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      For my sister. She knows why.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        
        Marry in April when you can,

        Joy for maiden and for man.

        —Traditional Wedding Proverb

      

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      April When They Wed is the first title in The Lyons Brides, a mini-series set within The Lyons Pride universe. Although this novella can be read independently, readers may find it most enjoyable to read its direct prequel, The Advent of Lady Madeline, first. April When They Wed takes place about three months later, in the spring of 1880.
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      Harold Lyons, Duke of Whitborough, father of the bride
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      Hal, Earl of Denforth, the heir, Madeline’s twin brother, a groomsman
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      The honorable Victoria Lowell, the groom’s youngest sister, a bridesmaid

      The Honorable Wilfred “Wilf” Lowell, the groom’s younger brother, the best man
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      Lady Margaret Carlisle, their eldest daughter, Hal’s betrothed, a bridesmaid
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      Alasdair, Duke of Castlebrooke, a friend of the younger Lyonses, a groomsman

      Sir George Middleton, a friend and neighbor of the Whitboroughs, local Master of Foxhounds

      Lady Middleton, his wife

      Georgie, Jack, and ned Middleton, their sons

      Olivia Middleton, their eldest daughter, a bridesmaid

      Christabel Middleton, their middle daughter, Wilf’s sweetheart, a bridesmaid

      Susannah, their youngest daughter, still in the schoolroom

      The Honorable Clarence Moresby, a friend of Hal’s, based in town, but connected to Yorkshire

      

      Officiants and Helpers

      The Reverend matthew Greenwood, Vicar, of St. Hilda’s Church, Denforth

      Mrs. Firth, Organist of St. Hilda’s Church

      Mr. Taylor, her nephew, an accomplished violinist

      Dr. Marshall, physician to the Lyons family

      Mrs. Parker, midwife

      

      London Acquaintances

      Madame delacroix, a modiste, designer of wedding apparel

      Lady Marigold Lynde, the Earl of Ashbourne’s daughter, another future bride

      

      BELOW STAIRS

      (note: An establishment the size of Denforth Castle requires an enormous staff to maintain it. Naming every member—to say nothing of the visiting servants—would likely exhaust my powers of invention and the readers’ patience. But here are the main players on staff during the wedding preparations.)

      Mr. Lydgate, the Whitboroughs’ butler

      Mrs. Mowbray, the housekeeper

      Mrs. Hill, the cook

      Frederick, first footman

      Albert, second footman

      Mr. Maynard, Hal’s valet

      Albertine, Madeline’s maid
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      Garth, Lord Bevington’s personal manservant
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        WHEN the course of true love has run smooth for a brief or a long period, as the circumstances of the case may require, the fulness of time will arrive for “FIXING THE DAY.” It is the gentleman’s province to press his suit for the earliest possible opportunity, but it is the lady’s express privilege to fix the exact day.

        —The Etiquette of Courtship and Matrimony: with a Complete Guide to the Forms of a Wedding, 1852

      

      

      Three months before the wedding…

      
        
        ENGAGEMENTS

      

      

      
        
        H. T. V. Lowell, Viscount Saxby, to Lady M. G. C. Lyons

        

        An engagement is announced between Hugh Thomas Vernon Lowell, Viscount Saxby, eldest son of Hugh and Caroline Lowell, Earl and Countess of Bevington, of Edwinstowe, Nottinghamshire, and Lady Madeline Genevieve Clare Lyons, eldest daughter of Harold and Helene Lyons, Duke and Duchess of Whitborough, of Denforth, Yorkshire.
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        A bride’s costume should be white, or as close as possible to it… It is considered more stylish to go without a bonnet, wearing a wreath of orange blossoms and a Chantilly veil.

        —The Etiquette of Courtship and Matrimony: with a Complete Guide to the Forms of a Wedding, 1852

      

      

      London, April 1880, twelve days before the wedding…

      “This isn’t my dress.”

      Lady Madeline Lyons stared at the gown she had just lifted from its nest of tissue paper. Stared in stunned disbelief at a confection of white satin, lace, and tulle that bore not the least resemblance to the dress for which she had spent the last week or so being fitted.

      Behind her she sensed her mother and younger sisters gathering, heard their intakes of breath as they absorbed the sight before them.

      “It’s—it’s so… puffy,” her sister Elaine remarked, rather dazedly. “Not your style at all, Maddie!”

      “It looks a bit like a reproduction of the Queen’s wedding gown,” her youngest sister Juliana remarked.  “Only with much more—everything!”

      “Clearly, the shop has delivered the wrong dress,” the Duchess of Whitborough said crisply. “Do not worry, chérie,” she said to her eldest daughter. “Such an error can be quickly rectified! We shall go to see Madame at once!”

      Madeline collected her straying wits, lowered the incorrect dress carefully back into its box, and folded the tissue wrapping around it. What good did it do, after all, to become hysterical?  “I only hope my wedding gown hasn’t left London altogether!”
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      “Look at this!” A feminine wail assaulted Madeline’s ears as she and her mother entered the exclusive establishment of Madame Delacroix. “It must have been made for an Amazon! A beanpole! And it’s so plain! Where is my dress, Madame?”

      “I believe I can be of assistance there.” Madeline pitched her voice to carry through the salon, over the other lady’s outburst. She held out the box containing the erroneous delivery. “Would this happen to be yours?”

      The other lady—a petite blonde perhaps four or five years younger than Madeline—seized the box, opened it, and gasped in audible relief. “My dress! How—”

      “A mistake in the delivery, I would say,” Madame Delacroix, a stylish Frenchwoman of late middle years, replied. “And my deepest apologies to you both, mesdames!” She peered closely at the lid of the box. “Ah! I see the difficulty—the similarity in the names led to the wrong labels being attached.”

      The blonde sniffed, attempting to regain her composure, as she turned her still-damp gaze towards Madeline. “Our names?”

      Madeline inclined her head. “I am Lady Madeline Lyons, daughter of the Duke of Whitborough.”

      “Lady Marigold Lynde,” the other replied. “The Earl of Ashbourne is my father.” She glanced lovingly down at her restored dress. “I’m getting married to Lord Cranham, at St. George’s Hanover Square, in three weeks’ time.”

      “My best wishes to you. I’m getting married to Lord Saxby at our family seat in Yorkshire, in less than a fortnight.”

      “Then it’s a very good thing, is it not, that this error was quickly discovered and corrected,” Madame Delacroix observed. “And now both brides will have the right gowns on their wedding day! However”—a slight frown creased her brow—"Je vous assure, extra precautions will be taken to ensure that this does not happen again.”

      “I returned your dress too, Lady Madeline.” Lady Marigold gestured to the box sitting on the shop’s counter. “It’s very”—she flushed visibly, no doubt recalling some of the things she had said about the dress and its likely wearer— “I’m sure it’s very becoming to you!”

      Madeline only smiled. With the problem so neatly solved, there was no need to take umbrage, especially when she could sympathize with the younger lady’s earlier distress. Besides, at nearly five feet nine, she had been certainly been called a beanpole before! “It behooves all ladies to know what suits us best, does it not? Thank you for returning my gown.”

      “Thank you for returning mine.”

      A few more pleasantries, and a quick glance at the other gown to confirm that it was indeed Madeline’s, and then Lady Marigold and her maid took their leave.

      “That was very well-handled, chérie,” the duchess remarked approvingly to her daughter as they prepared for their own departure.

      “Well”—Madeline gave a tolerant shrug—“Lady Marigold is very young, after all.” No more than nineteen at a guess, although any bride, of any age, would be distressed to have the wrong gown delivered. “I am glad that the problem was solved so easily. Although,” she added, “I shall be very glad to return to Yorkshire before anything else untoward happens!”
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      Two days later…

      “For saints have hands, that pilgrim’s hands do touch / And palm to palm is holy palmer’s kiss,” Elaine recited.

      Juliana frowned in concentration, then brightened. “Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Jumblies live / Their heads are green and their hands are blue, / And they went to sea in a sieve!”

      Margaret chimed in, “We few, we happy few, we band of brothers…”

      Madeline leaned back against her seat, letting the game of Quotations—a favorite way to pass the time during long train journeys—continue around her.  Elaine, Juliana, and Lady Margaret Carlisle—Elaine’s closest friend and their brother Hal’s fiancée—had been at it for more than an hour. Madeline often participated in the game herself, but today she found herself too tired to concentrate.

      She glanced towards the seat opposite, where the Duchess of Whitborough was engrossed in a novel, while Margaret’s mother, the Duchess of Langdale, was knitting away at something pale blue and fluffy. Both ladies had been bastions of strength during their brief stay in London, accompanying their daughters to their fittings, and seeing to myriad details in anticipation of the wedding.

      Soon they’d be arriving in York, and from thence they’d proceed to Denforth Castle, where the Duke of Whitborough and his youngest son, Lord Jason, were currently in residence.

      Madeline wondered who else would be there. Although the family had gathered at Easter, they’d soon gone their separate ways. Her twin brother, Hal, had immediately rejoined his friends at Newmarket, where the racing season had begun. Reg and Gervase, the next two sons, had returned to the Royal Military College and Oxford, respectively.

      They would all be here for the wedding, however. As would Hugo’s family. A large gathering, for an even larger ceremony.

      Madeline sighed. There were moments when she wished that a flight across the border to Gretna Green was still possible, but she doubted that either of their families would forgive them if they took that route! She was the eldest daughter of the Duke of Whitborough; Hugo was the eldest son of an earl, the heir. She supposed that a certain amount of fuss was only to be expected.

      All the same, she was glad that she had chosen to marry in the parish church at Denforth, rather than St George’s, Hanover Square. The Lowells’ family seat was in Nottinghamshire, and Hugo’s beloved father, Lord Bevington, was confined to an invalid chair and would find it easier to travel to Yorkshire than all the way down to London. Madeline’s parents had already arranged the earl’s accommodations at Denforth Castle for his maximum comfort and convenience.

      Lady Branscombe, the sister closest to Hugo in age and everything else, was also receiving special consideration, as she was expecting a child at the end of the month. Nonetheless, she would be among the seven attendants standing beside Madeline at the altar.

      At least the church was large enough to hold everyone, guests and wedding party alike!

      Much to Madeline’s relief, no further mishaps had occurred with regard to the dresses. Elaine, Juliana, and Margaret were, like the bride, returning home with their finished gowns. Lady Branscombe and her younger sister, the Honorable Victoria Lowell, had duly been fitted for theirs, as had Olivia and Christabel Middleton.

      Madeline had chosen robin’s egg blue, which flattered all her attendants, miraculously enough, and which seemed the perfect color for a spring wedding. And they’d be carrying bouquets of primroses and hyacinths, both of which were in abundance in the greenhouses at Denforth. She had always had a particular fondness for spring, and the business of choosing flowers and colors had gone some way towards reconciling her to the inevitability of a big wedding.

      Hugo, bless him, was not without ideas himself—mostly pertaining to the music. Like Madeline herself, he was not overfond of Wagner’s music, so they would not be using the “Bridal Chorus.” He was partial to Handel, and had requested that “The Arrival of the Queen of Sheba” might be played at some point in the ceremony.

      “I’ve a fondness for that piece,” he had admitted, when
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