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Chapter 1



But Angel! expostulated the eldest son of the Duke of Medcliff, you cannot suppose that I am after your fortune!

Of course not, Damian, responded Lady Evangelina Brenthaven with dignity. I was merely pointing out that most of my suitors are more interested in my inheritance or my title than anything else.

Fustian! The young man studied her golden ringlets, her exquisite heart-shaped face, and her deceptively melting eyes, the blue of the sky at dusk. With a face and form like yours, youd be the toast of the town if you hadnt a penny to your name.

But I would not have received seventeen proposals of marriage, eighteen now. Besides, that is quite as bad. All you gentlemen care about is a pretty face, you dont want to know what is behind it, what I am really like.

Dash it, Angel, Ive known you since you were seven!

I expect that is why it has taken you the better part of two Seasons to make up your mind to offer for me, said Angel gloomily.

Remembering some of her more outrageous youthful exploits, Lord Wycherly looked guilty. Thats all over, he assured her hastily and hopefully. I worship the ground you tread, and your face floats through my dreams like the moon in the night sky.

Very pretty, but you are just proving my point.

Then you really wont marry me?

Oh, Damian, I like you very well but I want to be in love with the man I marry, and I want him to love me, not to worship the ground I tread on. I am honoured by your offer, sir, but I do not believe we should suit.

Lord Wycherly sighed. Perhaps you are right, though Im deuced fond of you, you know. I hope you find the right man in the end. Shall I see you at Almacks tomorrow?

Yes, but if you dance with me, everyone will be sure you did not come up to scratch. All the old tabbies think I have not married because I am casting out lures for you. Could you not stand in a corner looking gloomy, like Lord Byron, so they will know your hopes are blighted?

And have Caro Lamb transfer her allegiance to me? Not on your life! Ill drop a private word in Lady Jerseys ear, if you like. Silence will make sure everyone knows.

I daresay they will all think me run mad to whistle such an offer down the wind.

Modesty forbade any expression of agreement, but Lord Wycherly would not have been surprised to hear Angels mothers reaction to the news.

Dearest, how could you? He will be duke one day, and such an amiable young man! I quite thought you meant to have him!

I did consider it, Mama, then found I could not. Angel had run her parents to earth in the library, a spacious, vaulted apartment on the ground floor of Tesborough House. Her mother stood beside the desk at which her father was seated, and both had turned to face her when she entered to make the half-defiant announcement of her rejection of yet another suitor.

But Angel, you are nearly nineteen! cried Lady Tesborough in despair. Damian Wycherly is quite the most eligible bachelor on the town and the only young and unmarried heir to a dukedom. You will never find another match half as good!

Do you dislike him, Angel? asked the marquis quietly.

Oh, no, Papa, but he is like a brother, not at all romantic. I want to be in love with my husband, as Mama is with youand you with her. 

Lord Tesborough guiltily removed his arm from his wifes comfortably plump waist. Your mother and I are exceptionally lucky, he pointed out. Few of our rank marry for love. If you feel affection and esteem for Wycherly, that is a sounder basis for marriage than most are founded on.

Ive told him Ill not wed him. I believe Ive met every eligible man in London and I care for none of them. If they are not after my fortune or my title, then they want to set me on a pedestal and simply admire me. Oh, how I wish I were poor and plain!

You would not like it at all, her mama assured her anxiously. Only think how depressing to have to shop at Grafton House, especially if nothing became one!

But if a gentleman admired you, you could be sure that it was truly you he wanted.

Only you would not meet any gentlemen.

Angel dismissed this possibility with a shrug. Well, perhaps I should not like to be poor, but I begin to think I may never marry.

There is no reason you should feel obliged to do so, said the marquis, to his wifes horror. Tesborough Park will go with the title to your cousin Bertram, but you will be a wealthy woman in your own right and may please yourself.

Frederick, do not say so! Angel, do not heed your father! Indeed, a womans only happiness is in marriage and I could not bear it if you were to turn into an eccentric old maid like that dreadful Matilda Hemford. Lady Tesboroughs lower lip was trembling, and tears sparkled in eyes as blue as her daughters.

Come, Louisa, do not distress yourself. You cannot mean to compare our Angel to Lady Matilda!

Ive talked to Lady Matilda and I think she enjoys life very well, said Angel rebelliously. And look at Cousin Catherine. I know you offered her a third Season and she refused. She is twenty-four now and perfectly content.

Dear Catherine! But she is a bluestocking, you know. The case is quite different. Maria was always inclined to be bookish, even when we were children. I cannot think why, for I was never in the least clever. Your grandmother was forever taking her to task for it, and none of us was in the least surprised when she only caught a clergyman. Not that I mean to say a word against dear Clement, for they are nearly as happy as I am with your papa, Angel. But they did encourage Catherine to study overmuch and it is fatal, I assure you. Gentlemen cannot abide a bluestocking and the poor child never took, though she is quite well looking. A trifle tall, perhaps. So you see!

I do not see at all, Angel said, for I am not in the least bookish, as you know well, and no one has ever accused me of being so much as a quarter inch taller than the beau idéal. I am not quite at my last prayers, Mama, so do not despair yet. Lets go shopping. That always cheers you up.

Oh, yes! I saw the prettiest Paisley shawl in Bond Street. It will go to perfection with your blue mull. She bent to kiss her husbands cheek. Well leave you in peace to write your speech, dear. It is very shocking that the Prince has chosen Lord Liverpool, I am sure, and poor Mr Perceval scarce in his grave.

Perceval was a Tory too, love, said the marquis cheerfully. Dont bother your head about the state of the nation, but go and make yourselves beautiful for those of us who must.

Angel kissed her father. Thank you for not reading me a lecture, she whispered. I did not mean to upset Mama.

Its your life, child, but your mother must be concerned for your happiness, you know.

And she has found hers in marriage. Oh, Papa, I hope I shall too, but where shall I ever find another man like you?

* * * *

Fifteen minutes later, as Lady Tesborough settled herself in the comfortable carriage beside her daughter, she echoed this sentiment.

Your papa is a man in a million, she declared with a contented sigh. Always occupied with his wretched politics but never too busy for his family. There cannot be another such husband in the world.

I greatly fear not, and in that case how can you expect me to marry? teased Angel.

A thoughtful frown marred her ladyships smooth brow. I am not at all certain that you would not do better with a gentleman of quite different character, dearest. You are much more independent than I ever was, and much cleverer. I do not think it would suit you always to be taken care of and cossetted. You are so very enterprising, Angel. Only think of all the scrapes you fall into! I was always content to sit with my embroidery, but you must forever be on the go.

In fact, Angel suits you far batter than it does me.

That is for your looks, though you were the sweetest-tempered child. Evangelina is a pretty name but too long to be using all the time. Your papa took one look at you in your cradle and shortened it immediately.

Lady Tesborough prattled on about her daughters infancy. Angel lent half an ear to her talk while she pondered her mothers earlier words. Though it made her feel disloyal to her father, she could see that there was some truth in them. Of all her admirers she was most attracted to those with whom she could argue, those who did not expect her to behave like a demure debutante but stretched her abilities.

There was Sir Derek Amboyne, who had taught her piquet and won two-thirds of her quarterly pin money in the process. She had managed to win most of it back before Papa had suggested it was unwise to be seen so much in the company of a notorious gambler and rakehell. Captain Arthur Spence had challenged her to drive his four-in-hand down Rotten Row at the hour of the fashionable promenade, and had coached her daily in handling the ribbons until she was sure she might have managed it. What a pity he had been sent to Spain before she could try! And then there was Lord Peter Doverhaugh, whose odious conservatism had forced her to recall and employ every Whiggish argument she had ever heard from her fathers dinner guests. She had not made a Whig of him but he had been obliged to concede once or twice, and she could still relive the glow of triumph she had felt when he had admitted that the prosecution of the Hunt brothers for sedition was a disgrace.

Perhaps her mother was right: a protective, forbearing, and ever-patient husband would not suit her. With a sudden insight, she realised that Mama had never grown up. She was a darling, but she had never had to accept responsibility for anything more exacting than a dinner menu or the ordering of a new ball dress. There had always been someone to guide her every step, to do her thinking for her, and no need to rebel ever troubled the even tenor of her life.

The carriage stopped before the bow-windowed shop of Bond Streets most fashionable modiste. Angel leant over to hug and kiss her surprised mother, as the step was let down by the footman who would carry her every purchase, large and small, and guard her against the least jostling from the busy crowds.

No, that was not what Angel wanted. She was filled with a vague restlessnessone that was unappeased by the acquisition of a dashing Leghorn bonnet trimmed with a scarlet feather.

* * * *

The next morning, clad in breeches belonging to her cousin Bertram and accompanied only by that persuadable youth, she rode astride her hack down St James Street beneath the windows of Whites and Watiers. Three things saved her from instant notoriety: she had chosen an hour when few of the dandies usually to be found ogling passersby had yet risen from their beds; it was the end of the Season and the Haut Ton was beginning to disperse to country houses, watering places, or resorts such as Brighton; and last but not least, the previous evening Lady Caroline Lamb had dressed as a page and insinuated herself into an all-male party at Lord Byrons lodging.

Beside such behaviour, Lady Evangelina Brenthavens exploit paled to insignificance, to her annoyance.

Before she could think up something more outrageous, a letter arrived from her aunt Maria.

Aunt Marias husband, the Reverend Clement Sutton, held an excellent living in Banbury, a thriving market town north of Oxford. His own inheritance, together with his wifes dowry and the income from his parish, allowed a life of comfort, if not of elegance. Marias sister Louisa, the Marchioness of Tesborough, had introduced his daughter Catherine to Society at the marquiss expense, and though no brilliant match had come of it, the rector was deeply grateful. Now he saw his way clear to at least a partial repayment of his brother-in-laws generosity.

He had arranged to exchange, for the months of July and August, his Midland parish against one in the Lake District. Knowing Lord Tesboroughs political inclinations, he guessed that he would be tied to London for a great part of the summer by the present uncertainty as to who would form the new government under Lord Liverpool. Louisa rarely left her husband, and while Lady Evangelina would certainly receive many invitations, there would be few she could accept without her parents chaperonage.

Would Angel, Aunt Maria wondered, like to accompany the Suttons into Westmorland?

Oh, yes, Mama, I should like it above all things! You know I have wanted to see the lakes this age. I cannot imagine anyone better to be there with than Cousin Catherine, for I am sure she knows all Mr Wordsworths poems by heart.

So that you need not be put to the trouble of searching for the relevant stanzas, teased her father. Your aunt mentions that the parish of Barrows End is under the patronage of the Earl of Grisedale, who lives nearby. I was at school with his brother, Toby Markham, and met him quite often though I do not know him well. I will give you a letter of introduction.

No, Papa, dont do that, said Angel slowly. I have an idea.

Oh, dear! moaned Lady Tesborough in trepidation. I always have palpitations when you say that, dearest.

It is nothing very dreadful, assured her daughter, but the beginnings of a gleeful smile were far from reassuring. I shall go incognito, call myself plain Miss Smith or something. And yes, I shall make myself plain too, tie back my hair and wear a cap and dark, dowdy dresses, and behave very demurely.

But Angel! wailed her ladyship, appalled.

I do not think it such a bad idea, interrupted her husband. Perhaps it might at least teach you to count your blessings.

But Frederick!

Maybe I should dye my hair, said Angel consideringly.

Indeed you will not! I never heard such nonsense in my life.

Very well, Mama, if you think I ought not. I daresay I can pin it up under a cap, or I can cut it short.

No! Angel, how can you suggest such a thing! Frederick, you must not let her. Do not sit there laughing, Frederick. She will be wanting to paint her face next!

Oh no, I mean to go as a Puritan, not a Cyp . . . an opera dancer.

That is something to be thankful for, said his lordship. Come, Louisa, do not let yourself be thrown into high fidgets. It will do her no harm to see how the other half lives, not that I suppose she means to go without her allowance for the nonce. If Sutton will permit this masquerade, your sister will take good care that it does not get out of hand. Angel is not like to meet any acquaintance in the wilds of the North.

Thank you, Papa. I will write to Aunt Maria at once. Will you write a note to my uncle to persuade him? If you do not object, surely he will not.

Finding herself outvoted, Lady Tesborough summoned up a last feeble protest.

Angel, pray do not call yourself Miss Smith. Such a common name.

* * * *

A fortnight later, early on a sunny Friday morning, the Tesborough travelling carriage departed from Grosvenor Square bearing Lady Evangelina Brenthaven, her maid, and a footman out of town. Descending at the Catherine Wheel in Henley some hours later, the young lady ordered a private parlour, where she consumed a hearty luncheon. Then, with much stretching and yawning, she requested a chamber where she might lay herself down for half an hour, being shockingly fatigued by her journey. She and her abigail retired to the inns best bedchamber, having paid the reckoning in advance.

Some thirty minutes and a great deal of giggling later, Miss Evelyn Brent, a sober young woman in a grey stuff gown and a plain, concealing poke bonnet, slipped down the back stairs to the stableyard. A grinning footman, sworn to secrecy, handed her into the Tesborough coach, where she huddled back into a corner.

Her maid, meanwhile, sailed openly down the main staircase.

Her ladyship forgot her comb, she announced with a condescending nod to the innkeepers wife, waving the misplaced article as evidence of the truth of her words.

A moment later she joined her mistress in the carriage, the footman swung up behind, and the old coachman, shaking his head, drove the fresh team out of the yard and headed north on the Oxford Road.




Chapter 2



The long June evening had scarce begun to wane when Miss Brent, by now genuinely fatigued, arrived at her uncles rectory. Scarlet geraniums glowed in the window boxes of the long, low house built of mellow Cotswold stone. The front door stood hospitably open, and as the carriage turned into the semicircular drive, Miss Catherine Sutton appeared.

Mother, she called, Angel is come.

Hurrying down the steps, she opened the coach door as the vehicle stopped, then paused in confusion, looking from one of the occupants to the other.

Angel laughed. Do you not know me, Cousin Catherine? she crowed, untying her bonnet and flinging it to the floor. She shook her head, and a shower of pins let loose her sadly crushed ringlets. I cannot wait to take off this dreadful dress, she went on. It is horridly scratchy and far too warm for a summer day.

We shall have to find you something lighter, proposed her tall cousin practically. Just because you are in disguise there is no reason to be uncomfortable. Wherever did you come by that hideous bonnet?

Is it not odious? agreed Angel as she stepped from the carriage. I bought it and the dress, too, from one of the housemaids. I could not shop in London for such dowdy things. How people would have stared! Good evening, Aunt Maria. I am so happy to be with you again!

Embraces were exchanged and Angel was hurried into the house to greet her uncle, who found it difficult to hide his amusement at the sight of his beautiful and elegant niece in the housemaids second-best gown, her golden hair sadly tousled.

Catherine bore her off to her chamber.

We have dined already, she apologised, as we did not know precisely when you would arrive. Should you like a tray in your room? You must be quite exhausted after travelling eighty miles in a single day.

I am tired, Angel admitted, struggling out of the grey dress with her cousins assistance. Besides, I did not bring anything to change into. I thought I could buy some dresses tomorrow.

And I daresay you plan to go shopping in your petticoats?

I did not know this would be so wretchedly uncomfortable. I suppose I must wear it again.

Id willingly lend you something, Angel, only it would take a deal of altering. You brought nothing at all?

Only underthings and nightgowns. Even my plainest shawl is too fine.

You are truly serious about this masquerade then? Do tell me what has driven you to it. Unlike her father, Catherine had no pipe behind which to hide her amusement. Angel was undeterred.

My eighteenth proposal, she said, candidly if obscurely. Damian Wycherly is the heir to the Duke of Medcliff so I cannot accuse him of being on the catch for a fortune or a titled wife, but he only offered for me because I am pretty and all the rage. I want to meet people who do not know that I am rich and beautiful and the daughter of a marquis.

Oh, dear, I very much doubt whether there will be many young gentlemen at Barrows End. It is a tiny hamlet, you know, with a number of outlying farms. Mr Craythorn writes that Lord Grisedale is unwell, and particularly cautioned Papa against mentioning his son in his presence. It seems Lord Dominic ran off to be a soldier and the earl has quite cast him off, so there will be no young people visiting there, I expect, though I believe there is a daughter also.

I did not mean only young men, said Angel. Though you must admit that it would be most romantic if a gentleman fell in love with me without knowing who I am. I could be certain that he loved me for myself.

Romantic, yes, but he would probably turn out to be quite ineligible himself.

You are so prosaic, Catherine! I am looking forward to all sorts of adventures this summer and you shall not persuade me otherwise. Do not you long for romance?

I have a melancholy suspicion that I am too old, too plain, and too tall to expect dreams to come true. You must not think I repine. There is a great deal to be said for a life of quiet contentment such as mine. There now, I shall go and fetch your supper.

Angel leaned back in her easy chair with a sigh and watched her cousin leave the room. Twenty-four was rather old, she admitted to herself, but she did not think Catherine plain. She had a vague memory of hearing her mother refer to her cousin despairingly as a gangling beanpole. That must have been six years since, during her London Season, for it was now quite inappropriate. Though certainly rather too tall, she was generously built and her quietly self-confident bearing had nothing to do with gangling. Junoesque was the word. Her fair-complexioned face and grey eyes with strongly marked brows were pleasant if unremarkable, and her brown hair was abundant and glossy. Too abundant, perhaps. It had never been cut and she wore it in coiled braids which not only added to her height but gave her a somewhat old-fashioned air. Angel wondered if she could be persuaded to have it shortened and curled, then decided it suited her very well as it was.

If no other adventure came her way in Westmorland, it might prove interesting to look about for a husband for Catherine. A dearth of young gentlemen was no obstacle, for at her advanced age quite an old gentleman would do, say thirty, or even thirty-five. That he must be tall went without saying.

Not being in the habit of holding her tongue, Angel unfolded her plan as soon as her cousin returned, with a well-stocked supper tray.

It will certainly keep you occupied, Catherine said, her eyes brimming with laughter. Do you never stop plotting, Angel?

That reminds me, you must not call me Angel. I am Miss Brent, Miss Evelyn Brent.

Very well, Cousin Evelyn.

I do not really like the name Evelyn, but it is not too different from my own and will match the monogram on my handkerchiefs.

In case you need to drop one. I do understand. How about Eugenia instead?

That is even worse. I have an aunt Eugenia who disapproves of me prodigiously. Evelyn is not so bad. You could call me Lyn for short.

Lyn let it be. I wish I could eat like that, said Catherine enviously as a large Banbury cake disappeared. I should soon be fat as a flawn.

Angel looked down complacently at her own trim waist. Mama says when I am older I shall have to take care if I do not wish to grow plump like her, she consoled, then giggled. Especially, she says, as Papa is growing to be quite an imposing figure.

Mother is as like Aunt Louisa as two peas in a pod, but my papa is positively skinny. It seems most unjust that I should inherit his height and Mothers shape. If I overeat, I too shall be an imposing figure by the time I reach Uncle Fredericks age!

Well, I could not swallow another morsel now. I can scarce keep my eyes open. Will you say good night to Aunt Maria and Uncle Clement for me, please?

Of course, dear. Come, let me tuck you in. Sleep well, Lyn.

Angel hugged her cousin. We are going to have a wonderful summer, she announced drowsily. Good night.

* * * *

The next day Mrs Sutton took her niece shopping. She and Catherine patronised the smartest shops in Banbury, but Angel was shocked to see how far the provincial styles lagged behind the latest London fashions. She realised that her cousins dress, which she had thought almost quaint, was considered modish here, though both the Sutton ladies affected the restrained colours appropriate to a ministers family.

Fortunately, she was looking for something very similar. After a wistful glance at a delightful, if old-fashioned, walking dress of jaconet with a peach-coloured sarsnet slip, she turned determinedly to plain muslin in various shades of grey. She was completely oblivious of the startled looks elicited by the housemaids second-best gown, but Aunt Maria muttered harrassed comments to the dressmakers about schoolgirls who grow out of everything at once.

Catherine managed to persuade her cousin to order one silk evening gown in a delicate lavender.

I shall feel quite ashamed of my own finery if you are to wear nothing but half-mourning, she pointed out sotto voce. I cannot think that a single gown of coloured silk will give away your secret. And what say you to this blue merino for a cloak and hood? I understand it rains a good deal in the Lake District. See, this is the exact shade of your eyes.

Angel rejected it firmly, choosing in its place a slate grey kerseymere whose subdued hue made her eyes the bluer in contrast, though she did not know it. A shawl of Thibet cloth for cool days was added to her purchases. It was not as fine and soft as the cachemire it imitated, but the ingenious weavers of Scotland had succeeded in imparting to it a silvery sheen that she found irresistible.

The Suttons gig filled with packages. Thoroughly enjoying herself, Angel bought a parasol for her cousin and a reticule in the shape of a Grecian urn for her aunt. All three ladies were fitted with sturdy walking shoes in preparation for the rough mountain country so enticingly described by Mr Wordsworth.

And now the milliners, if you please, Aunt, requested Angel.

A wide-brimmed straw bonnet was first on the list. It took all her resolution to reject a charming confection with coquelicot ribbons and a bunch of cherries dangling saucily, but that hurdle passed, she was easily able to overcome the Suttons horrified objections when she asked to see some caps.

But Angel! cried Catherine, even I do not wear caps yet!

Lyn! hissed Angel.

Evelyn dear, said her aunt more calmly, I cannot think it necessary . . .

I am quite determined, Angel assured them, so pray do not fly up into the boughs. There is no sense in doing things by halves, after all.

Passing over frivolous froths of lace, beribonned gauze, braid-edged crêpe lisse, she chose a pair of French-work cornettes which could be worn alone or under her bonnet, a cottage cap, and a Parisian mob. She tried them on, tucking up her ringlets underneath. Two or three curls refused to be confined, making their appearance at her temples even when she had the milliner tack on broad borders of Honiton lace.

I wish I had not promised Mama not to cut or dye my hair, she said crossly in the end. Well, it will have to do. I look a regular quiz in the caps in spite of it, do I not, Catherine?

Her cousin laughingly refused to answer. Nothing, she thought, could make Angels delicate features appear less than lovely, but she had no intention of giving her the idea that further efforts to hide her charms were necessary. Who could guess what hubblebubble notion she might come up with next?

* * * *

Mr Sutton planned a leisurely trip northward for the party, as he did not have to be in Barrows End till the following Sunday. They left on Monday morning and travelled via Warwick and Chester, visiting places of interest en route.

Angel managed to stay out of mischief until fine weather tempted them to the coast at Morecambe. Against the advice of a local fisherman, she persuaded Catherine to walk with her across the wide, silvery sands. The tide rushed in with appalling swiftness and trapped them on a sandbank, whence they were rescued, wet and frightened, by the surly shrimp-fisher.

What an odiously rude man! Angel exclaimed when he had left them safe on dry land, wringing out their skirts.

I expect he did not guess that your papa is a marquis, pointed out Catherine.

Angel digested this in silence as they plodded back toward the town. Being plain Miss Brent was more difficult than she had supposed.

The weather changed. When they stopped the following night in the village of Windermere, the long, narrow lake was all but invisible in driving rain. The inn was draughty, the bed lumpy, and the food unappetising. Weary after days of travel, Angel wondered whether she would have done better to spend a dull summer with her parents in London. There was no maid to brush her hair and warm her sheets, and for the first time she felt the lack. When she arose, her dress had not been sponged and pressed, breakfast was lukewarm porridge, and it was still raining.

The long, slow drive over the Kirkstone Pass seemed endless. By the time they reached Barrows End they were all thoroughly depressed, and their first view of the vicarage did nothing to raise their spirits. A small, square, grey stone building with tiny windows shrouded in dingy white net, it was separated from the cemetery surrounding the small, square, grey stone church by a row of gloomy yews. The small, square garden between the lane and the front door was full of lettuces, carrots, peas, and spinach, and the only colour came from the scarlet blossoms of a row of runner beans.

Mr Sutton descended, picked his way up the muddy path, and hammered on the door. After a long pause, it opened a crack.

I am the Reverend Sutton, the ladies heard him say. You must be Mrs Applejohn.

Aye.

Is your husband here? He will be needed to help carry in our bags.

Aye. Mrs Applejohn opened the door a trifle wider, revealing herself as a withered, crabbed old body in a black dress and plain white cap. She peered at the waiting carriage, then turned and shouted in a surprisingly strong voice, John! TReverends come!

The coachman climbed down from the box and began to untie the luggage, which was strapped all over the vehicle. Mr Sutton returned to the coach, assisted the ladies to alight, and escorted them to the house.

I hope there is a good fire within, said Mrs Sutton crossly as a large drip made its way down the back of her neck. Mrs Craythorn warned me that the house had only two bedrooms, but I had thought it larger than this.

The only fire was in the kitchen stove, and round it the ladies huddled while the taciturn Mrs Applejohn went unwillingly to lay another in the front parlour. As soon as she could feel her fingers and toes once more, Angel went to explore. It did not take long. On the ground floor were the kitchen, a single parlour to serve for both dining and sitting room, and a small study. Upstairs were the two bedrooms and a third, tiny apartment, scarce bigger than a closet, which seemed to be in use as a sewing room. Looking out of its window, at the back of the house, she saw a stableyard with space only for a single horse and a battered gig. Beyond, a green meadow sloped down to a row of trees, which she thought might conceal a brook. In the rain, nothing further was visible.

Disconsolately she made her way back down the steep, narrow stair and found the hallway overflowing with damp trunks and boxes. Among them she spotted the portmanteau in which she had packed her new shawl, and kneeling on the bare wood floor, she dug it out.

I rather think I shall be needing this, she said to herself, shivering, as she draped it about her shoulders. It will take a very exciting adventure to make up for this!




Chapter 3



In spite of continuing drizzle, the little church of St Braddock was full for the morning service. Parishioners who had not been seen in church since Easter had come to inspect Mr Craythorns substitute, and more attention was paid to Mr Suttons sermon than might normally have been expected in a month of Sundays.

Most of those attending were farmers and their families, from a wealthy yeoman with pretensions to gentility to an aged shepherd who had abandoned his flock to the care of his dogs on the mountain just so that he could welcome the new reverend. Raising her eyes from her prayerbook rather more often than was seemly, Angel was glad to note that the Grisedale family pew was occupied.

It was hard to be sure without staring in a way that must have called forth a reproof from Aunt Maria, but she thought one of the two ladies must be Lord Grisedales daughter. No mention had been made of a Lady Grisedale, so perhaps the other was a companion, or an aunt. She was too finely dressed to be a governess. With them was a gentleman whose height and breadth of shoulder dwarfed his companions, especially the younger, who was a shrimp of a girl. Not shrimp, Angel corrected herself, remembering the rude shrimp-fisher. Elfin, she decided charitably.

She squinted speculatively at the tall gentleman, then glanced at Catherine beside her. He must top her by a good six inches. Was this the suitor she had resolved to look for? She wondered if he were the disgraced Lord Dominic, now restored to favour. Surely they would wait after the service and introduce themselves!

As Mr Suttons sermon drew to a close, an errant sunbeam found its way through a high window. It lit on the stone head of a long-suffering hound that had for several centuries been the sole support of the equally stony head of its master, the first Earl of Grisedale. By the time the benediction was pronounced, the ray had moved on to illuminate a carved oak frieze, very ancient, depicting the obscure St Braddock suffering martyrdom in the coils of a gigantic sea-serpent, while angels sang lustily but failed to come to his rescue.

Do you think that monster lives in Ullswater? asked Angel with a giggle as the congregation rose from their knees, rustling. He must be a local saint for I have never heard of him.

What a very uncomfortable thought! Catherine whispered back. I hope it was not a very long-lived monster.

The Grisedale party was the first to leave. Angel noted that the young ladys gown was elegant, but not by any means in the first stare of fashion, while her older companion was so beribboned and beflounced as to leave scarce an inch of her dress unornamented. Angel was about to follow when her aunt laid a hand on her arm.

We will go last, my dear, she said.

But Aunt Maria, supposing they leave before we have met them?

That is their privilege. You do not wish to force your company upon them, do you, Lyn?

Reminded of her loss of rank, Angel muttered, No, maam. But she privately determined that one way or another the acquaintance should be made.

The ladies from the vicarage at last made their way up the aisle and emerged into sunshine which, though halfhearted, was dazzling after the gloom of the past few days. They found half the congregation waiting, anxious to meet the vicars wife. In the church porch, Mr Sutton was shaking the hand of the old shepherd, a hale and hearty fellow with a shock of white hair. As the ladies approached, the old man touched his hat to them and departed. And before Angel could voice her eager questions, Mr Sutton was ushering his family out.

There are people waiting to meet you, he assured her, his eyes twinkling, and he led them towards the lych-gate, where stood the party from the Hall. Mr Sutton introduced his wife and daughter. And this is my niece, Miss Brent, he continued Maria my dear, Lady Elizabeth Markham, her companion Mrs Daventry, and her cousin, Sir Gregory Markham.

My dear Mrs Sutton, began Mrs Daventry as bows and curtsies were exchanged, I am certain that we will be the greatest friends for there are no other ladies in this wild part of the country and it is up to us to support each other, and for all the vicarage is a shockingly unsuitable house, I knew as soon as I spoke to your dear husband that you must be a lady, unlike poor Mrs Craythorn, I am afraid, and is it true, as I have heard, that your own sister is the Marchioness of Tesborough?

Yes, replied Mrs Sutton shortly. I beg you will not make it generally known, maam, for I do not wish to put on airs.

Certainly I will not, for there is simply no one to talk to hereabouts. They are all the most frightful yokels, you must know. Of course, I was acquainted with Lord Frederick Brenthaven before his marriage. And your niece is Miss Brent? Curious coincidence, but there . . .

Brand, said Angel loudly and firmly. Miss Brand.

Catherine could not suppress a tiny snort of amusement, which she tried to turn into a cough. Lady Elizabeth, apparently totally cowed by her companions never-ceasing flow of words, did not seem to notice, but Sir Gregory, who had been looking bored, glanced from one young lady to the other with a gaze that was suddenly alert.

Mr Sutton attempted to come to his wifes rescue.

Maria, he said, breaking in on Mrs Daventrys chatter, I am sorry to tear you away but there are a great many people waiting to make your acquaintance. Pray excuse us, ma'am. 

Im sure I had better come with you, announced Mrs Daventry to his dismay, for since dear Lady Grisedale passed away last year I flatter myself I have fulfilled all her duties and one must take notice of the tenants, you know, even if it is the most prodigious tiresome thing imaginable, and I would not have you think . . .

Relieved of the presence of their elders, the young people began to chat, if indeed Sir Gregory could be considered young, for Angel thought he must be at least thirty. She turned her attention to Lady Elizabeth, whose reserve she attempted to pierce, with a lack of success that made her the more determined to accomplish it.

Your fathers elocution is remarkably clear, Sir Gregory remarked to Catherine, after an exchange of commonplaces. Odd that Mrs Daventry should have misheard Miss Brands name.

Catherine looked up at him in confusion and muttered an indistinct denial.

Doing it rather too brown, maam. What kind of rig is your little cousin running? he enquired, with a twinkle in his eye that reminded her of her father.

You will not give her away? she begged. There is no harm in it, I promise you, or Papa would not countenance such a deception.

So, Lady Evangelina does not wish to be known?

Did you recognise her, sir?

Not I. I move little in Society, having enough to do at home. More than enough at present. But who has not heard of Angel, Miss Sutton? Come, enough of your cousin. Tell me how you look to amuse yourself at Barrows End.

Angel was broaching the same subject with Lady Elizabeth, having been unable to elicit more than a monosyllable on any other she tried.

How do you spend your time, my lady? she enquired. I think there are not many amusements in the neighbourhood?

I like to sew, said Lady Elizabeth in her soft voice. More and more she seemed to Angel like a shy, frightened elf. And I play the pianoforte sometimes, and sketch a lot when it is fine. There are a great many subjects to be found locally.

Im sure there are. I like to sketch and have brought my book. Perhaps we might go out together one day?

That would be delightful, Lady Elizabeth agreed with enthusiasm. And I often visit Papas tenants too, whatever Mrs Daventry may say.

She does say a lot, doesnt she? giggled Angel. How do you bear her?

I have no choice. Papa says I must have someone and that she is as good as the next person, and a relative besides. I let her talk while I think my own thoughts. It is not so very bad, especially when Cousin Gregory is here. He sometimes goes out with me so that I do not need Mrs Daventry.

Do you ride?

Oh yes, often.

Angel was about to remark that she was very fond of riding when it dawned on her that her uncle certainly could not mount her, and Lady Elizabeth might think that she was angling for an invitation. Before she could resolve this dilemma, it was taken out of her hands.

Do you ride, Miss Brand? asked Sir Gregory. My uncle has a great many horses in his stable that are rarely ridden, and I feel sure he would be happy to accommodate you. Do you not think so, Beth?

Oh, yes, agreed his cousin, if you will persuade him.

Catherine, you do not suppose Uncle Clement will object? This is beyond anything great! Only I do not have a riding habit with me. I daresay I can have one made up in Patterdale. She turned to a discussion of local dressmakers with Lady Elizabeth.

Good morrow, Kate, said Sir Gregory, 'for that's your name, I hear.'

 Well have you heard, but something hard of hearing: They call me Katherine that do talk of me. And that is Miss Sutton to you, sir. I hope you do not mean to suggest that you find me shrewish?

Oh, Kate, content thee; prithee be not angry. Not a shrew, Miss Sutton, but I believe I have found you out for a bluestocking, to be quoting Shakespeare with me. Confess!

Truth to tell, I have read The Taming of the Shrew an hundred times, looking to find all the virtues in my namesake.

And what success had you?

Little, she admitted, except that now I could recite you the whole play. But youll not find me reading Kates homily on obedient wives.

Ah, tis plain to see you are not married. You will change your tune when you are wed.

I doubt it, sir. I do not hold men to be the superior sex.

That wench is stark mad, or wonderful froward. Here is the ill effect of too much education, Kate, Sir Gregory said, grinning; then, as she frowned, I beg your pardonMiss Sutton.

Ill not argue with you, sir, for I see that my best arguments will but prove your point. Here comes Mrs Daventry.

Sir Gregory groaned and clutched his ears, but when the lady came up he was all bored propriety.

Are you ready to depart, maam? he drawled in a very different voice from that he had used with Catherine. Cousin, will you take my arm? The path is slippery.

Farewells were said, and promises to meet again, and the Grisedale carriage moved off up the lane. Mr and Mrs Sutton were still busy with their parishioners, so Angel and Catherine walked towards the vicarage, nodding in response to the curtsies and tipped hats of the farm folk. As they approached the gate between the churchyard and the garden, a rather stout and florid young man walked up to them, removed his fashionable beaver, and bowed low, dropping his silver-mounted cane in the process.

They stopped and looked at him in surprise as he picked it up and straightened with a gasp, crimson-faced from the exertion, not, as was soon evident, from embarrassment.

Beg leave to introduce mself, he uttered with cheerful nonchalance. Dick Burchett at yr service. Met the Vicar and his missus just now, yknow. Pa owns Beckside Farm.

Neither Angel nor Catherine could think of any suitable response to this revelation. Fortunately Mr Burchett did not seem to expect one.

Hes a warm man, he explained. Price of wools good with the war and all. Sent me away to school and thinks that makes me a gentleman. Keep telling him all I wants to be a farmer; wont listen. Wants to send me to London now, find a toff to marry, but Im courting Betsy down at Meadow Farm in Patterdale.

Angel dissolved in giggles.

Im very happy for Miss Betsy, said Catherine, but I cannot guess why you are telling us this, Mr Burchett.

Camouflage, he revealed proudly. Pa says yr mas a lady, so if he thinks Im courting you, hell let me bide. Dont mind, do you? Wont bother you much, but you might like to come up to Beckside one day, see the animals. Know ladies like kittens and calves and lambs and such.

Im sure wed be happy to accept your invitation, sir. Wouldnt we, Lyn? said Catherine severely.

Oh, yes, gasped Angel. Love kittens. Have any puppies?

Lots. He opened the gate for them, bowed again, and went off with a cheerful wave.

What an odd young man! Catherine exclaimed, laughing. There is certainly no humbug about him. The very soul of candour. I rather liked him. Oh, do look, Angel! She pointed to the northwest.

The churchyard was completely surrounded by tall yews, and not until they were well into the vicarage garden did the newly revealed panorama become visible. Behind the house, a brilliantly green meadow stretched in the sun down to a stream edged by willows and alders. On the far side, a cart track ran parallel, backed by a stone wall, beyond which more meadows climbed to woodland, then bare fell, then up and up to the towering mass of Helvellyn mountain, huge beyond belief, its summit standing out clear-cut against a pale blue sky.

I want to climb it, breathed Angel. Lets go this afternoon.

Oh, Angel, surely it would take a whole day! I believe there are paths, but one should have a guide, I expect, and take food.

But it is such a fine day, I hate to waste it. It will probably rain again tomorrow.

There are certainly shorter walks we might take today. Think of woods and rocky dells and waterfalls. Lets follow our own stream down there, and see where it takes us.

They asked permission over luncheon. Catherine and her mother watched with envy as Angel consumed enough cold lamb and well-buttered bread for two, and finished up with a dish of strawberries drowning in sugar and cream. May we walk along the stream this afternoon? she asked between mouthfuls.

No objection was raised to this plan, so after changing their gowns and footwear, the young ladies strolled across the meadow. A pair of brown-eyed cows raised their heads to stare at the intruders, then went back to cropping the lush grass and buttercups.

To Angels delight, there were stepping stones leading across the water to the track on the other side. She bounced across, while Catherine followed more cautiously. By mutual consent they turned upstream.

On their left, the clear water chattered over its rocky bed. The drystone wall on their right sheltered a myriad flowers: foxgloves, yarrow, campion, and toadflax, purple knapweed and scarlet pimpernel. Butterflies fluttered by and the air was full of the hum of bees and the distant lowing of cattle.

What did you think of Lady Elizabeth? asked Angel, after they had walked for a while in silent contentment.

I hardly spoke to her, Catherine answered. A quiet little mouse, though pretty enough, with that dark hair, if her face had more animation.

She had plenty to say when I asked her the right questions, but she is shockingly shy. Of course she never gets a word in edgewise with that odious woman around. I daresay she is out of practice. Her papa sounds monstrous disagreeable too. Only imagine casting off his only son because he ran away to join the army! I am sure she must miss her brother, and her mama too.

Did she speak of them?

No, but she will. I was not with her for longer than ten minutes but already I have her confidence, I think. The poor child has had no friends!

Child! She must be quite your age, Angel.

She is so little and shy, I feel I must protect her.

An unprecedented feeling, I am sure.

Well, yes, except that sometimes I try to shield Mama. Only she has Papa to look after her. Of course, there is always Sir Gregory. What thought you of him, Catherine?

He is very large and looks sleepier than he is. What is your opinion?

At first I thought him fine enough to be your suitor. Do not smile, I told you I meant to look out for a husband for you. He is certainly tall enough! Then I thought him by far too dull, for he just stood there looking bored. But afterward it seemed to me that he was laughing at me, and that I did not like at all. It would be odious to be married to a man who laughed at one.

Do you think so? He is certainly a great tease. Catherine considered warning her cousin that her disguise had already been pierced, then decided against it.

I think it very likely that he is sly, Angel suggested, for he hides behind that bored face and makes you think he is not listening, and then makes fun of you. Of all things, I abhor slyness.

I do not think him sly, but you may have the right of it. One should not judge on such short acquaintance. Look, we cannot follow the stream any further.

They had walked half a mile or so, and now the track swung to the right and the streams course continued through a gap in a high stone wall, which barred their path.

I shall climb over it, said Angel at once.

Pray do not! You will certainly dirty your gown and probably rip it, if you do not fall and break your leg.

Oh, very well. Perhaps I can go around the end by the stream.

Has it not occurred to you that someone built the wall to keep you out? protested Catherine as her cousin pushed through a tangle of hazel bushes overgrown with sweet-scented honeysuckle.

It must be Grisedale Hall. They will not mind.

I daresay you are right, Catherine sighed. I beg you will not fall into the water.

She made her way around the edge of the thicket and found Angel contemplating the proposed passage. There was a two-foot drop from the grassy bank onto a jumble of boulders of various sizes, most of them wet with spray. They looked alarmingly slippery, but supposing that one managed to stay upright it would be possible to climb past the end of the wall. Until this was accomplished, it was quite impossible to see how high the bank was on the other side.

Before Catherine could protest again, Angel picked up her skirts in one hand and jumped.

Come on, she said. Its easy. Balancing with her unoccupied hand, she proceeded, and heaving another heavy sigh, her cousin followed.

Three minutes later they were sitting on a conveniently fallen tree trunk. Angel took off her shoe and emptied water from it.

I came off better than you, said Catherine. I declare I do not know what comes over me when you propose these adventures. I am by far too old for such pranks.

Let us walk a little further. Angel bounced up, ready to go. Oh, Catherine, do not turn your head a minute, but guess what I can see.

A raging bull.

No.

Lord Grisedales gamekeeper with a shotgun.

No, guess again.

I cannot imagine. She looked round. Angel, a gate! If we had just walked a little further along the track, we might have entered comfortably!

It would have been vastly less amusing. Come on.

They had not walked very far when three figures on horseback rode over a rise a quarter of a mile distant, and they recognised Lady Elizabeth and Sir Gregory, with an unknown gentleman. Angel immediately waved and hallooed.

We cannot speak to them! cried Catherine. I do not know how I look, but you are the very image of a ragamuffin.

Then they will not guess that I am the daughter of a marquis. You are a pattern-card of propriety, not a hair out of place, I promise you.

There was no time for further remonstrances, for already the riders were drawing near.

Hello, Angel greeted them sunnily. I thought this must be Grisedale Hall.

I beg your pardon for trespassing, Catherine added hurriedly, slightly flushed.

Lady Elizabeth was by far too well bred to seem to notice Angels hoydenish appearance, but as the gentlemen dismounted, the stranger raised a quizzical eyebrow.

Miss Sutton, Miss, er, Brand, your servant, said Sir Gregory, at his most languid. Allow me to present Lord Welch.

The stranger made his bow.

You are visiting in the neighbourhood, maam? he asked Catherine in a pleasant, well-modulated voice. His tightly fitting blue coat, exquisite fawn unmentionables, and glossy, white-topped boots made Sir Gregory look downright casual.

My father has taken over the parish for the summer, my lord.

And I am her cousin, broke in Angel. We walked up from the vicarage.

It is a beautiful day, volunteered Lady Elizabeth.

One of my shepherds promised a fine week, according to my bailiff, remarked Lord Welch. These yokels are amazingly accurate about the weather. I shall probably ride over from Upthwaite daily to pay my respects to the earl. He looked smilingly at Lady Elizabeth, who blushed.

I am sure there is no need for such diligence, said Sir Gregory, frowning. My uncle was unable to see you today, and I do not suppose he will do so soon. You would do better to inspect your land while the weather permits.

Angel had noted the blush, but missed the grateful glance from Lady Elizabeth which followed it, directed at the baronet. Scenting opposed romance, she made up her mind to lend her assistance.

There are a thousand pleasanter things to do on a sunny day, she declared. We must have a picnic, at least, and go sketching. Do you sketch, my lord?

No, Miss Brand, but I am a great admirer of young ladies talents. Perhaps I might serve to carry your easels?

That will be delightful, will it not, my lady? Angel prattled on, making plans enough for a month of fine weather. Lord Welch obligingly agreed with her every suggestion, and she scarce noticed that Lady Elizabeth uttered not a word except for an occasional faint and unheeded protest. They rambled on, the gentlemen leading their horses; Angel walked between her ladyships pony and his lordship, and Catherine brought up the rear with Sir Gregory.

What a minx she is! that gentleman commented drily. Angel by name, but no angel by nature. If I had not guessed her secret, I should think her a most encroaching female.

I am very glad you did guess, or I should be covered in confusion to an even greater extent than I am. Papa had warned me that Uncle Frederick allowed her a great deal of freedom, and that I must watch out for her, but I cannot tell what she will do next, and she does not heed me unless she chooses. There is no malice in her, though.

I daresay the acquaintance will be good for Beth. She has been too much penned in. I hope they will take to one another.

Angel declared she was in a fair way to win your cousins confidence. However, if she continues to press my lords suit, I fear she is like to lose it fast, is she not? asked Catherine with a grimace.

Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not look so sour. Can you not explain to her that your more experienced eye has discerned his company to be unwelcome?

I can try, and will if you wish it. And I wish you will not call me Kate. It is not at all proper.

Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee, he said, grinning. I find it well nigh irresistible, but I am running out of suitable quotations, so I will try to be goodif you will persuade the headstrong Miss Brand not to invite the viscount on all her expeditions. It is deuced difficult to exclude him, with the best will in the world. Perhaps I should explain that there are objections quite apart from Beths dislike of the man. He has sold off most of his land, and still finds himself in need of her dowry, nor do I think him a man of principle in other matters. Unfortunately, my uncle sees only the advantage of disposing of his daughter without further effort. He is a sick man, and never was inclined to put himself out for his womenfolk.

You should not be telling me this, sir, I am sure, said Catherine in some confusion.

Why, Catherines the sweet soul of discretion! No, I cry pax, and admit that Shakespeare never wrote that line. I think it true, though. Now, shall you turn around and tell Lord Welch what I have said of him?

Of course not. But still, you should not tell me. And it is quite unfair to make up quotations. Oh, dear, I really must take Angel away before it is too late. How she ever manages not to be shunned by the Ton, I cannot guess. Lyn! It is time we turned homeward.

Must we?

Yes, Mother will be looking out for us. Good-bye, my lady, my lord.

Good-bye, everyone! Angel echoed. We will see you tomorrow!
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