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2 A
pril 1824

M
atchm

aking m
am

as are 
united in their glee – C

olin 
B

ridgerton has returned from
 

G
reece! 

For those gentle (and 
ignorant) readers w

ho are 
new

 to tow
n this year, M

r. 
B

ridgerton is third in the 
legendary string of eight 
B

ridgerton siblings (hence the 
nam

e C
olin, beginning w

ith 
C

; he follow
s A

nthony and 
B

enedict, and precedes 
D

aphne, Eloise, Francesca, 
G

regory, and H
yacinth).

A
lthough M

r. B
ridgerton 

holds no noble title and is 
unlikely ever to do so (he is 
seventh in line for the title of 
V

iscount B
ridgerton, behind 

the tw
o sons of the current 

viscount, his elder brother 
B

enedict, and his three sons) 
he is still considered one of 
the prim

e catches of the 
season, due to his fortune, his 
face, his form

, and m
ost of 

all, his charm
. It is difficult, 

how
ever, to predict w

hether 

w
hether M

r. B
ridgerton w

ill 
succum

b to m
atrim

onial bliss 
this season; he is certainly of 
an age to m

arry (three-and-
thirty), but he has never 
show

n a decided interest in 
any lady of proper parentage, 
and to m

ake m
atters even 

m
ore com

plicated, he has an 
appalling tendency to leave 
London at the drop of a hat, 
bound for som

e exotic 
destination.

______________________

9 A
pril 1824

It has alw
ays been 

fashionable am
ong the ton to 

com
plain of ennui, but surely 

this year’s crop of partygoers 
has raised boredom

 to an art 
form

. O
ne cannot take tw

o 
steps at a society function 
these days w

ithout hearing 
the phrase “dreadfully dull,” 
or “hopelessly banal.” 
Indeed, This A

uthor has even 
been inform

ed that C
ressida 

Tw
om

bley 

belongs to H
yacinth 

B
ridgerton, w

ho w
as slightly 

hurt at Saturday’s soirée held 
at the London hom

e of Lord 
and Lady R

iverdale. (It has 
not escaped This A

uthor’s 
notice that Lord R

iverdale is 
Lady D

anbury’s nephew.) 
M

iss H
yacinth m

ust have 
suspected som

eone in 
attendance, because she 
sustained her injuries w

hile 
falling into the library after 
the door w

as opened w
hile 

she had her ear pressed up to 
the w

ood.
Listening at the doors, 

chasing dow
n deliver boys – 

and these are only the tidbits 
that have reached This 
A

uthor’s ears! W
hat has 

London Society com
e to? 

This A
uthor assures you, 

D
ear R

eader, that she never 
once listened at a door in all 
eleven years of her career. A

ll 
gossip in this colum

n w
as 

com
e by fairly, w

ith no tools 
or tricks other than keen eyes 
and ears. 

I bid you au revoir, 
London! It has been a 
pleasure to serve you. 

24 A
pril 1824

There is nothing I despise 
m

ore than a gentlem
an w

ho 
thinks it am

using to give a 
lady a condescending pat on 
the hand as he m

urm
urs, “It is 

a w
om

an’s prerogative to 
change her m

ind.” A
nd 

indeed, because I feel one 
should alw

ays support one’s 
w

ords w
ith one’s actions, I 

endeavor to keep m
y opinions 

and decisions steadfast and 
true. W

hich is w
hy, G

entle 
R

eader, w
hen I w

rote m
y 

colum
n of 19 A

pril, I truly 
intended it to be m

y last. 
H

ow
ever, events entirely 

beyond m
y control (or indeed 

m
y approval) force m

e to put 
m

y pen to paper one last tim
e. 

Ladies and G
entlem

en, 
This A

uthor is N
O

T Lady 
C

ressida Tw
om

bley. She is 
nothing m

ore than a 
schem

ing im
poster, and it 

w
ould break m

y heart to see 
m

y years of hard w
ork 

attributed to one such as her. 
-

Lady W
histledow

n



Featherington w
ere seen in 

conversation at the Sm
ythe-

Sm
ith m

usicale, although no 
one seem

s to know
 w

hat 
exactly they w

ere discussing. 
This A

uthor w
ould venture to 

guess that their conversation 
centered upon This A

uthor’s 
identity, since that w

as w
hat 

everyone else seem
ed to be 

talking about before, after, 
and (rather rudely, in This 
A

uthor’s esteem
ed opinion) 

during the perform
ance. 

In other new
s, H

onoria 
Sm

ythe-Sm
ith’s violin w

as 
dam

aged w
hen Lady D

anbury 
accidentally knocked it off a 
table w

hile w
aving her cane. 

Lady D
anbury insisted 

upon replacing the instrum
ent, 

but then declared that as it is 
not her habit to buy anything 
but the best, H

onoria w
ill 

have a R
uggieri violin, 

im
ported from

 C
rem

ona, 
Italy. It is This A

uthor’s 
understanding that w

hen one 
factors in m

anufacturer and 
shipping tim

e, along w
ith a 

lengthy w
aiting list, it takes 

six m
onths for a R

uggieri 
violin to reach our shores. 

______________________

Every w
eek there seem

s to be 
one invitation that is coveted 
above all others, and this 
w

eek’s prize m
ust surely go to 

the C
ountess of M

acclesfield, 
w

ho is hosting a grand ball on 
M

onday night. Lady 
M

acclesfield is not a frequent 
hostess here in London, but 
she is very popular, as is her 
husband, and it is expected 
that a great m

any bachelors 

plan to attend, including M
r. 

C
olin B

ridgerton (assum
ing he 

does not collapse from
 

exhaustion after four days 
w

ith the ten B
ridgerton 

grandchildren), V
iscount 

B
urw

ick, and M
r. M

ichael 
A

nstruther-W
etherby.

This A
uthor anticipates 

that a great m
any young and 

unm
arried ladies w

ill choose 
to attend as w

ell, follow
ing 

the publication of this colum
n. 

______________________
19 A

pril 1824
D

ear R
eader – 

It is w
ith a surprisingly 

sentim
ental heart that I w

rite 
these w

ords. A
fter eleven 

years of chronicling the lives 
and tim

es of the beau m
onde, 

This A
uthor is putting dow

n 
her pen.

A
lthough Lady D

anbury’s 
challenge w

as surely the 
catalyst for the retirem

ent, in 
truth the blam

e cannot be 
placed (entirely) upon that 
countess’ shoulders. The 
colum

n has grow
n w

earisom
e 

of late, less fulfilling to w
rite, 

and perhaps less entertaining 
to read. This A

uthor needs a 
change. It is not so difficult to 
fathom

. Eleven years is a long 
tim

e. A
nd in truth, the recent 

renew
al of interest in This 

A
uthor’s identity has grow

n 
disturbing. Friends are turning 
against friends, brothers 
against sisters, all in the futile 
attem

pt to solve an unsolvable 
secret. Furtherm

ore, the 
sleuthing of the ton has grow

n 
dow

nright dangerous. Last 
w

eek it w
as Lady 

B
lackw

ood’s tw
isted ankle, 

this w
eek’s injury apparently 

recently rem
arked that she w

as 
convinced that she m

ight 
perish of eternal boredom

 if 
forced to attend one m

ore off-
key m

usicale.
(This A

uthor m
ust concur 

w
ith Lady Tw

om
bley on that 

note; w
hile this year’s 

selection of debutantes are an 
am

iable bunch, there is not a 
decent m

usician am
ong them

.)
If there is to be an antidote 

for the disease of tedium
, 

surely it w
ill be Sunday’s fête 

at B
ridgerton H

ouse. The 
entire fam

ily w
ill gather, along 

w
ith a hundred or so of their 

closest friends, to celebrate the 
dow

ager viscountess’s 
birthday.

It is considered crass to 
m

ention a lady’s age, and so 
This A

uthor w
ill not reveal 

w
hich birthday Lady 

B
ridgerton is celebrating.

B
ut have no fear! This 

A
uthor know

s!

______________________

12 A
pril 1824

This A
uthor w

ould be rem
iss 

if it w
as not m

entioned that 
the m

ost talked-about m
om

ent 
at last night’s birthday ball at 
B

ridgerton H
ouse w

as not the 
rousing toast to Lady 
B

ridgerton (age not to be 
revealed) but rather Lady 
D

anbury’s im
pertinent offer of 

one thousand pounds to 
w

hom
ever unm

asks…
M

e.
D

o your w
orst, ladies and 

gentlem
en of the ton. You 

haven’t a prayer of solving 
this m

ystery.

______________________

N
ew

ssheet. 
O

ne thousand pounds is 
certainly a great deal of 
m

oney, but Lady B
lackw

ood is 
hardly in need of funds, and 
m

oreover, the situation is 
grow

ing absurd. Surely 
Londoners have better things 
to do w

ith their tim
e than 

chase dow
n poor, hapless 

delivery boys in a fruitless 
attem

pt to uncover the identity 
of This A

uthor.
O

r m
aybe not. 

This A
uthor has chronicled 

the activities of the ton for 
over a decade now

 and has 
found no evidence that they do 
indeed have anything better to 
do w

ith their tim
e. 

______________________

Everyone has secrets.
Especially m

e.

______________________
16 A

pril 1824
C

olin B
ridgerton has quite the 

bevy of young ladies at his 
side at the Sm

ythe-Sm
ith 

m
usicale W

ednesday night, all 
faw

ning over his injured hand. 
This A

uthor does not know
 

how
 the injury w

as sustained – 
indeed, M

r. B
ridgerton has 

been rather annoyingly tight-
lipped about it. Speaking of 
annoyances, the m

an in 
question seem

ed rather 
irritated by all the attention. 
Indeed, This A

uthor overheard 
him

 tell his brother A
nthony 

that he w
ished he’d left the 

(unrepeatable w
ord) bandage 

at hom
e. 

______________________

C
olin B

ridgerton and Penelope 


