were on the ground floor, and besides the grand hall, the house had a grand entry with a beautiful staircase leading up to the bedchambers on the first floor. The nursery and rooms for the house servants were on the second floor, and the basement contained the kitchen and the cook’s quarters, the wine cellar and the buttery. Like Selena’s father, her uncle had gone into debt to build his house, but he managed his land well, and he was now free of debt.

			When guests were not in attendance, the family ate in the small dining chamber at the rear of the house. As soon as she changed, that was where Selena headed. Arriving but a few minutes after her aunt and uncle, she took her seat and smiled brightly. “’Twas a wonderful afternoon,” she said before they could question her. “I had a lovely walk in the woods. Our woods are not near as extensive, that is, they are more scattered, not one big woodland.”

			“You may have noticed,” her uncle said, “a number of the trees are young. ’Twas sad to cut down so many of the older growth, but ’twas needed to pay for the building of this house.”

			“I noticed, sir, but the young trees have such vivid green foliage, they quite catch the eye. Plus they allow more sun to filter through, casting beautiful displays of shade and sunlight.”

			“You enjoyed yourself then?” Aunt Rowena said, as the footmen set bowls of mushroom soup before the members of the table.”

			Selena beamed at her aunt. “Yes, as I said, ’twas wonderful. Thank you for devising this plan. Indeed, tomorrow morning I will work doubly hard at whatever you wish to teach.”

			Her aunt laughed. “That sounds most promising. But while you were out this afternoon, you had your first caller.”

			“I did? I had no idea I knew anyone to be paying me a call.”

			“’Twas Mister Orland Darnell. The son of our neighbor, Lord Edgerton. You met Mister Darnell at church last Sunday.”

			“Oh, yes, I remember him. He made me a pretty bow.”

			Uncle Nate chuckled. “That would be Orland. He and Ewen have been the best of friends since their early youth, but I fancy since returning from Middle Temple, Orland has become a bit of a dandy.”

			“Indeed, he was dressed very prettily,” Selena said.

			Aunt Rowena smiled. “I invited him to join us for dinner tomorrow. So you shall at last have some company. In fact, you may ride out with him, do you wish. Mayhap ride over to the village. I have allowed you little chance to see how lovely northern Leicestershire is, and I believe that should be remedied. We will cut your lessons a tad short that you may dress a little more formally tomorrow. I will tell Louisa to do your hair in a more intricate mode rather than your usual bun.”

			  Selena was at first disconcerted. She wanted to return to Calder’s farm, but she hid her dismay and thanked her aunt. She saw her uncle watching her. Had he caught her moment of disappointment? He was shrewd and missed little. Maybe she could still visit Calder. She could get Orland Darnell to ride over with her. No, that might not be wise. Darnell might well mention the visit to Aunt Rowena, and though she was not certain why, she had no wish to tell her aunt about her visit to Calder Grantham’s. She would simply have to delay her next visit. 

		


		
			Chapter 4

			Calder dumped his last pail of milk into the barrel secured in the cart. Abner had finished hitching the horse to the cart and was ready to take the milk over to White Acres Tower. Calder’s four dairy cows produced more milk than his small household could use, so every day, Calder sent the excess milk to their neighbors, the Huddlestons, caretakers for White Acres Tower. White Acres had a large dairy herd and several dairy maids. The butter and cheese they made from the milk was transported to Leicester to furnish the town’s residents’ needs. In lieu of coin payment for the milk Calder sent to White Acres, he received butter and cheese for his household, sparing Hannah a time consuming and sometimes onerous job of producing the needed provisions.

			The Huddlestons were related to the Granthams, and like the Granthams, their ancestry, if through the occasional female ancestor, could be traced back to before the Conqueror, before any families had permanent surnames. Calder’s surname dated from the early fourteenth century when Geoffrey of Grantham married the heiress to the farm. Since Geoffrey, there had always been a male heir to the ancient holding. Someday, Pascal would inherit the farm and hopefully have a male heir to continue the Grantham name.

			Calder knew he should have married again to produce more heirs should, God forbid, anything happen to Pascal. Hannah had told him he should marry again, give Pascal a mother. “All you need do is crook your finger, and any number of girls would hasten to be your bride,” she said. But he had never wanted to crook his finger. When he married Pascal’s mother, Mary Hadrian, he had been young and in love. He and Mary had wanted a large family. They had been blessed with Pascal. Then two years after Pascal’s birth, Mary and the infant she carried inside her died of a fever that attacked many households that year.

			The loss had left him devastated for more than a year. How he would have managed without Hannah, he could not say. The Huddlestons had cared for Pascal that year, and the boy was still close with the family. Stalking from the cow and horse barn to the sheep stalls where Abner had herded the sheep for the night to keep them safe from the squire’s dogs, Calder chided himself. Four years since Mary’s death and in all that time, no woman had caught his eye. No woman until Lady Selena. A lady! What a fool he was. She was above his touch, yet he could not get her out of his mind. 

			He liked everything about her; her lively blue-green eyes, her direct way of speaking, her humorous, self-depreciating manner, and her light, bubbly laughter. Laughter full of joy and delight. Pascal liked Lady Selena, too. He was hopeful she would return. Though he knew he should not wish it, Calder, too, hoped she would return. Not that he had any hopes of marrying an earl’s daughter, but he would not mind if he could enjoy her company from time to time. 

			What a shame Lady Rotherby wanted to change Lady Selena. He thought Selena perfect as she was. He would not change a thing about her. But then, he would never be entertaining earls and needing to make certain they were properly seated next to the appropriate baron. From the limited time he had spent with Lady Selena, he could not think she would have much fun at such entertainments. He could almost pity her. An earl’s daughter who would rather be a yeoman’s daughter. A most interesting young woman.

			\ \ \

			Settling into her usual chair in the family parlor, Rowena admitted to being greatly pleased with the new plan concerning Selena. One day, and Selena was back to her disarming self. Happy and laughing her tinkling laugh and eating a hearty supper. How smart Nate had been to suggest giving Selena more time to enjoy herself. She had been cooperative during her lessons. Had made no complaints no matter how many times she had walked back and forth across the parlor floor with a book on her head.

			Rowena could tell Selena would have liked to complain, but the fact that she forbore doing so indicated how much the girl wanted time to be free to do as she pleased. Mayhap now, with this new arrangement, Selena might finally begin making some progress
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