


[image: The Cover image for The Unselected Journals of Emma M. Lion, vol. 6 by Beth Brower.]




  
[image: ]

  

  
[image: ]Emma M. Lion [image: ]

would like to dedicate these pages to those

who take courage & listen for footsteps on the stairs.
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Emma M. Lion – Myself, obviously. Owner of Lapis Lazuli House.

Archibald Flat – Still a General Plague on mankind. Yet, one must endure.

Cousin Matilde – Archibald’s older sister. Dragon of a woman.

Lady Eugenia Spencer – Aunt with engagement plans for Arabella’s Season.

Damian Spencer – Errant cousin. Currently…I’ve no idea, actually.

Arabella Spencer – Beauty of The Season, will become engaged…to someone.

Parian – Valet, Butler. Less unpleasant than he was.

Agnes – Maid, Cook. Scottish. Impressively capable and earnest.

Niall Pierce – Photographer. Avenging Angel. Much yet to discover.

Young Hawkes – Vicar and Reprobate. Knower of things. Keeper of secrets.

Duke of Islington – Ceasefire called. Will battle for his friends, not only against.

The Roman – Still not seen in person. However, he thinks I’m lovely.

Mary Bairrage – Good chum. Employed by telephone company and Prof. Fletcher.

Jack Hollingstell – Confidence man in my debt. Terrifying thought.

Roland Sutherland – Childhood nemesis turned gorgeous Sun God.

Saffronia March – Artist. Family friend. Fellow St. Crispian.

Charles Goddard – Tall. Skinny. Flagpole! My Unintended Intended. Sigh.

Mr. Penury – Banker endeavouring to find me work.

Mrs. Penury – My serious banker’s silent yet delightful wife.

Lady Sheridan – Aunt Eugenia’s friend. Society Matron.

Professor Fletcher – Widower. Masculine. Cuts own hair. Terrible glasses.

Ben Chambers – The Pirate. Waspish and insulting owner of The Hound.

Lady Trewartha – Gracious Hostess. Lives in Baron’s Square.

Reprobates Ten – Striker, Capper, Quality Jones, Sargent, The Boy, Mastiff,

Charlie Cross, Odysseus, Night Watchman, & Mighty Nigel Hawkes.

Maxwell Stuart – January 31st 1861 – July 27th 1880

  


January 1 st

This is just the sort of day of which I approve. Brilliant, crisp, clear—owing to a wind that raced through London in the early hours of the morning. Fresh as a New Year deserves.

I’ve walked across Regent’s, scalloped the edges of Marylebone, and am now sitting on a bench in Hyde Park. While not many are out this morning, there are enough specimens to entertain. There’s an optimistic carriage or two of ladies, acting more at ease than they must surely be, due to the cold temperatures. A few knots of riders, mostly men, but some women with their grooms trailing behind. As for the walkers, each and every young woman—some familiar to me, most not—is chaperoned by a respectable female, be she a mother, an aunt, or one of the hired variety.

I suppose there must be one exception to prove the rule.

How magnanimous of me.

Now for the reason of my robust ambulatory efforts. I have walked farther than usual to clear my head and consider the year before me.

1884.

The year I gain my majority.

Which, in the Dictionary of Emma M. Lion, means a good deal of freedom.

So very close I can taste the tang of it on my tongue.

A friend of mine from Fortitude once expressed fuss and worry over coming of age. “So much on one’s own shoulders! I can’t imagine how I’ll stand the responsibility. I’d much rather continue as I am.” I remember staring a moment and then exchanging a pointed look with Mary.

The weight of my entire life had already been placed on my shoulders, but I’d not been given any of the power. And without power, there is little freedom.

But in thirteen days, I will be—in the eyes of the law and without equivocation—the legal mistress of my own home.

Whether I can summon the finances to keep said Legal Home is yet to be determined…

Stealing a Titian from Islington’s walls in order to finance my desired end is likely not morally responsible.

(Is art theft so morally irresponsible?)

(And how many Titians does a duke need?)

Later

Having spent most of the day wondering how one goes about stealing great pieces of art, I’ve decided my efforts ought to be directed towards hard work and pluck.

For now.



January 2 nd

My purpose this morning is setting a course of study for the year ahead. Woefully aware of how short last year’s attempts fell, I sit solemnly at my desk, fully dressed, inkwell filled with the blackest of inks, pen nibs clean, and wearing a set of bent brass spectacles I found in the west garret. There are no lenses in the spectacles, only the frames, which will more than do since my eyes don’t need corrective lenses.

Yet.

I intend to rectify that as quickly as possible, bending over my tomes, reading by the stubs of candles I can’t afford, and ruining my eyes in a most glorious manner. Clearly, I have the self-sabotaging negligence required.

The Year in Which Emma Becomes a Scholar

A serious study of a not-so-strenuous schedule

I am currently working my way through Latin Phrases for the Unrepentant for a second time, wishing to increase my knowledge of the Latin itself. It is an easy temptation to be armed with witty phrases but no knowledge. This I will might ought intend to study every day. The same process applies to Dr. Johnson’s dictionary A–J. Speaking of said dictionary, I must remember to send Parian down to The Hound with 1s5d for The Pirate’s coffers.

Regarding my other books, I have laid out a plan.

January: Continue with Ireland: Myth, Legend, and History. So many of these tales were told to me as stories before bed—my father’s usual toppled humour with some salt thrown in.

February: Whitman’s “Song of Myself.” Pierce gifted it, Hawkes enjoyed it, but it was Islington’s disapproval that carries the greatest recommendation.

March: Begin Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. Remind Islington that he has yet to be included in their number.

An aside concerning Plutarch. When Agnes saw my Christmas gift from Islington, the freckles on her face shifted crossways in disapproval. She had assumed Plutarch was not writing about the lives of many others, but his many lives.

“My mother says reincarnation is a sin, Miss Lion.”

“Well, Agnes, for it to be a sin, one would have to have the capacity for reincarnation and then act on it. Do you see?”

She did not see.



January 3 rd

Ridiculous—and more than a little unfair—that I’m being called upon to defend Pierce’s actions.

Am I Niall Pierce’s keeper?

The Whereabouts Lane Committee appeared on my doorstep this afternoon. Two of their number, that is, Mr. Spout and Mr. Lacey. I invited them in, Agnes assembled a decent enough tea (the pantry is a touch bare), and after they were served, I asked, “How might I help you gentlemen?”

“We’re here to discuss the American,” said Lacey.

“Yes,” said Spout.

“Indeed,” reiterated Lacey.

My eyebrows drew together. “Mr. Pierce?”

“The very same,” said Spout.

“You see, we need proof,” said Lacey.

“Proof of neighbourhood loyalty,” added Spout.

“Proof of loyalty?” I repeated.

“The very same. Both from Mr. Pierce and the Lapis Lazuli household.”

“Pierce is as loyal as he needs to be,” I defended, despite my confusion. “As for the Lapis Lazuli household, not only did we sponsor your illuminated pumpkins on All Hallows’ Eve, but we also Christmas Eved quite nicely, with guests and puddings, which must count for something.”

Mr. Lacey cleared his throat. “Several eyewitnesses testified that on All Hallows’ Eve, Mr. Pierce was drinking at The Cleopatra rather than attending the celebration. As for Christmas Eve, you very well may have had a wonderful time, but there was no seeing Mr. Pierce at the service.”

I gave my head a single shake. “Did you say ‘testified’?”

“St. Crispian’s is a serious neighbourhood, Miss Lion,” Spout sputtered. “If Americans can’t see that and act accordingly…”

“But he’s not an American! A fact well established last October, if you recall.”

Said Established Fact went unheeded.

Lacey frowned. “Miss Lion, we all expected to have an American on full display for at least one holiday the end of last year. We did not.” He lifted his hands in a What Is A Man To Do? manner. “Traitors Road has had one for years, and rumour has it Sterling Street might be on the verge of their own acquisition. The Whereabouts Committee has decided a show of loyalty to our own little lane will help heal the wounds…”

“Wounds?”

“…created by his absence. You must understand this?”

“Must I?”

“Any show of good faith,” Lacey said, as if it were perfectly reasonable.

“A token is all,” added Spout.

“I understand,” I replied, wishing to end the conversation. “I’ll speak to Mr. Pierce.”

They left satisfied.

Pierce will not be happy.



January 4 th

Agnes and I have been discussing the menu. Meaning, I sit at the kitchen table with a cup of tea, attempting to mitigate my disinterest, while Agnes asks for my opinions.

I find I have very few.

“You don’t need me for this, Agnes, truly,” I attempted. “I’m not finicky—never have been—and you’re well aware of our budgetary restraints. I trust your discernment entirely.”

“All great ladies consult their cook on such matters.”

“Quizzing out the particulars of your sentence allows for my exclusion from said activities,” I replied.

Agnes knit her eyebrows in confusion.

I sighed, my cleverness wasted. “Never mind. What was it you said about the fish?”

As Parian passed through the kitchen, I took the opportunity to order him down to The Hound to pay my outstanding debt. “And pass by The Keep on the way home. I’ve misplaced some shoe blacking and wonder if it wandered off. Blue tin, half used.”

“But I was hoping to finish polishing the banister this morning,” he whined.

“A servant who obeys without question is rarely let go without reason,” Agnes stated, her head still bent over her collection of recipes.

I smiled brightly. “Well said, Agnes.”

“It’s in my Senior Servants book, Miss.”

Parian left immediately for The Hound.

As for Pierce, he must have gone out. Convenient, as I’ve no great wish to speak with him of the Whereabouts Lane Committee.

Later

Ben Chambers is so very skilled at remaining unlikable.

When Parian returned—having found the wrong shoe blacking at The Keep—he said, “Mr. Chambers asked after you.”

Looking up from the tedious chore before me—darning—I said, “Is that so?”

I should have known that Parian’s smugness was a harbinger of Unpleasantness to Come.

“He asked if you were reading your dictionary, as ‘owning a dictionary without reading it constitutes as gross a crime against humanity as there can be, and that persons who do so ought to be drawn and quartered.’”

Pricking myself with my needle did nothing to improve the bent expression on my face. “You can tell Mr. Chambers that when he begins selling dictionaries containing the letter K for reasonable prices, he may have the right to enquire after my reading habits.”

I stuck my needle forcefully into the innocent stocking on my lap.

Parian’s eyes went a little wide. He quickly left the room.



January 5 th

I’ve woken earlier than the rest of St. Crispian’s. It is quite cold outside the cocoon of my blankets. And now that my mind has merged the images of sleep with my waking thoughts, I realise that Hawkes had been in my dream.

He and I were wandering St. Crispian’s, just past the gallows. Beyond Traitors Road the entire neighbourhood fell away, and below the unexpected cliff rolled a great sea. We sat on an overlooking bench. He was reading. What, I don’t know.

“I didn’t realise this was here,” I said.

Hawkes scratched his temple as he gave an absent nod, then turned the page of his book.

Then I woke, rubbing at my eyes, staring at the whitewashed ceiling of the garret.

Later

There are good things despite the January cold, and I have proof. An invitation has arrived in an unmarked envelope. And with it, a scarlet mask fashioned with feathers and gold beading. I found both items on the sideboard in the hall.

“Who brought this, Parian?” I asked. He was busy polishing the banister—having not finished yesterday—and glanced down at the mask in my hand.

“I couldn’t say. It was left outside the door after a boisterous knock.”

“How wonderful!”

I approve of boisterous knocks.

Parian does not.

The invitation itself is printed with gold on oxblood-coloured paper.

Nefarious?

Ominous?

Unclear at this stage. Having a degree of concern it might be from Jack, I move with caution.

I pause in my narrative to open said invitation…

Ah!

A celebration this evening! For Twelfth Night!

How marvellous.

The Attire? Something to match the mask, I’d imagine.

The Location? Knightsbridge.

The Host? I’d absolutely no idea until I’d turned the card over and was met with:

“Do come.”

“Jolly good fun.”

“Waste Twelfth Night in our blessed company.”

“Come along, Eleanor of Aquitaine.”

“Don’t be a bore.”

“All the fun in the world.”

“Taste of this fruit, Miss Lion.” (Oh dear.)

“Your court awaits.”

“A romp is in order.”

And finally, scribbled at the bottom of the card was a line from The Comedy of Errors:

“Cheer and great welcome makes a merry feast.”

Even Hawkes extends the invitation, I see.

In theory, I might give brief consideration if I ought to make my way to Knightsbridge this evening. But seeing as how my very own vicar has quoted the Bard in favour of the scheme, I consider it my spiritual duty to follow.

“Better cheer you may have, but not with a better heart.”

Later

Agnes is arranging my hair. She is determined to use curling tongs on the entire disaster, and so I’m sitting in the kitchen near the fire while she tortures away.

“Is this necessary, Agnes?”

“My mother doesn’t believe in masquerades, Miss. She thinks they are a sin…”

“Surprising.” My grumbled insert was a little dry.

“…but in my reference book, provided by The Society of St. Crispian’s Senior Servants, there is a paragraph concerning the Masquerade. ‘It is incumbent upon the lady’s maid to arrange her mistress’s toilette in a fetching and enchanting manner.’”

“What else does this reference book say?”

“Secrets of the trade, Miss.”

“Right then, Agnes.”

Later

I’ve been petticoated, chemised, and corseted, followed by Agnes helping me into my seafoam-green dress. We considered the gold, or the shimmering gown Aunt Eugenia gifted me last year—certainly my finest—but I argued the seafoam green a more interesting combination with the mask. Verification of the fact was delayed, as Tybalt had seized the feathered thing between his teeth and trotted into the west garret. Agnes forbade me from aiding in recapturing the purloined item, which was an exercise in patience for us both, as she has no great talent for catching a cat. However, victory eventual victory was ours. Once I’d straightened the feathers, I held the mask up to my face. I grinned. “Do I look fetching and enchanting?”

“You’ll do, Miss.”

My, what a deflating answer.

I have never before been to a masquerade. Not a proper one. The annual masquerade that Maxwell’s mother hosted had not extended beyond their Berkshire neighbourhood.

The year I was invited, I’d known everyone present. More farce than mystery.

Maxwell and I—my mask green, his blue—had danced most of the night and laughed ourselves silly the rest. At the end, I’d realised my gold
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