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Chapter 1
Moselkern,  Germany,  July  1940

Maple leaves draped over the tree house window, the silvery 
fronds linked together like rings of chain mail to protect the 

boy and girl playing inside.
Dietmar Roth charged his wooden horse across the planks, knock-

ing down two of the Roman horses with his toy knight as he rushed 
toward the tower of river stones. In his thirteen years, he’d become an 
expert on both knights and their armor. Metal rings were useless for 
protection on their own, but hundreds of these rings, woven tightly 
together, could withstand an opponent’s arrows. Or sword.

Standing beside the tower, a miniature princess clutched in her 
hand, Brigitte yowled like a wildcat. As if she might really be carried 
away by warriors.

At the age of ten, Brigitte was an expert on royalty. And drama.
Instead of an army, Brigitte played with one toy—the princess 
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Dietmar carved out of linden wood and painted for her last birthday. 
He liked renaming his knights, but Brigitte never changed the name 
of her toy.

Princess Adler.
Eagle.
Brigitte thought her princess could fly.
Dietmar drew a tin sword from his knight’s scabbard and began 

to fight the black-cloaked opposition that advanced in his mind. 
Stretched across the tree house floor was an entire army of battle-
scarred knights, all of them with a  different symbol painted on 
their crossbows. All of them fighting as one for the Order of the 
Ritterlichkeit. Chivalry.

He’d carved each of his knights’ bows from cedar and strung them 
with hair from Fonzell, their family’s horse—at least, Fonzell had 
been the Roth family horse until Herr Darre stole him away. Herr 
Darre was a German officer. And the Roths’ neighbor. He was pun-
ishing Herr Roth for not bringing Dietmar to Deutsches Jungvolk—
the weekly meetings for Germany’s boys. Brigitte and her father were 
the only neighbors his family trusted anymore.

Dietmar was too old to be playing knights and princesses, but 
Brigitte never wanted to play anything else. And Dietmar didn’t want 
to play with anyone else. He and Brigitte had been the best of friends 
since her family moved into the house across the woods six years 
ago, playing for hours along the stream until his father built the tree 
house for them. Their mothers had been best friends too until Frau 
Berthold died from influenza.

Once, Herr Berthold asked Dietmar to care for Brigitte if any-
thing ever happened to him. Dietmar had solemnly promised the 
man that he’d never let anything or anyone harm his daughter. Not 
even an army of toy knights.

He lifted one of his knights off the horse. “Brigitte . . .”
She shook her finger at him. “Princess Adler.”

CATCHING THE WIND
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Cupping his other hand around his mouth, he pretended to 
shout, “Princess Adler, we’ve come to rescue you.”

Brigitte flipped one of her amber-colored braids over her sleeve, 
calling back to him, “I will never leave my tower.”

“But we must go,” he commanded, “before the Romans arrive.”
She feigned a sigh. “There’s no one I trust.”
Dietmar reached for Ulrich, the knight who’d sworn to protect 

the princess at any cost, and he solemnly bowed the soldier toward 
her. “You can trust me, Your Majesty.”

“‘Your Majesty’ is how you address a queen,” Brigitte whispered 
to him as if his words might offend the princess.

Dietmar knew how to address a queen, of course. He just liked 
to tease her.

With his thumb, he pounded the knight’s chest. “I will protect 
you with my life.”

Brigitte studied the knight for a moment and then smiled. “Very 
well. Perhaps I shall come out.”

Outside their playhouse window, six rusty spoons hung in a circle, 
strung together with wire on a tree limb. The warm breeze rustled the 
branches, chiming the spoons, and Brigitte leaned her head outside 
to listen to their melody. The whole forest was an orchestra to her. 
The strings of sound a symphony. Brigitte heard music in the cadence 
of the river, the crackling of twigs, the rhythm of the wind.

Dietmar checked his watch. Only twenty minutes left to play 
before he started solving the geometry problems Frau Lyncker 
assigned him tonight. The world might be at war, but his mother 
still expected him to do schoolwork between four and five each after-
noon. Even though everything outside their forest seemed to be foun-
dering, his mother still hoped for their future. And she dreamed of 
a future filled with Frieden—peace—for her only child.

Brigitte leaned back in the window, her freckles glowing like 
a canvas of stars. “I shall make a wish on this tree, like Aschenputtel.”

MEL ANIE DOBSON
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“Should I capture the evil stepsisters?” he asked.
At times it seemed the threads of imagination stitched around her 

mind like rings of armor, the world of pretend cushioning her sorrow 
and protecting her from a real enemy that threatened all the German 
children. She was on the cusp of becoming a woman, yet she clung 
to the fairy tales of childhood.

“I want you to capture the wind.”
He laughed. “Another day, Brigitte.”
Her fists balled up against her waist. “Princess Adler.”
“Of course.”
Her gaze traveled toward the ladder nailed to the opening in the 

tree house floor. “I’m hungry.”
“You’re always hungry,” he teased.
“I wish we could find some Kuchen.”
He nodded. Fruits and vegetables were hard enough to obtain in 

the village; sweets were impossible to find, reserved for the stomachs 
of Hitler’s devoted. But his mother’s garden was teeming with vege-
tables. He and his father had devised a wire cage of sorts over the 
plot to keep rabbits away, though there seemed to be fewer rabbits in 
the woods this summer. More people, he guessed, were eating them 
for supper.

He’d never tell Brigitte, but some nights he felt almost hungry 
enough to eat a rabbit too.

“I’ll find us something better than cake.”
He left Princess Adler and her wind chimes to climb down the 

ladder, rubbing his hand like he always did over the initials he’d 
carved into the base of the trunk. D. R. was on one side of the tree, 
B. B. on the other.

He trekked the grassy riverbank along the Elzbach, toward his 
family’s cottage in the woods. Beside his mother’s garden, he opened 
a door made of chicken wire and skimmed his hand across parsnips, 
onions, and celery until his fingers brushed over a willowy carrot top.

CATCHING THE WIND
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Three carrots later, he closed the wire door and started to march 
toward the back door of the cottage, the carrots dangling beside him. 
He’d bathe their dirt-caked skin in the sink before returning to battle. 
Then he’d—

A woman’s scream echoed across the garden, and Dietmar froze. 
At first, in his confusion, he thought Brigitte was playing her prin-
cess game again, but the scream didn’t come from the forest. The 
sound came from inside the house, through the open window of the 
sitting room.

Mama.
The woman screamed again, and he dropped the carrots. Raced 

toward the door.
Through the window, he saw the sterile black-and-silver Gestapo 

uniforms, bloodred bands around the sleeves. Herr Darre and another 
officer towered over his parents. Mama was on the sofa, and Papa . . .

His father was unconscious on the floor.
“Where is the boy?” Herr Darre demanded.
“I don’t know,” Mama whispered.
Herr Darre raised his hand and slapped her.
Rage shot like an arrow through Dietmar’s chest, his heart pound-

ing as he reached for the door handle, but in that moment, in a splin-
ter of clarity, his mother’s eyes found him. And he’d never forget what 
he saw.

Fear. Pain. And then the briefest glimpse of hope.
“Lauf,” she mouthed.
Run.
He didn’t know if the officers heard her speak. Or if they saw 

him peering through the window. He simply obeyed his mother’s 
command.

Trembling like a ship trapped in a gale, Dietmar turned around. 
Then the wind swept him away, carrying him back toward the tree 
house, away from his parents’ pain.

MEL ANIE DOBSON
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Coward, the demons in his mind shouted at him, taunting as 
he fled.

But his mother had told him to run. He just wouldn’t run far.
First, he’d take Brigitte to the safety of her home. Then he would 

return like a knight and rescue his father and mother from the enemy.

CATCHING THE WIND
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CHAPTER 2

London, England, 2017

Dear Miss Vaughn,
I received your e-mail and am deeply offended by your 

implication that my mother participated in some sort of secret 
Fascist network during the war. I object to your accusations and 
question the integrity of the entire World News Syndicate for 
proposing an article founded on lies.

If you decide to pursue this course of action, I will contact 
my solicitor in London. Fenton & Potts will put an end to this 
fallacy.

Signed,
The Hon. Mrs. Samuel McMann

Quenby’s finger hovered over the Trash icon on her iPad as she 
skimmed the e-mail one more time, but she flagged it instead. Not 
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that she would forget the woman’s message. Her next feature for the 
syndicate was banking on an interview with the Honorable—and 
much-appalled—Louise McMann.

Sighing, she closed the iPad cover, and her gaze wandered past 
the kitchen table in her flat, through the patio’s sliding-glass window. 
Fog veiled the hills and trees of Hampstead Heath like a filmy curtain 
draped over a production on the West End. Any moment the curtain 
would lift, revealing the spring flowers and pond below.

Usually the beauty of the view energized her, but this morning 
she wished she could slip back into bed. Chandler Parr—her editor 
and best friend—was planning to feature the espionage story next 
week, but even though Chandler had asked her to focus solely on 
this article right now, Quenby still had nothing even close to ready 
for publication.

Her feet slid into her slippers, and she propped them up on the 
opposite chair, pressing her fingers into the back of her neck. If only 
she could knead away every tendril of stress that coiled under the skin.

Two weeks ago, without any sort of fanfare, the War Office had 
released more than a  hundred detailed files related to espionage 
during World War II, held under lock and key by the curators at 
the National Archives in London. She’d recently written a series of 
articles on the influx of refugees in England, and a  friend at the 
archives thought she might be interested in the espionage files as well. 
He was absolutely right.

Few people outside England knew about the seemingly ordinary, 
even upstanding British citizens who’d supported Nazi  Germany 
during World War II, but hundreds of these sympathizers had been 
rounded up before or during the war for betraying their coun-
try. Many of the newly released files contained information about 
Nazi  spies already known to the public, but she’d found a confi-
dential inquiry into the background and character of Lady Janice 
Ricker—Mrs. McMann’s mother—who’d resided mainly in Kent. 

CATCHING THE WIND
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A woman whose story would interest both North American readers 
and those on this side of the pond.

Lady Ricker was an American citizen who’d married into 
a wealthy upper-class British family before the war, becoming the 
wife of an astute Member of Parliament, and according to a memo-
randum in one of the files, she’d admitted to being sympathetic to 
the Nazi cause. The British government suspected that her ladyship 
had assisted the Nazis during World War II, but so far, Quenby hadn’t 
been able to find any documents with solid proof that she’d operated 
as an Abwehr spy.

She’d located the obituary for Lady Ricker in the Kent and Sussex 
Courier. February 8, 1953. Lady Ricker was survived by a son and 
daughter at the time, but Louise McMann was the only child who 
remained now. Since Mrs. McMann refused to answer questions, 
Quenby would contact Lady Ricker’s grandchildren to request an 
interview.

Not that Mrs. McMann wanted the world to know her mother 
might have participated in German espionage, but she’d thought 
the woman might be willing to share her family’s perspective in the 
article, even if it was to declare Lady Ricker innocent of the accusa-
tions. Or perhaps give a reason as to why Lady Ricker had betrayed 
her country.

If Lady Ricker was innocent, Quenby would write a story about 
the difficulty deciphering who was innocent and who was guilty of 
espionage during World War II. An article about trust and deception 
and witch hunts—today and in the past—sparked by fear. Chandler 
might ax her story even before Evan Graham, the owner of World 
News Syndicate, saw it, but it would be the truth.

She took a long sip of the milky tea she’d brewed an hour ago. In 
her mind, journalism was a science that educated society about both 
past and present in hopes of bettering it, keeping people account-
able for their actions and informing them about the past so they 
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wouldn’t repeat mistakes. In the mind of Mr. Graham, it was more 
about keeping a dying industry alive and, of course, selling papers. If 
people stopped paying for news—online or off—Quenby wouldn’t 
have a job.

As president of World News Syndicate, Mr. Graham wasn’t afraid 
of a little conflict. Or a lawsuit. His family had been in the business 
of news for more than sixty years.

A breeze blew through the park below her flat, curling the fog into 
strange shapes over the pond’s surface. Then a ray of light pierced 
through it, a spotlight on nature’s stage.

Cue the actors—otherwise known as mallards—along with the 
pods of water lilies that had tucked themselves away for the night. 
In another half hour, she figured, the curtain would rise on them all, 
and she’d have to make her way to the office for her own performance 
during their team’s Friday morning editorial meeting.

Right now, she had about as much clarity as the foggy park below. 
Without the help of Lady Ricker’s descendants, there would be no 
story. And Chandler might unravel in front of the whole team if 
Quenby didn’t have at least a lead.

Her mobile phone rang, and she glanced down to check the number, 
but there was no ID. Perhaps Mrs. McMann wanted to talk after all.

Quenby rotated her mug so it aligned perfectly along the table’s 
dark oak before answering the call. “Hello?”

“My name is Lucas Hough,” the caller explained. “I’m looking 
for Miss Vaughn.”

Standing, she stepped toward the window. “How can I help you, 
Mr. Hough?”

“Is this Quenby Vaughn?”
“It is.”
“I’m a solicitor in London.”
Her heart felt as if it skipped a beat or two. Had Louise already 

contacted her lawyer?

CATCHING THE WIND
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“I have a client who would like to meet with you.”
She leaned against the table, the fog-infused shapes over the park 

shifting below her. “Why does your client want to meet?”
He chuckled, a low, amused sound that startled her. Was he laugh-

ing at her?
“I don’t find any humor in that question.”
“My apologies,” he replied. “Most people would inquire as to who 

wanted to meet with them before they asked about details.”
She glanced at the microwave clock. The editorial meeting 

started in an hour. “I believe I can decipher both the who and why 
in one shot.”

“Indeed,” Mr. Hough said. “My client is Daniel Knight.”
He said Daniel Knight like she should know the name, but she 

didn’t recall contacting anyone with the last name of Knight for any 
of her recent articles.

“You still haven’t explained why your client wants to meet with me.”
“Mr. Knight would like to hire you.”
She reached for her mug but didn’t take a sip. “He wants me to 

write a story?”
“No,” Mr. Hough said. “He wants you to find someone.”
She sighed. “Then your client should hire a detective.”
“He already has, but none of the investigators were able to find 

this person for him.”
Her mug clasped in her hand, she moved down the narrow hall-

way, into her bedroom. A stray pair of jeans hung off the side of 
a woven basket at the end of her bed, and she stuffed them back 
inside. Laundry would be the first order of business over the week-
end. “I’m a writer, Mr. Hough. I find people so I can tell their stories.”

“This story is quite remarkable, but Mr. Knight wants to hire you 
as a researcher instead of a reporter.”

She set her mug on top of a book on her nightstand and pulled 
a pair of clean jeans and a white blouse from the wardrobe, spreading 
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her clothes across the end of the bed. Then she arranged her slippers 
neatly underneath.

Mr. Hough’s secrecy was maddening, but she couldn’t resist 
a good story and had a feeling this man knew it.

“Who exactly is Mr. Knight looking for?” she asked.
“Someone he lost.”
Maddening, intriguing, and irritating—she mentally added the 

word to the list. “A child?”
“No.” He paused. “His best friend.”
Quenby sat down on the bed and leaned back against the head-

board. Her floor trembled as the Tube ran its morning course under-
ground. “When did he lose this friend?”

“Seventy-five years ago.”
She groaned. “This is crazy.”
“Not crazy,” he clipped. “Perhaps unusual, but not crazy.”
Her head was beginning to ache. If only she could go back to bed 

and start this day again.
“I’m simply the messenger, Miss Vaughn. My client has done 

his homework, and he’s decided that you are the person he wants to 
locate his friend.”

“Because I’m a journalist?”
“His reasoning is unbeknownst to me.”
This time she laughed. “Unbeknownst?”
“I’m sorry,” he said without sounding the least bit. “I assumed you 

understood the queen’s English.”
She leaned forward, clenching the phone in her hand. He might 

think his teasing hilarious, but she had no time for this.
“Assuming can be a detriment in both of our professions,” she 

replied. “But then again, I’ve been assuming that you and your client 
know I have a full-time position as a journalist.”

She heard the clicking of a  keyboard on the other end. “Mr. 
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Knight will pay you a significant amount of money if you decide to 
work for him.”

“I’m not motivated by money, Mr. Hough.”
“Miss Vaughn,” he said with a sigh, “everyone is motivated by 

money.”
She massaged her temples, tiny circles to clear her mind. He was 

pushing too hard now, and she didn’t respond well to manipulation. 
Or the condescending tone of his voice. “I can’t take the time off 
work to help your client.”

“Before you decide, you should listen to his story.”
It was like dangling a sweet carrot in front of her, enticing her to 

follow. She should tell him no, but perhaps she could mine a news-
worthy story over the weekend, something to appease Chandler until 
the Ricker article was complete. “I can meet your client tomorrow 
morning at Pret’s in Camden Market—”

“I’m afraid that won’t work.”
She drummed her fingers on the bedspread. “I  suppose you 

already have a plan.”
A phone buzzed in the background. “I’ll fetch you in the morning 

at seven sharp, in front of your building.”
“Wait—” She moved her feet back over the edge of her bed, onto 

the rug. “How do you know where I live?”
His laugh grated on her skin, like a pumice stone sloughing away 

her nerves. If he laughed one more time, she was going to throw him 
and his queen’s English into the laundry basket.

She nudged the lid of the basket with her toe instead and watched 
it fall over the pile of dirty clothes. For some reason it made her feel 
better to hide it even though no one could see the laundry but her. 
“I can arrange for my own ride.”

“Pack a suitcase,” he instructed. Then he disconnected the call.
Quenby stared down at the screen in her hand, the time staring 

back at her. 7:32 a.m.

MEL ANIE DOBSON

13

catching_the_wind.indd   13 2/8/2017   4:26:04 PM



She’d done plenty of crazy things in her stint as a  journalist, 
but she wouldn’t be packing her suitcase for this Mr. Hough. Nor 
would she go with him to some undisclosed location in order to 
meet a stranger who seemed certifiable, even if he promised her an 
interview.

The money was just a ploy. A second carrot dangling on the stick, 
probably luring her right over the edge of a cliff.

She didn’t know what these men wanted, but she was certain of 
one thing—she would be spending her weekend trying to track down 
someone to interview for her story on the Rickers, not searching for 
the friend Mr. Knight lost seventy-plus years ago.

CATCHING THE WIND

14

catching_the_wind.indd   14 2/8/2017   4:26:04 PM

To purchase this title visit 
https://www.tyndale.com/p/catching-the-wind/9781496417282 

or http://melaniedobson.com/





1

Somewhere in Belgium
May 1940

There is nothing more disturbing than the sound of an animal in 
pain. Animals can be put out of their misery, but men, men cannot.

“What in me is dark, illumine! What is low, raise and support!”
“Will someone please shut him up?” shouted the British officer.
Artillery shook the hut. Bits of dried earth rained down on the 

officer’s map. He flicked away a single lump. The British Army was 
in retreat. Had England ever met such a rout as this? How would they 
face those at  home—  if they made it home?

The man in the corner howled. When he didn’t shout strange things, 
he howled, and not just any old howl; it came up in an eerie building 
groan and let loose at a peak, put the hair straight up one’s neck.

At the peak of the latest unholy howl, a figure appeared in the 
doorway, hesitant,  uncertain—  just the person.
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“You there!” said the officer. “Yes, you. See the man over there? 
He’s yours.”

The private looked at the bandaged man. “What do you mean, sir?”
“Get him to Dunkirk. He’s done something heroic.”
“I only came to tell  you—”
“Yes, yes, we’re overrun!” A boom shook the hut. “Bronson!” 

he shouted over the private’s head. “Get over that canal and tell 
McIntire’s unit to pull out. God, have mercy!” He stared at the pri-
vate. “Still here?”

“But,  sir—”
“Let me be clear: You are no longer part of any unit. You’ve 

been plucked from your lovely little fraternity, you now have an 
independent commission, and he is yours. Move!” Then, bellowing, 
“Bronson!”

Private Jamie Elliott went to the bandaged man making the hor-
rible sound. A medic finished the last of his dressing, and looked at 
Elliott with some sympathy.

“All yours, mate. At least he can walk.”
“What’s wrong with him?” said Elliott.
“Shell went off, right by his head. When he’s not howling, he 

quotes Shakespeare.”
“Milton, actually,” said another medic, bandaging another man.
“Who cares? It’s poetry, and it’s awful.”
“I think it’s rather interesting. I like to listen to him.”
“That’s because you’re a pansy, aren’t you?” said the first medic. 

He looked at Jamie and shook his head. Then he looked at his charge, 
who had quieted at last, and said, gentler, “He’s a captain. Lost all 
his men, poor sod. Risked his life to bring a message to another 
unit, saved their lives, came back to his own and they were blown to 
bits. Last one died ten minutes ago. A brigadier put him in for the 
Victoria Cross.”

A boom, and earth rained down.

THE MAGGIE BRIGHT
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“Their fatal hands no second stroke intend!” shouted the ban-
daged captain.

“Well, that was relevant.” The medic grabbed the captain’s ruck-
sack and stuffed in rolled bandages. “Change it as often as you can; 
keep it clean as you can. It’s a great rotten hole, but I have no time 
to stitch it. Keep the bandage tight. He’s lost a lot of blood. He’ll 
need water as often as you can scrounge it.” He thrust the rucksack 
at Elliott. “Go.”

The ground shuddered, earth rained, and Elliott grabbed the cap-
tain’s arm.

“Which way to Dunkirk?”
“That way, mate, twenty miles or so. You can’t miss  it—  it’s burning.”

TRACY GROOT
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2

Elliott’s Boatyard
 Bexley-  on-  the-  Thames
London

No topic has more lurid appeal than when one is nearly murdered in 
one’s bed by a member of the clergy.

Clare Childs did not begrudge Mrs. Shrewsbury the right to pick 
the incident down to atomic particles. It was the most exciting thing 
to happen in the old tweedy’s life, and Clare was convinced the Shrew 
was grateful it had; but it had occurred weeks ago.

“More tea?” Clare offered.
“In a blink, your life changes. You are  sixty-  seven. Retired. 

Prepared to serve out the rest of your days in good deeds and useful-
ness. Yes, dear. Thank you.” She paused before taking a sip. “I can 
still see his eyes. They glowed red.”

They were brown. And frightened.
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“Going to the Home Front meeting this afternoon?” Clare said 
brightly, though she knew it was fruitless to try and change the sub-
ject until Mrs. Shrew played it out to the bitter end.

“We’ll see him at Madame Tussauds one day,” she said with grim 
relish, eyes glowing a bit disturbingly themselves over her teacup. 
“Right next to Jack the Ripper. His clerical collar will be a chilling 
counterpoint. I wonder what name they’ll give him.”

“As he hasn’t committed any  murder—”
“That we know of . . .”
“I don’t know that he’ll grace an exhibit anytime soon.”
“What would they call him?” Mrs. Shrew mused. “He’s an 

American. He’s a vicar.”
“I don’t think they call them vicars in America. Not from the 

novels I’ve read. He is an Episcopal priest. Perhaps it’s Father some-
thing or other.”

“Father  .  .  . Slasher. Father Maim. The papers called him the 
Thieving  Priest—  such an insipid moniker for such gruesome poten-
tial. They got it all wrong.”

“The papers also said he had made off with ‘a mysterious pack-
age.’ Where did they get that? Nothing whatsoever is missing.” Clare 
scowled.

“‘The tearful owner of the Maggie Bright . . .’”
Tearful! Oh, why did the Shrew have to remind her?
“I’ve got it! The Reverend Yankee Maimer.”
“Really, Mrs. Shrew  .  .  .  sbury.” Clare had to stop calling her 

Shrew in her head. “You must put the matter out of your mind. It 
isn’t healthy.”

“What I wonder is why there hasn’t been an inquest. I have longed 
to give testimony. At the very least we should have been thoroughly 
questioned.”

Here was the one point upon which they agreed. Why hadn’t 
someone come? The night the incident took place didn’t count, as 

THE MAGGIE BRIGHT

6

maggie_bright.indd   6 12/19/2016   10:33:44 AM



there had been no one from Scotland Yard to question them, only the 
arresting constable. No one from the Daily Mirror had questioned 
them, either; no wonder they got their facts wrong. “Well, things are 
a bit busy just now. War and all.  Perhaps—”

“Yes, but do you see, that is exactly my point. He could be a 
German spy! I didn’t buy that trite New York American accent for one 
moment. Neither should you. A girl of your sensibilities. Offering 
tea while we waited for the police. If it hadn’t been for that man to 
subdue him, I don’t know what we should have done.”

“You did all right with the kettle . . .” It was a wonder the poor 
man’s skull wasn’t fractured. “And the shrieking.”

“It was a distractionary move,” Mrs. Shrew said modestly. “I occa-
sionally employed the tactic on my students. Did you notice the 
staccato cadence of the shrieks?”

“I did.”
“Puts the perpetrator off center.”
“It did that.” Poor fellow probably thought he was in a Tussauds 

 exhibit—  as a victim.
“Hail the ship!” came a call from outdoors. “I have news!”
“It’s that man,” said Mrs. Shrew disapprovingly, because it was 

proper to disapprove of men, though she smoothed her hair and 
brushed toast crumbs from her bosom.

Clare slid from the tiny dinette and ran up the ladder.
“Good morning, Captain John!” She smiled at the man on 

the dock. “Any news from your son?” She dared to ask because he 
appeared quite chipper this morning.

But the question did dampen him for just a moment. “No. 
Nothing. Bit  odd—  I’ve gotten a letter twice a week.” Then he smiled. 
“I’m sure all is well. Stopped the Jerries in their tracks, no doubt, and 
Jamie leads the pack. Too busy to tell me about it!” He waved a piece 
of paper. “I have the information you were after!”
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The timing couldn’t be worse. And  yes—  there was Mrs. Shrew, 
right behind her.

“Information?” she called as she appeared at the hatch. Her voice 
always took on a slightly musical note when the captain was about. 
“What information?”

There was no signaling Captain John to be discreet. He’d already 
torn off his hat, eyes only for Mrs. Shrew. “Well, good mornin’, Mrs. 
Shrewsbury!” he said, as if heartily surprised.

“Good morning,” she sang. “What news, Captain? Has the bar-
barian invaded our shores?  Ha-  ha-  ha!”

“Hasn’t come to that yet. We’ll be ready if they do. Only, I’ve found 
where they’ve stowed the Burglar Vicar. He’s in a jail in Westminster. 
Awfully far from Bexley, don’t you think? Don’t know why our own 
jail didn’t suit.” He nimbly stepped over the narrow plank from the 
dock to the Maggie Bright. “Here you are, love.”

Clare meekly took the paper.
“What is that?” said Mrs. Shrew.
“Only it’s a paper with an address on it,” said Captain John. 

“Where they’ve locked up the BV.”
Clare winced at the shrieking staccato silence.
Mrs. Shrew slid to her side. “It is worse than I have feared,” she 

said, voice breathy and low, no music in it. “You have developed: 
a fixation.”

“What’s this?” said Captain John, looking with concern at Clare. 
“You do look a bit peaky . . .”

“Your tea. Your concern. Your kindness.” Mrs. Shrew turned upon 
the captain. “And you have thrown petrol on it!”

“Hang on,” the captain said defensively. “I’ve done what?”
“‘Put the matter out of your mind,’ hmm?” said Mrs. Shrew. 

“While you go about developing a sick, sordid, victim crush!” Her 
eyes glowed, and fell upon the paper in Clare’s hand. “I cannot let 
you have that.” She reached for it, but Clare held it high.
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“Mrs.  Shrew—  sbury, honestly. There is no fixation. There is only 
deep curiosity about why this man was on my boat. He had no inten-
tion to harm us in any way. I am quite sure of it. He was looking for 
something. I want to know what he was looking  for—  why it was 
worth risking jail.”

“You don’t believe that rubbish about his wife due for their first 
 child—  asking us to let him go for their sakes before the police came?”

“I don’t know what to believe. I do know he was after something. 
And there was something about  him—  something innocent. And 
worried. And . . . well, rather pathetic.”

She became aware of her grasp on the mast stay. She followed the 
stay up to the mainmast.

The Maggie Bright was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen, 
a gallant, lovely, hearty girl, and entirely in Clare’s hands: her two 
noble masts, the  fifty-  two feet of her length and the sixteen feet of her 
 width—beam, Captain John implored her to say. But it wasn’t until 
Clare had signed the papers of ownership transference that she knew 
something sacred had been turned into her  keeping—  as if a spray 
of  oath-  taking fairy dust had erupted at the last scratch of the pen.

Clare felt as if the previous owner, of whom she knew next to 
nothing, trusted her. Trusted her to keep the fittings polished, the 
decks scrubbed, the bottom clean, to keep her free of  leaks—  to keep 
her ready for any adventure, surely crouching at the very next corner. 
Perhaps all new boat owners felt this glowing responsibility. But Clare 
had believed from the start that Maggie Bright was something special.

“I have a right to know anything that concerns my vessel.” A gust 
of wind came singing through her lines. Fittings rattled a counter-
point. “If that is a fixation,” Clare murmured, eyes moving along the 
foremast line to the bowsprit, “oh, I am fixated.”

“Oh, go  on—  she’s right, you know,” said Captain John indul-
gently, nudging Mrs. Shrew with his elbow. “Knew she was a sailor 
the minute she saw old Mags.”
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“Sailor, perhaps,” Mrs. Shrew said. “Detective inspector, certainly 
not. I was the one to catch him in a lie. ‘Why are you here?’ I asked 
of the Thieving Priest, after the captain had restrained  him—”

“Restrained is a stretch,” said Clare. He sat meek as a lamb, sipping 
tea while waiting for the police.

“—  and do you recall what he said? ‘I am in England for the 
Lambeth Conference,’ and he said it quite carefully as if it had been 
long rehearsed. ‘Lambeth Conference!’ said I. ‘Well, that is a sur-
prise  .  .  . as there hasn’t been a Lambeth Conference since 1930, 
and there isn’t one now! Besides all  that—  what would the Lambeth 
Conference have to do with your presence on this boat? Who are you 
really—Father Fitzpatrick?’ Oh, what a trump! Do you recall his face? 
Like catching a student in a lie!”

“ Yes—  and he wouldn’t say a word after that, would he? Not 
a single word about what he was looking for.” Clare just knew he 
was on the very brink of confession when Mrs. Shrew had gone all 
Lambeth on everyone.

“He was looking to kill us. Do you not know feral nature when 
you see it? Try teaching school in Liverpool. West Kirby.”

“I intend to find out what he was after.” Clare studied the paper 
thoughtfully.

It hadn’t been just worry in those eyes. It was desperation. And in 
the end, as he was led away, it was defeat.

Yet there was something else. She folded the paper. Something she 
had not felt in over ten years. Just a flicker. She had to find him again 
to see if it were true, to see if she had only imagined it.

“Hang on,” the Shrew suddenly said. “Who’s that?”
They turned to the direction of her  gaze—  the boathouse at the 

end of the dock.
“Who’s what?” asked Captain John.
“I could swear someone was watching us. And when I noticed, he 

ducked away. Around the corner of the boathouse. By the shrubbery.”
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“You want I should check it out?” said Captain John, looking 
very capable.

Mrs. Shrew studied the area for a long moment and then said 
doubtfully, “No. No, it’s quite all right. Must be I’ve got the Burglar 
Vicar on my mind.” She turned a severe look upon Clare’s piece of 
paper. “Someone else certainly does.”

“Really, it’s nothing.” She slipped the paper into her pocket. “Join 
us for tea, Captain John?”

“Had mine, could use more, thanks,” he said. He followed Mrs. 
Shrew below.

Clare hesitated before descending.
She’d raise the sails today and give them a good scrub down, less 

to check for mildew than to see Maggie’s glory unveiled, if only at 
her moorings and not filled with sea wind. She’d check the mail and 
see if she had any new applicants for renters, not invaders of her 
sanctuary, as her lesser part mourned. Bright vision saw renters like 
Mrs. Shrew as a means to an end, and that end was to raise funds not 
only for the adventure of her lifetime, but quite likely the lifetime 
of Maggie Bright.

Vision! Courage! Singularity of purpose! That would conquer all.
Still . . .
“I thought you might have a secret, old girl,” Clare said softly, 

caressing the wooden grain of the hatch cover. She glanced at the 
shrubbery by the boathouse, then curled her hands around the hatch 
cover and swung below.
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Moses

S e p t e m b e r

Y ou never know  how hard something’s going to be 
until it’s too late to change your mind. As I watch 
Leora ride away on the back of Jabil’s  horse—  her 

loose, dark hair snapping like a  pennant—  I have to fight 
the urge to go after her. But I know, for her sake and for the 
sake of her Mennonite community, I have to remain.

It’s a good thing I do. About ten minutes later, part of 
the perimeter collapses with a movement as graceful and 
altering as an ice cliff sliding into the sea. Hot coals shower 
the ground. Smoke rises. I crouch behind the scaffolding, 
preparing to defend the property as long as I can so the 
families have enough time to escape into the mountains.

The first man steps through, his figure a blur in the 
choking haze. I adjust my rifle, trying to find the man in 
the scope. I’m not fast enough. Another man runs in, and 
another. The fourth one pauses for only a second, but that 
second costs him his life. I  shoot a few more times, and 
then I stop to reload, pressing rounds into the chamber one 
by one, but my fingers are shaking. I look up to see a man 
leveling a gun at me. My body braces for impact, which is 
ludicrous. You can’t brace yourself for something like that. 
I take a shot in the stomach and fall to my knees. I try to 
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get to my feet but stumble until I’m sitting back in the dirt. 
I support my upper body by bracing my left arm on the 
ground and using my right arm to hold my abdomen.

There’s so much adrenaline coursing through me that 
I don’t feel pain. Instead, staring down at the wound, I feel 
only disappointment. The community’s lives are resting in 
my hands because their pacifist ideals won’t allow them to 
fight back against the gang, even to protect their families, 
and now I am not sure what will become of them. This 
thought brings with it the first wave of debilitating pain and 
nausea. I should be grateful Leora left with Jabil, for even 
without raising a weapon, he could probably do a better job 
of protecting her than I. But I can’t help wishing I could 
relive these past hard weeks, starting when I  crashed in 
her meadow to the  moment—  just an hour  ago—  when we 
kissed in front of the burning perimeter, the community’s 
last line of defense, which somehow helped put Leora’s and 
my own defenses into place.

I hope Jabil makes her happy. I hope he loves her the way 
I would, if our world weren’t so messed up. But it is. I let the 
pain sweep me under. Oblivion is easier than reality.

Sal
Believing Moses good as dead, the gang rushes past him.

I have been hiding in the shadows of Field to Table, wait-
ing on the off chance that Moses might need me. And now 
he does. I study him a moment, aware that he will die out 
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there if I don’t help him, and yet aware I might die if I do. 
I think of my son, Colton, on his way up the mountain, and 
realize there’s no point keeping myself safe for him if I never 
use my life to do any good. Taking a breath, I duck low and 
dart past Field to Table, the lane, and the blanket of coals 
where the fallen perimeter once stood. Moses is lying on the 
ground, the front of his shirt soaked with blood. My first 
thought is that he is actually dead, and then I see movement 
as his body involuntarily strains for air.

The gang seems so intent on finding things of value, and 
being the first to wreck the next house, they do not notice 
us behind them. I understand they are going to pillage and 
probably burn the rest of the community to the ground, 
and I suppose I should care. But I don’t. I don’t care about 
anything but getting Moses out of here alive. I drag him by 
his boots under the scaffolding and press the side of my face 
to his mouth. His ragged breath fills the curl of my ear. He 
opens his eyes. Though he appears disoriented, I can tell he 
comprehends what’s happening. I lift Moses up as gently as 
possible and feel behind his back. There’s a wet spot about 
the size of my hand. I don’t know as much about healing 
as I claimed when I got that deacon to let me stay at Mt. 
Hebron, but I do know it’s good the bullet appears to have 
gone straight through.

I shrug off my parka and my warm shirt. Shivering in 
my tank top, I use the shirt to stanch the blood. The gang 
works their way closer. Only seconds before they see us. 
I grab Moses again by the boots, and it takes every ounce of 
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my strength to drag him over to the store and get him inside. 
His head bumps against the separation where the double 
doors lock into place, but I figure he won’t mind a headache 
as much as he would mind whatever the gang will do to him 
if they discover he’s alive after picking off some of their men.

I take a break, breathing hard, and check Moses’s wound. 
He is bleeding out, but I have no other choice: he can’t stay 
in the entrance. Hooking my hands behind his armpits, 
I continue dragging him past the store’s emptied cooler sec-
tion to the narrow hall. There are two doors, positioned side 
by side. The first leads to a unisex bathroom with no mirror 
above the pedestal sink; the second leads to the mechani-
cal room. I push this door wider and drag Moses into it. 
Inside, I notice a large furnace along the back wall. Behind 
it is just enough space. I move him there and hurriedly back 
up to make sure he can’t be seen from any side. Dust furs 
the vents of the furnace, and dead moths appear like bits 
of shiny paper on the floor. Though my eyes take in these 
details, I don’t really see anything. I slip in behind Moses 
and hold him like an overgrown child. I try to keep the life 
in his body, even though blood drips warm down my hand.

An hour seems to pass, but I have no idea how long it’s 
actually been. Spasms jerk the muscles of my back, and 
my tailbone feels bruised from my position between Moses 
and the wall. He drifts in and out of consciousness. His 
breathing is steady, but so’s the blood flow from the gunshot 
wound. We have to get out of here, but there’s nowhere to 
go. Why don’t they come?
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The answer arrives soon enough, with the sound of 
glass shattering at the front of the building. My heart in 
my throat, I visualize the gang’s  movements—  trashing their 
way from the cash registers, to the café, to us  .  .  . down 
the hall. The overlap of footsteps and voices. Light from a 
torch passing by the crack beneath the door. The bathroom 
door opens next to us. I hold Moses tighter, his body now 
limp against me, and hope against hope that he won’t make 
a sound.

The door to the mechanical room opens, the rubber seal 
scraping along the uneven cement. Shadows cast by the 
torch loom across the wall as a man steps inside. I tremble 
as he yanks open an old metal cabinet that hangs near the 
entrance. After a minute of searching, he slams the cabinet 
doors shut. The torchlight grows brighter, and the sound 
of the crackling pine louder than before. Not even daring 
to breathe, I remain frozen as I clench Moses against me. 
Suddenly, as if satisfied there’s nothing of use to him in this 
room, the man turns and leaves.

The entire store building grows quiet. Slowly, I try to 
change position and listen. Moses stirs. I hold him for a 
little longer and then whisper, “I think they’re gone.” Tears 
of relief and sadness burn my eyes. My first words since 
I gave my son away.

e
Moses can no longer stand, he is so weak from the blood he 
lost while walking ten miles from the burned community to 
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town. His spine is curled forward, his folded arms braced on 
his knees. I look back through the warehouse’s right window 
and almost jump out of my skin. A pair of dark eyes are 
staring at me, the facial features appearing distorted through 
the fractured glass. The eyes narrow. Shuffled steps precede 
the clatter of rotating bolts and locks. The right door opens. 
A  sun-  battered head sticks out, draped with a tangled mane 
of silver hair. I turn and point at Moses, as if I am the one 
who refuses to speak and not my grandmother, Papina, who 
uses silence to communicate her grief. She raises an eyebrow 
and twists her lips, the combination creating a fault line of 
wrinkles.

“It was dark,” I explain. “Moses was in the wrong place 
at the wrong time.”

Papina turns her eyes from me and looks at the man in 
question. She taps her bare foot, and then she waves a rangy 
 arm—  jangling with  bracelets—  toward the warehouse.

I nod my thanks and walk back to Moses. “My grand-
mother will look at you.”

He doesn’t respond. I go down a step and gently tilt back 
his head. The skin of his face, not covered by his beard, is 
ruddy, and the V of his  T-  shirt outlined with sweat. I crouch 
and put an arm around his shoulders, forcing him to his 
feet. He wobbles upward, like a drunk. The trip to Liberty 
obviously battered him further, but if I had left him at Field 
to Table, he would’ve died. He could still die. But at least he 
has a chance now that he’s here.

Papina, standing at the top of the steps, shakes her head 
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and descends when she sees Moses can no longer walk on 
his own. I turn his body, and she tries to support him by 
wrapping her arm around his hip. Together, we work our 
way up the crumbling flight. Once we reach the landing, 
my grandmother goes inside. I stay close behind Moses in 
case he collapses. He hauls his feet over the threshold and 
leans against the wall.

Needless to say, the old  T-  shirt factory’s locks can’t keep 
people out. Even before the EMP, the factory was a play-
ground for teenagers wanting to cut their teeth on petty 
crime.  Refugees—  scrawny and interchangeable in their 
androgynous wardrobes of  grime—  are now sprawled on 
mats scattered here and there across the concrete floor. 
Papina brings over one of these mats, plops it on the tile, 
and motions for Moses to sit. He can’t see her because his 
face is lifted to the ceiling, the cords of his neck shimmering 
and taut. I step over the mat and take his elbow. He jolts 
and glances at me, fever in his eyes. I grab another mat. 
Placing them side by side, I take off my parka, drape it over 
the pallet, and help him sit down.

He stays still for an instant, and then draws up his legs. 
My grandmother comes out of the room to the right and 
sits beside Moses, her layers of skirts sweeping up the dust. 
She peels his arms from around his shins and puts a hand 
on his chest, forcing his torso down until he is lying on his 
back. She lifts his  T-  shirt and examines the skin around the 
stitches I made, using the needle and thread from a cheap 
sewing kit I found under a shelf at Field to Table.
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Less than a day has passed since I sewed him up, and yet 
I can already see how the stitches are cinched and oozing, 
that thin tributaries of red are spreading from the unruly, 
 spider-  black stripe. I wonder if I killed him with infection in 
my botched attempt to heal. Cursing, I move from behind 
my grandmother and walk to the other side. She passes me a 
flask from one of the bottomless pockets of her skirts. I take 
it and look at her, awaiting my orders. Papina points to 
Moses’s stomach and mimes pouring liquor over the wound. 
I don’t know why she doesn’t do it herself, but I unscrew 
the cap and obey her instruction. Moses slurps his breath in 
through his teeth, and then peeks at what I am pouring over 
the stitches. He reaches for the flask. I attempt to pass it, but 
Papina frowns and intercepts me. Screwing on the cap, she 
slips it into her pocket. Apparently her generosity has limits.

Moses gives my grandmother a sidelong glance. She pulls 
his shirt up higher and palpates the area around his wound. 
Pulling the shirt down, she shrugs.

I explain, “Looks like the wound’s infected. I shouldn’t 
have sewed you up.”

Moses tries propping himself on his elbows. He grimaces 
and lies back down. Somewhere in the warehouse, a refugee 
hollers, and then abruptly goes silent, like a radio switch-
ing off. We all three turn toward the sound. Papina rises to 
check it out.

I turn back to Moses. It feels awkward, being just the two 
of us again, which is strange, considering  that—  for  hours— 
 I put pressure on his bullet wound to keep him alive.
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I ask, “You remember anything?”
He swallows before speaking. “I remember the perimeter 

falling and the gang coming in.” A pause as he gathers his 
thoughts. “And I remember getting shot, but I don’t remem-
ber much after that. I have no idea if the community made 
it up the mountain in time.”

“I’m sure they’re okay.” I touch his arm. “I’m sure Leora’s 
okay too. You did a brave thing, Moses.” He doesn’t respond, 
just keeps his eyes closed, so it’s easy for me to say, “I know 
how you’re feeling right now, being separated from someone 
you love. I gave my son, Colton, to Leora because I knew 
he’d have a better life with her than he would here, with me.”

Moses finally opens his eyes and looks over, the blue of 
his irises swimming with either fever or fatigue. “I never 
said I loved her.”

I think to myself, You don’t have to.

e
The refugees are nightly drawn from foraging in the streets 
back to the warehouse, like chickens returning to their 
coop. Papina holds out her hands as each files through and 
accepts whatever pilfered item she deems valuable enough 
to cover room and board: canned food, jewelry, bullets, toi-
letry items. I scoot across the floor, closer to Moses, which 
is laughable. He can offer me no protection as he thrashes 
in his sleep, his cheeks stained with fever. I would feed him 
ice, but ice is now such an impossible concept, it seems 
more like a dream.
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Most of these refugees tramp upstairs, where the worst 
of the lot stay. A few others remain on the main floor, with 
Moses and me. I can tell they are new to the warehouse and 
its occupants by the worry flaring in their eyes as they squint 
toward the candlelit corners of the room, perhaps searching 
for a recognizable face. I, in fact, recognize two of the five 
refugees. The first is a twentysomething woman with  straw- 
 blonde hair who used to work at Burt’s Grocery. The second 
was a lifeguard at Liberty’s public pool.

Neither of them seem to recognize me, even though 
the  guy—  Travis, I  think—  dropped out of high school the 
same year I did. Despite my long dark hair and distinct 
Kutenai features, for years I’ve perfected the ability to blend 
in with any crowd, since becoming a hodgepodge of every-
one around me is far less painful than getting picked on for 
standing out.

My cousin Alex files through next. My grandmother 
grins and embraces him, making no attempt to hide the fact 
he’s her favorite grandchild, just as Uncle Mike is Papina’s 
favorite son. I get to my feet. Alex glances up as I stride 
toward him.

“Hey, hey, Sal,” he croons. “Where’ve you been hiding?”
“None of your business.” My tone is flat. I’ve never cared 

for Alex’s overblown display of charm and affection, espe-
cially when I know he likes me as  much—  or as  little—  as 
I like him.

“Ah.” He raises his eyebrows. “But it soon will be my 
business.”
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“What’re you talking about?”
Alex and I  move to the side as more refugees come 

streaming in.
“Dad got me a job,” he says.
“Really?” I can’t fake any excitement.
“Yeah, the government’s hiring some people to take a 

census of the ones who’re left.”
I roll my eyes. “There is no government.”
“That’s what you think.”
My cousin has this driving need to  one-  up me, so I take 

every word that comes out of his mouth with a grain of salt. 
“Then give me some kinda proof.”

Alex reaches into the back pocket of his jeans for a bat-
tered leather wallet. In the credit card section, he thumbs 
out an identification card and passes it to me. Laminated 
with contact paper, the card appears very similar to a license, 
except the numbers and words have all been written out by 
hand. Even the picture of  him—  an uncanny  likeness—  is 
just a sketch. I look up at him and am annoyed by the smug 
look on his face.

“So what?” I say. “You could’ve paid to have this made.”
“Well, I didn’t,” he snaps. “I’m getting a uniform, gun, 

and everything. I even get paid a percentage for every person 
I turn in.”

“What are they going to pay you in?” I sneer. “Dollars?”
Alex’s dark eyes flare. “You’d better show me some respect.”
“Or what, you’re going to count me in your ‘census’?”
“You have no idea what this is all about, do you?”
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I cross my arms. “Obviously not.”
Alex leans close. I can smell his  black-  market cigarette 

breath. “They’re doing the census so they can figure out 
where to place the camps.”

“What camps?”
My cousin smiles, satisfied by my interest. “Work 

camps.” He pauses for effect. “Refugees are going to be used 
to clear land, plow, and plant in exchange for some of the 
food they grow. And they’ll do it, too, since everybody who’s 
left is starving.”

“I  still don’t believe you. There’s no way any govern-
ment’s organized enough to set something like that up. If 
they were, they would’ve already done it.”

Shrugging, Alex slips his identification card back into his 
wallet. “You’ll find out.”

e
The tall,  middle-  aged man ducks under the doorway. He 
doesn’t look around the candlelit warehouse like the others, 
just shambles across the room with his back still stooped, as 
if the ceiling is the same height as the door. As he approaches 
my grandmother, she nods and accepts the pieces of silver 
he’s holding out. I despise her in that  moment—  healer, poi-
soner,  thief—  almost as much as I despise the man: Leora’s 
dad, Luke, who has the same shameless scruples as she. Luke 
has no business being here, where nothing good takes place. 
Especially not when his orphaned  family—  and my  son— 
 are trying to survive in the mountains.
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For the second time in one night, I rise from my pal-
let beside Moses, where my parka, bearing his bloodstains, 
serves as my pillow. Luke turns toward me as I draw close. 
He appears startled, his gaze widening as I search his face, 
trying to see if there’s still life in his eyes or if addiction has 
snuffed it out, like it snuffed out my dad’s.

“I’m Sal,” I say. “I saw you a few times when you were 
working for my uncle.”

He nods cautiously, as if trying to anticipate what I want.
“I know your family,” I continue. “They took me in.”
Luke glances over at my grandmother, who’s returned 

to her room to deposit his coins. He rams his fist into his 
pocket to hide his trembling hand. “How are they?” he says.

I raise my eyebrow. “I was about to ask you the same thing.”
“Look.” He spreads his hands. “Leora told me I can’t 

come home until I get better.”
“Don’t think you got much chance at getting better by 

being here.”
“I’m here because I have something for your uncle.”
“What?”
“Me.” He sighs. “Figure if I turn myself in, they’ll leave 

my family alone.”
“So you’re going back to drug running?”
“Just until I can pay off my debt.”
“What if you get addicted again? You know you won’t 

be able to handle it.”
He shrugs. “I got no other options. Gotta take the risk.”
I don’t have any other options for him either, so I go and 
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lie down in the corner on my pallet as Moses mumbles in 
his sleep. The thick plaster walls are bloated with mildew. 
A starling swoops in and out of the holes in the ceiling’s 
ragged trellis, searching for an opening only to hit another 
wall. I try to ignore this bird, which reminds me a little too 
much of myself. I instead focus on the alternating mix of 
shadow and light as, upstairs, the refugees get settled in.

Lying here, I try to picture Colton, his cheeks flushed 
with the warmth of the fire I imagine him sleeping next to, 
since it makes it easier for me to be in a place that is dry 
and warm if he is dry and warm too. I try to picture Leora 
singing softly in the background. One of those incoherent 
community hymns, I’m sure.

Most of all, I  try not to feel  guilty—  knowing Colton 
might be sleeping near a fire, but there is surely no roof 
over his head, if the community made it to the mountains 
like they planned. But I had to give him up if he was to 
survive, and for the first time, I understand that maybe my 
own mom didn’t leave me and my dad at that apartment 
because she didn’t want us. Maybe she left us  because—  like 
Luke, like  me—  she also felt she didn’t have another choice.
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O n e

 Twenty-  Six Years Earlier
AD 25

Their clothing is violet and purple;

they are all the work of skilled men.

J e r e m i a h  1 0 : 9

Purple yarn hung  from thin trees, swaying in the breeze like 
 odd-  shaped fruit;  dark-  lavender fabric the color of old bruises 
spread over two  rough-  hewn stone benches, drying in the sun; 
a large  plum-  colored mosaic of geometric designs dominated the 
 otherwise-  plain garden. In the shade, a massive vat the size of a 
diminutive Roman bath sloshed with purple dye so dense it looked 
black except when a ray of sunlight found its way over the surface, 
illuminating its true color.

The mistress of this purple kingdom, a young woman in loose, 
patched clothing, hunched in front of the vat, her forehead damp 
with perspiration. She had prepared the formula as her father had 
taught her. It was time to soak the linen. Her father usually con-
ducted this part of the process. His was the genius that had created 
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the dye in the first place; his the skill that turned ordinary yarn 
into lush, purple beauty. Lydia had never gone through the process 
of dyeing without his help. Her father was the dye master. She 
merely acted as his assistant, a role she relished. The thought of 
dyeing the wool alone made her grit her teeth.

Eumenes was late. He should have arrived over an hour ago.
Lydia wiped the sweat trickling down her temple and stared 

into the vat. She thought about the unusually large order they 
had to fill within the next two weeks. There was no time for delay. 
Every hour counted if they were to make a prompt delivery.

Her stomach churned as she considered their narrow schedule. 
Most of their local clients suffered from a strange inconsistency. 
They had no qualms being late in their payments to an honest 
merchant, but if their merchandise arrived a few days after the 
promised date, they acted as if the world were ending. Demanding 
all manner of reparations, they threatened to blight the merchant’s 
truest treasure: his reputation.

When the two orders had arrived, one on top of another, Lydia 
had objected to her father, demanding that he delay at least one. 
“It is too much,” she had said. “We cannot accomplish it all in 
such a short time.”

He had laughed at her objections. “You despair when we have 
no orders, imagining that we will grow impoverished and lose our 
home. When we do receive two perfectly good requests, you worry 
that it is too much and we will fail to meet expectations. You must 
make up your mind, Daughter. Which is it to be? Shall we starve 
or perish of overwork?”

Lydia found that she had no problem dreading either even-
tuality, which did not help her present situation. Where was her 
father?
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She fetched several of the hefty baskets overflowing with 
linen yarn from their workshop, located in the eastern end of the 
 garden. The baskets were  heavy—  too heavy for a  sixteen-  year-  old 
girl. Lydia gritted her teeth and half dragged, half carried them, 
one shuffling step at a time, until they were within easy reach of 
the dyeing vat.

On the other side of the garden, a  three-  minute walk from the 
workshop, lay their modest home with its three rooms, its crooked 
walls, the leaking ceiling that her father never had time to fix, and 
the fading furniture that no amount of purple could transform 
into a semblance of riches. But it was theirs, and she never felt so 
secure anywhere in the world as when she was nestled within the 
safety of its walls with her father nearby.

Lydia set the baskets of prepared linen in neat order near the 
vat, like naked babies ready to be bathed. In truth, she knew what 
to do. More than once her father had given her permission to com-
plete the task without him. “Your problem is not lack of knowl-
edge,” he had said again and again. “It is lack of confidence. You 
fear you might fail. I trust you will succeed.”

She cringed every time he suggested it. “In my ignorance, if I 
make a mistake and ruin a batch of dye or yarn or a perfectly good 
length of fabric, who will pay for my error? You know we cannot 
afford costly mistakes like that.”

He never insisted. Her father was too gentle for that. She won-
dered now if this was some test, this delay. Had he chosen to stay 
away from home to force her hand and leave her no choice but to 
embark on the process alone?

She chewed on dry lips. Nausea clawed at her belly as she con-
templated the mounds of yarn. Intentional or not, she needed to 
make a decision. Once she started soaking the linen, there would 
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be no going back. She would have to see the dyeing of the linen 
through to the end. Stopping at the wrong moment would ruin 
the batch.

Reaching for a fat wad of yarn, she began to unwind it so that 
it could be immersed into the liquid properly. Too many dyers 
filled their vats with an excess of yarn, thinking to save their dye. 
But that meant the yarn would not soak up enough color and 
would emerge patchy, without the steadfastness that her father’s 
process produced.

When the linen was ready, she took a deep breath, her out-
stretched hands shaking as she crouched by the vat, poised to begin 
the process. An unexpected noise made her grow still. Just outside, 
along the narrow path that ran adjacent to their land, a man’s 
groan followed by the sound of heavy, shuffling steps broke the 
silence. Without warning, the door leading to the garden crashed 
open, hitting the wall with a great noise. Lydia jumped.

Clutching the forgotten linen to her breast, she sprang to her 
feet. A man she did not recognize burst into the courtyard, half 
carrying someone slumped against his shoulder, one leg dragging 
with each step.

She noticed two things before she began to run. First, blood. 
A great deal of blood clinging to the slumping man so that his 
hair, face, and leg were covered with it. And second, with dawn-
ing horror, she realized that the face so covered in seeping scarlet 
belonged to none other than her father.

“Oh gods.” Her voice emerged as an indistinguishable croak. 
“Father! What has happened?” The yarn fell unheeded from her 
nerveless fingers to the  stone-  paved ground.

Her father roused himself enough to give a weak smile. “It 
looks worse than it is. This young fellow saved my life.”

BREAD OF ANGELS
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Lydia spared the man who held her father in a tight grip a brief 
glance. She had an impression of  light-  green eyes and a face that 
Apollo would be happy to own before she returned her attention 
to her injured parent.

With trembling fingers, she touched his warm cheek and 
quelled her desire to snatch him away from the strong, supportive 
arms of the young Apollo. Carrying her father into the house alone 
was not a realistic option. She would collapse under the burden of 
his sinking weight.

“This way. Follow me. We must set him down so that I can 
see to his wounds,” she said. The young man trailed her into the 
house without comment.

Her father’s thin mattress sat on the floor of his chamber, his 
blankets neatly folded at the bottom. “Settle him on the bed,” she 
said, her voice a thread. “Please,” she added, trying to remember 
manners in the midst of terror.

“It’s a small injury, Lydia,” Eumenes panted. “Don’t worry 
yourself.” The loud groan of pain that escaped his lips as Apollo 
laid him down on the mattress did little to support his claim.

“What happened?” she asked again, parting his tunic where it 
lay shredded against his leg. She winced, feeling queasy as she saw 
the long gash that ran the length of his thigh. The smell of blood, 
the sight of the wound, the heat of the room made her feel short 
of breath.

Time seemed to recede, to double in on itself.
For a moment she felt the world shift as if she were no longer in 

this room but in a chamber of dreams, kneeling next to a woman 
whose face was hidden in shadows. Blood covered  everything— 
 the woman’s clothing, the  sheets—  and dripped in fat drops on the 
 stone-  gray floor. Lydia took a shivery breath, trying to clear her 
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mind of this strange overlap until her gaze returned to the bedside 
of her father and her thinking regained its focus.

Eumenes squeezed his eyes shut. Gritting his teeth he said, 
“Crazy horse.”

“A horse did this to you?”
“Not entirely,” Apollo said. “I saw what happened. A man was 

leading a horse by its bridle when the animal began rearing up. 
Something must have spooked it. The beast pulled away from the 
hold of its master and continued to balk and rear on its hind legs. 
Your father was standing in the wrong place at the wrong moment. 
The horse’s hooves knocked him sideways. I happened to be on 
hand and managed to calm the horse and pull him back.”

“He was like Hercules, bringing that monster under control 
with a touch,” her father said.

Apollo grinned. “Your father began to regain his balance. His 
injuries would have been minor if not for the unfortunate coinci-
dence that he was standing near the top of a hill. His foot slipped 
at the last moment, and he went over the edge. He cut himself on 
some jutting rocks and brambles as he rolled down. Most of these 
injuries are from his fall, not the horse.”
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T wo

Beloved, do not be surprised at the fiery trial when it comes upon you 

to test you, as though something strange were happening to you.

1  P e t e r  4 : 1 2

“That was no ordinary horse,  I tell you,” Eumenes mur-
mured, his hand clutching his side. “He attacked me on purpose. 
I thought it was the end of me as I gazed into his mean, black eyes.”

Lydia swallowed bile. “Thank the gods you were spared.”
“I won’t forget that beast as long as I live. His coat was an 

unusual black, glossy with shine and good grooming. And right 
 here—” Eumenes pointed to the middle of his  forehead—“there 
was a white mark that looked like a half moon with a tiny speck 
next to it that resembled a star. It is amazing the silly details you 
note when you think you are about to die. The memory of that 
white moon and star I shall take to my grave. It was perfectly pro-
portioned, as if drawn by the hand of an artist. The beast looked 
at me with venom in its gaze and attacked.”
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Their guest chuckled. “It was just a spooked horse.”
“A horse possessed by demons, I tell you. If not for this young 

man, it would have gone on to trample me to death. I don’t know 
how, but my friend here charmed that animal into calm. One 
word from him, and the horse stopped its thrashing. I thought 
I was safe until my foot slipped, and over I went. Even then, my 
champion would not leave me but clambered down to help carry 
me all the way home.”

Apollo gave a modest smile. “I’d best fetch a physician. Your 
father will need some stitching for his wound.”

“Wait!” Lydia called as he turned away. “What is your name? 
I  can’t keep calling  you—” she stopped midsentence, realizing 
that she had been about to call him Apollo to his face. “I mean, 
I should know your name, since it seems we owe you a great debt.”

“Jason. My name is Jason.”
Of course his mother would have bestowed the name of a hero 

upon him, Lydia thought. “With all my heart I thank you, Jason. 
Now please hurry. I don’t want him to bleed to death.”

“A mere scratch,” her father said.
“And the Nile is a tiny puddle that little girls jump over in 

their bare feet. Find a good physician, I beg,” Lydia said over her 
shoulder.

“But not expensive,” her father said, his voice fading.
“I shall bring you a  reasonable—” Jason gave Lydia a furtive 

 glance—“but accomplished physician.”
Lydia began to clean her father’s wounds with warm water. 

She shuddered, her whole body shivering uncontrollably. “I might 
have lost you,” she said, shaking her head.

Eumenes patted her hand. “A horse is no match for me.”
As she cleaned his  dirt-  encrusted flesh, she discovered deep 
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bruises already leaving ugly marks on his skin; his left eye was 
swelling shut, and his right one continued to bleed from a cut in 
the corner. In spite of the profusion of blood, Lydia realized his 
claim that his injuries were not fatal was probably accurate. She 
detected no broken bones, though the physician would have to 
confirm her suspicions. Relief washed through her, leaving her 
weak in its wake.

Eumenes’s thigh bore the deepest wound, and Lydia suspected 
that it would require a good number of stitches. She fetched wine 
sweetened with honey and held his head as he gulped it down 
thirstily.

“How do you feel?”
“I am as fit as a gladiator.”
Lydia snorted. “I see your fall has not interfered with your abil-

ity to stretch the truth.”
“I stretch no truth when I tell you that you will have to start 

working on the linen without my help.” His voice was strained. 
“I cannot work for a day or two.”

Lydia shrugged, pretending a nonchalance she was far from 
feeling. “As long as you are there to guide me, I will manage.”

He tapped the air above her shoulder. “I knew I could count 
on you, my brave girl,” he said, his voice slurring. His eyelids fell 
shut and he began to snore softly. She was glad for this respite, for 
the attentions of the physician were sure to prove painful.

Jason returned with surprising haste, a surgeon in tow. Judging 
by the man’s expensive garment and the gold clasp holding his 
cloak, Jason’s idea of reasonable differed substantially from her 
own. Lydia felt too embarrassed to ask for the rate of his ser-
vices. He seemed proficient in his craft, which allayed some of 
her anxiety.
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She held on to her father’s  purple-  stained hand through the 
physician’s ministrations. Eumenes tried not to moan as the needle 
pierced his flesh over and over again.

“A few days and he will return to his old vigor,” the physician 
said when he had finished rubbing salve on Eumenes’s wounds. 
The scent of myrrh mingled with blood made Lydia’s head swim.

“He has no broken bones, though he is severely bruised and 
shaken.” The physician wiped his hands on a clean towel.

“His face . . . there was so much blood.”
“The lacerations on his face and head are superficial. Let him 

sleep the rest of this day and through the night. He will need quiet 
to recover from all his excitement.”

“Sleep all day?” Lydia’s voice sounded faint. They could not 
afford to lose a whole day of work. She would have to resume the 
dyeing process without even her father’s oversight.

“I shall return with Jason tomorrow to have another look at 
him and clean his wounds. We must guard against corruption.”

“Tomorrow?” Lydia gulped. Another visit from the sophis-
ticated physician would probably cost a fortune. She felt guilty 
about her trivial worries when the life of her father had been 
spared. They would manage the fees somehow, as they always did. 
She needed to remember this day could have resulted in a tragedy 
that would have ripped her life apart.

Another realization dawned, knocking all other thoughts out 
of her head. “With Jason?”

“This delightful fellow.” The surgeon clapped Apollo on the 
shoulder. “He wishes to return and check on your father.”

“If you don’t mind?” Jason’s green eyes crinkled in the corners, 
a confident smile on his chiseled lips. Lydia doubted any women, 
young or old, had ever minded a visit from this particular man. 
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No wonder the horse had quieted at his command. It was prob-
ably a mare.

“Of course not,” Lydia said, wanting to kick herself as she felt 
warmth rise to her cheeks. “I will have to tend to the dyeing. But 
you must visit with my father whenever you wish. I have not even 
thanked you properly for coming to his aid. We shall ever be in 
your debt.”

Jason seemed baffled. “Dying? But I thought he had no serious 
injuries!”

“Oh no! I mean, yes. I was speaking about dyeing linen. Purple 
dye. That is my father’s business. I will have to work on our orders 
while he recovers.”

“You work?”
For the first time, Lydia noticed his toga, which was made 

of expensive linen and marked him as a Roman citizen. On his 
middle finger he wore a signet ring made of a great deal of gold 
and a shiny green stone she did not recognize. Jason was not only 
handsome and heroic; he was also wealthy. So wealthy that he 
could not conceive of a woman working in her father’s workshop.

She lifted her head and gave him a haughty glance. “Certainly. 
Don’t you?”

He blinked. “Don’t you have any brothers?”
“Only child. You?”
“I have two younger sisters. At home.”
Lydia gave a sweet smile. “Where else would they be?”
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c h a p t e r

1

J U S T  B R E A T H E .

Lane Kelley rested her hand on her knee, willing it to stop 
bouncing. She watched from behind her desk as Marshall ush-
ered the client—a young guy in jeans who appeared to be valiantly 
attempting a goatee, albeit unsuccessfully—through the glass doors 
of the conference room at JB Sweet & Associates, the interior design 
firm where she worked as one of many designers.

You can do this. It’s what you’ve been working for.
The chance of a lifetime.
That’s what Marshall had called it—the chance of a lifetime. 

“You’re one of five people in the company who will get to be part of this 
project, Lane. The higher-ups are watching. This is huge. You’re not 
going to get an opportunity like this again.”

She understood. She’d been pursuing this since she started at the 
design firm seven years ago as part of her senior seminar at North-
western. She hadn’t expected to stay here this long, but she quickly 
found a home at JB Sweet, and she was good at what she did.
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The last seven years had gone by in a blur, leaving Lane with 
half-remembered moments of creating branded environments for 
new and established companies by using her artistic abilities and 
her love of interior design. Her college internship had turned into 
a career—one that afforded her a luxury loft in the city, a shared 
personal assistant, and now the chance to become the next creative 
director at JB Sweet.

Chloe welcomed the goatee guy—Ashton—and the rest of the 
team from Solar into the meeting room and flashed Lane her trade-
mark oh-my-goodness eyes. Chloe understood, more than anyone, 
what this meeting meant to Lane. In some ways, this would be their 
promotion. After all, if Lane did get the position, she’d already prom-
ised that her first request would be for Chloe to move up with her.

Chloe gave Lane one more knowing nod as she passed by again, 
and Lane actually considered pinching herself.

This was the moment she’d been dreaming of—a chance to win 
over the execs at Solar, to convince them that yes, they very much 
should give JB  Sweet  & Associates the honor of designing and 
branding their new business space, because yes, she and her team 
would work round the clock to make sure the branded space would 
reflect Solar’s unique, casual-yet-trendy style.

“They love our aesthetic,” Marshall had told her. “I mean, bring 
your A game, but expect good things. According to Ashton, the whole 
team is leaning our way.”

And that was before her pitch. All she had to do was not mess it up.
She’d run through her presentation well into the wee hours of 

the morning, starting in on the caffeine around 4 a.m. She was 
ready. Excited, if a little jittery. Her designs were great. She could 
do this. She could wow them.

And yet, thinking of it now, she felt rocking-on-a-boat-in-
choppy-waters sick. She’d never had a chance this big in her life.

Don’t mess this up, Lane.
The rest of the executives from Solar, a tech company in the 

Forbes top ten last year, filed past. They shook hands with Marshall 
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and the others from her team as they walked through the door. But 
not Lane. She was still at her desk, busy trying not to throw up.

Stay in control. These guys have no idea that your nerves are tak-
ing you out to the woodshed. No one can make you feel inferior in this 
arena. This isn’t high school. This is where you shine.

The guys from Solar—she could only call them “guys” because 
not a single one of them actually looked like a man—all resembled 
their fearless leader, Ashton, aka Mr. Wanna Goatee. Jeans,  hoodies, 
Converse One Stars. No suits for this company. Somehow she 
found that more intimidating, not less. After all, she’d never been 
the trendy type.

She shoved aside the unwelcome image of a sweater that didn’t 
quite cover a protruding midsection.

“Honey, I tried to tell you, you shouldn’t wear clothes that are so 
tight.”

She’d been aching for sympathy, but her mother had only given 
empty I-told-you-sos and the sour taste of disapproval. She hadn’t 
meant to disregard Lane’s feelings; she just wanted to help. At least 
that’s what Lane tried to tell herself.

Nobody here knows about that.
Marshall looked terribly outdated next to the Solar execs with his 

white button-down and geometrically patterned red tie. Handsome 
in his own way, yet everyone in the room aged twenty years in the 
presence of their fetus-clients.

Marshall broke away from the others and headed her way.
Her phone pinged, and she glanced at it almost without think-

ing. Instantly she wished she hadn’t.
“What is it?” Marshall asked when he reached her. “You have 

that look.”
She tapped on the notification. She’d set her phone up to alert 

her whenever a competing design firm posted something on social 
media, and this was a big one.

“Julia Baumann.” She looked up at Marshall. “You didn’t tell me 
Innovate was pitching your friend Ashton, too.” She showed Marshall 
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the photo, a cozy image of Julia Baumann and the goatee guy in 
the next room. “The caption says, ‘Sweet things are happening for 
Innovate. Details coming soon.’” She frowned. “There’s a winking 
emoji and sweet is in all caps. Is she sending a message to us?”

He took the phone from her and read the post for himself. “I’m 
sure you’re reading too much into this.”

“I thought you said we practically had this one ‘in the bag.’”
Marshall shrugged. “We do, Lane. Maybe she’s trying to get 

under your skin.”
Well, that would be juvenile. Lane groaned. She didn’t want to 

think about Innovate just before she walked into that room. Julia 
Baumann had a way of swiping clients right out from under her, 
and it was starting to feel personal. Lane found most of the design 
community open and friendly—encouraging, even—but Julia was 
none of those things.

Lane took another glance at the photo. “They look awfully 
friendly, Marshall, and you know Julia probably had a solid pitch.”

“Maybe.” Marshall squeezed her hand. “But ours is going to 
blow them away.”

He couldn’t possibly know that. She thought back to their many 
long team meetings—how many times had Marshall deferred to 
her, chosen her ideas and trusted her vision? What if he’d been 
wrong to do so? What if she’d misunderstood Solar and gone in 
completely the wrong direction?

No. She shook her insecurities away. Their pitch was ready—
and it was on point. JB Sweet himself would have to take note once 
she presented her plans. She’d finally get that promotion and maybe 
even take a little vacation to celebrate.

She’d never taken a vacation.
“Come on, forget Innovate. You’re ready for the big leagues.” 

Marshall walked her over to the small huddle at the end of the room 
where the rest of their team had gathered.

She barely listened as Marshall gave the team his version of a 
pep talk. He scanned the circle and was met with overenthusiastic 
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nodding from everyone but Lane. She didn’t do overenthusiastic. 
She did focus. She did the game face. She did control.

And she did it well.
“Lane, you okay?”
“I’m ready.” She didn’t bother trying to explain her readiness or 

convincing Marshall she really meant it. That’s what weak women 
did. And she never wanted to be one of those again.

“Okay. We’ll start in just a few minutes. Knock ’em dead, guys.” 
Marshall waited until the others had dispersed, then turned his 
attention back to Lane. “You feel good?”

She nodded as she ran through her pitch in her mind.
“Remember, this is the chance—”
“Of a lifetime.” She cut him off. “I know.” Don’t remind me. I’m 

nervous enough as it is.
“I went out on a limb to give you this meeting, Lane. You’re up 

to this, right?” He raised a brow as if issuing a challenge.
“You know I’m up to this.” She clicked her phone’s screen off, 

wishing she could click off the sick feeling in her stomach that easily.
“That’s my girl.” He clapped a hand on her shoulder. Like she 

was one of the guys. Very professional.
She had to hand it to him—he was doing an excellent job of 

keeping their relationship hidden. Even she found it hard to believe 
he had any romantic feelings for her at all.

“You go ahead,” she told Marshall. “I’ll be right there.”
Breathe. She was running through her opening one last time 

when her phone pinged again, and as if she were programmed to 
do so, she pulled it out and glanced at it.

Julia had posted another image, this one a photo of the mock-up 
Innovate had presented to Solar only hours ago. The caption read, 
We’re calling it “Solarvate.” Can’t wait to get started.

Lane’s mouth went dry, her stomach hollow. The image on the 
screen looked so elegant, so regal, so not what she had planned for 
this pitch meeting.

“You ready?” Chloe stood at her side, looking a little more tired 
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than usual, the way she often did after one of their all-nighters. 
Lane made a mental note to get her assistant a gift certificate for a 
massage or give her some time off to thank her for being so helpful.

Chloe had probably seen Julia’s posts too. She kept tabs on them 
the same way Lane did. But Lane had to believe Solar hadn’t made 
up their mind already. If they had, would they really be sitting here 
in JB Sweet’s conference room?

She did a quick survey of Julia’s design, then turned her phone 
to vibrate. “I’m ready.”

Chloe nodded and moved out of the way as Lane passed by. She 
smoothed her black dress pants and sat down next to Marshall.

After everyone was seated, JB called the meeting to order. The 
Solar executives, with their Starbucks to-go cups, their casual shoes, 
their bordering-on-shaggy hair and impress-me expressions, all 
turned their attention to the man. Marshall might’ve aged twenty 
years in the presence of the Solar execs, but next to them, JB seemed 
downright prehistoric.

Lane had always found him to be a quirky kind of man, one who 
used words like fellow and had a bushy white mustache that made 
her doubt the presence of an upper lip at all. Ashton should take 
a few pointers from JB. That man knew how to grow facial hair.

Lane half listened to JB’s introduction of Solar—stating facts 
she’d already researched on her own. Next, JB gave a short pitch 
about why his firm was the best to take on the massive task of creat-
ing and designing a branded space for a cutting-edge tech business 
like Solar.

JB assured them that the space they had planned for Solar was 
not only functional but truly creative at its core—something the 
artistic Solar execs would certainly appreciate. JB was nothing if not 
an excellent salesman. Maybe that’s why this fellow was still running 
the show after all these years.

Lane glanced down at her tablet, mentally reciting her open-
ing lines, when the phone in the bag near her feet lit up, vibrating 
loudly enough to pull Miles’s attention.
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“Might want to silence that thing,” her coworker hissed.
She fished the phone out of her bag and pressed the button to 

stop the noise before anyone else noticed, but not before she saw 
that it was her mother calling. She sent the call to voice mail. She 
supposed she was due for her monthly guilt-trip phone call—it had 
been at least that long since she’d spoken to her mom.

In her hand, the phone started vibrating again.
Mom, you have the worst timing.
She hit the button to shut it up, then turned off the power.
Marshall took JB’s spot at the front of the room and introduced 

himself. “I think we’re ready to begin.” He glanced at Lane.
Just breathe. Part of her, she supposed, would always feel like a 

fraud. Most days, despite her Northwestern education and years of 
experience, Lane still felt like she was playing dress-up in the closet 
of someone much older, much thinner, and much more professional 
than she ever felt.

And yet she’d mastered the art of playing this part perfectly, as 
if she were born for the role.

“. . . and we’re sure you’ll be as impressed with her as we are. 
Lane Kelley.” Marshall spoke her name, pulling her out of her own 
head.

She met his eyes and he leaned forward as if to will her out of 
her seat.

Had time suddenly stopped moving?
Lane stood, taking her place next to the big screen. You can do 

this. She flipped open the cover of her tablet and drew in a deep 
breath as the image of a mood board that perfectly captured their 
design popped up on the screen beside her.

She’d created the image herself. Most people were visual, 
and the images, all of them, needed to conjure the same feelings 
the space itself would. Every item on the mood board had been 
carefully—painstakingly—chosen.

Lane knew Solar inside and out, she reminded herself. She’d 
read every article, every blurb, every tweet and Facebook post that 
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had anything to do with the business this team had built. She was 
wrapped up in the details—and it was about to pay off.

In spades.
She had her game face on. As she stood there, every insecurity 

melted away. They were in her world now, and here, she knew how 
to get things done.

Lane was about to deliver her first sentence when the glass door 
of the conference room opened and Chloe appeared. She wore an 
apologetic look on her face and Lane knew her well enough to tell 
she wasn’t happy to steal the attention.

“I’m sorry to interrupt.” Chloe looked at Lane. “Lane, you’ve 
got a phone call.”

“Can’t it wait?” Marshall spoke through clenched teeth, doing a 
bad job of pretending he wasn’t annoyed.

Chloe’s face fell. “I’m afraid not.”
Marshall pressed his lips together and glared at Lane, telepathi-

cally communicating the words undoubtedly running through his 
mind: Don’t screw this up.

“Can you take a message, Chloe?” Lane asked. “I’m just getting 
ready to begin.”

“I don’t think—”
“Take a message,” Marshall cut her off.
“There’s been an accident, Lane,” Chloe said. “You need to take 

the call.”

Just Look Up

8

just_look_up.indd   8 3/1/2017   8:43:06 AM

To purchase this title visit
https://www.tyndale.com/p/just-look-up/9781496421487 

or http://courtneywalshwrites.com/

https://www.tyndale.com/p/just-look-up/9781496421487
http://courtneywalshwrites.com/




••

Natchez Under-the-Hill on the Mississippi River
May 1791

Connor O’Shea braced his boots against the auction block 
and glared at the crowd gathered on the landing.

Vultures. Ever’ last one o’ them.
The stench of the muddy Mississippi River filled his nos-

trils, and the rude shacks along the riverfront reminded him 
of the roiling mass of humanity in the seaports back home 
in Ireland. Hot, cloying air sucked the breath from his lungs, 
and the storm clouds in the sky brought no relief from the 
steam pot of Natchez in May.

Dockworkers shouted insults at each other. Haggard-faced 
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women in rags scuttled past as grimy children darted among 
the wheels of rickety carts. One besotted fool lay passed out 
in the street, no one to help him or care whether he lived or 
died. As far as Connor knew, the man could be dead already, 
knifed in the dead of night when no one would be the wiser.

A commotion broke out at the back of the crowd and all 
eyes turned as a gentleman farmer shouted that he’d been 
robbed. The man chased after a ragged boy, but the moment 
they were out of sight, his compatriots turned back to the 
auction, the incident so common, it was already forgotten.

Connor ignored the chaos and focused on the high bluff 
overlooking the wharf.

Ah, to be up there where the wind blew the foul odor of 
rotting fish away and the scent of spring grass filled a lad’s 
nostrils instead. And be there he would.

As soon as someone bought his papers.
“Gentlemen, you’ve heard the terms of Connor O’Shea’s 

indenture,” James Bloomfield, Esquire, boomed out. “Mr. 
O’Shea is offering to indenture himself against passage for 
his four brothers from Ireland, an agreement he had with his 
previous master.”

A tightness squeezed Connor’s chest. After serving out 
his seven-year indenture with Master Benson, they’d come 
to a mutual agreement that Connor would work without 
wages if the influential carpenter would send for his broth-
ers. Benson’s untimely death had squashed his hopes until 
Bloomfield suggested the same arrangement with his new 
master. One year for each brother. Four years.
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No, three and a half. Assuming Bloomfield made it clear 
in the papers that Connor had already worked six months 
toward passage for the first of his brothers.

But who first? Quinn? Rory? Caleb? Patrick?
Not Patrick, as much as he wanted to lay eyes on the lad.
Having fled Ireland eight years ago, he’d never even seen 

his youngest brother. He’d start with Quinn, the next eldest. 
The two of them could work hard enough to bring Caleb 
over in half the time. He’d leave Rory to travel with Patrick.

Pleased with his plan, he panned the faces of the merchants 
and plantation owners spread out before him. Surely someone 
needed a skilled carpenter. Dear saints above, the mansions 
being built on the bluff and the flourishing plantations spread 
throughout the lush countryside promised enough work to 
keep Irish craftsmen rolling in clover for years.

He spotted an open carriage parked at the edge of the 
crowd. A barefoot boy held the horses, and a lone woman 
perched on the seat. Eyes as dark as seasoned pecan met and 
held his before the lass turned away, her attention settling on 
a half-dozen men unloading a flatboat along the river’s edge.

She looked as out of place as an Irish preacher in a pub, 
and just as condemning.

He stiffened his spine and ignored her. It didn’t matter 
what she thought of him. He needed a benefactor, a wealthy 
landowner with ready access to ships and to Ireland. And 
he planned to stay far away from women with the means to 
destroy him.

The memory of one little rich gal who’d savored him, 
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then spit him out like a sugarcane chew would last him a 
lifetime.

“I say, Bloomfield, what’s O’Shea’s trade?”
“Joinery. Carpentry. He apprenticed with the late John W. 

Benson, the renowned master craftsman from the Carolinas.”
A murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd 

of gentlemen farmers. Connor wasn’t surprised. Master 
Benson’s work was revered among the landed gentry far and 
wide. Unfortunately, Master Benson’s skill with a hammer 
and a lathe hadn’t saved him from the fever that struck no less 
than six months after their arrival in the Natchez District. 
With the man barely cold in his grave, Connor now found 
his papers in the hands of the lawyer, being offered to the 
highest bidder.

But regardless, no one offered a bid. Connor squared his 
shoulders, chin held high, feet braced wide.

The minutes ticked by as Bloomfield cajoled the crowd.
Oh, God, please let someone make an offer.
What if no one needed a cabinetmaker or a carpenter? 

What if Bloomfield motioned for him to leave the platform, 
his own man, belonging to himself, with no way to better 
himself or save his brothers from a life of misery back home 
in Ireland, a life he’d left them to suffer through because of 
his own selfishness?

All his worldly goods stood off to the side. The tools of his 
trade. Hammers. Saws. Lathes. He’d scrimped and saved for 
each precious piece during his years as a bonded journeyman 
to Master Benson. He could sell them, but what good would 
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that do? He needed those tools and he needed a benefactor if 
he would be any good to his brothers.

Finally someone made an offer, the figure abysmally low. 
Connor gritted his teeth as the implication of his worth 
slapped him full in the face. But the terms. He had to remem-
ber the terms. Every day of his labor would mark one more 
coin toward passage for his brothers.

A movement through the crowd caught his eye. The bare-
foot boy made his way toward Bloomfield and whispered 
something in his ear. Connor glanced toward the edge of the 
crowd. The carriage stood empty, and he caught a glimpse 
of a dark traveling cloak as the woman entered the lawyer’s 
small office tucked away at the base of the bluff.

“Sold.” Bloomfield’s gavel beat a death knell against the 
table in front of him. “To Miss Isabella Bartholomew on 
behalf of Breeze Hill Plantation.”

Cold dread swooshed up from Connor’s stomach and 
exploded in his chest.

A woman.
He’d been indentured to a woman.
He closed his eyes.
God help him.

•
Isabella Bartholomew pulled back the faded curtain in the 
attorney’s office and glimpsed the Irishman’s eyes close briefly 
as the gavel fell. Relief, maybe?

Or despair?
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Unsure if Mr. O’Shea might be the man for the job, she’d 
hesitated to buy his papers, but hearing that he wanted to 
secure passage for his brothers swayed her in his favor. Surely 
Papa would be pleased with her choice.

Thoughts of her father swirled in her head. His strength 
was returning as slowly as cotton growing in the field, inch 
by painful inch. She couldn’t see his progress, but he’d sur-
prise her with a halting step or his gnarled fingers grasp-
ing a spoon. Small victories, but so much more than they’d 
dreamed of eight months ago.

Connor O’Shea jumped down from the platform. 
Butternut-hued breeches, roughly mended, hugged long legs. 
A handwoven cotton shirt, worn thin, stretched across broad 
shoulders. Leather lacing up the front hung loose, revealing 
the strong column of the man’s throat.

Long strides brought him closer to Bloomfield’s office. 
Isabella whirled from the window, unwilling to be caught 
staring. She hurried across the small room, skirts swishing, 
to stand beside a crude table strewn with papers.

The Irishman stepped through the door and removed his 
hat in one fluid motion. Stormy, moss-green eyes clashed 
with hers before he bowed stiffly in submission.

Isabella fought the urge to apologize. This arrangement 
wasn’t about master and servant. She would have offered the 
job to a freemason if one could’ve been found. Her chin 
inched up a notch. She would not feel guilty. It wasn’t her 
fault the man’s master had expired and his papers were 
for sale.
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“You do understand the terms, don’t you, lass?” His Irish 
lilt rumbled throughout the close quarters.

“Of course I do, Mr. O’Shea.”
“I’m no’ a slave.” His square jaw jutted.
Isabella stiffened her spine. “Breeze Hill does not deal in 

slaves.”
Having clawed his way up from the bottom, her father 

preferred freemen and bonded servants—men and women 
with a vested interest in seeing that the plantation flourished. 
Neighboring plantation owners had tried to convince him 
otherwise, but he refused to listen. When pressed, a faraway 
look came into his eyes, and he’d say that no man had the 
right to own another.

He would say no more on the matter.
“Forgive me, Miss Bartholomew. I stand corrected.” The 

Irishman gave a slight bow, his wind-whipped dark hair fall-
ing forward over his forehead.

He didn’t look the least bit repentant. As a matter of fact, 
his clenched jaw and wide-legged stance made her wonder if 
he regretted putting forth such terms in the first place.

No time like the present to find out. She didn’t have the 
time, the money, or the patience to transport him all the way 
to Breeze Hill if he’d already changed his mind.

“Mr. O’Shea, a fire destroyed an entire wing of my family 
home last fall, and I need a skilled carpenter to rebuild it.” 
Memories of the flames that destroyed their crops, a third of 
their home, and almost took her father’s life flashed across 
her mind, but she pushed the horrific images back into the 
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recesses where they belonged. “From Mr. Bloomfield’s glow-
ing recommendation, you are that man. If you’re unwilling 
or unable to fulfill the terms of your indenture, now is the 
time to say so.”

“No, ma’am. I’m willin’.” The words grated, like a ham-
mer pulling a nail free from a board.

She eyed him. His words and his tone were at odds with 
one another. But what choice did she have? Her father was 
obsessed with repairing the damage to Breeze Hill, and Connor 
O’Shea had been the first carpenter she’d found in Natchez.

No, that wasn’t entirely true. Mr. O’Shea was the first 
carpenter she could afford. She squished down the thought 
that Breeze Hill couldn’t exactly afford him now. But there 
would be plenty of coin after the fall harvest to send for the 
first of his brothers. And by then, her father would be recov-
ered, Leah would have her child, and all would be right in 
their world.

As much as it could ever be without Jonathan.
“Very well. We’ll lodge here in Natchez and be on our 

way on the morrow.”
Bloomfield stepped in, and before she could change her 

mind, she signed the papers indenturing Connor O’Shea 
to Breeze Hill. When Bloomfield slid the papers across the 
table, her indentured servant took the quill in his large, work-
roughened hand and scratched his name on the paper in 
barely legible script. With papers in hand, she led the way to 
the carriage, where Toby waited. She smiled and waved a hand 
at the lad. “This is Toby. He’s one of our best stable hands.”
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“Thank ya, Miss Isabella.” The youngster grinned.
“Toby, help Mr. O’Shea load his belongings; then we’d 

best head on over to the Wainwrights’.” She glanced at the 
moisture-laden clouds. “Looks like we’re in for a rain.”

•
The woman gathered her skirts in one gloved hand. Connor 
stood by, not knowing whether to offer his hand to the 
haughty miss or not. He knew his place and knew from 
experience how easily the wealthy took offense. Before he 
could make up his mind, the stable boy stepped forward and 
assisted Miss Bartholomew into the carriage.

He noticed a discreetly stitched tear along the hem of 
her outer skirt as she settled on the worn leather seat. He 
frowned, his gaze raking the rest of the carriage, the old but 
carefully repaired tack, the mismatched horses. From the 
looks of the conveyance and Miss Bartholomew’s mended 
clothes, would the plantation coffers be able to fulfill the 
obligation of sending for his brothers?

“Miss Bartholomew . . .”
The question died on his lips as two riders careened down 

the bluff, heading straight toward the outdoor auction. The 
color drained from Miss Bartholomew’s face, and she gripped 
the edge of the seat.

The riders, both lads on the verge of manhood, reined up 
beside them, hair tousled, clothes dusty and sweat-stained.

“What’s wrong, Jim? Is it Papa?”
“No, ma’am. It’s Miss Leah.”
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“The babe?” If possible, she paled even more, and Connor 
braced himself in case she might faint.

“I don’t know, ma’am. She just said to hurry.”
Miss Bartholomew took a deep breath and scooted to the 

edge of the seat.
“Jim, I’ll ride on ahead. The rest of you follow on the 

morrow with Mr. Wainwright’s party.”
Jim twisted the brim of his hat in his hands. “Miss Isabella, 

you can’t travel the trace alone.”
“Thank you for worrying, Jim, but I don’t have a choice. 

It’s much too soon, and Leah needs me.”
Connor realized her intention and reached for her hand, 

assisting her from the carriage. Grateful eyes, laced with fear, 
pierced his before she turned away, intent on her mission.

Would the boys stop her? When the lads didn’t protest, 
Connor grabbed the horse’s reins just below the bit. Decent 
stock, the lathered animal still needed rest before making the 
return journey.

“Mistress, it’s too dangerous.”
“I’m going.” She faced him, a stubborn jut to her chin.
“I may be new to Natchez, but I’ve been here long enough 

to know the dangers of traveling that road alone.”
“Mr. O’Shea, I won’t argue that fact.” She stood tall, the 

top of her head barely reaching his chin. “But my sister-in-
law needs me, and nothing you can say will prevent me from 
going to her. Stand aside.”

Her chin thrust forward, dark-brown eyes flashing, she 
somehow made him feel as if she looked down at him instead 
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of up. He took a deep breath, struggling to remember his 
place. She owned the horses, the carriage, and for all practical 
purposes, she owned him and the three youngsters gawking 
at the two of them. Well, if she meant to dance along the 
devil’s backbone, then let the little spitfire flirt with death. 
No skin off his nose. But at least he could give her a fighting 
chance.

He addressed the stable lad. “Those carriage horses broke 
to ride?”

“Yes, sir.”
He faced Miss Bartholomew, having a hard time showing 

deference to a woman as daft as this one. “Mistress, if it’s all 
the same to you, let the lads switch the saddle to one o’ the 
fresh horses. This one could do with a bit o’ rest, if ye don’t 
mind me saying so.”

She looked away, the first sign of uncertainty he’d seen. 
“Thank you, Mr. O’Shea. In my haste, I didn’t think of the 
horse. Jim, do as he says, and be quick.”

Two boys scurried to unhitch the horses from the car-
riage while Jim stripped the saddle from one of the lath-
ered animals. In moments, they had the mare ready, and 
Connor assisted Miss Bartholomew into the saddle, taken 
aback that she didn’t have any qualms about riding astride. 
He glimpsed a fringe of lacy ruffles just above a pair of worn 
leather boots before her skirts fell into voluminous folds 
around her ankles.

“Jim, make haste to Mr. Wainwright’s. He’ll see you 
all safely home on the morrow.” She spoke to Jim, but she 
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looked at Connor as if she left responsibility for the boys on 
his shoulders.

“Yes, ma’am. Will you be all right? Shouldn’t I—?”
She reined away, the animal’s hooves kicking up dirt as 

it raced to the top of the bluff and disappeared northward. 
Connor shook his head. Crazy woman. To take off in a dither 
just because of the birth of a babe. The whole lot of them 
would probably arrive before the child made an appearance.

“I’m such an idiot.” Jim threw his hat in the dust and let 
out a string of curses. “Why didn’t I go with her?”

“She didn’t give you much choice, lad, rushing off like she 
did.” Connor led the extra horse toward the carriage.

“It’s a day’s ride to Breeze Hill.”
Connor whipped around. “A day’s ride?”
“Yes, sir. And the Natchez Trace ain’t safe for nobody, 

especially a lady. Mr. Bartholomew will have my head, he 
will.”

Connor raked a hand through his hair. Daft woman.
“Saddle up the other horse, lads. I’m goin’ after her.”
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C h a p t e r  1

Anaya

 twenty-  three months later

I stared at the potted lily in my hand, its pure white petals 
fresh against the backdrop of my sister’s stained wood door.

Maybe flowers were overkill. I wasn’t looking for a date, 
after all. I was looking for . . .

What was I looking for? Why was I here?
The unexpected phone call with my mother the night 

before replayed in my head, along with the news she had 
shared.

“I talked to Lydia today. It looks like Roger’s going to take a 
job in the UK.”
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The statement ripped through me. I hadn’t seen Lydia or 
her family in over a year and a half, but this news broke on 
me with the sudden realization that I might never see them 
again.

So here I was, after nearly seven hundred days of silence. 
Trying to reconcile the fact that each day I could have picked 
up the phone, tried to mend the fragments of our relation-
ship, but I hadn’t.

I closed my eyes, concentrated on the familiar weight of 
the object attached to the chain at my neck. The ring, Red 
Sox Sweatshirt, my sister, and my crippled  niece—  they’d all 
jumbled together the last two years to create a fierce, writh-
ing  fairy-  tale nightmare that wouldn’t release me from its 
vicious hold.

I freed a quaking breath, clutched at the cool plastic of 
the flowerpot in my hand. Qui fortis salutem tribuet.

It was the Latin inscription on the ring belonging to the 
man who’d never bothered to find me after the day of the 
bombing.

I breathed around the preposterous feeling of abandon-
ment, focused instead on the meaning of the words, tried to 
draw strength from them, from the ring itself. Victory belongs 
to the one who is strong.

Boston Strong.
I shook my head against the slogan that had rallied 

Boston to its feet just days after the crisis that rocked the 
city. I shouldn’t think of it now. It only taunted me. Whether 
on  T-shirts, hats, sports memorabilia, bumper stickers, 

F R E E D O M ’ S R I N G

2

freedoms_ring.indd   2 2/21/2017   9:46:42 AM



billboards, or even the destination signs on buses, the two 
words tormented me, calling me to be something I wasn’t.

Strong.
Why I thought I could suddenly draw hope from these 

etched words just because I stood at my sister’s threshold, I 
hadn’t a clue.

I turned around instead of knocking again, convinced I 
needed something more to face what was behind this door. 
But the hinges creaked behind me. I turned, and there she 
stood.

She’d gotten more beautiful the last two years, young 
womanhood making her blossom and mature. And I’d 
missed it all.

“Grace . . .” I could scarcely push her name past my lips, 
for the sudden emotion in my throat. She stood at eye level 
with me. I’d expected a wheelchair, a crutch, something. But 
a  quick—  what I hoped to be  discreet—  scan of her lower 
half revealed two legs clad in skinny jeans. She looked like a 
healthy, normal teenage girl, thanks to prosthetics.

I would not cry.
“Auntie Annie. Wow, you’re here.”
“ I—  um, maybe I should have called first,  but—”
“No. No, this is great.” She opened the door wider, 

threw her long,  honey-  colored ponytail over her shoulder. “I 
was just thinking about going for a run, but that can wait. 
Mom’s out catching up on some errands, Dad’s fiddling in 
the garage, Joel went to a friend’s, so, like, it’s just me.” She 
closed the door behind us. “I hope that’s . . . okay.”

H E I DI C H I AVAROL I

3

freedoms_ring.indd   3 2/21/2017   9:46:42 AM



She was about to go for a run. A run. I thought she’d 
never  walk—  never mind  run—  again. I knew in my head 
people who lost limbs could still do many things others could 
do, but in my mind Grace was as I’d last seen her. Crippled, 
in a wheelchair. Bruised both inside and out.

I inhaled the scent of pine furniture polish, the house 
as tidy as my sister’s room when we were kids. On counters 
and hutches were dried flowers of every  type—  hydrangeas, 
carnations, larkspur, peonies.

“Let me take that.” Grace held out her arms for the lily 
and I released it, noticing the slightest of limps when she 
walked to the kitchen counter to set the pot down.

I found my voice. “You look great.”
She smiled at me, revealing white, straight teeth. No 

braces anymore. “Thanks, so do you.”
I knew she was being nice. While I’d been severely bat-

tered by the bombing, I’d also been fit and trim. Not so 
much anymore. I hadn’t pulled on a pair of running sneak-
ers since the morning of the marathon. I likely never would 
again. I could live with these fifteen extra pounds for the 
rest of my life if I had to. Kind of even liked  them—  a buffer 
zone of sorts.

“Do you want some coffee?”
I raised my eyebrows, shook my head, and sighed. “I can’t 

get over how  grown-  up you are. Sorry, yes. I’d love some 
coffee.”

She opened one of the perfectly distressed white cabinet 
doors and pulled down two mugs. I sat on a barstool and 
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drew a greeting card from my purse. I slid the card along the 
counter.

“Happy belated. Sorry it’s late.”
It was an improvement from last year, anyway, when I 

sent nothing.
Her green eyes brightened. “Hey, thanks.” She ripped 

open the card, moving aside the  fifty-  dollar bill as she read 
the greeting. Nothing fancy or personal. I didn’t want her to 
think I was trying to flatter my way back into her life.

“Thanks, Auntie.” She placed the card on the counter and 
came around the island to envelop me in a brief, awkward 
hug. I was relieved when she went back to the kitchen.

“How many sugars?” Grace opened one of the Pfaltzgraff 
containers and spooned a teaspoonful of sugar into one mug.

“Two please.” I put a hand on my stomach. “Though I’m 
trying to work down to one and a half. It stays on so much 
easier these days.”

Grace smiled and in it I saw she didn’t harbor anything 
against me. I loved her all the more.

“So seventeen, huh? Driving yet?”
“Got my license a few months ago. We’ve been looking 

for a car. Mom’s freaking.”
I laughed. “I’ll bet.” I scurried for more meaningless small 

talk. “How’s school? Any boyfriends?”
She shook her head. “No on the boyfriends. Good on 

school. Except for pre-calc. Struggling with that.”
“I could help you sometime if you want. With calculus, 

I mean.” I could have knocked my head against my sister’s 
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quartz countertop. Who did I think I was, waltzing into my 
niece’s life after nearly destroying it, offering to help her with 
math?

But nothing seemed to faze Grace. She kept smiling at me, 
like she was actually glad I came, glad I sat in her kitchen. 
“I’d like that.”

The coffee dribbled into the mug, releasing a  French-  roast 
scent into the kitchen.

“So how about you?” Grace switched out the mugs in the 
Keurig, grabbed cream from the fridge. “Like, what have you 
been up to? Any boyfriends?” She gave me a sly smile as she 
placed a  cream-  colored mug in front of me. I recognized it 
as one I gave Lydia on her thirtieth birthday. It said Sisters 
on it in large cursive writing. Around the word in a circular 
pattern was a collection of words about sisters. I didn’t want 
to turn the cup and study it with Grace beside me, but I did 
glimpse one sentence. As friends we have pulled together.

I was surprised Lydia hadn’t tossed the cup sometime over 
the last two years.

“Auntie?”
I shook my head. “Sorry.  No—  no boyfriends.” Not 

serious ones, that is. “I relocated, actually. For work. Still 
with the bank. I’m renting an apartment above a garage in 
Lexington now. Not too far from  here—  on Belfry Terrace.”

“No way.”
“Yeah, I like it. Peaceful, you know?”
“Try going to high school. There’s nothing peaceful 

about it.”
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“Thought you said school was good?” I let the heat of the 
mug seep through to my skin, then sipped the coffee. It slid 
down my throat, warm and comforting. This felt . . . normal. 
I hadn’t expected such an easy transition.

Grace waved a hand through the air. “Oh, it’s fine. Just 
the usual, I guess. Immature boys; gossiping, shallow girls. I 
don’t fit in, you know?”

If someone had told me the day before that Grace would 
confide in me that she didn’t fit in anywhere, I would have 
instantly blamed it on the terror attack, on her leg. But sit-
ting here with her now, I knew that’s not what she meant.

“The bombing made you grow up faster than them.” I 
stated the sentence with confidence. It wasn’t a question; 
I saw the evidence before my eyes, in the way Grace handled 
herself, in the way she received me with such poise and mercy 
after all these months of silence.

She shrugged, blinked fast. “I guess so.”
I reached for her hand, the awkwardness from our previ-

ous physical contact now gone. I may have come for myself, 
but in this moment I could only think of comforting the 
young woman before me. “I’m so sorry I haven’t called, 
Grace. I got your letter. It was  just—  I have no excuses. I’m 
so sorry.”

“I’m not, like, holding any hard  feelings—  but maybe 
sometime we could talk about what happened. I mean, you 
were there through my surgeries, skin grafts, therapy ses-
sions. Then not long after I moved to rehab, you just stopped 
coming.”
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Like I said, I had no excuses. Still, I opened my mouth 
to explain myself, but not before Grace squeezed my hand.

“Not today, Auntie, okay? Today let’s just be happy 
together.”

Tension eased from my body. Tears pricked my eyelids 
at the simple act of grace. “Thank you.” I wiped my trem-
bling lips with a napkin. I couldn’t hold it together much 
longer in front of her. “Is it okay if I use your bathroom 
real quick?”

“Of course. I’ll see if I can scrounge us up some comfort 
food.”

I laughed around my tight emotions and started down 
the hall. Once in the bathroom, I opened the window and 
allowed the cool air to calm my nerves, as frayed as an over-
used toothbrush. I wiped the corners of my eyes with a tissue.

Let’s just be happy together.
How simple and sweet. I could do this. I could be happy 

again, couldn’t I?
If only Lydia would be content with the same.
I opened the bathroom door and a whoosh of air from 

the  still-  open window swept across the threshold and into the 
living room, across the hall. The pages of a book on top of an 
end table fluttered and a small card flapped to the ground, 
swirling like a feather near my feet.

I turned to close the window before picking up the busi-
ness card. When I did, my stomach clenched.

It wasn’t the name on the card. Or even the business, a 
construction company of some sort. It was the emblem on 
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the card that made my skin grow hot, then cold with goose 
bumps. My lungs constricted around my thrashing heart.

I didn’t need to fish the ring from beneath my sweater to 
know the same crest adorned the signet ring I’d been given 
almost two years earlier. The anchor, the horn symbol, even 
the Latin I’d memorized at the top.

I glanced at the name. Bradford Kilroy.
“Auntie?”
“Be right there,” I called.
I lifted the cover of the Bible the card had fallen from 

and moved it toward the  feather-  light pages of the book of 
Psalms. Just before the sharp edges touched the binding, I 
drew it back. If I released the card to the clutches of the solid 
book, I might never see it again. It belonged to me. I knew 
it. And yet how could that be? Lydia knew I had looked for 
the man who’d helped me that day. Surely she would have 
said something in the weeks after the bombing.

I stared at the emblem, an exact replica of the engraving 
on the ring. Somehow this card was connected to Red Sox 
Sweatshirt; I was sure of it. Somehow my sister had played a 
part in keeping it from me.

I tucked the card in the back pocket of my jeans and stood 
in Lydia’s  dust-  free living room, reluctant to go back into the 
kitchen so shaken up. I tugged on the chain at my neck, free-
ing the ring from beneath my sweater. I clutched it in my fist 
and wound the chain around my pinkie finger.

I’d read somewhere that ancient Egyptians would adorn 
themselves in  jewelry—  particularly  gold—  believing it imbued 
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them with special powers. Like the Egyptians, I’d often looked 
for spiritual influence in the  ring—  a magical amulet of sorts 
left by my mysterious savior. And while a part of me felt silly 
for putting so much stock in an inanimate object, another 
part panicked at the thought of not having anything solid 
I could turn to. At least the ring offered me a tangible connec-
tion to the  supernatural—  something to believe in.

I opened my eyes and slipped the ring back beneath my 
sweater. I started toward the kitchen, vowing not to let the 
card’s discovery tarnish my time with Grace. She stood at the 
counter, shaking popcorn out of a bag and into two bowls.

I sat at the bar, suddenly desperate for conversation. “So 
the UK, huh?”

Her face registered nothing, the bag of popcorn frozen 
in her hands.

I fumbled for words. “I talked to your grandmother. . . . 
She mentioned your dad taking a job. . . .”

Grace shook her head and placed the popcorn on the 
counter. “ I—  I hadn’t heard. I  thought—”

I reached for her hand again, a heaviness in my chest 
traveling downward. “I’m so sorry. You know your gram. She 
gets ahead of herself sometimes. She  probably—”

The kitchen door opened. On the threshold stood Lydia, 
a brown Stop & Shop bag in her hand, her expression one 
of stone.

Her gaze took in my presence, saw my hand connected 
with Grace’s. The bag dipped in her arms. She recovered 
quickly and placed it on the counter.
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“Well, isn’t this cozy.” She shut the door, tossed her keys 
in the small basket on the counter.

I snatched my hand from Grace’s and stood. “Hi, Lydia.”
“Nice of you to drop by.” She didn’t sound like she 

thought it was nice. She sounded as if she’d rather have a 
visit from an angry skunk.

“ I—  um, I should have called.”
Grace stood beside me. “No, Auntie. It’s good you came. 

Right, Mom?”
If smoke could have poured from my sister’s ears, the fire 

alarms would have been going off at the neighbor’s house.
“No, Grace. Your aunt is right. It would have been better 

if she’d called.”
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C h a p t e r  2

Liberty

Boston
march 1770

Just when I thought the mercy of morning might never 
ascend, faint ribbons of pink light shone through the  second- 
 story window of the officers’ house. With it, a burst of some-
thing familiar in the core of my being. ’Twas a feeling of long 
ago. An emotion I no longer deserved or expected.

I swiped the canopy curtains aside and slid from the 
warmth of my bed, musing why this foreign sensation of 
promise should come to me this day. Perhaps it was the longer 
days, or perhaps something more. A premonition of sorts? My 
heart thrummed beneath the thin covering of my shift.

Perhaps today would be the day I finally found James.
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With soundless movements, I washed my face, then threw 
the water out the window into the gutter. I stood on the 
rag rug beside the bed and donned my petticoat and gown. 
I laced my boots with deft fingers, pinned my mobcap to my 
head, and attempted to blow away the cloud of gray fog that 
often took up residence in my spirit at day’s dawn.

I hadn’t a choice. Starve and freeze on the streets while 
I waited for my younger brother’s ship to come in, or accept 
the position in the officers’ house. Yes, many labeled me a 
 traitor—  many presumed I did more for the captain and the 
lieutenant than keep a tidy house, and yet what did they 
know of being seventeen years of age and alone? What did 
they know of being cold and hungry?

I left my room and walked first past the lieutenant’s 
chambers and then the captain’s. My footsteps fell soft on the 
stairs, and once in the keeping room, I lit the candles. They 
gave off a cheery light in their copper holders. I fetched fresh 
wood from the box and laid kindling down on the glowing 
embers from the night before. Soon small flames licked the 
wood, sending light to the bunches of dried herbs in the 
shadows of the rafters overhead. I stood and stretched.

First order, tea.
The thought of the “baneful weed,” as the Liberty Boys 

called it, set my mind to spinning like a child’s toy top. The 
 so-  called Americans in the town refused to drink the bever-
age. Indeed, a boy named Seider had died just days earlier 
as the result of a fracas in the North End over the matter 
of importation. I tried not to think much on the herb, to 
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serve it without question. But my conscience forbade me to 
imbibe any myself.

Booted footfalls echoed down the stairs, and my traitor-
ous heart quickened as Lieutenant Smythe appeared, his red 
wool coat and crimson sash over his arm, his hair tied neatly 
back in a queue. Unlike the captain, who slept until the sun 
shone brightly over the harbor, the lieutenant fancied his 
early starts.

I would not flatter myself by assuming he fancied my 
company as well.

The lieutenant nodded to me and hung his attire on one 
of the  straight-  backed cherry chairs. “How do you do, Miss 
Liberty?”

I placed a bowl of preserves and biscuits on the table, 
conscious of his gaze upon me. “Well, thank you.”

He sat, but I did not miss his grimace, the way he held 
his hand to his cheek.

“Mayhap simply some tea this morning, sir?”
He removed his hand from his face. “Yes, that would do 

me well, thank you.”
I did not wish to pry, and yet seeing a person in pain 

stirred up an irrepressible urge in me to heal. One of many 
ways I took after our grandmother, James had always said.

“I could journey to the apothecary today, sir. I am low on 
herbs, but I think a powder of cloves may help your tooth.”

The corners of his mouth pulled into a smile, and I noted 
the indent on his left cheek, a charming addition to his  well- 
 formed face. “I did not mean to be so obvious.”
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I dipped my head. “I would like to think I am simply 
perceptive to one’s pain.”

He laughed, a soft sound in the  still-  quiet house. “That 
sounds agreeable to me.”

I shaved the tea brick into the lieutenant’s tin cup, the 
heat from the stove warming my back. I scooped a teaspoon-
ful of sugar and covered the herbs with hot water from the 
pewter pot before bringing it to the table.

When I placed the cup before the lieutenant, he took it, 
and my fingers brushed against the warm metal of the signet 
ring he wore, its bonny brilliance of gold and bloodstone 
playing with the light of the candles.

I snatched my hand away, tried to censor my reaction to 
the subtle scent of cedar and soap that belonged to him. It 
reminded me of my first night in Boston, when I met the 
lieutenant. How he shielded me with his cape after those hor-
rid boys had tried to take my innocence in a dark alley. How 
he had threatened to have them hanged on the Common. 
And how, when he learned I had no home or family to be 
found, he’d taken me to the officers’ house, offered me my 
own bed. The next morning he rescinded his employment 
advertisement at the Royal Coffeehouse and offered me the 
position of housekeeper.

I was a foolish girl to allow myself to fall in love with one of 
the king’s men. James would disown me if he ever found out.

He wouldn’t, of course. I would see to that.
“Thank you.” The lieutenant raised the cup to his lips, took 

a sip of his tea, then placed it upon the  wood-  plank table.
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I turned to tend the fire.
He cleared his throat. “Miss Liberty, I was wondering if 

you enjoy poetry?”
“ I—  poetry, sir?”
“Yes. My little sister was quite taken with it back in 

England. . . .”
I attempted to push flustered words forth. None came. 

No matter how I tried to see this  red-  coated man as a mon-
ster, as my brother’s letters claimed all Regular soldiers to 
be, I could not manage it here, beside the lieutenant, as he 
revealed fresh bits and pieces of himself to me with each new 
rising sun. Part of me wished to know nothing of him and his 
life back in England. Another, more rebellious part wished 
to know every nuance and detail of the  man—  far from a 
 monster—  before me.

“I have not had opportunity to read much poetry, sir.” 
Did I imagine it, or did his face register disappointment? 
I wished nothing more than to fix it. “Yet I think I should 
like to.”

His face brightened, and he stood, drawing a small book 
from the red coat behind him. “I thought of you when I saw 
this at Henry Knox’s bookshop.” He shook his head, seemed 
to fumble for words, then held the book out to me. “It is 
yours, if you’d like.”

I took the book, my fingers hesitant. I had never received 
such a valuable gift. The cover read, Miscellany Poems, on 
Several Occasions by Anne Kingsmill Finch, Countess of 
Winchilsea.
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“I hope it is not too presumptuous of me, but I noticed 
you’ve taken a liking to the Chronicle, and if it is not too 
bold of me to say, I saw your interest in The Odyssey on my 
nightstand as well.”

I fought the blush creeping up my neck. I thought I’d 
been discreet when polishing the furniture in his room. “My 
father taught me to read when I was a girl.” I whispered the 
words, the book of poems still held in midair.

The lieutenant pressed the book into my hands and then 
released it. “He must have thought much of you.”

He had. I ached for my brother all over again at the 
thought of my doting father, dead beneath the smallpox flag 
more than a decade ago.

“It is my hope that you enjoy it. And if you wish, The 
Odyssey is yours to borrow as you please.”

I gathered myself, hugged the book to my chest. “Thank 
you, Lieutenant. It is indeed a thoughtful gift.”

He gave a slight nod before returning to his tea.
At the sound of the captain’s boots on the stairs, I slipped 

the book into the pocket of my dress and continued shaving 
herbs from the block. The captain greeted the lieutenant, 
then pushed himself behind me to get to his seat. I felt the 
scratchy red wool of his coat against my sleeve.

“Good morning.” He leaned over, his nose touching my 
mobcap, the cloying scent of pipe smoke nearly smothering 
my breath. And then, as quick as he’d pressed against me, he 
was gone.

More and more often, he’d made a habit of familiarity 
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with me. I hadn’t much experience with the stronger sex and 
wondered if I perhaps thought too much of his seemingly 
friendly manner. Still, I fought the remnant of a chill pulsat-
ing through my body at his closeness.

When I turned, the lieutenant’s jaw was clenched. I bade 
myself remember the cloves for his tooth as I went about 
my day.

After the two men broke their fast, they grabbed up their 
 silver-  laced tricorns and Brown Bess muskets, then left for 
their posts. I watched them from the keeping room window 
and saw the lieutenant call ahead to the captain, then turn 
back to the house. I busied myself with dishes at the sink 
when he reentered the house, opening the door to a town 
brewing heavy with rattling carts and horses clopping, people 
beginning their day.

When I didn’t hear his boots on the stairs, I looked up. 
He stood, his gaze intense on me.

“Can I retrieve something for you, sir?”
He shook his head, fast. “Miss  Liberty—  I . . .”
My hands stilled in the warm water.
“ I—  I would not have the captain become too familiar 

with you.”
I swallowed, my thoughts racing to piece meaning to his 

words. I was not some camp girl. After months of knowing 
me, did he think so little of me?

I dried my hands on my apron and turned to better face 
him. “I would not have it so, either.”

He stepped forward. “What I mean is, I will not allow 
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him to be. I do not want you to feel unsafe in this house, 
ever. Please . . . will you come to me  if—  if the captain makes 
you feel so?”

My heart near leapt forth from my chest at the sight of 
the man before me, vowing to once again keep me safe, to be 
strong where I only felt weak.

“I will, sir. Thank you.”
He left, and I again pondered the bursting hope in my 

chest, longing to be set free. I attempted to convince myself 
it was due to the impending arrival of spring and the prospect 
of seeing James, of both of us finding a way together at last. 
But deep in my heart, I knew it was more.

It was the book in my pocket. The lieutenant’s promise 
of protection. The way he looked at me as if he wanted to 
care for me.

How long had it been since someone had taken care of me?
And yet there could be no way for us. I was a traitor to 

the Sons and Daughters of Liberty to even entertain such a 
notion, to be living in this house to begin with. The lieuten-
ant belonged to the king, and I had vowed to stand by my 
brother and forever be counted a Patriot.
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