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Chapter One



Emma paused at the top of the stairs, peeping over the banister while listening for any sign of Oldham, the portly and rather self-important Cheney butler. Hearing no sounds, other than the usual racket from the street beyond the front door, and seeing no sign of life, she quietly skimmed down the stairs until she reached her goal.

Ah, she whispered in satisfaction. The mail had arrived and Oldham had placed the neat stack on the hall table. Ignoring the bills and other letters intended for her papa, she searched for and found the one she had hoped would come. After tucking it inside the reticule she had thought to bring along, she caught sight of a strange-looking missive addressed to her brother, George. Naturally curious and quite unable to resist such an intriguing missive, she hesitated.

With a furtive glance about her, she tucked this peculiar letter in her reticule as well. After all, George had been gone for two months and wasnt expected back any time soon. The letter might be important, for a message printed on sand-colored paper with blue and green stripes along the edge was certainly out of the ordinary.

Once in the safety of her room, Emma locked her door then pulled out the two letters. Sinking onto the pretty, if somewhat worn, chair near her window, she opened hers.

Oh, thank goodness, she cried softly in relief. She hadnt realized how much she had counted upon the Ladys Magazine to buy her embroidery designs. Her pattern for a cap had been purchased for more than she expected, and they would be pleased to accept additional patterns from the talented hand of Miss Cheney. Since the magazine didnt publish the name of the designer, Emma felt there was no reason to be secretive over her identity. However, she did not wish her parents to know that she sought a source of extra pin money. While Cheney was a proud old name, the family had seen better days. Hopes for the future were fastened on both George and Emma contracting good marriages.

Emma thoughtbased on what she had seen of Society so farthat that particular hope grew dimmer by the day.

The other letter slid down her lap. Emma hastily grabbed it up, then slit the red wax seal with growing curiosity. Unfolding it, she gasped at what she saw.

Sir Peter Dancy, At Home, Monday 5th June, 1815 ... A mummy from Thebes to be unrolled at Half-past Two.

A mummy! How utterly marvelous! Lucky George. He always has the fun, while I am stuck with teas and routs and every manner of dull things, Emma said wistfully.

She leaned back on the chair, allowing herself to dream of the exotic collection she had heard about from several of the ton. Of course. Sir Peter was often spoken of with derision, for he appeared to scorn the dictates of Society. He set his own rules and lived to his own pleasing. But what a man he must be.

Emma hadnt met the elusive gentleman. He was reputed to be the finest swordsman in all of England, in addition to owning an amazing collection of Egyptian artifacts. Shed heard he was tall and slender with thick sandy hair and strange green eyes. Apparently he didnt care for the tiresome parties of the ton any more than did Emma.

London had been a bitter disappointment to her. She had hoped for so much. She soon realized that without a fat dowry the Cheney name counted for little. Had her father been a peer it might have helped. But he was merely gentry of fine and distinguished background. Emma knew no great expectations.

Turning her gaze to the letter once again, she wished with all her heart that she might change places with George, just for a day. Mind you, she wasnt an improper girl, falling into scrapes and whatnot. But... it would be wonderful to see a mummy from Thebes unrolled. Imagine. If only ...

A rap at her door brought a halt to her musings. Swiftly crossing the room, she turned the key and let in her maid.

Letters, Miss Emma? Fanny said, studying the papers in Emmas hand with prying eyes.

Quickly refolding the two pages, Emma walked to her desk to tuck them into her writing folio for the moment. One for me and one for George, she replied, truthful as ever. Emma never lied, although she sometimes neglected to reveal all of a matter.

When will Mr. George come home? the maid asked. Hes a nice, quiet young man, never chasing maids like some young gentlemen do.

Amused at this assessment of her rather unusual brother, Emma shook her head. He remains off somewhere in the wilds of Suffolk, digging for ruins or something of the sort. Heaven knows when he will remember to return.

Your dear mama wishes you to join her in the morning room. I most forgot to tell you. Fanny set to work at making up the bed, then putting away Emmas pretty bed gown of sheer cambric and her dainty nightcap.

Glancing at the clock, Emma found she had daydreamed for an hour. Her mother rose promptly at noon and sought the warmth to be found in the south-facing morning room. She expected her only daughter to bear her company.

Knowing she would be in for a scolding if she dawdled, Emma hurried down the stairs. Her thoughts remained in her room, however. Sir Peter Dancy and the mummy from Thebes seemed far more alluring than planning which rout or party to attend.

Her mother and two of her friends were sitting in the morning room, gossiping over tea and dainty biscuits.

Emma, my dear. How nice to see you have kept yourself busy this morning. Matilda Cheney gestured to the pretty bowl of flowers Emma had placed on the low table near her mothers favorite chair. One of the few luxuries allowed, fresh flowers were a great favorite of the fragile Mrs. Cheney.

You are fortunate to have such a dutiful daughter. Pity she has not found some nice gentleman who appreciates her, Mrs. Bascomb intoned in her pompous manner.

Emma glanced at the quizzing glass leveled in her direction by the overbearing Mrs. Bascomb and managed a smile.

Emma never puts a foot wrong, Mrs. Cheney replied with complacency.

Now, Mama, Emma demurred, knowing that if any of them were privy to her thoughts, they would be scandalized.

Do you go to the Titheridge affair this evening? Lady Hamley inquired, blinking like a nervous cat.

That woman? Mrs. Cheney said in a wondering voice.

I know she is a trifle eccentric, but tis hoped her nephew might attend, Lady Hamley concluded with a significant glance at Emma.

I trust you refer to Sir Peter Dancy, Mrs. Bascomb boomed out, startling Emma who had drifted off into a daydream again.

At hearing the very name that figured in her dreams, Emma straightened in her chair, listening attentively for once.

I doubt if even she can persuade him to attend her gathering, no matter how select it might be, Mrs. Cheney replied with a hopeful look at her pretty daughter.

Knowing full well what she had seen in the looking glass this morning, Emma smiled back, resigned to her fate. There was nothing unusual in gray eyes and dark curly hair, certainly nothing to capture the eye of a notable like Sir Peter.

Her chin is a trifle too pointed, my dear, but her eyes are quite pretty, Lady Hamley said in what she no doubt perceived as an effort to be comforting.

Pretty is as pretty does. Now, if George would just marry a fortune, we might have a chance to find Emma a husband worthy of her. Mrs. Cheney compressed her lips in annoyance at her neglectful son.

Emma longed to explode in whoops of laughter. Worthy of her? And who did her dear mother think fit that bill?

There are not so many fortunes to be had this Season, Mrs. Bascomb reflected.

But most of the girls are bran-faced and lacking wit, Lady Hamley added with a smile at Emma.

Knowing she didnt fit this description, Emma smiled back.

It was settled that the trio of ladies with Emma in tow would grace the Titheridge affair this evening. Once this decision was reached, the matter of clothes became the topic of earnest discussion.

Emma went back to her daydreams, for she knew full well that she would be consigned to her best white muslin with the two flounces and low white-embroidered bodice. She thought she looked insipid in it, for her face was not fashionably pale nor was she properly petite. Perhaps her carnelian brooch and earrings would add a nice bit of color?

Lightly tanned from her many sketching walks and taller than average, Emma did not fit the current mode of fashion. She did not delude herself that merely because her dark hair was in crisp curls about her face and her eyes gazed out in a dreamy haze of gray that she might sweep any man, much less a wealthy man, off his feet.

But Sir Peter was supposed to be tall, very tall. And Emma bet her pin money that even if he hovered over a mummy and other exotic things, he wasnt pale and languid either.

If Sir Peter does attend this evening, you must be sure to let him know how talented Emma is with her drawing pencil and watercolors, Lady Hamley said, blinking her eyes in her usual fashion.

But, Emma protested, many young ladies draw and paint. I am nothing out of the ordinary.

The three women studied Emma until she shifted uncomfortably on her straight-backed chair.

Lady Hamley sighed with regret, blinking over her teacup.

Mrs. Bascomb frowned, then brightened. But you do very detailed and accurate drawings, my dear. Sir Peter might appreciate that.

Emma smiled wryly, wondering what difference that could make.

At long last she was released when the callers left and her mother went to inspect her gown for the evening.

Back in her room Emma sank down on her favorite chair and stared out of the window. Placing her elbows on the sill, she put her unfashionably pointed chin on her hands. What was she to do? No great beauty, how could she hope to catch his interest? Would he permit Georges little sister to view the unrolling? No thought of capturing him as a husband entered her mind. She merely wanted to see his mummy.

She didnt need to take the invitation to Sir Peters unrolling out again for study. She knew it by heart. She also suspected that no women were invited, it being deemed a scandalous thing for a female to see. But why? What would be revealed when the linen wrappings were removed? Just a body.

She paled at that actuality, then grew more thoughtful. Surely a bodyafter all those years and preserved with some sort of substancewould bear little resemblance to a living person. She had glimpsed a skeleton once when George had dug up an unmarked grave while hunting for Roman treasure. It was not so terrible, and it could not hurt you.

If Sir Peter attended the party this evening and if she had a chance to speak with him, she fully intended to ask him if she might make use of Georges invitation. With that decision made, she settled into a daydream that involved Sir Peter, who strongly resembled the knight in her childhood book of fairy tales.

It was with nervous anticipation that Emma entered the Titheridge establishment that evening. Dressed with more than her usual care and listening for once to her mothers admonitions, she hunted through the throng of people for a tall, sandy-haired man with green eyes.

He was not there.

Not giving up quite yet, she followed in her mothers wake, entering the main room where the concert of foreign music was to be held.

Lady Titheridge had traveled over the world, collecting peculiar objects wherever she went. Emma longed to examine the items she saw more closely. Perhaps during the intermission she might slip away.

Then the music began. While her mother tried to conceal a pained expression, Emma thought the sounds exquisite, if out of the common way. Flutes and other strange instruments played music such as polite Society had never heard before. Emma felt it came from jungles and dark exotic places, creeping about and twining through ones mind.

When the intermission came, Emma tried again to find Sir Peter. She thought she had espied him in the rear of the room, but by the time she reached that spot, he had gone.

So she wandered about, heedless of her mothers little nods and motions, fascinated with the exotic jade statues and Ming bowls, the wood carvings, and intriguing jewelry displayed in glass cases and on shelves set into the walls.

You are interested in unusual things, my dear? Lady Titheridge asked, popping up at Emmas elbow.

I find these fascinating, Emma replied truthfully. I could study them for hours.

Allow me to introduce you to a gentleman who shares your taste for the beautiful and unusual. She turned to a man who stood a few feet away and said in a quietly commanding voice, Mr. Brummell, do come here.

Emma felt her heart sinking to her toes. It was not Sir Peter as she had hoped, but the notable Mr. George Brummell, the man who rivaled the Prince Regent himself for leadership of the ton. She had heard of his famous set-downs and dreaded meeting the man. Her gray eyes worriedly sought his, wondering at the twinkle she found in the depths of his gray orbs. He was dressed in his usual dark blue coat, its tails modestly long. Black pantaloons added to his somber garb, and his white waistcoat was unpretentious. Only his neckcloth was a miracle of perfection, drawing the eye to its quiet elegance.

Once introductions were made. Lady Titheridge drifted away, and Emma was on her own.

You admire the objects our hostess has collected in her journeys? he gently queried.

Indeed, Emma replied with enthusiasm, returning her gaze to the far safer Ming vase on the shelf before them. I could spend hours here, sketching the beautiful pieces she owns, Emma concluded wistfully, unmindful of the sharp gaze directed at her.

I see you are not in the common way, Miss Cheney. Most young ladies prefer to draw a pretty scene if they must. Most choose to spend time flirting.

Suspecting she had somehow provoked him, Emma tilted her somewhat pointed chin and gazed back with what amounted to a touch of defiance. I do not wish to draw what others do, unless it happens to be what I enjoy. I like to see remarkable things. In fact, I would like nothing more than to view Sir Peters mummy.... Then realizing what she had admitted, she hastily added, Or something equally interesting.

Mr. Brummells eyes gleamed with amusement. You are not busily hunting a husband, as most young ladies making their come-out do?

Mr. Brummell, what a shocking question, she chided, laughing and wondering why this man had acquired such a reputation for being snobbish. Emma found him utterly delightful. As you pointed out, I am not in the common way. She sighed. Most men do not desire a wife who is other than dutiful and dull, I fear.

You would be dutiful, but hardly dull. Miss Cheney, Mr. Brummell replied gallantly, his eyes sparkling with his diversion in this unassuming, candid young lady.

Mama says I never put a foot wrong, but she does not know what goes on in my mind, you see, Emma confided in a rash moment of revelation.

Mr. Brummell chuckled at this droll observation. Miss Cheney, I predict you will make a wildly successful marriage. I almost envy the man, for you are most tempting in your ingenuous way.

Mr. Brummell, I believe you are a monstrous tease. Emma gazed happily up at the man she had feared to meet. Gray eyes sparkling, she concluded, I suppose I must rejoin my mama now, for it seems the music is to resume.

You enjoy it? he queried while edging around her in the direction of the door, obviously intent upon making his escape.

I told you I like the unusual. Although I suspect that Mama finds it a trifle confusing. Emma flashed a smile at the imposing gentleman before her.

He smiled, then bowed over her hand in his farewell. I shall make a point to find you a gentleman worthy of your unusual charms, Miss Cheney. They are too rare to go unappreciated. With that final comment he deftly made his way to his hostess, then disappeared.

Emma, whatever did you say to that man? Mrs. Cheney demanded behind the security of her fan after Emma slid onto the seat beside her. I do hope you made a good impression on him. Everyone must have noticed that he singled you out for conversation, a most unlikely thing for him to do. It could be the making of you, girl.

Mr. Brummell is very nice. Mama, not at all lofty as Ive been told. We discussed the pretty things Lady Titheridge has collected. Of Mr. Brummells promise to find Emma a man who was worthy of her, Emma said nothing. She discounted that bit of nonsense for precisely what it was ... vague foolishness.

I see Sir Peter finally showed his face, Mrs. Cheney observed from behind her fan, then wafted that lace-and-ivory item languidly before her.

Dismayed that by chatting with Mr. Brummell she had missed meeting the man she most desired to encounter, Emma searched the room until she spotted him.

He was most definitely tall, and that thatch of sandy hair made her long to run her fingers through it, merely to smooth it down, of course. She detected a gleam of impatience in those green eyes. How she wished she could defy convention and leave her seat to cross the room to his side. She would like to find out why people claimed his eyes were so uncommon. And... she would ask to see his mummy unrolled.

He had an interesting face she decided while a flute began a plaintive melody. A second flute joined in a haunting counterpoint while Emma speculated on that intelligent, lean face, the aristocratic nose, and those eyes. If she could but see them most closely. Sir Peter Dancy fascinated her to the point of impropriety.

Emma, Mrs. Cheney whispered in a shocked voice.

Emma attended her mama and lowered her gaze to the fan tightly clasped in one properly gloved hand. When she turned again to find the man who intrigued her so, he was gone. Disappointment flooded through her. How she had counted on talking with him about the mummy and persuading him to allow her to view it. Her latest pin money had gone to buy a book on Egyptian discoveries, with drawings executed by the French artist, Vivant Denon. Wildly exotic, madly fascinating, they made her long even more to see the Dancy collection.

She must see it. But how? She worried her lower lip while contemplating various ways in which to accomplish her hearts desire.

If only she might trade places with George for an hour or so. What a silly notion. Why, even if some of his clothing might fit her, she would not dare to put it on. Not even to view the mummy.

Or could she?

That thought was so disturbing that she put it from her mind at once. Instead, she concentrated on the strange music drifting about the room and daydreamed about meeting Sir Peter. What a fascinating man he must be, she concluded dreamily.

Once the concert ended, she dutifully followed her mother to make her farewells to Lady Titheridge.

Pity my nephew could not stay, her ladyship said to Emma. I particularly wanted him to meet you. Any young woman who can captivate George Brummell for as long as you did is of more than passing interest. Mr. Brummell has impeccable taste, and I always heed his direction. Would you care to come alone one day to view my precious collection, my dear?

Emma beamed in gratitude. I should love above all to be allowed to sketch a number of the beautiful items I have viewed this evening.

There is more, you know, her ladyship murmured in reply. Come on Monday next. In the morning?

With a glance at her mama, who couldnt possibly object to the time or the place, Emma nodded her pleasure, murmuring her thanks in a subdued and proper way.

Well, Mrs. Bascomb said when in the carriage on the way home, you have made a notable conquest this evening, my girl.

Mrs. Hamley blinked and nodded. Yes, indeed. Lady Titheridge is of the highest ton, and as for catching the eye of Mr. Brummell, well...

Wait until word of this gets around, Matilda, Mrs. Bascomb said to Mrs. Cheney, who was sitting in amazed silence.

Listening to that horrid music was well worth the pain, Mrs. Cheney concluded before bidding her two friends good evening.

Once inside their modest home, Emma paused at the bottom of the stairs. Did you think the music so painful?

I should have been far more pleased were you to have met Sir Peter, her mother grumbled softly.

Emma just smiled and dreamily escorted her dear mama up the stairs to her room. Then Emma wandered down the hall to her own bedroom.

Lighting a candle from the small fire in the grate, she then sought her favorite chair and sank down to contemplate her strange evening. She could not see how it would happen, but she sensed that somehow the course of her entire life had altered because of what had occurred tonight. Or was she merely being fanciful?

She toyed with her fan while considering Sir Peter. She was not interested in him as a prospective husband. Marriage to a man like him might be rather overwhelming. But she was determined to see that mummy.

Then the idea that had flashed into her mind while at the concert returned. Suppose she borrowed a few clothes from her brother? And suppose she wore them to Sir Peters house for the unrolling of the mummy? If she were to stay well to the back of the room and not chat with anyone, just keep quiet and unnoticed, could she achieve her aim?

Monday, 5th June, the invitation had read. She sat up straighter. Suppose she gathered up her brothers clothing and put it into a small valise, men took it along to Lady Titheridges on Monday morning. Then she could send a note to Mama that she was remaining for luncheon and the afternoon to view some more antiquities. It might work.

Her mama would be pleased to think that Emma was attracting the notice of an eminent person of the ton. As to what Lady Titheridge might construe from Emmas change, well, that was a problem.

Emma rose from her chair and began to undress. Fanny had not made an appearance, for she knew Emma preferred to be alone in the evening. It did not take her long to undress, don her night things, and pop under the covers to contemplate her grand scheme at greater length.

She would do it, she finally decided. Sliding from under the covers, she took a candle and peeked around her door to the empty hall. Not a soul around. Taking a deep breath, Emma tiptoed along to the next room where her brother resided when at home, which wasnt very often these days.

Once inside, she swiftly sought dove gray pantaloons, a couple of waistcoats, and a cambric shirt. A darker gray coat looked too big, but perhaps if she wore both waistcoats at once it might work. Then she hunted for a neckcloth. Knowing how difficult they could be, she decided to take several, just in case she made a botch of her efforts. Her last items were a pair of plain black hose and shoes.

She spirited her booty back to her room and wondered where to conceal it all until Monday. Finally she found a valise large enough to hold the clothing and settled under her covers with a wildly fluttering heart.

She would do it. All she had to do was manage to slip out of the house with her little valise, plus her drawing pad and pencils, without detection. That meant evading the pompous Oldham, who guarded the front door with gimlet-eyed fervor.

The following day when she was able to lock her door without suspicion from Fanny, Emma pulled the valise out and tried on the garb filched from her brothers wardrobe and chest. She studied her reflection in the looking glass and grimaced.

She and George resembled each other as siblings often do, but was it enough? George slouched just a bit, which was fortunate for Emma. Even though it went against her grain not to stand properly straight, the slight difference in height could be excused that way.

Then she wondered just how well Sir Peter knew George. She plunked down on the edge of her bed, staring at her reflection across the room.

That might prove to be a problem. She couldnt recall her brother mentioning Sir Peter, but that was hardly surprising, for George was uncommunicative at best. Witness his dreadful lack of letters while away. Poor Mama sighed every day when the mail did not bring a letter from him.

Well, she wouldnt say a word to anyone while inside the Dancy house. She would keep to the rear and be as inconspicuous as possible.

It would work. She would make it work.

The next few days dragged for Emma. She daydreamed more than usual, and her drawing pad acquired several well-done sketches of the elusive Sir Peterdone admittedly from a distance and memory. But Emma was very good at what she did. She possessed an uncanny eye for detail, as Mrs. Bascomb had observed. And she had caught the impatient gleam in Sir Peters eyes, the tousled sandy hair.

Emma was pleased she had purchased a set of colored pencils with her latest pin money from Papa. She added the color to her drawing and felt it most lifelike.

On Monday she dressed with great care for her visit to Lady Titheridges house. She escaped with the valise, slipping from the house when Oldham was otherwise occupied.

It proved to be wonderful. Her ladyship ushered Emma into one room after another, explaining where she had found her precious treasures and promising Emma she could come again to record more of her things.

When she viewed Emmas first drawing, she gasped with delight. My dear, you are extremely talented. Oh, why could not Peter have stayed to meet you the other evening. You are precisely what he has been looking fora talented pencil.

Emma had never thought of herself in that light, but merely murmured something vague in reply.

When it came time to leave, Emma sought out her ladyship, hesitantly placing her valise on the floor at her side. The sparkle of amusement lurking in Lady Titheridges eyes encouraged Emma to speak.

If you please, maam, I would like to change my clothes before I leave if I might. Emma stopped, hesitating before revealing more. Her ladyships mouth curved into a delightful smile, and Emma plunged ahead. Gazing confidingly at her ladyship and feeling as though shed made a splendid friend, Emma continued, You see, I plan a little trick on a friend Well, he might have been a friend had he stayed to meet her and wish to wear some clothes belonging to my brother.

A charade? What fun, replied the adventuresome Lady Titheridge. Of course, I shall help you.




Chapter Two



Evelyn, Lady Titheridge, had spent years traveling the world and possessed a wonderful sense of adventure. That she was not in the common way became even more evident when Emma saw what enjoyment her elegant ladyship found in assisting Emma to rig herself out in Georges clothing.

Now, my dear, let me see how you look. Hm, you will most assuredly require a bit of padding, and those shoes are not at all the thing with your slender feet. It would never do for them to fall off while you mount the stairs! I shall see if my abigail can find something more fitting. Her conspiratorial smile gleamed a moment before she flitted from the room.

Emma studied herself in the cheval glass and had to agree with Lady Titheridge. She definitely needed padding here and there.

Within moments Braddon followed her mistress into the small bedroom where Emma anxiously awaited them. The sturdy maid studied Emma, then set to work. She deftly inserted sheets of cotton wool into Emmas shirt front, then tied the neckcloth over that into a most elegant and simple shape after helping Emma into the two vests. These contributed to the bulk and added just enough to Emmas girth.

Braddon whipped out a pair of gentlemans shoes from a small satchel shed brought with her, then motioned Emma to a bench before a dressing table. She proceeded to slightly darken Emmas skin with a cream from a pot that had been concealed in an apron pocket. Then she brushed Emmas hair into a tousled effect. When the maid finally finished her efforts, Emma stared back at an unfamiliar young gentleman. Before her appeared a slim young man with a light tan, a fashionable hair style, and a neckcloth tied in the latest mode, and who looked remarkably like her brother, George, newly returned from one of his digs. She hoped.

I do believe I shall fool everyone, Emma declared with dawning assurance.

It is quite possible you shall pass, her ladyship observed.

Tell me, maam, just how observant is Sir Peter? Emma then inquired absently while checking the fall of her coat in the back.

Aha! You are going to see his mummy unrolled this afternoon, the astute Lady Titheridge cried. Well. I suppose he is like most people; he sees what he expects to see.

Oh, dear, Emma said in dismay, placing one hand over her mouth. I truly had not intended to tell you that. I fear I require practice in telling fabrications. You see, I do so want to see that mummy. When I espied Georges invitation, it seemed like an answer to all my wishes. You are not too terribly horrified? Emma gazed at Sir Peters aunt with hopeful eyes.

Not at all, well, at least not much. You will find I am the best of accomplices. Braddon will be silent as the grave as well. I hope you will take your drawing pad along and do a sketch or two? her ladyship suggested slyly. I am keenly interested, and the wretched boy did not invite me to his unrolling.

I shall be happy to make a sketch if you think he will not be displeased. I intend to stay in the background. After all, I do not know how well my brother knows Sir Peter. While I resemble George, I may have trouble if Sir Peter recalls something I know nothing about. Emma wondered that her ladyship could call one as distinguished as Sir Peter a boy, then turned her concerns toward whether or not she might actually dare to sketch.

Worry about that if it happens, Lady Titheridge replied with a smile. She checked the timepiece pinned to her gown and gasped. You had best hurry if you do not wish to be late. I believe he intends to unroll the mummy shortly after half-past two. It is rising two now, and you will need a bit of time to go from here to his house.

Braddon walked to the door, then paused. I shall have Leland summon a hackney for you, missor should I say Mr. Cheney?

I had best become accustomed to that name if only for the afternoon, Emma replied.

You are a very brave girl, my dear. Not many young women would dare to pursue their hearts desire in such a fashion. You must exercise great caution and not allow anyone to guess your identity. That would bring your ruination! Lady Titheridge admonished.

I am aware of that, but I really wish to see the mummy. Since George is never in London save on rare occasions, I doubt if any of those in attendance will know him well. Then Emma declared with her endearing honesty, I fear I have not made much of a splash in Society, maam. I doubt if any there will recognize me even if they might suspect I am not who I pretend to be.

See that you remain as silent as possible and do keep to the rear. Lady Titheridge watched as her young guest left the room, then peered from the window while Emma entered the hackney. The amused gleam in her ladyships eyes might have given Emma pause had she seen it. Evelyn, Lady Titheridge, decided then and there to see that Emma made her splash, beginning with the much-desired vouchers to the Wednesday evening affairs at Almacks. Evelyn frequently attended and had never seen Emma present. Lady Titheridge left the room to make her way to her own dressing chamber with the intent of then paying a call on Lady Sefton, that favorite of the patronesses.

Emma was on edge. She was well aware of the dangers that lurked in her path, the least of which was that Sir Peter find her out. She nervously clenched and unclenched her gloved hands all the way across Mayfair.

After paying the jarvey from the little purse she had remembered to place in her pocket, Emma made her way up the steps to the front door. The sound of the knocker echoed within the house. She hoped that its resemblance to a sound of doom was merely her imagination.

The door opened and a jolly-looking man ushered her in with deference once Emma had extended her invitationthat is, Georges invitation.

Right this way, Mr. Cheney, the butler urged, having quickly perused the name on the card.

Emma followed him up the stairs, thankful that Lady Titheridge had insisted upon better-fitting shoes. Really, the pantaloons were most comfortable, and Emma wondered why young ladies might not wear something that offered such ease and freedom.

The drawing room was blessedly full of men. They were gathered in small clusters and were all deep in earnest conversation. Across the room the mummy reposed on an oak table, its bandaged contents waiting to be unrolled. Emma scarcely took note of the unusual and exotic furniture about her. Chairs with scroll curving arms and backs and rounded X-frame front legs were decorated with designs of lotus leaves, scarabs, and sphinxes all done in gold and black.

Emma slipped off to one side and around to a point where she thought she might see fairly well, making sure not to meet the eyes of anyone near her. She really ought not have attempted such a dangerous exploit. Sir Peteror someone was certain to catch her out, and then where would she be? In the soup, thats where. Her mouth was dry and she wished she dared to sip some of the wine she detected on a tray not far from where she stood. That was a sure way to disaster, and she dare not request water. Then she sensed someone had come up to her.

George, how good of you to come. I had feared you would be off in Sussex, said a cultured voice to Emmas left. It had to be Sir Peter.

Heart pounding madly, she turned slowly, hoping she might manage to scrape by his scrutiny. Wouldnt miss it for the world, Emma replied in the voice that she had been practicing in the privacy of her room. She hoped that she managed to sound like George. She chanced to look in Sir Peters eyes to see if he accepted her disguise.

Not by a flicker of an eyelash did Peter reveal his shock at what he saw when the young man before him turned around. While there was a superficial resemblance to his casual friend, it was not George! And if it was not George, who was it? He pretended to countenance the impostor and chatted briefly before excusing himself to check on something with Radley. His butler had eyes as astute as Peters, and it would be interesting to see what Radley made of this astounding development.

Our last guest has arrived, Peter began.

Indeed, Radley responded in his correct manner with only a slight elevation of his eyebrows to indicate he found anything out of the ordinary in the circumstances.

Did you notice something unusual about him? Peter turned so he might casually inspect this somewhat nervous newcomer who appeared to shun contact with the others.

He had the proper invitation, and we often see young gentlemen who are somewhat slender, do we not? Radley replied with a narrow gaze at this particular guest. As usual, his perception went beyond what might be expected, briefly observed, when his expression shifted to one of suspicion.

Peter couldnt prevent a grin from momentarily flashing across his face. He hastily wiped it away, but continued to dart glances at the young person who had pulled a drawing pad from beneath a coat and begun to sketch the mummy in all its wrappings.

Then Peter stilled for a moment. He knew bones very well, and those bones were not masculine in the least. Those long slender legs and the curvaceous hips did not belong to a young man. When he scrutinized the person further, the hands proved far too delicate in appearance. It was a woman! But who? She was tall for a woman, but shapely nonetheless, unless she had more padding than he suspected. She certainly resembled his friend, enough to fool nearly all who were not well acquainted with the elusive George Cheney.

Then he remembered. George had a younger sister who must be of an age to be making her come-out in London about now. She could have had access to the invitation and penned an acceptance with ease. How she thought she might perform such a charade was beyond Peter. She definitely presented a riddle and certainly was dramatic in presentation. But it was obvious she did not wish her identity to be guessed.

He observed that the other men in the room appeared not to notice a thing wrong with the young chap who so properly took a place off to one side. It showed a fitting respect to the older men, and they looked on the newcomer with benign disregard.

Deciding he had best attend to business before someone looked more closely and precipitated a scandal, Peter strode to the front of the room to stand by the mummy.

And now, gentlemen, the thing that has brought you here this afternoon ... the mummy from Thebes. Peter began to weave the tale of how the mummy had been removed from Egypt and shipped home along with a great deal of other treasure his father had appropriated in the name of scholarship.

It had reposed in a dim corner of one of the storerooms until recently. Peter had decided to investigate the identity if possible. And that required unwrapping the body.

He noted that the young woman off to one side flinched when he mentioned the body encased in the yards of wrappings. He repressed a smile that longed to sneak out and continued with his intent.

With a flourish worthy of a showman, he began with the end of the linen strip and carefully, slowly, unrolled it, taking care to keep that roll snug so that the linen wrapping would not become an unmanageable tangle.

From where she stood, Emma watched Sir Peter commence the unrolling of the mummy. She had captured an excellent likeness of the wrapped body before he began, and she waited, pencil poised, for him to conclude. She concentrated on the details, the peculiar smell that drifted across the room to tease her nostrils, the coarse texture of the linen, and the small objects that came to light as the wrappings proceeded.

A scarab, large and faded blue, came to sight. Emma edged closer so she might draw it. Another amulet came to view, and Emma felt her excitement rise. She again edged closer to the table upon which the mummy rested.

Peter took note of the young womans interest and lack of vapors. Whatever her name might be, she was indeed a plucky thing. He glanced at Radley, who assisted him with the delicate task of winding up the yards and yards of linen bandages, when he handed him another neat roll. At the end of each strip that roll was carefully numbered and placed aside on a nearby table. It seemed his butler also had watched the young woman and appeared to be impressed.

Peter took all the amulets and bits of jewelry he came upon and put them to the front of the table. The look of total absorption on the face of the strange young woman caught his curiosity. She continued to sketch each little amulet, and her eyes grew round with excitement when she viewed the pieces of jewelry. Just like a woman, he thoughtcaptivated by jewelry even if it is old stuff removed from a mummy.

Yet he had to admit he found each item exquisitely beautiful. He wondered if there was any order or reason to where the amulets had been placed on the wrappings, or were they perhaps included at random. Hed likely never guess, but he found himself pleased that the young artist was recording them in order of removal.

Really, she proved to be a godsend, did she but know it. He had looked in vain for a man who would consent to draw his findings and had found not a soul. Apparently, the artists of the day considered it beneath them to do such a thing as sketch scarabs and necklaces, much less a mummy.

Peters eyes gleamed at the sight that met his eyes when he lifted up the bandages close to the body. He held up a necklace that came to light as the piles of bandages had reached amazing proportions. The necklace was incredibly beautiful to his eyes.

In the middle of the center portion a pale green quartz scarab seemed to have odd wings sprouting from each side of it. These had carnelians and lapis lazuli set in narrow rows. A design he recognized as stylized lotus buds made a row of decoration that dangled from the lower edge of the design, which consisted of carnelian and lapis lazuli, gold, and a few other stones.

He reverently lifted up the necklace so that all might see. His little artists gasp of delight would normally have given her away, but there was such a widespread reaction by the gentlemen in attendance that she went unnoticed. Murmurs went through the group, sounding like the hum from a hive.

I say. Sir Peter, you have found a real treasure there, Mr. Reginald Swinburne declared in a hearty voice. Fancy it lurking about your storeroom all these years. Good joke, what?

Peter gave the mana guest of a friend who had received an invitation and not someone he knew wellan annoyed glance.

The gold alone must be worth a tidy fortune, added Peters good friend Edward, Lord Worcester. He moved closer to the table to have a better look at the beautiful necklace, worthy of a queen.

What a lucky chap, to have a father who brought home trinkets such as that, Lord Petersham said, envy clear in his voice. Since all knew his perpetual lack of ready funds, laughter drifted through the room, breaking some of the tension that had built up as the unrolling proceeded.

I say, old fellow, you will have to hire a guard if you intend to keep all these things in the house, Mr. Swinburne advised.

Peter gave him a thoughtful glance, then reverently placed the necklace on the table so that his young artist might draw it next.

No one paid the least attention to the young man who so diligently drew each item. Peter figured that the others must have decided that he had hired an artist. No one spoke to the lad, nor did that artist receive more than the most casual of glancesfortunately. The last thing Peter wanted was a scandal on his hands.

At last the dark brown, leathery-looking body came to view. The skin was tautly drawn across the skull. Arms had been placed in a protective position across the chest. A rare and beautifully shaped beetle-like heart scarab had been put on the last bit of bandaging that covered the chest of the body.

I think this must have been a princess from the wealth wrapped herein. Note the smaller size of the head and the structure of the body. She does not reveal any sign of injury, and note, gentlemen, how perfectly formed she is.

Even her teeth look good, one of the men observed.

Must not have been fond of sweets, another joked.

Emma wished they would all go away and leave her alone with the princess. She did not doubt for a moment that Sir Peter was correct in his assumptions. The body seemed so regal, and the scarabs and jewelry had been so wonderfully made that Emma had found it hard to contain her astonishment.

What do you plan to do with the body now that you have it unwrapped? Mr. Swinburne inquired as he hovered over the table holding the body and all the artifacts included with it.

That shall require some thought. I may begin a sort of museum of my own ... with the items my father brought as the foundation for it. I should need some help, but I believe I have found just the person to assist me. He glanced at the young artist to see the effect of his words on her. She had paled, but said nothing.

Instead, Emma began to sketch the body, carefully making a detailed drawing of the dear little scarab that had been placed directly over the heart. What a precious little thing it was. Emma intended to do full justice to the princess.

Gradually the voices faded away, although Emma took no notice. At last the room was empty, save for Emma and the Princess.

Peter reentered the room, pausing by the door to watch his little artist at work. He approached her, wondering just how capable she might be in her work. He did not have high hopes, but since he had no one else, he would make do with her efforts.

I see you have been diligently at work. May I ask to see what you have done, old fellow? Peter had decided he would not call her bluff, but treat her as though she had succeeded with her masquerade.

Of course, she replied, looking about her with surprise when she offered him her drawing pad. Where is everyone? Have I stayed so very late? She looked horrified. Peter wondered if her mother would ask uncomfortable questions were she not to arrive home shortly.

He didnt answer at once, he was so captivated by the excellent drawings. She combined the skill of a draftsman with the delicacy of an artist. He could not have been more pleased.

These are truly wonderful. May I have them? Ill gladly pay you anything you ask, for I had intended to hire a professional. Couldnt find one that would stomach the notion of drawing a mummy.

I had intended to take these home and work on them a bit more. I have colored pencils that would enhance them, particularly the jewelry, she began.

Bring them here, instead, Peter said with the urgency he felt. He could not allow these drawings out of his hands to be possibly lost or destroyed. Could you come tomorrow morningwork with me? I know how interested you are in antiquities. And I suspect you would not be averse to a bit of the ready, for I know full well what it can cost to be involved in a digging ... hiring all those chaps to muck about in the soil while you hunt for bits and pieces of Roman antiquities.

She stiffened, then appeared to ponder his suggestion. Peter held his breath while she seemed to have a debate with herself. Did she need a bit of money? Most girls must, and he knew the Cheney fortune was not great.

I would be most indebted to you if you could see your way to helping me out. I have a secretary who is a fine chap such as he can manage, but he cannot draw worth a fig.

I will have to think it over. May I take one of the sketches with me? I did two of the necklace. And then I really must fly. I will send you a note later if I may.

There was nothing he could do short of keeping her captive, and one hardly did that sort of thing anymore.

I trust you will think kindly on my offer and need of helpconsidering that you are someone who has similar interests. It would not be for so very long, I think.

She merely nodded her head, while edging toward the door. Within minutes she had made her way down the stairs and out of the front door, clutching that one drawing of the necklace in her gloved hand. Radley had foreseen that she would need to leave soon and had summoned a hackney from the stand around the corner.

Peter stood by a window to watch the vehicle disappear down the street. He turned to face his butler and grimaced.

She has gone, and I dont know if she will come back or not. Dash it all, Im not even certain who she is.

I wonder if your aunt might be of assistance? She might know which of the young ladies of the ton could do such a thing. It might be no bad thing were you to frequent a few of the balls and parties for a time. You might find her there, Radley suggested in an offhand manner.

Hah! Peter declared with affection, I believe you are trying to find me a wife, old fellow.

Now, Sir Peter, would I do such a thing?

The two men, opponents of long standing, chuckled.

Peter turned again to consider the suggestion made by his butler, who actually was something closer to a friend, considering all they had gone through over the years. He had an excellent point. Peter decided he would take himself off and shock the ton by appearing at a few of the parties. His good aunt would know which ones to attend.

* * * *

Emma exited the hackney in front of Lady Titheridges with more haste than grace. Dashing up the steps, she smiled with relief when Leland opened the door for her, spiriting her up the stairs to the small bedroom where Braddon awaited her.

While the abigail removed the paint and eased Emma from her brothers garments, Emma pleaded with her to hurry.

Calm down, my dear, Lady Titheridge urged as she entered the room. I feel certain your dear mama will be mollified when you hand her these.

She held up coveted vouchers for Almacks in one hand, while smiling at Emma, secure in the knowledge that with the sight of these esteemed slips of paper all queries would be forgotten by Mrs. Cheney.

Oh, my. Mama will surely be pleased, Emma said in a most subdued manner, awed at the turn in her circumstances.

Now, tell me all about it. What was it like? Was it very grisly to see the skeleton? Were you able to make sketches? Lady Titheridge inquired in a rush.

It was utterly fascinating, maam. The body was not the least frightening. Your nephew believes it to be that of a princess. Fancy that! And I made some sketches. Emma reached for the one she had managed to take along with her. He kept all the others, but I brought you this one to see.

And this is a necklace that had been placed on her body? How curious. Not unlike what we do, I suppose, her ladyship mused.

Oh, but maam, Emma interrupted in her hurry to be gone, he wants me to come tomorrow to draw some more, color what I have done. What shall I do?

He said nothing about your disguise? her ladyship inquired with a sharp look at Emma.

Emma shook her head. Not a word. But he was much occupied with the mummy and all the important gentlemen who were there. I doubt if he paid me much attention.

Lady Titheridge looked a trifle doubtful at that, but said nothing.

Emma repeated, What shall I do?

Why, I believe you ought to go. Goodness knows he has been hunting for someone to assist him for an age. He has an able secretary, although I believe he broke an arm not too long ago. At any rate, I recall Peter telling me that the man was not the least help in working with the Egyptian research. Lady Titheridge sank down upon a pretty little chair close to the window, holding out the vouchers for Almacks to Emma.

I do not know if I can continue the disguise, this charade, Emma said in a whisper, looking to her ladyship with worried eyes.

Nonsense, my dear. Leave the clothes here with us for the time being. Braddon will work a few miracles with them and perhaps increase your wardrobe a trifle. It is very important to my nephew that he is able to accomplish this task. I will do anything I may to help him in this effort. Her ladyship gave Emma an assessing look. You are a godsend, my dear. You have the daring and the talent to carry this off, I am convinced. It will only be for a brief time. Surely you can do it? Try, her ladyship pleaded.

I do not know, maam. I take such a risk.

But what a wonderful risk! Think of it! No ordinary young woman would be permitted to handle such antiquities, or even see them, for that matter. You would be drawing the precious artifacts from a long-dead princess. That could happen but once in a lifetime. Would it not be worth everything? her ladyship coaxed.

Everything? Emma whispered, echoing her ladyship. Emma considered what was at stake. Were she uncovered, her disguise revealed, she risked her entire future. The scandal didnt bear thinking about. Dare she spend a few days in close proximity to Sir Peter to draw those fabulous jewels and scarabs, the other things he wished recorded? She set aside the image of a tall, handsome gentleman for the moment.

She would be paid a sum of money to do this drawing, and that enticed her more than anything else, which said a great deal for her desire for a bit of income. If she were to attend Almacks, her best white muslin must be replaced at once.

The sight of the slips of paperand such powerful persuasions they wereresolved her dilemma.

I will try my best to please him, Emma said at last.

Good, her ladyship said with great satisfaction clear in her voice.

Emma placed the vouchers carefully in her reticule, caught up her pelisse, then begged a hurried leave from Lady Titheridge before dashing down the stairs to the carriage awaiting her. It was not a hackney but her ladyships personal vehicle.

At Emmas look of surprise, Leland unbent enough to explain, Her ladyship is that taken with you, miss. I believe you remind her of herself when she was a girl. Looking as though he might have said more than he ought, he assisted Emma into the carriage.

Her thoughts were in a tumbled whirl on the drive back to the Cheney residence. How was she to handle this affair? Her ladyship had suggested she inform her mother that Lady Titheridge had begged Emma to assist her with a project. Emma concluded that her ladyship had the right of it. Mrs. Cheney would not care what it was as long as her daughter would be able to attend Almacks. Morning visits while Mrs. Cheney was still abed were nothing to be worried about.

Emma, my dear, you are very late. We are to attend the opera with Mrs. Bascomb this evening. Where have you been Mrs. Cheney demanded in her refined way when Emma slipped into the morning room.

Lady Titheridge seems to have taken a fancy to me, Mother. Just look what she gave me before I left to come home. Emma pulled the coveted slips from her reticule to hand them to her mother.

Vouchers! Mrs. Cheney fluttered a handkerchief to her brow, then groped for her vinaigrette. You will need a new dress immediately, for we must attend this coming Wednesday, naturally. Oh, bless Mrs. Bascomb for persuading us to attend the musical program at Lady Titheridges. I have hopes for you yet, my dear.

Her hopes were nothing as compared to Emmas.
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