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      As Mr. Rankin led her back into the house, Elizabeth could not control the shaking of her shoulders nor her chattering teeth. She was cold… so very cold… and nothing seemed to make it right. 

      It was still very early, and Elizabeth was astonished to see her mother in the parlor. She did not usually come down until well after breakfast had been served, and usually took the first meal of the day from her bed. But the previous night’s dramatics seemed to have left everyone in the household sleepless. 

      “What is the meaning of this?” Mrs. Bennet cried as Elizabeth was led into the parlor. “First that horrid woman departs without any warning, I could not sleep for hearing noises in every corner of the house, and Kitty had terrible nightmares! We are a wretched household, Mr. Rankin, and no thanks to you!”

      “Mama, please,” Elizabeth murmured as she was brought to sit in a chair by the fire. Her head ached fiercely, and there was a heaviness in her limbs that even the warmth of the fire could not ease. And another ache, deep inside her, one she had never felt before—but one that reminded her that everything that she had thought was a dream had been very, very real, indeed.

      What had she done?   

      “I believe you have done enough here, Mr. Rankin. Do, please give my apologies to your dear Papa, but it is time that you departed Pemberley. I trust that you have been able to assess the items which we would like to have sold?” 

      Mrs. Bennet’s tone was firm and sharp, and Elizabeth knew it well. There would be no room for argument here. She had certainly made her decision in regards to Mr. Rankin’s presence here. 

      Mr. Rankin stiffened, but he had enough tact to simply bow in reply. “Of course, Mrs. Bennet. I shall see to our departure at once. Thank you for your hospitality, this truly is a most remarkable estate.” 

      “Yes, indeed,” Mrs. Bennet sniffed. 

      Jane rushed into the parlor just as Mr. Rankin turned to leave, and he moved out of the way just in time to avoid being knocked to the side. Elizabeth smiled weakly as her sister knelt on the carpet beside her chair. “Lizzy, what happened? I woke and you were not there—I have been frantic looking for you!” 

      “I— It was a bad dream. I was sleepwalking,” Elizabeth replied haltingly. She did not know if her words were reassuring or not, but she ignored the curious stare that Mr. Rankin directed her way. 

      “That’s so unlike you, Lizzy,” Jane fretted as she tucked a woollen blanket around her sister’s legs. “And you are covered in mud… where did you go?” 

      “Mama will you really send Mr. Rankin and his father away?” Elizabeth asked as she pushed Jane’s hands away. “It is not his fault—”

      “Not his fault?” Mrs. Bennet cried. “It is his fault that there was a madwoman in this house who claimed to be able to commune with the dead! She gave our dear guests quite a fright with her foolishness!” 

      “Mama,” Jane admonished their mother gently. “Perhaps you are being overdramatic… A séance is a very strange thing, no one knew what to expect.”

      “I certainly did not expect that!” Mrs. Bennet said angrily. “Shuddering tables and macabre scribblings—I tell you there was no peace to be had in this house after such a ghastly event! My poor guests! I promised them a night of frivolity, not horrific stories about a murder at Pemberley!”

      Mrs. Bennet fell into her chair and dabbed at her eyes with her handkerchief. 

      Elizabeth swallowed thickly as what she had seen in her vision flooded back into her mind. It had been murder—there was no escaping that fact. She had seen it with her own eyes. The leather straps on Mr. Darcy’s saddle had been well and truly damaged, and Mr. Wickham had been behind it all. The gentleman was dead now, himself, and there would be no justice or punishment for his crime. The bitterness of that fact sat heavily upon Elizabeth’s tongue, but she could not say anything… not to anyone. 

      Not even Jane. 

      Another secret to keep. So many secrets, she felt as though her heart would burst with keeping them all inside. 

      “I am distraught, Jane,” Mrs. Bennet wailed. “What will they say about us in London, now?” 

      “Mama, it is not as bad as all that,” Jane said reassuringly. But the glance she aimed at her sister seemed to imply that she did not believe her own words. The evening had been very shocking, indeed, and there would be very little to keep the gossip from spreading among their acquaintances. 

      It was daring enough to have had Madam Susanne come to Pemberley—but the uproar that had been caused would be the true cause of any shame that might befall them. 

      Mrs. Bennet moaned dramatically and held a small bouquet of dried lavender to her nose to calm her nerves. She caught Elizabeth’s eye and shook the dusty purple bouquet at her daughter. “There is no doubt left in my mind that your father has been given the keys to an estate that no sane man would agree to inhabit!” 

      “Really, Mama,” Jane huffed. “Lizzy is in no condition to bear such excitement.” She bent to help Elizabeth up from the chair. “Come, I shall take you upstairs. You should be in bed with the fire lit.” 

      Elizabeth tried to protest, but Jane would hear none of her excuses, and Elizabeth could not explain that she feared going to sleep—the possibility that she would become trapped in yet another vision was too great. “I do not need to sleep,” she said quickly. “But I would welcome some hot washing water and a cup of strong tea.” 

      “Of course,” Jane said with a tight smile. Elizabeth felt horrible for giving her sister such cause to worry, but she scarcely understood what was happening, herself. She could give Jane no other comfort other than the fact that despite spending the night out in the cold, she was unharmed. 

      Changed, certainly, but unharmed. 

      Elizabeth allowed her sister to lead her up the stairs to the bedchamber they shared and sat down upon the bed as Jane rang for washing water. 

      “Mama was very cruel to Mr. Rankin,” she said quietly. “What happened at the séance was not his doing.”  

      Elizabeth nodded and smiled weakly. She was ever so tired. “I believe Mr. Rankin and Madam Susanne expected that the evening would progress rather differently,” she said. 

      Jane raised an eyebrow. “And how would that be?” 

      “I suspect that Madam Susanne has only rarely encountered the spectral forces she claims to have so much knowledge of… and Mr. Rankin was taken aback as well. It would not surprise me if they have conducted many ‘successful’ séance’s together that went much more smoothly than what we experienced.” 

      Jane’s eyes widened. “A falsehood? Surely, not!” 

      “How easy it would be to convince a group of ladies that their party was visited by a wandering spirit?” Elizabeth asked with a smile. “A bump of the table, some powder thrown upon the fire to cause it to burn brighter… Some knowledge of the history of the house and its inhabitants would help as well I should think. And then, easiest of all, listening to conversations would give enough hints to topics that would be sure to delight and shock the guests… one conversation over supper at our table would yield some very interesting results.” 

      Jane shook her head but did not trouble to smother her laughter as the maid she had called tapped discreetly upon the door. 

      “Violet!” Jane greeted the housekeeper’s daughter in surprise. “I did not think you would come, I am sorry to have pulled you away from something more pressing—”

      “Not at all, Miss,” Violet replied briskly. She walked swiftly into the room and set down the tea tray she had brought. “Will there be anything else?” 

      “Some washing water, if you please,” Jane replied. Violet’s eyes swept over Elizabeth’s muddy dress and disheveled hair and Elizabeth felt her cheeks warm at the young woman’s hard-eyed scrutiny.

      “Of course, Miss,” Violet replied. “I’ll be happy to take away your dress and slippers, too, Miss Elizabeth. If you would like.” 

      “Thank you,” Elizabeth said softly. Violet nodded and disappeared through the door and Jane closed it firmly. 

      “There now, some tea,” Jane said briskly. “Perhaps this will help you remember what happened. You’ve never been given to restless sleep, Lizzy,” she said as she poured a cup of steaming hot tea and placed it in her sister’s hands. 

      Elizabeth sighed as the warmth of the cup settled into her palms and some of the feeling began to seep back into her numb fingers. “I cannot remember anything, Jane,” Elizabeth protested weakly. “Just that I woke up feeling cold… so very cold… and I found myself outside with the sun just beginning to rise.” 

      “Surely, you remember something?” Jane said. 

      Elizabeth shook her head. 

      “But where were you?” 

      Elizabeth sipped the tea and winced at the heat of it. “Behind the house,” she said. “Near the stables.” 

      “The stables… but they are a ruin.” 

      “They are. Beyond repair. It was such a lonely place...”

      “Perhaps we should walk there after breakfast,” Jane said. “It may help your memory.” 

      Elizabeth set her cup down upon the vanity with shaking hands. “Why are you so insistent that I remember?” 

      Jane frowned and set down her own teacup. “I mean nothing by it, Lizzy,” she said. “It is just that there have been so many odd things happening of late—with the stress of the séance and Mama’s outburst… You did not hear Madam Susanne screaming in the early hours of the morning. I thought you had been woken by it before me and had gone to see what was the matter… I thought nothing else of it and went back to sleep. But when I woke again, you were not beside me...” 

      Elizabeth shook her head, she had obviously heard nothing. 

      “What happened to her?” Elizabeth asked instead, trying her best to distract her sister. 

      “I could not say,” she replied. “I had hoped that you would be able to tell me.” 

      “Mama seemed very upset.”

      “I am not surprised,” Jane said with a sigh. “As she said, this was not how she had expected her first séance to unfold.” 

      “Indeed not,” Elizabeth murmured. 

      “Do you think she was right to send Mr. Rankin away?” Jane asked as she pulled a fresh dress from the wardrobe and laid it upon the bed. 

      Elizabeth looked down at her muddy shoes before reaching down to pull them off her feet. There was mud between her toes and the hem of her dress was crusted with it. She did not want to think of the state that the rest of her dress was in, and she avoided looking in the mirror. 

      She also did not know how to answer her sister. Mr. Rankin had surely been planning a deception with Madam Susanne, if that was even her name, but to what end? 

      Thankfully, she was saved from answering by a knock at the chamber door that signaled the return of Violet Rivers who had brought one of the new scullery maids with her to carry clean linen and a second jug of hot water. 

      Jane helped Elizabeth to unpin her hair, and then left the room to give her sister some privacy while she bathed. Elizabeth could sense that her sister would want an answer to her question, but she still could not think of how she should do so without causing a fuss. 

      “Just ring the bell when you are ready for
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