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Featuring all the suspense and historical atmosphere of Anne Perry’s Victorian mysteries, Karen
Odden’s enthralling debut plunges a headstrong young Englishwoman into a conspiracy that
reaches the highest corridors of power. Following a humiliating fourth Season in London, Lady
Elizabeth Fraser is on her way back to her ancestral country estate when her train careens off
the rails and bursts into flames. Though she is injured, she manages to drag herself and her
unconscious mother out of the wreckage, and amid the chaos that ensues, a brilliant young
railway surgeon saves her mother’s life. Elizabeth feels an immediate connection with Paul
Wilcox—though society would never deem a medical man eligible for the daughter of an
earl. After Paul reveals that the train wreck was no accident, and the inspector who tried to
prevent it dies under mysterious circumstances, Elizabeth undertakes a dangerous investigation
of her own that leads back to her family’s buried secrets. Not only are her dowry and her
reputation at stake; Paul’s very life hangs in the balance when he is arrested for manslaughter.
Now Elizabeth must risk everything for the man who has found a place in her heart. As the trial
draws near, and Parliament prepares for a vote that will change the course of the nation, she
uncovers a conspiracy that has been years in the making. But time is running out to see justice
done.Praise for A Lady in the Smoke “This riveting historical debut is chock-full of details about
Victorian England, spun into a masterful tale of romance, railroads, and mystery. Propelled by an
engaging heroine and a deftly plotted conspiracy, it’s a great read!”—Stefanie Pintoff, Edgar
Award–winning author of Hostage Taker“Pretty much everything I want in a historical novel:
trains, historical detail, secrets, family drama, two lovers separated by society, conspiracy,
crusading journalists, women sneaking out of the house, lawyering, and a pickpocket who could
give Artful Dodger a run for his money. . . . I was a very satisfied reader by the time I finished this
book.”—Book Riot “Readers of Anne Perry will enjoy this mystery set in Victorian England. . . .
The characters are interesting and the story is fast-paced and engaging.”—The Book Stop“Filled
with all sorts of twists and turns and all sorts of secret, and not-so-secret, relationships . . . Fans
of historical mysteries will enjoy this excellent mystery and romance.”—Inside of a
Dog “Elizabeth was no shrinking violet and had a fire to her. . . . I would definitely recommend this
to any fan of the Victorian era or who just wants a good little mystery to keep them busy for
awhile.”—Is This Book for Me

About the AuthorJohn C. Maxwell es un autor número 1 en la lista de best sellers del New York
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MurderChapter 1LIVERPOOL STREET STATION, LONDON, MAY 1874My mother’s nerves
were brittle as a porcelain teacup worn thin around the edge, which is why she took an extra
dose of laudanum before we boarded the train home that day. I doubt anyone around us on the
crowded platform could have guessed that she had a tincture of opium and alcohol running
through her veins at half-past eleven o’clock in the morning. Looking at her, they’d see only a
well-dressed gentlewoman, her face tranquil, and her fair hair beautifully arranged under an
expensive hat.But I knew. In the ten years since my father had died, I’d learned how to recognize
when she’d taken an extra sip from the brown bottle she kept in her reticule: by her dreamy
silence, by the faint smile that came and went without cause, and a certain softness to her chin,
like a blur in an unfinished portrait.I glanced sideways. Yes, she was very different now from what
she’d been a mere ten hours ago, when we were alone in our rooms—her voice hard, her face
contorted with fury—A shriek cut through the dull roar inside the station, and our train rounded
the corner, the racket of the wheels driving the pigeons off the rafters and into a whirl of feathers.
The engine came to a halt, belching steam and filling the air with the smells of coal dust and
burnt oil.“Up train to York,” bellowed the stationmaster, “running express to Hertford and stopping
at all points north!”Railway servants in red uniforms rushed to the first-class carriages with sets
of wooden steps, and passengers started to disembark. In a few minutes, we’d be on our way
out of this godforsaken city.“Lady Fraser! Lady Elizabeth! Oh, my dears!” shrilled a woman’s
voice.I kept my face averted. I didn’t want to see anyone I knew. Please. Please just let us get on
this train and be gone.“Lady Elizabeth! I say, Lady Elizabeth!”I sighed and turned to see a plump
woman trying to shift her way through the crowd. What was her name? Miss Rush. She was one
of my distant relations who had been at Lady Lorry’s ball last night. Her round face was



splotched pink with the effort she was making to reach us, and I felt a pang of pity. She must
exist on the farthest fringe of society, for apparently no one at the ball had felt there was any
social currency to be gained by telling her the rumors about us. Otherwise, Miss Rush would
have been watching us slyly and leaving us quite alone.“Are you taking this train home, then?”
she asked breathlessly as she drew near.I forced a smile. “Yes, we are. And you?”“Oh, yes.” Miss
Rush gave a quick, curious glance at my mother, who was staring into mid-air. Then she gazed
wistfully at the train. “But of course you are riding in a first-class carriage! Alas, when one is
retrenching, every farthing matters, as you know—but, then”—a little, tentative laugh, and a
wave toward the second-class carriages, close behind the smoking engines—“you wouldn’t
know, my dear—but no matter! I’d have endured any sort of travel for such a ball! I didn’t see you
dancing very often; but when you’re married, I’m sure you’ll have a ball just as beautiful.”I winced
and looked away. The first passengers were being helped aboard, and people around us were
beginning to push forward. I took my mother’s arm and said apologetically, “I’m afraid my mother
is very fatigued. We should go to our—”“And your cousin looked just as a bride should with her
new husband!” She leaned forward as if she were about to confide a secret. “I’ve heard that
Americans are brash and uncouth, but he wasn’t dreadful at all! In fact, he was—”I let the crowd
draw us apart, raised my hands helplessly, and called over my shoulder, “I’m sorry we must go. I
wish you a pleasant trip home.”“Oh! Of course! Goodbye, dear.” She smiled brightly, like a child
pretending not to be hurt, and gave a little wave as we turned away.Something inside me
shriveled at my selfishness, for not taking her hint and inviting her to share our compartment. But
if I had to listen to her prattle on about that wretched ball for hours, I’d throw myself off the train
like one of those mad people I’d read about in the papers.“Miss?”One of the railway servants for
the first-class carriages had his gloved hand out, waiting to help me aboard.Mama was already
inside, and as I stepped up, I could feel the vibration of the train under my feet. I followed Mama
down a corridor so narrow that it was a good thing bird-cage crinoline skirts were no longer in
fashion. Our compartment was the middle one of three and quite spacious, but the windows
were small, and the green velvet cushions lumpy and frayed. On the backward-facing wall was a
painted advertisement for Hudson’s Dry Soap that featured a busy harbor at sunset. Mama took
the forward-facing seat near the door; I sat down between her and the window and closed my
eyes. Even at rest, the train trembled with a fierce energy. Something near my ear rattled, and I
opened my eyes to see one of the windowpanes jiggling against the frame. I put up my gloved
hand to still it.Through the dirt on the glass, I saw a figure on the platform that looked familiar,
and my heart jumped.Could that be Anne?But my friend was supposed to be with her brother
Francis at Venwell, their family estate in Scotland, for another fortnight.I found the least grimy
part of the window and peered out. The woman had Anne’s dark hair, coiled in the same style
Anne always wore and the same slim shoulders wrapped in a blue coat. As she turned her head
to look at the train, my hand was already up to wave—But it wasn’t Anne. Of course not.The
disappointment pushed like a weight at my chest. I leaned back against the velvet, watching the
young woman disappear into the crowd of people, all shoving and bumping against one another,



like sheep in a shearing corral.If I’d had Anne with me last night, I could have borne it. When that
first pair of ladies darted looks at me and raised their fans to hide their mouths, Anne would have
raised her own fan and whispered things that would’ve helped me swallow down my growing
discomfort. But the entire Reynolds family was avoiding the Season because of an awful article
about Anne’s brother that had appeared in the Courier a few months ago. So I’d stood alone, half-
hidden by a marble pillar, and tried to keep the color from mounting to my cheeks while I
wondered what on earth people could be saying. I was an heiress with a respectable dowry of
ten thousand pounds per annum. I was twenty years old, not unattractive (though I lacked the
fair beauty of my mother), with a name and title that stood well up on the list of landed gentry,
and no scandal attached to me. As such, I was considered a fine catch in the marriage market—
as Anne and I joked dryly, much like tenderloin at the butcher. And it was only my third Season,
so it’s not as though my goods were rotting.I had opened my dance card and noticed that it was
oddly empty. And then, as I stood with my gloved hand pressed against the pillar, I heard Lady
Nestor say that she had it on good authority that my family’s fortunes were slipping, and my ten
thousand pounds per annum was soon to be a thing of the past.I felt a sick churning in my
stomach, and the ballroom suddenly seemed unbearably hot. I slid farther behind the pillar,
resisting the urge to find my mother then and there, to ask whether what Lady Nestor said was
true. I forced myself to compose my face, to remain where I was, and wait the two agonizing
hours until we were finally back in our rooms.And then there were two more agonizing hours
listening to her rage at me that yes, it was true—and wasn’t I sorry because now I would pay for
my stupidity—I, who was selfish—selfish—selfish—always—Our carriage rattled as heavy cargo
doors slammed closed; the stationmaster blew his whistle again and made the last call for
people to board. I turned to look at my mother. She gazed vaguely at the soap advertisement,
her gloved hands resting on her reticule, the laudanum smile hovering around her lips. I didn’t
know if I preferred her screaming at me or completely absent like this.Over the years, I’d learned
that when there was a raw edge to her rage, it was often because she had missed her
laudanum, or because she’d drunk more than a glass or two of champagne. But her accusations
from last night still hurt me, and frightened me too. I wasn’t such a fool as to believe that my
personal charms were enough to preserve my place in the marriage market. Without a dowry, I
would no longer be one of the choicer cuts of beef. I wondered bitterly what I’d be now. The skirt
steak, perhaps, in need of a hearty sauce to conceal its indifferent quality.I swallowed the lump
in my throat and looked back out the window, wishing desperately that the train would pull out of
the station. What on earth was taking so long?The handle to our compartment turned with a
sharp click, and the door swung in. A heavy-set, well-dressed gentleman entered our carriage
and stowed his briefcase on the rack overhead.How strange! We’d reserved a private
compartment—at least, I thought we had. But perhaps this was part of our change of fortune, a
small way that my mother chose to retrench, as Miss Rush put it. My mother merely smiled
distractedly at him, and I didn’t want the fuss of calling a porter, or whomever one called in such
cases. Without taking a bit of notice of us, he sat down opposite, facing the rear of the train,



placed his hat on the seat beside him, folded his hands across his chest, and closed his
eyes.He would’ve caught Anne’s painterly eye. His bald head was egg-shaped, narrow at the
top, and fuller at the bottom; he had eyebrows as bristly as Mr. Jaggers’s in Great Expectations,
and his thin lips turned down sourly. He remained utterly still, except for his jowls, which
shuddered as the train began to move.Rain knifed against the windows as we pulled out of the
station. Finally, after several weeks away, we were going home. I’d never liked London, with its
rotten yellow air; its hordes of people and cabs and carriages that fought for space on the
streets; the working men who walked with their shoulders hunched, as if merely getting through
the day was a burden on their backs.And the gossip that filled the air like mosquitoes over a
swampland.I’d never come here again if I could help it.As the train sped up, the silver telegraph
lines above dipped and curved faster than my eyes could follow, and the wooden poles blurred
together. The rhythm of the wheels lulled me into a sort of stupor, and eventually I slept.Then
came a high-pitched screech of metal wheels on the iron track, and I was flung across the
compartment before I could put up my hands.Chapter 2My forehead smacked against the
opposite wall, and I fell backward, my hands clawing for purchase on something—anything—as
my eyes flew open.The carriage behind smashed into ours, and I pitched forward again, a
scream searing my throat. Our carriage groaned and creaked, and, to my horror, it began to tip
sideways. I clutched at the armrest on the seat, but something heavy hit me from behind, and
everything went black.I don’t know how long I was unconscious. When I woke, the carriage was
still. I was in a heap on the tilted floor, my forehead was throbbing, and everything, even my hand
on the wooden board, was a blur. I blinked hard, and the walls came into focus. The paneling
was splintered, and the side window was blown to bits, with only a jagged edge of glass
remaining. The air outside was dark with roiling gray smoke. Groggily, I pushed myself to sitting
and instantly felt like I was going to be sick. I took a few deep breaths and swallowed hard; then I
turned to find Mama. She was slumped beside me. The bald man and his briefcase were gone,
and we were alone.Then, above incoherent screams and the sounds of doors slamming open,
came audible shouts of “Fire!” and smoke was burning the back of my throat and stinging my
eyes.How close was it?I half-slid, half-scrambled to the window and looked out.A gust cleared
the air for a moment, long enough for me to see the curve ahead. The two black engines and a
tender had run wholly off the rails and up against an embankment. The half-dozen carriages
behind were accordioned haphazardly across the tracks. Brilliant fire leaped from the second
engine, the long orange fingers having already caught the first few carriages and reaching for
the next. Black smoke billowed into the air, and as I watched, sparks flew onto the rooftop of the
carriage in front of us, landed, and began to burn. I tore my eyes away, my heart thudding in my
chest.Mama lay limply on the floor between the seats, her skirts awry, her leg twisted under her,
her open eyes two black holes in her face.“Mama! Mama!” I shook her, hard, too frightened to be
gentle.She blinked. She was alive. I sobbed in relief. “Mama! The train is on fire! We have to get
out!”A splotch of red appeared on her cheek, as if it had welled up from inside her. I had a
second of panic, and then I tasted the metallic tang of blood at the corner of my mouth and put a



hand to my face. It came away smeared with red, and I felt a rush of relief as I realized the blood
was mine, not hers.I put my hands on Mama’s shoulders, and pulled her to sitting. “Mama,
please!”Her expression was dazed, but I wrenched myself to my feet and attempted to lift her.
She made it only as far as her knees before she reached over and groped for her reticule—the
useless little jeweled bag. Its handle was stuck around a spring that had torn through the velvet
of the seat, and she tugged at it feebly.“Never mind it, Mama! Never mind it!” I threw my arm
around her waist and dragged her toward the corridor. This side of the carriage was broken as
well, and dark smoke and bits of ash were filling the air, so I could barely see. I cried out,
expecting to find people from the other compartments—but there was no one—and no human
voices near us—just the roar and snap of the fire. Everyone else had already fled. As I stepped
into the corridor, my foot landed on nothing, and I tumbled backward, my palms scraping against
jagged wood. Panic rose in me as I realized that parts of the carriage floor were gone, and Mama
was like a dead weight on my arm—“Merde! Give her to me!” came a heavily accented voice.
From behind me, out of the smoke, emerged a man who reached over and seized my mother by
the waist. He was tall and broad, with a face as heavily bearded as a gypsy’s, and black eyes
that glittered dangerously. God knows where he came from, or how he knew we were in there,
but he wrapped one big arm around my mother to lift her over his shoulder, threw his other arm
around me, and got us all the way to the steps at the end of the carriage. Before I could touch the
railing, the man slapped my hand away from it. “No! Metal’s hot!” With nothing to balance me, I
stumbled down the stairs; he shoved Mama into my arms. “Vite! Vite! Get away from the train!
Go!” He sprang off the steps and ran toward the next carriage.Pieces of hot orange ash quivered
in the smoke. I gasped, but there was nothing to breathe except the scorching air. I half-carried,
half-dragged Mama along, the lick of the heat chasing us into a grassy field. Mama limped badly,
but I didn’t slow until we’d reached a place where the air was almost clear and dozens of people
crouched on the ground.Thank god we still had our travel cloaks on. The wind was chilling; there
was no shelter nearby; the nearest trees were too far to reach on foot. Exhausted and shaking, I
found a rock for us to sit against and wrapped my mother in half my cloak and all of her own. She
shivered against me and dropped her face into her hands. But I watched the horrible scene
before me, unable to look away.A second fire had sprung from a carriage in the rear, and all up
and down the train, people still clambered and crawled out of doors and windows, the well-
bodied helping the wounded, carrying them out on their backs and on makeshift stretchers. Near
the front of the train, a woman jumped from a carriage, her dress in flames, and began to run; a
man chased after her, but she raced on, her mouth open in a cry I couldn’t hear. Suddenly I
thought of Miss Rush, riding in one of the forward carriages because I’d kept her from joining
us.Out of the wave of guilt and shame came a desperate prayer that she was all right.And then I
heard the shrieks of terrified horses, shrill and piercing, sounding so much like my black mare
Athena that I had a panicked second before I remembered she was safe at home. I strained my
eyes to find the animals amidst the smoke, plunging and struggling against their handlers—but
there were none.It took a moment for me to realize what was happening.The horses were



burning alive in the stock cars.The thought of them, tortured by the sparks on their skin,
pounding the doors with their hooves and screaming in terror, brought hot tears to my eyes.I put
my fists to my mouth to keep from screaming myself.Finally, the water-trucks arrived, the
workhorses balking in the traces until the drivers used their whips to drive them toward the
burning wreck. Men in shirtsleeves pumped furiously while others directed hoses toward the
worst of the blaze until at last the flames began to subside.All around us people crowded, sitting
in the dirt or on a few scattered rocks: old men and young, the landed gentry side by side with
peasants, foreigners beside English folk, well-dressed ladies next to women in ragged shawls.
The disaster made no distinctions. A low, savage cry made me look up. A man limped by,
passing close enough for me to touch, holding a child to his chest as tenderly as if she were
asleep and he were carrying her to bed. But her brown hair was singed short—her light blue
dress was blackened and in shreds around her thin legs—and her arm—I could no longer look
or listen. With a sob, I put my head down, clasped my hands over my ears, and shut my eyes
tight.—How long had it been? Two hours, maybe three. It was growing dark. A light rain had
fallen briefly, and we were drenched. The burning carriages had become black smoldering ruins
against the gray sky, with stubborn bits of fire showing like darts amidst the wreckage. A chilling
breeze still gusted across the field. Wagons and carriages had begun to appear, rolling amongst
the crowd, making their own paths to retrieve friends and relations. Wheels creaked and scraped
over the uneven ground, lanterns swung in yellow arcs, and voices cried out names. But thus far
no one had called out for us.Our backs to the stone, Mama and I remained seated in the dirt. My
head throbbed if I moved it, so I wrapped my arms around my knees and rested my right temple
on my forearm. The cut on my head had stopped bleeding, but the left side of my face and neck
was sticky with blood. Mama was unconscious, slumped against my shoulder, but she was
breathing normally, so I let her be. For once I was glad for laudanum’s soporific effect. It was
better that she wasn’t awake for this. I wished I didn’t have to be, and I had never been so
cold.Then I heard a man’s voice, close to my ear, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder: “Are you
all right?” A pause. “Miss, I’m a surgeon. I’d like to help you, if I may.”I needed to respond, to
move, to say something. But my whole body was achingly stiff.“Miss, can you hear me?”I lifted
my head to see a man kneeling at my side. He looked to be only a few years older than myself.
His dark hair was wet from the rain, and there were flecks of mud on his face. His eyes darted to
my forehead.He bent toward me. “You’ve a nasty cut on your head. May I help you? And is this
your mother?” His voice, kind and steady, had a trace of an accent that I couldn’t place. Welsh,
maybe. Or Scottish.“Miss, can you speak?” he asked insistently.“Yes.” It came out like a croak.He
looked relieved. “Good. Are you hurt anywhere else, besides your head?”“No. But I’m not sure
about my mother.” My throat felt raw, but I forced the words out: “She fainted.”He reached inside
his coat and drew out a stethoscope. “Don’t worry. It’s quite usual in railway accidents. She
probably just needs to get warm and take some stimulant. There’s a wagon nearby, come to
remove people to a hotel at Travers. I’d like to get you both on it.”“Travers?” I repeated. “But that’s
not on the railway line.”“No. You’re just a few miles north of Holmsted. But Travers is the closest



town with lodging.”His stethoscope was different than the one our old family doctor used; his had
only one earpiece whereas this man’s had two. Quickly, he placed one in each ear. With his right
hand, he supported Mama’s shoulders, and with the other he applied the round end of the
stethoscope to her chest. Deftly his fingers felt for her wrist, his lips moving faintly. His
expression revealed neither relief nor anxiety, though I had the impression that he was practiced
at keeping his face calm. It was a handsome face, with high cheekbones, dark eyebrows, and a
full mouth, though his dark hair was too long to be fashionable, and it was clear he’d once
broken his nose. The shoulders of his coat were stained dark from the rain, and his trousers
were smeared with mud. I wondered how long he’d been out here.He tucked the stethoscope
back inside his coat. “Have you tried to rouse her?”I shook my head. “I think she hurt her leg. I
had to drag her most of the way here.”“You did a good thing, getting her away from the fire. The
smoke can be poisonous.” He moved his hands to her ankles, felt them gently.“Is she all
right?”“She has a bad sprain on her left ankle, but nothing’s broken so far as I can tell.” He
looked again at my forehead. “I’d like to take care of that cut for you, so no infection sets in.”I
reached up for my forehead, but he caught my hand at the wrist.“Don’t touch it.”I stared,
alarmed. “Is it bad?”“Not at all,” he said. “A few stitches’ worth.”“Now?”“Yes. It won’t take long.
Can you lie back?” He took a towel from his bag and folded it into a rough square. “Put your head
here.”Watching him uncertainly, I rolled slowly to the ground, resting my head on the towel. But
lying flat made me sick again, worse than before, and I turned away from him, retching into the
grass. Mortified, I stayed turned away, even when I’d finished.“Take this.” Around my shoulder
came his hand, proffering a damp handkerchief. “It’s all right. We’ll get you to Travers, and you’ll
be fine.”I wiped my mouth and lay back, sweating and trembling.“I’m going to give you something
that will make this easier.” He placed some cotton in a little paper cone and dribbled some clear
liquid out of a green bottle. It smelled sweet, and dangerous, like Mama’s laudanum.“What is it?”
Panicking, I tried to sit up again. “What are you doing?”“It’s a spirit, called chloroform,” he said
patiently. “You breathe it in, and it’ll make you fall into a light sleep. As soon as I’m finished
stitching—it should only take a minute or two—I’ll take it away and you’ll wake up. I’ve poured
only the smallest dose.”He held the cone, waiting, but made no move to force it upon me.The
idea of letting a stranger put me to sleep should have terrified me. But I looked into his face and
saw both compassion and intelligence. And then he gave a smile, brief but reassuring. “Truly, I’m
a surgeon, not some madman. If you’d prefer, you can wait ’til you arrive at the hotel. But I’m
afraid there won’t be a doctor to help you.” He glanced over the field, taking a measure of the
suffering around him. “I expect to be here for a while.”I nodded and lay back.He placed the cone
gently over my nose. “Now breath in and count backward from ten for me,” he said, taking my
hand at the wrist.The first breath was bitter and sweet at once, and then the smell faded. I closed
my eyes obediently. “Ten, nine, eight…”And when I woke, his hand was on my wrist, his face
close, but blurred. “Can you hear me?”“Yes,” I whispered and tried to sit up, but my limbs
wouldn’t move.“Lie still. Your head will clear in a few minutes. Take some deep breaths.”The air
was cold and stank of oily smoke, but I could also smell the wet earth underneath me, loamy and



rich. He was right. With each breath, the fog in my head lifted, my limbs regained feeling, and the
world came back into focus. I watched him pack up his bag, stowing his needle in a little case
and winding the unused suturing material into a tidy loop. When he finished he turned back to
me and smiled. “How are you feeling now?”I pushed myself to sitting. “All right, I think.” Gingerly, I
reached up and felt a strip of bandage and some plaster.He jerked his head over his shoulder.
“The wagon’s right there. I don’t want you to miss it. There may not be another for a while.”The
wagon and the horse were indeed only a few yards away. My head still ached, but I told him that I
was fine, truly, that I could walk.He looked skeptical. “I’ll take your mother first and come back for
you.”“No. I’m all right.” I rubbed my hands against my cloak, bracing myself to stand.He helped
me up and waited until I assured him that I was steady. Then he bent down, scooped Mama into
his arms, and carried her toward the back of the wagon, where victims were being settled
against bales of hay. I began making my way behind him, but I’d only taken a few steps when
white stars sparked in front of my eyes, the earth seemed to tilt sideways, an odd ringing began
in my ears, and I crumpled to the ground.Chapter 3The pillowcase under my cheek was coarse
and smelled of lye soap instead of the lavender I was used to. Confused, I tried to sit up and
immediately felt a dull throbbing near my left temple and an ache in my shoulder. A lamp burned
low on a table beside me, and gradually I made out a small, plain room with two beds, mine and
another, pushed against opposite walls. By the flickering light, I saw my mother’s hand, the
broad gold ring on her third finger. But this certainly wasn’t a room at my cousin’s house in
London. Where were we?Through the door came murmurs and cries, heavy footsteps up and
down an uncarpeted hallway, the clank of crockery on trays, doors opening and shutting.A hotel?
A hotel. Someone had spoken those words recently. Then I remembered. The doctor had said
we’d be taken to a hotel at Travers.The accident. The fire. The field. The afternoon’s horror came
flooding back. My own pain vanished, and I scrambled out of the covers and leaned over her
bed. “Mama?”She lay still.I put my ear to her chest and heard her heartbeat, faint but steady. Her
face was calm, remarkably peaceful in sleep. The lines of worry that usually etched her mouth
were softened. I felt her forehead to check for a fever, but it was cool, as was her hand. She
seemed absolutely fine. Thank god. My own hand trembling, I tucked hers under the
counterpane, and then, my back against the door, I slid to the floor, to give my heartbeat a
chance to return to normal.Cautiously, I felt again for the patch of plaster and the cloth bandage.
My head ached less now than it had in the field, and though my shoulder was sore, we were safe
and dry, and we’d be fine, thanks to the doctor.From just outside our door came a querulous
voice: “First I be bringin’ these linens to number thirteen, then I be fetchin’ water up for number
eight, and then I’ll see to their bloody fire! How many more’s going to come? We be almost full to
the rafters as it is—”“Hush, Lucy!” came a firm voice. “We’ll take in as many as we can. It’s our
duty as Christians. And they aren’t only coming to us. The railway is sending people anywhere
that can hold them. The Polk Hotel is taking them too.”“I’m just sayin’ I cain’t be everywhere doin’
everything, that’s all.” The voice went plaintive. “Miz Mowbray, I been on my feet since half past
five this mornin’, and—”“Oh, for goodness’ sake.” The unseen Mrs. Mowbray lost her patience.



“We’ve all been up since dawn. Here, give me that pitcher. I’ll take the water to number eight
myself—and then I’ve got to see if I can find someone to help that poor doctor.” A pause, and
then, somewhat dryly: “I don’t suppose you’d want to do that instead of fetching things up and
down stairs.”An audible gasp. “Oh, no, ma’am! I ain’t goin’ in there with all that blood and those
screeching folks!”“I thought not. Now, take the linens up, and see to the fire, and don’t waste your
breath in complaining.”“Yes’m.”What time was it? I pushed myself up from the floor and went to
the window to draw the curtains apart. The lamp, low as it was, turned the glass into a mirror with
nothing but darkness beyond. It must be well into the night. I put my hand up to shield my eyes
and brought my face close to the pane, so I could look out.Our room was on an upper floor of an
establishment that faced what appeared to be a main street. Above was a flat, black, starless
sky. Below, the gas lamps shone fuzzily upon cobblestones still wet with rain. There were shops
across the way, their plate-glass windows glinting. Most nights the street was probably empty at
this hour, but not tonight. Half a dozen hansom cabs, their lanterns dangling beside the
coachman’s boxes, stood in front of the hotel, and two wagons were stopped farther down, in
front of what looked like a third-rate boardinghouse.I let the curtains swing back in place.In the
lamplight, I caught sight of my hands. If they hadn’t been at the end of my own arms, I wouldn’t
have recognized them, blotched as they were with grime, and with crescents of more dirt—or
something else—under my nails. I looked down at my clothes and saw smears of mud, or blood,
around the hem of my dress. Where was my traveling cloak? My eyes swept the room. Someone
—I wondered whom—had taken it off me and hung it over the single wooden chair. I drew my
skirts back to see my feet in their stockings, which still looked fairly intact. Where were my
boots? Carefully, I crouched down to look under the chair. Someone had placed them neatly
next to each other; I pulled them out and laced them on.A mirror with blackened corners hung on
the wall above the washstand. My skin was filthy as a coal man’s, and the left side of my face
was splotched with dried blood. I picked up the pitcher on the washstand and felt the slosh of
water. I sniffed to be sure it wasn’t foul, then wet a bit of flannel that had been left for a towel and
wiped at my face, being careful of my bandage and my jaw, which was bruised and slightly
swollen. I combed my hair through with my fingers and twisted it back into a braid, studying my
reflection in the mirror. Better—though my eyes, usually blue, looked as black as if I’d been
taking Mama’s laudanum.After a quick glance to be sure Mama was still asleep, I slipped out the
door and closed it behind me. The hallway was just wide enough for two people to pass and lit
only by candles and sconces. The walls were painted an ugly green, with trim that had once
probably been white. There were eight or ten doors, mostly open, and I watched a maid go from
one room to the next delivering towels. I shrank back against the wall to be out of the way of
another maid who was carrying an armful of blankets. Behind her shuffled yet another, her face
sour as turned milk. She was bearing a tray with three bowls of broth.“Excuse me.” I stopped her.
“Is the doctor here?”She jerked her head toward the stairs at the end of the hall. “ ’E’s down in
the scull’ry, tendin’ to those poor souls,” she replied shortly. Her eyes went to my forehead. “What
d’you be needin’ with ’im? ’E’s already seen to you.”I bristled. “I was merely asking.”She shot a



disparaging look at my silk skirts. “Lady like yerself best be staying in yer bed. Pale as a ghost ye
are.” She turned away, muttering, “ ’Allways be crowded enough without people wanderin’ ’bout
bloody worse ’n useless.”I felt the sting of annoyance as I watched her disappear into one of the
rooms. I wasn’t bloody worse than useless when it came to wounds. But never mind.I took the
back staircase down to the first floor, where a narrow passage led toward the center hallway and
the front door. To the right was another staircase, presumably leading down to the kitchen; from
the left came the murmur of voices. I followed the sound down the hall and peered into a large
dining room full of people who seemed able-bodied but were clearly taking refuge from the
accident. On the opposite side of the hallway was a narrow room that was dark and empty; at the
front of the hotel was a more spacious parlor whose windows looked out onto the street.I
returned to the back stairs and descended. The smells of cheap tallow candles, burnt pastry,
and boiled onions rose to meet me, along with the scents of singed oil and scorched metal, and
as I reached the bottom I realized why. On the floor of the passageway were nearly a dozen
injured men and women. Some were sitting up; others were sprawled flat; many had makeshift
bandages around their limbs; most appeared to be in pain, although no one made much noise.
At the end of the passage were two doors, both closed. No doubt one led to the scullery and the
other to the kitchen. I stepped carefully so as not to kick anyone, but when I reached the doors, I
paused, suddenly uncertain.The maid was right. Lady Elizabeth Fraser, only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, The Dowager Countess of Kellham, probably belonged back in her room.
Except as I stood there, my fingertips feeling the rough grain of the wood under the paint, I had
the strangest feeling, and, though unfamiliar, it wasn’t wholly unpleasant. Tonight, at this hotel, I
was just another injured passenger. I turned to look at the people in the hallway. No one was
paying the least bit of attention to me. Indeed, no one here even knew me but my mother, and
she was fast asleep. For once in my life, I could behave as I chose.I pushed gently at the door
until the crack was wide enough that I could look in. As I suspected, this was the scullery half of
a large split kitchen. Two broad windows near the ceiling would have let in the sunlight had it
been day, but now the room was illuminated only by a few lamps whose sallow light caught the
metallic shine of cookware on a rack overhead and left the corners in shadow. The tin clock
above the twin sinks told that it was nearly one in the morning. The stove was still lit, with a
copper pot on the cooking surface, and the air was warm and damp. A young maid was filling a
second pot at the sink. Through vents that led to the room next door came the voices of several
maids and the clatter of dishes being put on trays.I pushed the door open a bit farther. Now I
could see that more injured people were lying on the stone floor, towels under their heads like
makeshift pillows. Some of them were groaning, others were silent. The maid turned toward me,
her eyes large and frightened.In the middle of the room stood a large wooden table much like
the one we had at home, where our scullery maids piled the dishes for washing and stacked the
clean ones to be put away. Tonight, this table had become a place to lay the patients.The doctor
from the field was bent over the table, stitching an ugly gash in a man’s shoulder by the light of a
lantern. He was wholly absorbed in the task, and I remained very still, not wanting to distract him.



He’d stripped to his white shirt, undone his collar, and rolled the sleeves above his elbows to
work. His hands moved skillfully over the wound, the muscles in his forearm shifting under his
skin, his fingers making tiny repetitive movements, the silver needle catching bits of light.The
patient was a large man, with a thick mane of dark hair and a cruel cut across his forehead in
addition to the one across his shoulder. He groaned and muttered a few words in French. The
doctor murmured, “Ne vous inquiétez pas, vous allez être bien,” groped for the cone that had
slipped sideways off the man’s nose, and replaced it. Then he picked up the lantern, held it near
the shoulder for a moment, put it down, made a few more stitches, and then picked up the lamp
once more to study the gash.The cone on the patient’s nose began to slip sideways again.He’d
told the man, Allez être bien. But everything didn’t look fine to me.I pushed the door all the way
open and stepped inside, my hand already reaching to replace the cone. “May I help you?”He
glanced up, and it took a moment before he recognized me. He bent over the man’s bloody
shoulder again. “Are you prone to fainting?” His voice was pleasant, but dubious.A fair question,
considering that the last time he saw me I’d fallen unconscious at his feet. But I’d helped our
groom Martin stitch up our horses many times—and Athena had gashes worse than this when
she came to us.“Not usually, no,” I said evenly.Without looking up, he said, “Good. Can you hold
the light here, and keep the chloroform on?”I wrapped my fingers around the handle of the
lantern and carefully adjusted the cone. I watched his hands; even Martin’s fingers didn’t move
so nimbly with a needle.“Bring the light this way, please.”I lifted it so it hung above the wounded
man’s shoulder.That’s when I saw the patient’s face. It was the man who’d helped Mama and me
off the train.I let out a gasp before I could stop myself, and the doctor looked up. “You’re all
right?”“I’m fine. It’s just—this man—he helped us off the train. And then ran to another carriage.
He must have been going to help them too.”“Yes, well. That’s probably why he ended up here.”I
bit my lip and prayed that he’d recover.Ten or twelve more quick stitches, a knot.“That’s enough
chloroform for now. Thank you.”I removed the cone and watched as he twirled the needle and
thread into a small efficient loop like he’d done after stitching my wound. He barely glanced in
my direction as he handed me a square of cloth. “Can you hold this to his head while I check his
leg?”I did as he directed.Together, we worked through the long night.—The pale gray light of
dawn was filtering through the scullery windows by the time we’d finished. The clock had chimed
half past five, and the doctor had stitched nearly two dozen wounds and set three bones, tying
them up with bandages ripped from the hotel’s white sheets. The proprietress, Mrs. Mowbray,
had called to us through the closed door to offer them, but she had not brought them in herself.
Instead, she sent a maid, who entered with her eyes screwed tight. She thrust the linens at me
and left again before I could thank her. Despite the wretchedness of the situation, I’d almost
smiled. The maid from upstairs wasn’t the only one who couldn’t bear the sight of blood.The
doctor sighed and arched his back, rolling his head from side to side. My back and shoulders
ached too, but there was also a feeling of satisfaction; every patient had been cared for and
removed to a bed upstairs. The room was empty except for the two of us. Even the maid who had
been boiling water for us all night had left.The doctor and I washed our hands with a bit of lye



soap from the wooden dish between the two sinks. As he bent over, a chain, with something
round and gold—a pendant?—fell out from his shirt collar. He tucked it back inside absently
before drying his hands on a towel. Then he stoked the fire in the stove and put some water into
a small, clean pot.“I wonder if there is any coffee,” he said, breaking the silence. But a quick
search revealed none, so he made tea instead, while I found two cups and saucers in a
cupboard.He tucked a spoon in his pocket and carried the pot and a pitcher of milk to the
threshold. “Let’s find a place to sit,” he suggested, shouldering the door open so I could go
through with the dishes and a sugar bowl.He led me upstairs to the narrow room that had been
empty earlier. It was almost too small to be considered a proper sitting room, but there were two
armchairs, one on either side of a table that was large enough for the tea things. The air smelled
of lamps whose wicks weren’t kept properly trimmed and had smoked badly—but the hearth had
been swept, and there were supplies for a fire. Outside the single window, which looked onto a
narrow alley, the rain fell, blurring the red bricks of the building opposite.I set the tea things
down, found the matchbox on the mantel, and lit a table lamp. By its light, I could see the room
more clearly. The walls were papered in a garish green that showed worn spots. On one wall, a
foggy mirror hung above a wooden cabinet with a few books behind glass. On the other wall,
above two straight-backed wooden chairs, hung a painting of cows in a field, an imitation of one
of the seventeenth-century Dutch masters. I perched on one of the ugly chintz-covered chairs. It
smelled of Macassar oil, no doubt accumulated from the hair of dozens of men who had sat
there previously. Into my mind leapt the image of Lady Lorry’s elegant ballroom; the contrast with
this shabby chamber was so stark that I felt a laugh forming in my throat.The doctor had rolled
some newspaper into spears and settled them on the grate; now he tonged some coal from the
hod into the fireplace. I handed him the box of matches, and he sparked and held one to the
newspaper, then sat back on his heels. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was so stained that
it would probably have to be thrown away. I realized I probably looked equally frightful, with my
bedraggled skirts and a bandage strapped across my forehead, and again I had to stifle a laugh.
What would Lady Lorry say if she could see me now?The fire crackled and spit from the rain
dripping down the chimney onto the hot coals, but soon it was burning well and taking the chill
from the room. I poured the tea into our cups, then spooned sugar into mine. I took a sip and
grimaced. It was dreadful, even with the sugar.He sat down in the other armchair. “Is it horrid,
then?”His r was softer than my English one. It came out like a purr. Scottish, I was almost
certain.“Rather.” I smiled. “But at least it’s hot.”He leaned back and took a long breath, his eyes
meeting mine. “I can’t tell you how grateful I am. The quicker I can be in those cases, the better.
Truly, your help made all the difference.”I felt my face flush.“I don’t even know your name,” he
continued. Our fingers had touched dozens of times throughout the night, as I handed him
materials, or as he shifted the lamp I held. But now he offered his hand forthrightly to me, as
though I were an equal, or one of the new suffragists. “I’m Paul Wilcox.”Ever since we’d finished
in the scullery, I’d been dreading this moment, wishing I could somehow avoid telling him who I
was. Over the past six hours, we’d developed an easy, even friendly, understanding. Revealing



my title would change things. It always did. And very suddenly, I realized I didn’t want that.“Miss
Fraser. Elizabeth Fraser.” I kept my voice steady as I said it; it was the legal truth, after all, even if
it was also a lie. I felt his hand close warm and steady over my own, while his eyes met mine,
measuring.“You’re not a nurse, surely.”I shook my head.“So how is it that you don’t faint, Miss
Fraser? Most men I know couldn’t have borne what you did tonight—and with no disrespect to
your sex, ladies are usually even less stalwart.” He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Did
you see that maid who brought us the sheets? She wouldn’t even open her eyes.”So he’d
noticed too. I gave a small laugh. “Well, I’ve helped take care of horses, when they were
injured.”He raised his eyebrows slightly. “Surely that’s not your profession.”“No. I just meant that
I’ve helped take care of our horses sometimes.”“Out of curiosity, how do you sedate a horse?” he
asked.I remembered the day Athena came to us, how she’d fought and kicked. “Laudanum and
sugar-water.”He looked startled. “Laudanum and sugar-water?”“Horses lap it up. After that”—I
shrugged—“it’s just a question of making sure they fall in the right direction.” I paused
meaningfully. “They’re rather hard to shift, once they’re down.”He laughed outright. “I imagine
they are.” He took a sip of the tea, winced, and held the cup between his hands for its warmth.
“So you and your mother live here in the country, not in London?”“In Levlinshire. We’d been in
London for a few weeks.” I hesitated. “You remember my mother then? There were so many of us
in that field.”He gave me an odd look. “Of course I remember. How is she?”“She’s sleeping
peacefully. Or she was, when I left her.”“When you’ve finished your tea, we’ll go see her.”I
nodded.“If she’s well, she can be moved,” he added. “No doubt you’ll want to get home, and
she’ll be more comfortable there.”“Dr. Wilcox—”“Mr. Wilcox,” he corrected me. “I’m not a
physician; I’m a railway surgeon.”I’d never heard of such a thing. “Do you work for the railway,
then?”He shook his head. “No. I help people who’ve been in railway accidents.”That truly
surprised me. “Are there enough people in railway accidents to keep you busy?”“Dozens—
though not all the accidents are as bad as yours, thank god.”I sat back in my chair. “So you only
help victims of railway accidents? You wouldn’t care for someone who had fallen off a ladder, or
been taken ill with a fever?”“Of course I would, if called upon. But railway injuries are my
specialty, and these accidents can result in some peculiar outcomes.”“What do you mean by
‘peculiar’?” I asked uneasily.Now he looked sorry that he’d brought up the subject and shook his
head reassuringly. “I don’t see any signs that your injury is one of those. But, if you’d like, I can
give you an example, to explain what I mean.”“Yes, please.”“You’ve heard of Charles Dickens,
the novelist?” he asked.“Of course.” I’d read all of his novels at least twice over.“In 1865, he
climbed out of the disaster at Staplehurst and dragged two other passengers out with him. Then
he went back for his case because it had the manuscript for Our Mutual Friend in it, and
afterward he spent several hours helping other victims, bringing them water and such. He even
managed to walk partway home. But the next day, he became dizzy and was shaking so badly
that he could barely sign his name; two weeks later, his legs started twitching, and he had such
nightmares that he couldn’t bring himself to get in bed at night. He’d stay up until he collapsed at
his desk.”“That’s odd. Why did he get worse instead of better?”“Quite often, people who are in



railway disasters suffer a special kind of nervous damage, which happens belatedly. Some
medical men call it ‘railway spine’ or ‘railway brain.’ My mentor, John Erichsen, and I believe it
has at least something to do with fright and shock, as well as an injury to the spine, but none of
us completely understands it yet.” He gave an encouraging smile. “I don’t want you to worry. And
it’s perfectly normal for people to have some nervous disorder for the first few days following an
accident—such as what you betrayed yourself just now.”I stared. “What did I do?”He gestured
toward the fire. “A coal sparked and fell. It barely made a sound, but you jumped in your chair
and spilt your tea.”Dismayed, I looked down at my lap. I wouldn’t have believed him, but there
was the proof, a cluster of spots the size of shillings, spreading on the silk.How could I not
realize that it had happened?“Miss Fraser, as I said, your unease is normal.” He paused and,
after a moment, added gently, “You’d have to be some sort of monster to witness what you did
and not be affected.”His sympathy was so frank and unexpected that it nearly undid me. Tears
pricked at my eyes, and I had to swallow the tightness in my throat. Finally, I said, “Does it go
away? The nervousness?”“Yes, with time. The difficulties usually occur only in those whose
nerves are already weakened by what we call a ‘complicating factor’—a previous condition, say,
or a tendency to be susceptible to suggestion.” He gave a faint shrug. “You know the sort—
people who are always fretting about their illnesses.”I choked on my tea. Mama’s nerves were
always disturbed, and “susceptible” didn’t begin to describe her. She’d only to hear about a new
illness before she began to wonder if she had it. “Then I think you should see my mother now.” I
set down my cup and rose from my chair.He looked surprised, but he took me at my word. “I’ll
fetch my bag from downstairs.”Chapter 4I drew the curtains apart to let in some light, and Mr.
Wilcox approached the narrow bed.Mama appeared to be fast asleep, but as he laid his hand on
her arm, her eyelids fluttered open. It took a moment for her eyes to focus; they settled briefly on
me, then skidded away, taking in the beds, the walls, the washstand, as if she were trying to find
a familiar object, something to tell her where she was.“Hello,” Mr. Wilcox said, using the same
soothing tone that I’d use to calm a skittish horse. “You’re at the Travers Inn, and you’re safe. My
name is Mr. Wilcox. I’m a surgeon, and I specialize in railway injuries, so I’ve come to check on
you. How are you feeling?”Mama didn’t reply, but her eyes shifted to his face and remained
there.Why didn’t she answer?I was used to her silence when she was under the influence of her
laudanum—but she hadn’t taken any in nearly a day.Mr. Wilcox laid his hand gently on her
forehead, and his expression remained cheerful. He opened his bag, and although there were
many silver instruments and some bottles inside, he brought out only his stethoscope. He
listened intently to Mama’s chest, moved the stethoscope to her abdomen, and then slid the disk
underneath her, so it lay behind her back.He moved so carefully that he barely disturbed my
mother at all; indeed, she seemed to calm under his touch. He took her pulse and smiled
encouragingly, lifted a candle and brought it toward her face and away several times, examined
her hands and arms and her legs, and at last removed the white gauze from her left ankle to
check it. My mother tensed, but she didn’t make a sound. As for myself, I had to stifle my
gasp.Her ankle was badly swollen at the joint and showed purplish partway up her leg. He



rewrapped it gently and then asked me to help turn her so that she was lying facedown. Mama
submitted to everything without a murmur, and I thought I even heard a sigh of relief when she
was settled, with the pillows arranged under her ankles to keep them raised. Though the entire
examination took no more than a quarter of an hour, he seemed to have gathered what
information he needed and put Mama at ease. But as he put his instruments away, his mouth
tightened in a way that worried me.I followed him out into the hallway. “Is her ankle broken?” I
asked anxiously.“I think it’s just a severe sprain. The bones seem fine.” His voice was subdued.I
kept with him toward the stairs. “Then what is the matter? Why isn’t she talking? And why did she
need to be turned like that?”“It’s just for the next few hours. Situating her so her spine is the
highest part of the body can prevent venous congestion around the spinal cord. But more
important, this position eliminates pressure upon the vertebral column, so it recovers more
quickly.” We walked together down the stairs. “It’s best to have her lie this way for at least three
out of every five or six hours for the next few days. I’m sure you can ask one of the maids to help
you if you can’t turn her yourself.”I halted in mid-step. “Do you mean we can’t go home?”He
shook his head, and then motioned to the doorway of the sitting room. “May we speak for a few
minutes?”My heart lurched, and with a knot forming in my stomach, I followed him into the room.
He turned to face me. “Miss Fraser, does your mother take an opiate?”I hadn’t expected him to
be so direct, and I felt a wave of shame for her weakness. “Laudanum, for her nerves,” I admitted.
“How could you tell?”“By her eyes.” His expression was sober. “The Italians call laudanum
‘belladonna,’ you know, for the way it makes women’s eyes look so dark and beautiful. But it can
be a dangerous habit. How often does she take it?”“I—I’m not sure.”“Only on occasion? A few
times a week? Or every day?” His voice was pragmatic and without judgment, as if he were only
gathering facts, and I felt some of my embarrassment fade.“Usually at night, before bed, to fall
asleep.” He waited expectantly, and I continued, “Sometimes when she wakes. And then other
times, when she’s nervous. She took an extra dose yesterday morning because she’s frightened
of trains.”“What is she like when the laudanum wears off? Is she easily upset? Fretful?
Anxious?”“Yes. All of those.” I swallowed. “She’s irritable and—well, nothing pleases her.”I saw a
flicker of sympathy in his eyes—and something else that came and went before I could name it.
But he said only, “So she missed her dose last night and again this morning.”“Yes.” The knot in
my stomach tightened. “Is that a problem?”“If she’s been taking it regularly, suddenly depriving
her of it can be just as dangerous as taking it in the first place. You don’t have any with you?”My
thoughts darted back to the moment when she had tried to pull her reticule off the spring in the
railway carriage and I’d told her to leave it. Had I held a secret hope that we could leave her habit
behind so easily? I felt a stab of guilt, and anger at my stupidity. “No. She usually carries a bottle
with her, but we—I—left it on the train.”He frowned. “I don’t have any to hand. I can obtain some,
but I fear dosing her without knowing how much she’s been taking. Do you have any idea? Does
she take a teaspoon at a time, or two, or—”“I’m not sure. She’s always kept the bottles in her
bedroom, in different places.” I felt the embarrassment return as I realized how this
sounded.“Always,” he repeated. “How long has she taken it?”“On and off, for the last fifteen years



or so,” I answered reluctantly. “There’ve been times when she stopped, but lately, it seems she
needs it more.”He walked over to the window and looked out onto the alley. His hands were deep
in his pockets, and though I couldn’t see his face, I could sense tension in his whole frame.“Why
does this matter so much?” I could hear the tightness in my voice. “Isn’t it better if she isn’t taking
it?”“Her nerves have become used to it,” he said over his shoulder. “Without it, she’ll develop
tremors, and eventually there could be nausea and vomiting, as well as agitation and trouble
sleeping.”“But she slept last night,” I protested. “You saw her just now—she was sleeping until
you woke her, even without her usual dose.”“Because she’d had extra yesterday.” He turned
toward me. “This isn’t the first time I’ve encountered opiate use in railway patients. What I’ve
found is that an accident excites the nerves, so laudanum patients temporarily need more than
usual to sustain their normal level of calm. The problem is that at higher doses, laudanum can
cause diminished breathing and heart rate. Not knowing her usual use, we will just have to be
careful.”My fingers clenched at the fabric of my skirt.His expression was pained. “I’m sorry, Miss
Fraser. I know I’m frightening you. But I think it’s best you know. We must keep her quiet and
calm for the next week, or possibly a fortnight. She shouldn’t be moved; she needs plenty of rest;
and I’ll administer the smallest amount of laudanum possible to keep any symptoms at bay. If we
do all this and watch her closely, I’m sure she’ll be all right.”I took a deep breath, relieved at his
words. “Of course. I’ll do everything. I’ll write home at once to send for our things—”“Before you
go, I have a few questions. They won’t take long.” He drew out a small pocketbook and a pencil
from his pocket. “Has your mother ever had whooping cough?”“Not that she’s ever
mentioned.”“Smallpox? Diphtheria? Pleurisy?”I shook my head after each.“And you are her only
child?” When I hesitated, he raised an eyebrow. “She had a miscarriage?”I winced. “No. But it
was a difficult birth, and he—Henry—died shortly after.” The weeks following Henry’s death still
pained me to remember.“When was this?”“Fifteen—no, sixteen years ago. I was four.”He wrote
several lines in his book.“Could something that happened so long ago be important?” I
asked.“Sometimes. Not always.” He put away his notebook. “The most important factors to her
recovery are resting her nerves and managing her laudanum. Do you know of a trained nurse
you could hire? It might be best to have one stay with her for the time being.”I was already
thinking of Jane Grace, a nurse who was cousin to our housekeeper, Mrs. Ellsworth. Kind and
intelligent, she had been with Miss Nightingale in the Crimean War and worked afterward in one
of the large hospitals in London. After Henry had died, she had come to take care of my mother
for several months. She’d been utterly unruffled by my mother’s fits of ill temper, and Mama liked
her well enough.I nodded. “I know a nurse who might be able to come. And if she’s unavailable,
I’m sure she can suggest someone else. But I’ll take care of Mama until she arrives.”“Very well. I
should have the laudanum to you by tomorrow, I hope, but for now…” From his bag, he drew a
small glass jar, which he handed to me. “This is a special salve. It smells peculiar, I know, but it
will help reduce pain and increase blood flow to the muscles and nerves, so they can retain their
usual tone. Apply it two or three times a day onto your mother’s back, arms, and legs. Not the
sprained ankle, of course.”He was reaching into his bag for something else, so I opened the jar



and took a sniff. The contents set fire to my nostrils.A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “It
isn’t meant to be inhaled.”I tried to stop gasping.He handed me a small packet. “This is tea. It’s a
special blend that will help keep her stomach calm. See that she drinks four or five cups daily.” I
nodded, and he removed a small bottle with a dropper and set it on the table. “Do you have a
pocket watch?”“Yes, upstairs.” I had one in the buttoned pocket of my cloak.“Have you ever
taken a pulse?”I shook my head.“Then I’ll show you how.” He reached out his hand. “May
I?”Hesitantly, I gave him mine. He’s a doctor, I told myself, for god’s sake. Be sensible! He
brushed back the long sleeve on my dress, and touched his fingers to the inside of my wrist,
below my thumb. His fingers were warm against my skin, and my heart jerked into an unsteady
rhythm that I hoped he couldn’t feel. “Do you see how I am placing my fingers?” he asked, then
let go of my hand. “Now, you do it.”I placed my right fingers over my left wrist.“No, do it on me. I
need you to be able to find it on her.”He positioned my first and second fingers near the base of
his thumb. I held my breath, stilling my entire body, so that I could find the faint pulse of his blood.
There it was, steady as a clock.I was glad he could no longer feel mine.“Can you feel it clearly
enough to count?” he asked quietly.I nodded and met his gaze. The light was brighter now, and I
could see his eyes weren’t brown as I thought, but hazel.For a moment, neither of us
moved.Then he turned away to pick up the small bottle and dropper. “The sudden withdrawal of
the laudanum can cause her pulse and blood pressure to rise, so until I can get you more, I want
you to take her pulse at the top of every hour. If it rises above one hundred and five beats per
minute, you should administer this.”“What is it?”“A mild sedative. It will bring her pulse back
within a healthy range and help soothe her nerves. Put six drops in some broth, or even water, to
help her swallow it.”“All right.” I watched as he began to close his bag. “Are you going to bleed
her?” That’s what our physician had done sometimes to ease Mama’s nerves after my father
died.“No.” He slid the straps into the buckles. “Usually railway injuries require an influx of fluids,
not a loss of them.” He fastened the last clasp. “But you’ll want to keep the room dim to minimize
excitation.”A dim room, the salve, the tea, and the sedative drops. I could manage that. “Is there
anything else?” I asked.“Your mother will need distraction, something to keep her mind off the
accident.” He gestured behind me, and I turned to look at the cabinet of books. “Is there anything
in there that she might find amusing?”I opened the glass door and glanced through the volumes
on the top shelf.“Nothing too sensational,” he said, a smile shading his voice. “I wouldn’t choose
Mr. Collins or Mrs. Braddon.”Most of the books were inexpensive copies of sermons or
sensational penny dreadfuls, none of which Mama would enjoy. My eyes were drawn to the one
fine leather-bound volume on the second shelf. I pulled it out, and to my surprise it was a title I
recognized. “It’s the first volume of The Eustace Diamonds,” I said aloud. The very same book
was in one of our trunks, somewhere in the wreckage.“You didn’t like it?” he asked.I looked
up.“You had a peculiar look on your face just then,” he said.“Did I? I was thinking about how our
copy was in our trunk. On the train.” I ran my fingers over the seams in the binding. “The
heroine’s name is Elizabeth too—only they call her Lizzie and she’s rather wicked. Have you
read it?”“No. I haven’t seen it at Moody’s yet.”I flushed. Stupid of me. Of course he would read it



by subscription. A surgeon didn’t have the money to spend on gilt-edged volumes of novels.If he
saw my embarrassment, he didn’t let on. “Once your nurse arrives, I don’t want you to spend
more than an hour or so in the sickroom, for the sake of your own spirits. But I think it would be
good for you to read aloud to your mother. Your voice, being familiar, may help reassure her, and
the story itself will redirect her mind from the accident.”“I’ll try some when she wakes.”He looked
carefully at me. “There’s one other thing. There may come a time when she wishes to speak of
the accident. If it doesn’t distress you to listen, try to let her.”“But I thought you wanted me to
distract her from thinking about it.”“Yes, for the first day or two. But eventually, if she wants to
speak of it….” He hesitated. “I’ll be frank, Miss Fraser. Plenty of medical men will tell you that
talking about the accident is a form of brooding and only causes their patients more harm. But
that hasn’t been my experience. I find it’s more like an infection. Just as the pus has to come out
of the body before it can heal, the words have to come out of her mouth before the horror of the
memory will go away.” He gave a wry look. “It’s an unorthodox notion, I know. Most people will tell
you I’m spouting utter rubbish.”Mama didn’t speak to me about much of anything these days, but
for all I knew, she might want to talk about the accident, seeing as I was the one who had been
with her. “All right,” I said slowly. “If she wants to talk about it, I’ll let her.” I paused. “Should I be
worried that she hasn’t spoken since the accident?”A frown creased his brow. “It’s not unusual in
railway cases. Speech often comes back in a day or two. Try not to worry.” He shifted his bag
from one hand to the other. “I need to go. I have patients to see over at the Polk Hotel.”“Don’t you
need to sleep?”He smiled and shrugged. “I’ll be back this evening.”“Thank you,” I said gratefully.
“For everything you’ve done.”He put out his hand for mine, and this time I gave it to him without
hesitating. “Thank you for your help.”“You’re welcome.”Another one of those half-smiles, and he
was gone. My hand felt cold after the warmth of his was withdrawn. I heard the hotel door open
and close, and I stepped to the window to watch him leave.But he didn’t appear on the front
steps. Instead I heard his voice again, in the hallway: “Why, Tom! I thought you were in London.”“I
just got in,” came another voice, low and hoarse, as if the speaker had a head cold. “Took me
half the damn night to get here, what with the accident. Just spent an hour on the back of a
bloody horse. God, I hate horses. My arse is about raw. Where were you when it happened?”“On
my way to the station, so I was close, thank god,” Mr. Wilcox answered. “I spent a few hours in
the field, and then I followed the wagons back here. Have you seen the wreck?”“Yes—it’s
bad.”“Well, Palmer said it would be. He knew.”“That’s what I need to tell you.” Tom’s voice
dropped. “Palmer’s dead. He was thrown off a train two nights ago at Chumnley Bridge.”I caught
my breath. Had I heard him correctly?Mr. Wilcox gave a low sound that might have been a
curse.“The papers are saying it’s an accident,” Tom continued. “But his wife said two men came
to the house a few nights ago and warned him to stop asking questions about what happened to
his report. They told him if he tried to contact anyone at the bureau or the commission, they’d
make sure he never worked again.”“My god.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was strained. “That poor man.
And his poor family.”“I know.” A gravelly cough. “But with him gone, we’ve got to be damn sure we
keep Michael safe. Where is he? What’s he doing?”“He’s upstairs. I assume he’s sleeping.”“He



can’t stay here, Paul. We need to get him to London tomorrow. Can he use your rooms? No one
will look for him there.”“Of course. I have to be back home in a day or two, but I’ve a couch he
can use as long as he likes.”Their voices were quieter now, and I moved toward the door to
listen.“What about your housekeeper?” Tom asked.“She won’t ask questions. Tell him the key is
on the ledge above the window.”“All right. But you know what this means. Palmer was probably
right about Malverton too.” Another cough. “We’re going to have a look on Monday morning.
You’ll come, won’t you? To help?”“I can’t, Tom.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was regretful.“What?” Tom’s
voice rose again. “For god’s sake! We only have until Tuesday. You know that if we don’t find
tangible proof that we can bring back and show them, more people are going to die—dozens of
people—”“You think I don’t know that?” Mr. Wilcox’s voice sharpened. “But I’ve got fifty patients
right here—some of them in critical condition—not to mention half a dozen in London.” A pause.
“We’re on the same side of this fight. Remember?”A deep sigh and Tom’s voice flattened. “I
know. Sorry. Where’re you going now?”“The Polk Hotel. I had them bring the worst cases here,
so I could see them straightaway. I haven’t even been over there yet.”“Then I’ll walk with you.
There’s more I have to tell you.”The door opened and shut. I stepped hastily to the window and
peered out from behind the curtain. Mr. Wilcox’s back was to me, but I could see his companion
in profile. Tom was shorter and stouter than Mr. Wilcox and appeared to be a few years older. His
brown hair was cropped close to his head, and he had a round face and a small, turned-up nose.
His hands were jammed into the pockets of his coat as they stood at the curb, waiting for a
hansom cab to pass. Tom was talking quickly, his eyes fixed on Mr. Wilcox. Then they stepped
between two carriages, crossed the street, and were lost to view.I stood for a few minutes,
staring at the corner the men had vacated and mulling over what I’d just heard. Had someone
truly been thrown off a train? And who was Michael, and why did he need to hide in London?
What was happening on Tuesday? And what did Tom mean about more people dying?The rain
had let up, and there was only wind—wind that came through the cracks in the window leading
and made a hollow sound as it whirled around the chimney. I shivered. I was beastly cold and my
head ached, and I was suddenly so tired that the words Mr. Wilcox and Tom had exchanged
were becoming jumbled in my memory.At first I tried to hold them in place. But with a pang of
guilt, I realized that what I should be doing was trying to forget them. I wasn’t supposed to have
overheard any of that, and I certainly shouldn’t have strained to eavesdrop, especially once I
realized that their conversation was private and important.Besides, I had plenty to worry about,
looking after my mother and myself.I started toward the kitchen to find someone who could
supply me with some stationery and a penny-stamp. I had to send a letter to Mrs. Ellsworth to let
her know where we were and that we were safe, to have her pack up a trunk of our things for
Martin or Timothy to bring, to see if she had news of Miss Rush or anyone else we knew on the
train, and to ask if Jane might be available to come.In the kitchen, I found Mrs. Mowbray, who—
despite having been up most of the night and being in the process of receiving the morning
deliveries from the butcher—was wonderfully kind. She found me some writing paper and a pen,
and, when I’d finished my note, said she’d send it straightaway. She also told me there was one



last bed in the attic; Jane, or whomever Jane sent, could stay there until another room opened
up on our floor.By the time I had taken care of everything it was nearly noon. I longed for a hot
bath, but I was too tired to do anything but go to bed.I removed my soiled dress and slid between
the sheets. The bed-warmer had long gone cold, and my feet were half-frozen. I drew them up,
tucked my chemise around my toes, and immediately fell asleep.Chapter 5When I woke, it was
dark save for the faint yellow glow from the street lamps outside. I was hungry and sluggish, the
way you feel when you’ve been abed all the wrong hours. I pushed aside the covers. Mama was
still asleep, though she moved restlessly and her eyelids were fluttering.A Lady in the Smoke is a
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mother’s nerves were brittle as a porcelain teacup worn thin around the edge, which is why she
took an extra dose of laudanum before we boarded the train home that day. I doubt anyone



around us on the crowded platform could have guessed that she had a tincture of opium and
alcohol running through her veins at half-past eleven o’clock in the morning. Looking at her,
they’d see only a well-dressed gentlewoman, her face tranquil, and her fair hair beautifully
arranged under an expensive hat.But I knew. In the ten years since my father had died, I’d
learned how to recognize when she’d taken an extra sip from the brown bottle she kept in her
reticule: by her dreamy silence, by the faint smile that came and went without cause, and a
certain softness to her chin, like a blur in an unfinished portrait.I glanced sideways. Yes, she was
very different now from what she’d been a mere ten hours ago, when we were alone in our rooms
—her voice hard, her face contorted with fury—A shriek cut through the dull roar inside the
station, and our train rounded the corner, the racket of the wheels driving the pigeons off the
rafters and into a whirl of feathers. The engine came to a halt, belching steam and filling the air
with the smells of coal dust and burnt oil.“Up train to York,” bellowed the stationmaster, “running
express to Hertford and stopping at all points north!”Railway servants in red uniforms rushed to
the first-class carriages with sets of wooden steps, and passengers started to disembark. In a
few minutes, we’d be on our way out of this godforsaken city.“Lady Fraser! Lady Elizabeth! Oh,
my dears!” shrilled a woman’s voice.I kept my face averted. I didn’t want to see anyone I knew.
Please. Please just let us get on this train and be gone.“Lady Elizabeth! I say, Lady Elizabeth!”I
sighed and turned to see a plump woman trying to shift her way through the crowd. What was
her name? Miss Rush. She was one of my distant relations who had been at Lady Lorry’s ball
last night. Her round face was splotched pink with the effort she was making to reach us, and I
felt a pang of pity. She must exist on the farthest fringe of society, for apparently no one at the
ball had felt there was any social currency to be gained by telling her the rumors about us.
Otherwise, Miss Rush would have been watching us slyly and leaving us quite alone.“Are you
taking this train home, then?” she asked breathlessly as she drew near.I forced a smile. “Yes, we
are. And you?”“Oh, yes.” Miss Rush gave a quick, curious glance at my mother, who was staring
into mid-air. Then she gazed wistfully at the train. “But of course you are riding in a first-class
carriage! Alas, when one is retrenching, every farthing matters, as you know—but, then”—a little,
tentative laugh, and a wave toward the second-class carriages, close behind the smoking
engines—“you wouldn’t know, my dear—but no matter! I’d have endured any sort of travel for
such a ball! I didn’t see you dancing very often; but when you’re married, I’m sure you’ll have a
ball just as beautiful.”I winced and looked away. The first passengers were being helped aboard,
and people around us were beginning to push forward. I took my mother’s arm and said
apologetically, “I’m afraid my mother is very fatigued. We should go to our—”“And your cousin
looked just as a bride should with her new husband!” She leaned forward as if she were about to
confide a secret. “I’ve heard that Americans are brash and uncouth, but he wasn’t dreadful at all!
In fact, he was—”I let the crowd draw us apart, raised my hands helplessly, and called over my
shoulder, “I’m sorry we must go. I wish you a pleasant trip home.”“Oh! Of course! Goodbye, dear.”
She smiled brightly, like a child pretending not to be hurt, and gave a little wave as we turned
away.Something inside me shriveled at my selfishness, for not taking her hint and inviting her to



share our compartment. But if I had to listen to her prattle on about that wretched ball for hours,
I’d throw myself off the train like one of those mad people I’d read about in the
papers.“Miss?”One of the railway servants for the first-class carriages had his gloved hand out,
waiting to help me aboard.Mama was already inside, and as I stepped up, I could feel the
vibration of the train under my feet. I followed Mama down a corridor so narrow that it was a good
thing bird-cage crinoline skirts were no longer in fashion. Our compartment was the middle one
of three and quite spacious, but the windows were small, and the green velvet cushions lumpy
and frayed. On the backward-facing wall was a painted advertisement for Hudson’s Dry Soap
that featured a busy harbor at sunset. Mama took the forward-facing seat near the door; I sat
down between her and the window and closed my eyes. Even at rest, the train trembled with a
fierce energy. Something near my ear rattled, and I opened my eyes to see one of the
windowpanes jiggling against the frame. I put up my gloved hand to still it.Through the dirt on the
glass, I saw a figure on the platform that looked familiar, and my heart jumped.Could that be
Anne?But my friend was supposed to be with her brother Francis at Venwell, their family estate
in Scotland, for another fortnight.I found the least grimy part of the window and peered out. The
woman had Anne’s dark hair, coiled in the same style Anne always wore and the same slim
shoulders wrapped in a blue coat. As she turned her head to look at the train, my hand was
already up to wave—But it wasn’t Anne. Of course not.The disappointment pushed like a weight
at my chest. I leaned back against the velvet, watching the young woman disappear into the
crowd of people, all shoving and bumping against one another, like sheep in a shearing corral.If
I’d had Anne with me last night, I could have borne it. When that first pair of ladies darted looks
at me and raised their fans to hide their mouths, Anne would have raised her own fan and
whispered things that would’ve helped me swallow down my growing discomfort. But the entire
Reynolds family was avoiding the Season because of an awful article about Anne’s brother that
had appeared in the Courier a few months ago. So I’d stood alone, half-hidden by a marble pillar,
and tried to keep the color from mounting to my cheeks while I wondered what on earth people
could be saying. I was an heiress with a respectable dowry of ten thousand pounds per annum. I
was twenty years old, not unattractive (though I lacked the fair beauty of my mother), with a
name and title that stood well up on the list of landed gentry, and no scandal attached to me. As
such, I was considered a fine catch in the marriage market—as Anne and I joked dryly, much like
tenderloin at the butcher. And it was only my third Season, so it’s not as though my goods were
rotting.I had opened my dance card and noticed that it was oddly empty. And then, as I stood
with my gloved hand pressed against the pillar, I heard Lady Nestor say that she had it on good
authority that my family’s fortunes were slipping, and my ten thousand pounds per annum was
soon to be a thing of the past.I felt a sick churning in my stomach, and the ballroom suddenly
seemed unbearably hot. I slid farther behind the pillar, resisting the urge to find my mother then
and there, to ask whether what Lady Nestor said was true. I forced myself to compose my face,
to remain where I was, and wait the two agonizing hours until we were finally back in our
rooms.And then there were two more agonizing hours listening to her rage at me that yes, it was



true—and wasn’t I sorry because now I would pay for my stupidity—I, who was selfish—selfish—
selfish—always—Our carriage rattled as heavy cargo doors slammed closed; the stationmaster
blew his whistle again and made the last call for people to board. I turned to look at my mother.
She gazed vaguely at the soap advertisement, her gloved hands resting on her reticule, the
laudanum smile hovering around her lips. I didn’t know if I preferred her screaming at me or
completely absent like this.Over the years, I’d learned that when there was a raw edge to her
rage, it was often because she had missed her laudanum, or because she’d drunk more than a
glass or two of champagne. But her accusations from last night still hurt me, and frightened me
too. I wasn’t such a fool as to believe that my personal charms were enough to preserve my
place in the marriage market. Without a dowry, I would no longer be one of the choicer cuts of
beef. I wondered bitterly what I’d be now. The skirt steak, perhaps, in need of a hearty sauce to
conceal its indifferent quality.I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked back out the window,
wishing desperately that the train would pull out of the station. What on earth was taking so long?
The handle to our compartment turned with a sharp click, and the door swung in. A heavy-set,
well-dressed gentleman entered our carriage and stowed his briefcase on the rack
overhead.How strange! We’d reserved a private compartment—at least, I thought we had. But
perhaps this was part of our change of fortune, a small way that my mother chose to retrench, as
Miss Rush put it. My mother merely smiled distractedly at him, and I didn’t want the fuss of
calling a porter, or whomever one called in such cases. Without taking a bit of notice of us, he
sat down opposite, facing the rear of the train, placed his hat on the seat beside him, folded his
hands across his chest, and closed his eyes.He would’ve caught Anne’s painterly eye. His bald
head was egg-shaped, narrow at the top, and fuller at the bottom; he had eyebrows as bristly as
Mr. Jaggers’s in Great Expectations, and his thin lips turned down sourly. He remained utterly
still, except for his jowls, which shuddered as the train began to move.Rain knifed against the
windows as we pulled out of the station. Finally, after several weeks away, we were going home.
I’d never liked London, with its rotten yellow air; its hordes of people and cabs and carriages that
fought for space on the streets; the working men who walked with their shoulders hunched, as if
merely getting through the day was a burden on their backs.And the gossip that filled the air like
mosquitoes over a swampland.I’d never come here again if I could help it.As the train sped up,
the silver telegraph lines above dipped and curved faster than my eyes could follow, and the
wooden poles blurred together. The rhythm of the wheels lulled me into a sort of stupor, and
eventually I slept.Then came a high-pitched screech of metal wheels on the iron track, and I was
flung across the compartment before I could put up my hands.Chapter 1LIVERPOOL STREET
STATION, LONDON, MAY 1874My mother’s nerves were brittle as a porcelain teacup worn thin
around the edge, which is why she took an extra dose of laudanum before we boarded the train
home that day. I doubt anyone around us on the crowded platform could have guessed that she
had a tincture of opium and alcohol running through her veins at half-past eleven o’clock in the
morning. Looking at her, they’d see only a well-dressed gentlewoman, her face tranquil, and her
fair hair beautifully arranged under an expensive hat.But I knew. In the ten years since my father



had died, I’d learned how to recognize when she’d taken an extra sip from the brown bottle she
kept in her reticule: by her dreamy silence, by the faint smile that came and went without cause,
and a certain softness to her chin, like a blur in an unfinished portrait.I glanced sideways. Yes,
she was very different now from what she’d been a mere ten hours ago, when we were alone in
our rooms—her voice hard, her face contorted with fury—A shriek cut through the dull roar
inside the station, and our train rounded the corner, the racket of the wheels driving the pigeons
off the rafters and into a whirl of feathers. The engine came to a halt, belching steam and filling
the air with the smells of coal dust and burnt oil.“Up train to York,” bellowed the stationmaster,
“running express to Hertford and stopping at all points north!”Railway servants in red uniforms
rushed to the first-class carriages with sets of wooden steps, and passengers started to
disembark. In a few minutes, we’d be on our way out of this godforsaken city.“Lady Fraser! Lady
Elizabeth! Oh, my dears!” shrilled a woman’s voice.I kept my face averted. I didn’t want to see
anyone I knew. Please. Please just let us get on this train and be gone.“Lady Elizabeth! I say,
Lady Elizabeth!”I sighed and turned to see a plump woman trying to shift her way through the
crowd. What was her name? Miss Rush. She was one of my distant relations who had been at
Lady Lorry’s ball last night. Her round face was splotched pink with the effort she was making to
reach us, and I felt a pang of pity. She must exist on the farthest fringe of society, for apparently
no one at the ball had felt there was any social currency to be gained by telling her the rumors
about us. Otherwise, Miss Rush would have been watching us slyly and leaving us quite
alone.“Are you taking this train home, then?” she asked breathlessly as she drew near.I forced a
smile. “Yes, we are. And you?”“Oh, yes.” Miss Rush gave a quick, curious glance at my mother,
who was staring into mid-air. Then she gazed wistfully at the train. “But of course you are riding
in a first-class carriage! Alas, when one is retrenching, every farthing matters, as you know—but,
then”—a little, tentative laugh, and a wave toward the second-class carriages, close behind the
smoking engines—“you wouldn’t know, my dear—but no matter! I’d have endured any sort of
travel for such a ball! I didn’t see you dancing very often; but when you’re married, I’m sure you’ll
have a ball just as beautiful.”I winced and looked away. The first passengers were being helped
aboard, and people around us were beginning to push forward. I took my mother’s arm and said
apologetically, “I’m afraid my mother is very fatigued. We should go to our—”“And your cousin
looked just as a bride should with her new husband!” She leaned forward as if she were about to
confide a secret. “I’ve heard that Americans are brash and uncouth, but he wasn’t dreadful at all!
In fact, he was—”I let the crowd draw us apart, raised my hands helplessly, and called over my
shoulder, “I’m sorry we must go. I wish you a pleasant trip home.”“Oh! Of course! Goodbye, dear.”
She smiled brightly, like a child pretending not to be hurt, and gave a little wave as we turned
away.Something inside me shriveled at my selfishness, for not taking her hint and inviting her to
share our compartment. But if I had to listen to her prattle on about that wretched ball for hours,
I’d throw myself off the train like one of those mad people I’d read about in the
papers.“Miss?”One of the railway servants for the first-class carriages had his gloved hand out,
waiting to help me aboard.Mama was already inside, and as I stepped up, I could feel the



vibration of the train under my feet. I followed Mama down a corridor so narrow that it was a good
thing bird-cage crinoline skirts were no longer in fashion. Our compartment was the middle one
of three and quite spacious, but the windows were small, and the green velvet cushions lumpy
and frayed. On the backward-facing wall was a painted advertisement for Hudson’s Dry Soap
that featured a busy harbor at sunset. Mama took the forward-facing seat near the door; I sat
down between her and the window and closed my eyes. Even at rest, the train trembled with a
fierce energy. Something near my ear rattled, and I opened my eyes to see one of the
windowpanes jiggling against the frame. I put up my gloved hand to still it.Through the dirt on the
glass, I saw a figure on the platform that looked familiar, and my heart jumped.Could that be
Anne?But my friend was supposed to be with her brother Francis at Venwell, their family estate
in Scotland, for another fortnight.I found the least grimy part of the window and peered out. The
woman had Anne’s dark hair, coiled in the same style Anne always wore and the same slim
shoulders wrapped in a blue coat. As she turned her head to look at the train, my hand was
already up to wave—But it wasn’t Anne. Of course not.The disappointment pushed like a weight
at my chest. I leaned back against the velvet, watching the young woman disappear into the
crowd of people, all shoving and bumping against one another, like sheep in a shearing corral.If
I’d had Anne with me last night, I could have borne it. When that first pair of ladies darted looks
at me and raised their fans to hide their mouths, Anne would have raised her own fan and
whispered things that would’ve helped me swallow down my growing discomfort. But the entire
Reynolds family was avoiding the Season because of an awful article about Anne’s brother that
had appeared in the Courier a few months ago. So I’d stood alone, half-hidden by a marble pillar,
and tried to keep the color from mounting to my cheeks while I wondered what on earth people
could be saying. I was an heiress with a respectable dowry of ten thousand pounds per annum. I
was twenty years old, not unattractive (though I lacked the fair beauty of my mother), with a
name and title that stood well up on the list of landed gentry, and no scandal attached to me. As
such, I was considered a fine catch in the marriage market—as Anne and I joked dryly, much like
tenderloin at the butcher. And it was only my third Season, so it’s not as though my goods were
rotting.I had opened my dance card and noticed that it was oddly empty. And then, as I stood
with my gloved hand pressed against the pillar, I heard Lady Nestor say that she had it on good
authority that my family’s fortunes were slipping, and my ten thousand pounds per annum was
soon to be a thing of the past.I felt a sick churning in my stomach, and the ballroom suddenly
seemed unbearably hot. I slid farther behind the pillar, resisting the urge to find my mother then
and there, to ask whether what Lady Nestor said was true. I forced myself to compose my face,
to remain where I was, and wait the two agonizing hours until we were finally back in our
rooms.And then there were two more agonizing hours listening to her rage at me that yes, it was
true—and wasn’t I sorry because now I would pay for my stupidity—I, who was selfish—selfish—
selfish—always—Our carriage rattled as heavy cargo doors slammed closed; the stationmaster
blew his whistle again and made the last call for people to board. I turned to look at my mother.
She gazed vaguely at the soap advertisement, her gloved hands resting on her reticule, the



laudanum smile hovering around her lips. I didn’t know if I preferred her screaming at me or
completely absent like this.Over the years, I’d learned that when there was a raw edge to her
rage, it was often because she had missed her laudanum, or because she’d drunk more than a
glass or two of champagne. But her accusations from last night still hurt me, and frightened me
too. I wasn’t such a fool as to believe that my personal charms were enough to preserve my
place in the marriage market. Without a dowry, I would no longer be one of the choicer cuts of
beef. I wondered bitterly what I’d be now. The skirt steak, perhaps, in need of a hearty sauce to
conceal its indifferent quality.I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked back out the window,
wishing desperately that the train would pull out of the station. What on earth was taking so long?
The handle to our compartment turned with a sharp click, and the door swung in. A heavy-set,
well-dressed gentleman entered our carriage and stowed his briefcase on the rack
overhead.How strange! We’d reserved a private compartment—at least, I thought we had. But
perhaps this was part of our change of fortune, a small way that my mother chose to retrench, as
Miss Rush put it. My mother merely smiled distractedly at him, and I didn’t want the fuss of
calling a porter, or whomever one called in such cases. Without taking a bit of notice of us, he
sat down opposite, facing the rear of the train, placed his hat on the seat beside him, folded his
hands across his chest, and closed his eyes.He would’ve caught Anne’s painterly eye. His bald
head was egg-shaped, narrow at the top, and fuller at the bottom; he had eyebrows as bristly as
Mr. Jaggers’s in Great Expectations, and his thin lips turned down sourly. He remained utterly
still, except for his jowls, which shuddered as the train began to move.Rain knifed against the
windows as we pulled out of the station. Finally, after several weeks away, we were going home.
I’d never liked London, with its rotten yellow air; its hordes of people and cabs and carriages that
fought for space on the streets; the working men who walked with their shoulders hunched, as if
merely getting through the day was a burden on their backs.And the gossip that filled the air like
mosquitoes over a swampland.I’d never come here again if I could help it.As the train sped up,
the silver telegraph lines above dipped and curved faster than my eyes could follow, and the
wooden poles blurred together. The rhythm of the wheels lulled me into a sort of stupor, and
eventually I slept.Then came a high-pitched screech of metal wheels on the iron track, and I was
flung across the compartment before I could put up my hands.Chapter 1LIVERPOOL STREET
STATION, LONDON, MAY 1874My mother’s nerves were brittle as a porcelain teacup worn thin
around the edge, which is why she took an extra dose of laudanum before we boarded the train
home that day. I doubt anyone around us on the crowded platform could have guessed that she
had a tincture of opium and alcohol running through her veins at half-past eleven o’clock in the
morning. Looking at her, they’d see only a well-dressed gentlewoman, her face tranquil, and her
fair hair beautifully arranged under an expensive hat.But I knew. In the ten years since my father
had died, I’d learned how to recognize when she’d taken an extra sip from the brown bottle she
kept in her reticule: by her dreamy silence, by the faint smile that came and went without cause,
and a certain softness to her chin, like a blur in an unfinished portrait.I glanced sideways. Yes,
she was very different now from what she’d been a mere ten hours ago, when we were alone in



our rooms—her voice hard, her face contorted with fury—A shriek cut through the dull roar
inside the station, and our train rounded the corner, the racket of the wheels driving the pigeons
off the rafters and into a whirl of feathers. The engine came to a halt, belching steam and filling
the air with the smells of coal dust and burnt oil.“Up train to York,” bellowed the stationmaster,
“running express to Hertford and stopping at all points north!”Railway servants in red uniforms
rushed to the first-class carriages with sets of wooden steps, and passengers started to
disembark. In a few minutes, we’d be on our way out of this godforsaken city.“Lady Fraser! Lady
Elizabeth! Oh, my dears!” shrilled a woman’s voice.I kept my face averted. I didn’t want to see
anyone I knew. Please. Please just let us get on this train and be gone.“Lady Elizabeth! I say,
Lady Elizabeth!”I sighed and turned to see a plump woman trying to shift her way through the
crowd. What was her name? Miss Rush. She was one of my distant relations who had been at
Lady Lorry’s ball last night. Her round face was splotched pink with the effort she was making to
reach us, and I felt a pang of pity. She must exist on the farthest fringe of society, for apparently
no one at the ball had felt there was any social currency to be gained by telling her the rumors
about us. Otherwise, Miss Rush would have been watching us slyly and leaving us quite
alone.“Are you taking this train home, then?” she asked breathlessly as she drew near.I forced a
smile. “Yes, we are. And you?”“Oh, yes.” Miss Rush gave a quick, curious glance at my mother,
who was staring into mid-air. Then she gazed wistfully at the train. “But of course you are riding
in a first-class carriage! Alas, when one is retrenching, every farthing matters, as you know—but,
then”—a little, tentative laugh, and a wave toward the second-class carriages, close behind the
smoking engines—“you wouldn’t know, my dear—but no matter! I’d have endured any sort of
travel for such a ball! I didn’t see you dancing very often; but when you’re married, I’m sure you’ll
have a ball just as beautiful.”I winced and looked away. The first passengers were being helped
aboard, and people around us were beginning to push forward. I took my mother’s arm and said
apologetically, “I’m afraid my mother is very fatigued. We should go to our—”“And your cousin
looked just as a bride should with her new husband!” She leaned forward as if she were about to
confide a secret. “I’ve heard that Americans are brash and uncouth, but he wasn’t dreadful at all!
In fact, he was—”I let the crowd draw us apart, raised my hands helplessly, and called over my
shoulder, “I’m sorry we must go. I wish you a pleasant trip home.”“Oh! Of course! Goodbye, dear.”
She smiled brightly, like a child pretending not to be hurt, and gave a little wave as we turned
away.Something inside me shriveled at my selfishness, for not taking her hint and inviting her to
share our compartment. But if I had to listen to her prattle on about that wretched ball for hours,
I’d throw myself off the train like one of those mad people I’d read about in the
papers.“Miss?”One of the railway servants for the first-class carriages had his gloved hand out,
waiting to help me aboard.Mama was already inside, and as I stepped up, I could feel the
vibration of the train under my feet. I followed Mama down a corridor so narrow that it was a good
thing bird-cage crinoline skirts were no longer in fashion. Our compartment was the middle one
of three and quite spacious, but the windows were small, and the green velvet cushions lumpy
and frayed. On the backward-facing wall was a painted advertisement for Hudson’s Dry Soap



that featured a busy harbor at sunset. Mama took the forward-facing seat near the door; I sat
down between her and the window and closed my eyes. Even at rest, the train trembled with a
fierce energy. Something near my ear rattled, and I opened my eyes to see one of the
windowpanes jiggling against the frame. I put up my gloved hand to still it.Through the dirt on the
glass, I saw a figure on the platform that looked familiar, and my heart jumped.Could that be
Anne?But my friend was supposed to be with her brother Francis at Venwell, their family estate
in Scotland, for another fortnight.I found the least grimy part of the window and peered out. The
woman had Anne’s dark hair, coiled in the same style Anne always wore and the same slim
shoulders wrapped in a blue coat. As she turned her head to look at the train, my hand was
already up to wave—But it wasn’t Anne. Of course not.The disappointment pushed like a weight
at my chest. I leaned back against the velvet, watching the young woman disappear into the
crowd of people, all shoving and bumping against one another, like sheep in a shearing corral.If
I’d had Anne with me last night, I could have borne it. When that first pair of ladies darted looks
at me and raised their fans to hide their mouths, Anne would have raised her own fan and
whispered things that would’ve helped me swallow down my growing discomfort. But the entire
Reynolds family was avoiding the Season because of an awful article about Anne’s brother that
had appeared in the Courier a few months ago. So I’d stood alone, half-hidden by a marble pillar,
and tried to keep the color from mounting to my cheeks while I wondered what on earth people
could be saying. I was an heiress with a respectable dowry of ten thousand pounds per annum. I
was twenty years old, not unattractive (though I lacked the fair beauty of my mother), with a
name and title that stood well up on the list of landed gentry, and no scandal attached to me. As
such, I was considered a fine catch in the marriage market—as Anne and I joked dryly, much like
tenderloin at the butcher. And it was only my third Season, so it’s not as though my goods were
rotting.I had opened my dance card and noticed that it was oddly empty. And then, as I stood
with my gloved hand pressed against the pillar, I heard Lady Nestor say that she had it on good
authority that my family’s fortunes were slipping, and my ten thousand pounds per annum was
soon to be a thing of the past.I felt a sick churning in my stomach, and the ballroom suddenly
seemed unbearably hot. I slid farther behind the pillar, resisting the urge to find my mother then
and there, to ask whether what Lady Nestor said was true. I forced myself to compose my face,
to remain where I was, and wait the two agonizing hours until we were finally back in our
rooms.And then there were two more agonizing hours listening to her rage at me that yes, it was
true—and wasn’t I sorry because now I would pay for my stupidity—I, who was selfish—selfish—
selfish—always—Our carriage rattled as heavy cargo doors slammed closed; the stationmaster
blew his whistle again and made the last call for people to board. I turned to look at my mother.
She gazed vaguely at the soap advertisement, her gloved hands resting on her reticule, the
laudanum smile hovering around her lips. I didn’t know if I preferred her screaming at me or
completely absent like this.Over the years, I’d learned that when there was a raw edge to her
rage, it was often because she had missed her laudanum, or because she’d drunk more than a
glass or two of champagne. But her accusations from last night still hurt me, and frightened me



too. I wasn’t such a fool as to believe that my personal charms were enough to preserve my
place in the marriage market. Without a dowry, I would no longer be one of the choicer cuts of
beef. I wondered bitterly what I’d be now. The skirt steak, perhaps, in need of a hearty sauce to
conceal its indifferent quality.I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked back out the window,
wishing desperately that the train would pull out of the station. What on earth was taking so long?
The handle to our compartment turned with a sharp click, and the door swung in. A heavy-set,
well-dressed gentleman entered our carriage and stowed his briefcase on the rack
overhead.How strange! We’d reserved a private compartment—at least, I thought we had. But
perhaps this was part of our change of fortune, a small way that my mother chose to retrench, as
Miss Rush put it. My mother merely smiled distractedly at him, and I didn’t want the fuss of
calling a porter, or whomever one called in such cases. Without taking a bit of notice of us, he
sat down opposite, facing the rear of the train, placed his hat on the seat beside him, folded his
hands across his chest, and closed his eyes.He would’ve caught Anne’s painterly eye. His bald
head was egg-shaped, narrow at the top, and fuller at the bottom; he had eyebrows as bristly as
Mr. Jaggers’s in Great Expectations, and his thin lips turned down sourly. He remained utterly
still, except for his jowls, which shuddered as the train began to move.Rain knifed against the
windows as we pulled out of the station. Finally, after several weeks away, we were going home.
I’d never liked London, with its rotten yellow air; its hordes of people and cabs and carriages that
fought for space on the streets; the working men who walked with their shoulders hunched, as if
merely getting through the day was a burden on their backs.And the gossip that filled the air like
mosquitoes over a swampland.I’d never come here again if I could help it.As the train sped up,
the silver telegraph lines above dipped and curved faster than my eyes could follow, and the
wooden poles blurred together. The rhythm of the wheels lulled me into a sort of stupor, and
eventually I slept.Then came a high-pitched screech of metal wheels on the iron track, and I was
flung across the compartment before I could put up my hands.Chapter 1LIVERPOOL STREET
STATION, LONDON, MAY 1874My mother’s nerves were brittle as a porcelain teacup worn thin
around the edge, which is why she took an extra dose of laudanum before we boarded the train
home that day. I doubt anyone around us on the crowded platform could have guessed that she
had a tincture of opium and alcohol running through her veins at half-past eleven o’clock in the
morning. Looking at her, they’d see only a well-dressed gentlewoman, her face tranquil, and her
fair hair beautifully arranged under an expensive hat.But I knew. In the ten years since my father
had died, I’d learned how to recognize when she’d taken an extra sip from the brown bottle she
kept in her reticule: by her dreamy silence, by the faint smile that came and went without cause,
and a certain softness to her chin, like a blur in an unfinished portrait.I glanced sideways. Yes,
she was very different now from what she’d been a mere ten hours ago, when we were alone in
our rooms—her voice hard, her face contorted with fury—A shriek cut through the dull roar
inside the station, and our train rounded the corner, the racket of the wheels driving the pigeons
off the rafters and into a whirl of feathers. The engine came to a halt, belching steam and filling
the air with the smells of coal dust and burnt oil.“Up train to York,” bellowed the stationmaster,



“running express to Hertford and stopping at all points north!”Railway servants in red uniforms
rushed to the first-class carriages with sets of wooden steps, and passengers started to
disembark. In a few minutes, we’d be on our way out of this godforsaken city.“Lady Fraser! Lady
Elizabeth! Oh, my dears!” shrilled a woman’s voice.I kept my face averted. I didn’t want to see
anyone I knew. Please. Please just let us get on this train and be gone.“Lady Elizabeth! I say,
Lady Elizabeth!”I sighed and turned to see a plump woman trying to shift her way through the
crowd. What was her name? Miss Rush. She was one of my distant relations who had been at
Lady Lorry’s ball last night. Her round face was splotched pink with the effort she was making to
reach us, and I felt a pang of pity. She must exist on the farthest fringe of society, for apparently
no one at the ball had felt there was any social currency to be gained by telling her the rumors
about us. Otherwise, Miss Rush would have been watching us slyly and leaving us quite
alone.“Are you taking this train home, then?” she asked breathlessly as she drew near.I forced a
smile. “Yes, we are. And you?”“Oh, yes.” Miss Rush gave a quick, curious glance at my mother,
who was staring into mid-air. Then she gazed wistfully at the train. “But of course you are riding
in a first-class carriage! Alas, when one is retrenching, every farthing matters, as you know—but,
then”—a little, tentative laugh, and a wave toward the second-class carriages, close behind the
smoking engines—“you wouldn’t know, my dear—but no matter! I’d have endured any sort of
travel for such a ball! I didn’t see you dancing very often; but when you’re married, I’m sure you’ll
have a ball just as beautiful.”I winced and looked away. The first passengers were being helped
aboard, and people around us were beginning to push forward. I took my mother’s arm and said
apologetically, “I’m afraid my mother is very fatigued. We should go to our—”“And your cousin
looked just as a bride should with her new husband!” She leaned forward as if she were about to
confide a secret. “I’ve heard that Americans are brash and uncouth, but he wasn’t dreadful at all!
In fact, he was—”I let the crowd draw us apart, raised my hands helplessly, and called over my
shoulder, “I’m sorry we must go. I wish you a pleasant trip home.”“Oh! Of course! Goodbye, dear.”
She smiled brightly, like a child pretending not to be hurt, and gave a little wave as we turned
away.Something inside me shriveled at my selfishness, for not taking her hint and inviting her to
share our compartment. But if I had to listen to her prattle on about that wretched ball for hours,
I’d throw myself off the train like one of those mad people I’d read about in the
papers.“Miss?”One of the railway servants for the first-class carriages had his gloved hand out,
waiting to help me aboard.Mama was already inside, and as I stepped up, I could feel the
vibration of the train under my feet. I followed Mama down a corridor so narrow that it was a good
thing bird-cage crinoline skirts were no longer in fashion. Our compartment was the middle one
of three and quite spacious, but the windows were small, and the green velvet cushions lumpy
and frayed. On the backward-facing wall was a painted advertisement for Hudson’s Dry Soap
that featured a busy harbor at sunset. Mama took the forward-facing seat near the door; I sat
down between her and the window and closed my eyes. Even at rest, the train trembled with a
fierce energy. Something near my ear rattled, and I opened my eyes to see one of the
windowpanes jiggling against the frame. I put up my gloved hand to still it.Through the dirt on the



glass, I saw a figure on the platform that looked familiar, and my heart jumped.Could that be
Anne?But my friend was supposed to be with her brother Francis at Venwell, their family estate
in Scotland, for another fortnight.I found the least grimy part of the window and peered out. The
woman had Anne’s dark hair, coiled in the same style Anne always wore and the same slim
shoulders wrapped in a blue coat. As she turned her head to look at the train, my hand was
already up to wave—But it wasn’t Anne. Of course not.The disappointment pushed like a weight
at my chest. I leaned back against the velvet, watching the young woman disappear into the
crowd of people, all shoving and bumping against one another, like sheep in a shearing corral.If
I’d had Anne with me last night, I could have borne it. When that first pair of ladies darted looks
at me and raised their fans to hide their mouths, Anne would have raised her own fan and
whispered things that would’ve helped me swallow down my growing discomfort. But the entire
Reynolds family was avoiding the Season because of an awful article about Anne’s brother that
had appeared in the Courier a few months ago. So I’d stood alone, half-hidden by a marble pillar,
and tried to keep the color from mounting to my cheeks while I wondered what on earth people
could be saying. I was an heiress with a respectable dowry of ten thousand pounds per annum. I
was twenty years old, not unattractive (though I lacked the fair beauty of my mother), with a
name and title that stood well up on the list of landed gentry, and no scandal attached to me. As
such, I was considered a fine catch in the marriage market—as Anne and I joked dryly, much like
tenderloin at the butcher. And it was only my third Season, so it’s not as though my goods were
rotting.I had opened my dance card and noticed that it was oddly empty. And then, as I stood
with my gloved hand pressed against the pillar, I heard Lady Nestor say that she had it on good
authority that my family’s fortunes were slipping, and my ten thousand pounds per annum was
soon to be a thing of the past.I felt a sick churning in my stomach, and the ballroom suddenly
seemed unbearably hot. I slid farther behind the pillar, resisting the urge to find my mother then
and there, to ask whether what Lady Nestor said was true. I forced myself to compose my face,
to remain where I was, and wait the two agonizing hours until we were finally back in our
rooms.And then there were two more agonizing hours listening to her rage at me that yes, it was
true—and wasn’t I sorry because now I would pay for my stupidity—I, who was selfish—selfish—
selfish—always—Our carriage rattled as heavy cargo doors slammed closed; the stationmaster
blew his whistle again and made the last call for people to board. I turned to look at my mother.
She gazed vaguely at the soap advertisement, her gloved hands resting on her reticule, the
laudanum smile hovering around her lips. I didn’t know if I preferred her screaming at me or
completely absent like this.Over the years, I’d learned that when there was a raw edge to her
rage, it was often because she had missed her laudanum, or because she’d drunk more than a
glass or two of champagne. But her accusations from last night still hurt me, and frightened me
too. I wasn’t such a fool as to believe that my personal charms were enough to preserve my
place in the marriage market. Without a dowry, I would no longer be one of the choicer cuts of
beef. I wondered bitterly what I’d be now. The skirt steak, perhaps, in need of a hearty sauce to
conceal its indifferent quality.I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked back out the window,



wishing desperately that the train would pull out of the station. What on earth was taking so long?
The handle to our compartment turned with a sharp click, and the door swung in. A heavy-set,
well-dressed gentleman entered our carriage and stowed his briefcase on the rack
overhead.How strange! We’d reserved a private compartment—at least, I thought we had. But
perhaps this was part of our change of fortune, a small way that my mother chose to retrench, as
Miss Rush put it. My mother merely smiled distractedly at him, and I didn’t want the fuss of
calling a porter, or whomever one called in such cases. Without taking a bit of notice of us, he
sat down opposite, facing the rear of the train, placed his hat on the seat beside him, folded his
hands across his chest, and closed his eyes.He would’ve caught Anne’s painterly eye. His bald
head was egg-shaped, narrow at the top, and fuller at the bottom; he had eyebrows as bristly as
Mr. Jaggers’s in Great Expectations, and his thin lips turned down sourly. He remained utterly
still, except for his jowls, which shuddered as the train began to move.Rain knifed against the
windows as we pulled out of the station. Finally, after several weeks away, we were going home.
I’d never liked London, with its rotten yellow air; its hordes of people and cabs and carriages that
fought for space on the streets; the working men who walked with their shoulders hunched, as if
merely getting through the day was a burden on their backs.And the gossip that filled the air like
mosquitoes over a swampland.I’d never come here again if I could help it.As the train sped up,
the silver telegraph lines above dipped and curved faster than my eyes could follow, and the
wooden poles blurred together. The rhythm of the wheels lulled me into a sort of stupor, and
eventually I slept.Then came a high-pitched screech of metal wheels on the iron track, and I was
flung across the compartment before I could put up my hands.Chapter 2My forehead smacked
against the opposite wall, and I fell backward, my hands clawing for purchase on something—
anything—as my eyes flew open.The carriage behind smashed into ours, and I pitched forward
again, a scream searing my throat. Our carriage groaned and creaked, and, to my horror, it
began to tip sideways. I clutched at the armrest on the seat, but something heavy hit me from
behind, and everything went black.I don’t know how long I was unconscious. When I woke, the
carriage was still. I was in a heap on the tilted floor, my forehead was throbbing, and everything,
even my hand on the wooden board, was a blur. I blinked hard, and the walls came into focus.
The paneling was splintered, and the side window was blown to bits, with only a jagged edge of
glass remaining. The air outside was dark with roiling gray smoke. Groggily, I pushed myself to
sitting and instantly felt like I was going to be sick. I took a few deep breaths and swallowed hard;
then I turned to find Mama. She was slumped beside me. The bald man and his briefcase were
gone, and we were alone.Then, above incoherent screams and the sounds of doors slamming
open, came audible shouts of “Fire!” and smoke was burning the back of my throat and stinging
my eyes.How close was it?I half-slid, half-scrambled to the window and looked out.A gust
cleared the air for a moment, long enough for me to see the curve ahead. The two black engines
and a tender had run wholly off the rails and up against an embankment. The half-dozen
carriages behind were accordioned haphazardly across the tracks. Brilliant fire leaped from the
second engine, the long orange fingers having already caught the first few carriages and



reaching for the next. Black smoke billowed into the air, and as I watched, sparks flew onto the
rooftop of the carriage in front of us, landed, and began to burn. I tore my eyes away, my heart
thudding in my chest.Mama lay limply on the floor between the seats, her skirts awry, her leg
twisted under her, her open eyes two black holes in her face.“Mama! Mama!” I shook her, hard,
too frightened to be gentle.She blinked. She was alive. I sobbed in relief. “Mama! The train is on
fire! We have to get out!”A splotch of red appeared on her cheek, as if it had welled up from
inside her. I had a second of panic, and then I tasted the metallic tang of blood at the corner of
my mouth and put a hand to my face. It came away smeared with red, and I felt a rush of relief as
I realized the blood was mine, not hers.I put my hands on Mama’s shoulders, and pulled her to
sitting. “Mama, please!”Her expression was dazed, but I wrenched myself to my feet and
attempted to lift her. She made it only as far as her knees before she reached over and groped
for her reticule—the useless little jeweled bag. Its handle was stuck around a spring that had torn
through the velvet of the seat, and she tugged at it feebly.“Never mind it, Mama! Never mind it!” I
threw my arm around her waist and dragged her toward the corridor. This side of the carriage
was broken as well, and dark smoke and bits of ash were filling the air, so I could barely see. I
cried out, expecting to find people from the other compartments—but there was no one—and no
human voices near us—just the roar and snap of the fire. Everyone else had already fled. As I
stepped into the corridor, my foot landed on nothing, and I tumbled backward, my palms
scraping against jagged wood. Panic rose in me as I realized that parts of the carriage floor were
gone, and Mama was like a dead weight on my arm—“Merde! Give her to me!” came a heavily
accented voice. From behind me, out of the smoke, emerged a man who reached over and
seized my mother by the waist. He was tall and broad, with a face as heavily bearded as a
gypsy’s, and black eyes that glittered dangerously. God knows where he came from, or how he
knew we were in there, but he wrapped one big arm around my mother to lift her over his
shoulder, threw his other arm around me, and got us all the way to the steps at the end of the
carriage. Before I could touch the railing, the man slapped my hand away from it. “No! Metal’s
hot!” With nothing to balance me, I stumbled down the stairs; he shoved Mama into my arms.
“Vite! Vite! Get away from the train! Go!” He sprang off the steps and ran toward the next
carriage.Pieces of hot orange ash quivered in the smoke. I gasped, but there was nothing to
breathe except the scorching air. I half-carried, half-dragged Mama along, the lick of the heat
chasing us into a grassy field. Mama limped badly, but I didn’t slow until we’d reached a place
where the air was almost clear and dozens of people crouched on the ground.Thank god we still
had our travel cloaks on. The wind was chilling; there was no shelter nearby; the nearest trees
were too far to reach on foot. Exhausted and shaking, I found a rock for us to sit against and
wrapped my mother in half my cloak and all of her own. She shivered against me and dropped
her face into her hands. But I watched the horrible scene before me, unable to look away.A
second fire had sprung from a carriage in the rear, and all up and down the train, people still
clambered and crawled out of doors and windows, the well-bodied helping the wounded,
carrying them out on their backs and on makeshift stretchers. Near the front of the train, a



woman jumped from a carriage, her dress in flames, and began to run; a man chased after her,
but she raced on, her mouth open in a cry I couldn’t hear. Suddenly I thought of Miss Rush,
riding in one of the forward carriages because I’d kept her from joining us.Out of the wave of guilt
and shame came a desperate prayer that she was all right.And then I heard the shrieks of
terrified horses, shrill and piercing, sounding so much like my black mare Athena that I had a
panicked second before I remembered she was safe at home. I strained my eyes to find the
animals amidst the smoke, plunging and struggling against their handlers—but there were
none.It took a moment for me to realize what was happening.The horses were burning alive in
the stock cars.The thought of them, tortured by the sparks on their skin, pounding the doors with
their hooves and screaming in terror, brought hot tears to my eyes.I put my fists to my mouth to
keep from screaming myself.Finally, the water-trucks arrived, the workhorses balking in the
traces until the drivers used their whips to drive them toward the burning wreck. Men in
shirtsleeves pumped furiously while others directed hoses toward the worst of the blaze until at
last the flames began to subside.All around us people crowded, sitting in the dirt or on a few
scattered rocks: old men and young, the landed gentry side by side with peasants, foreigners
beside English folk, well-dressed ladies next to women in ragged shawls. The disaster made no
distinctions. A low, savage cry made me look up. A man limped by, passing close enough for me
to touch, holding a child to his chest as tenderly as if she were asleep and he were carrying her
to bed. But her brown hair was singed short—her light blue dress was blackened and in shreds
around her thin legs—and her arm—I could no longer look or listen. With a sob, I put my head
down, clasped my hands over my ears, and shut my eyes tight.—How long had it been? Two
hours, maybe three. It was growing dark. A light rain had fallen briefly, and we were drenched.
The burning carriages had become black smoldering ruins against the gray sky, with stubborn
bits of fire showing like darts amidst the wreckage. A chilling breeze still gusted across the field.
Wagons and carriages had begun to appear, rolling amongst the crowd, making their own paths
to retrieve friends and relations. Wheels creaked and scraped over the uneven ground, lanterns
swung in yellow arcs, and voices cried out names. But thus far no one had called out for us.Our
backs to the stone, Mama and I remained seated in the dirt. My head throbbed if I moved it, so I
wrapped my arms around my knees and rested my right temple on my forearm. The cut on my
head had stopped bleeding, but the left side of my face and neck was sticky with blood. Mama
was unconscious, slumped against my shoulder, but she was breathing normally, so I let her be.
For once I was glad for laudanum’s soporific effect. It was better that she wasn’t awake for this. I
wished I didn’t have to be, and I had never been so cold.Then I heard a man’s voice, close to my
ear, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder: “Are you all right?” A pause. “Miss, I’m a surgeon. I’d
like to help you, if I may.”I needed to respond, to move, to say something. But my whole body
was achingly stiff.“Miss, can you hear me?”I lifted my head to see a man kneeling at my side. He
looked to be only a few years older than myself. His dark hair was wet from the rain, and there
were flecks of mud on his face. His eyes darted to my forehead.He bent toward me. “You’ve a
nasty cut on your head. May I help you? And is this your mother?” His voice, kind and steady,



had a trace of an accent that I couldn’t place. Welsh, maybe. Or Scottish.“Miss, can you speak?”
he asked insistently.“Yes.” It came out like a croak.He looked relieved. “Good. Are you hurt
anywhere else, besides your head?”“No. But I’m not sure about my mother.” My throat felt raw,
but I forced the words out: “She fainted.”He reached inside his coat and drew out a stethoscope.
“Don’t worry. It’s quite usual in railway accidents. She probably just needs to get warm and take
some stimulant. There’s a wagon nearby, come to remove people to a hotel at Travers. I’d like to
get you both on it.”“Travers?” I repeated. “But that’s not on the railway line.”“No. You’re just a few
miles north of Holmsted. But Travers is the closest town with lodging.”His stethoscope was
different than the one our old family doctor used; his had only one earpiece whereas this man’s
had two. Quickly, he placed one in each ear. With his right hand, he supported Mama’s
shoulders, and with the other he applied the round end of the stethoscope to her chest. Deftly
his fingers felt for her wrist, his lips moving faintly. His expression revealed neither relief nor
anxiety, though I had the impression that he was practiced at keeping his face calm. It was a
handsome face, with high cheekbones, dark eyebrows, and a full mouth, though his dark hair
was too long to be fashionable, and it was clear he’d once broken his nose. The shoulders of his
coat were stained dark from the rain, and his trousers were smeared with mud. I wondered how
long he’d been out here.He tucked the stethoscope back inside his coat. “Have you tried to
rouse her?”I shook my head. “I think she hurt her leg. I had to drag her most of the way
here.”“You did a good thing, getting her away from the fire. The smoke can be poisonous.” He
moved his hands to her ankles, felt them gently.“Is she all right?”“She has a bad sprain on her
left ankle, but nothing’s broken so far as I can tell.” He looked again at my forehead. “I’d like to
take care of that cut for you, so no infection sets in.”I reached up for my forehead, but he caught
my hand at the wrist.“Don’t touch it.”I stared, alarmed. “Is it bad?”“Not at all,” he said. “A few
stitches’ worth.”“Now?”“Yes. It won’t take long. Can you lie back?” He took a towel from his bag
and folded it into a rough square. “Put your head here.”Watching him uncertainly, I rolled slowly
to the ground, resting my head on the towel. But lying flat made me sick again, worse than
before, and I turned away from him, retching into the grass. Mortified, I stayed turned away, even
when I’d finished.“Take this.” Around my shoulder came his hand, proffering a damp
handkerchief. “It’s all right. We’ll get you to Travers, and you’ll be fine.”I wiped my mouth and lay
back, sweating and trembling.“I’m going to give you something that will make this easier.” He
placed some cotton in a little paper cone and dribbled some clear liquid out of a green bottle. It
smelled sweet, and dangerous, like Mama’s laudanum.“What is it?” Panicking, I tried to sit up
again. “What are you doing?”“It’s a spirit, called chloroform,” he said patiently. “You breathe it in,
and it’ll make you fall into a light sleep. As soon as I’m finished stitching—it should only take a
minute or two—I’ll take it away and you’ll wake up. I’ve poured only the smallest dose.”He held
the cone, waiting, but made no move to force it upon me.The idea of letting a stranger put me to
sleep should have terrified me. But I looked into his face and saw both compassion and
intelligence. And then he gave a smile, brief but reassuring. “Truly, I’m a surgeon, not some
madman. If you’d prefer, you can wait ’til you arrive at the hotel. But I’m afraid there won’t be a



doctor to help you.” He glanced over the field, taking a measure of the suffering around him. “I
expect to be here for a while.”I nodded and lay back.He placed the cone gently over my nose.
“Now breath in and count backward from ten for me,” he said, taking my hand at the wrist.The
first breath was bitter and sweet at once, and then the smell faded. I closed my eyes obediently.
“Ten, nine, eight…”And when I woke, his hand was on my wrist, his face close, but blurred. “Can
you hear me?”“Yes,” I whispered and tried to sit up, but my limbs wouldn’t move.“Lie still. Your
head will clear in a few minutes. Take some deep breaths.”The air was cold and stank of oily
smoke, but I could also smell the wet earth underneath me, loamy and rich. He was right. With
each breath, the fog in my head lifted, my limbs regained feeling, and the world came back into
focus. I watched him pack up his bag, stowing his needle in a little case and winding the unused
suturing material into a tidy loop. When he finished he turned back to me and smiled. “How are
you feeling now?”I pushed myself to sitting. “All right, I think.” Gingerly, I reached up and felt a
strip of bandage and some plaster.He jerked his head over his shoulder. “The wagon’s right
there. I don’t want you to miss it. There may not be another for a while.”The wagon and the horse
were indeed only a few yards away. My head still ached, but I told him that I was fine, truly, that I
could walk.He looked skeptical. “I’ll take your mother first and come back for you.”“No. I’m all
right.” I rubbed my hands against my cloak, bracing myself to stand.He helped me up and waited
until I assured him that I was steady. Then he bent down, scooped Mama into his arms, and
carried her toward the back of the wagon, where victims were being settled against bales of hay.
I began making my way behind him, but I’d only taken a few steps when white stars sparked in
front of my eyes, the earth seemed to tilt sideways, an odd ringing began in my ears, and I
crumpled to the ground.Chapter 2My forehead smacked against the opposite wall, and I fell
backward, my hands clawing for purchase on something—anything—as my eyes flew open.The
carriage behind smashed into ours, and I pitched forward again, a scream searing my throat.
Our carriage groaned and creaked, and, to my horror, it began to tip sideways. I clutched at the
armrest on the seat, but something heavy hit me from behind, and everything went black.I don’t
know how long I was unconscious. When I woke, the carriage was still. I was in a heap on the
tilted floor, my forehead was throbbing, and everything, even my hand on the wooden board,
was a blur. I blinked hard, and the walls came into focus. The paneling was splintered, and the
side window was blown to bits, with only a jagged edge of glass remaining. The air outside was
dark with roiling gray smoke. Groggily, I pushed myself to sitting and instantly felt like I was going
to be sick. I took a few deep breaths and swallowed hard; then I turned to find Mama. She was
slumped beside me. The bald man and his briefcase were gone, and we were alone.Then,
above incoherent screams and the sounds of doors slamming open, came audible shouts of
“Fire!” and smoke was burning the back of my throat and stinging my eyes.How close was it?I
half-slid, half-scrambled to the window and looked out.A gust cleared the air for a moment, long
enough for me to see the curve ahead. The two black engines and a tender had run wholly off
the rails and up against an embankment. The half-dozen carriages behind were accordioned
haphazardly across the tracks. Brilliant fire leaped from the second engine, the long orange



fingers having already caught the first few carriages and reaching for the next. Black smoke
billowed into the air, and as I watched, sparks flew onto the rooftop of the carriage in front of us,
landed, and began to burn. I tore my eyes away, my heart thudding in my chest.Mama lay limply
on the floor between the seats, her skirts awry, her leg twisted under her, her open eyes two
black holes in her face.“Mama! Mama!” I shook her, hard, too frightened to be gentle.She
blinked. She was alive. I sobbed in relief. “Mama! The train is on fire! We have to get out!”A
splotch of red appeared on her cheek, as if it had welled up from inside her. I had a second of
panic, and then I tasted the metallic tang of blood at the corner of my mouth and put a hand to
my face. It came away smeared with red, and I felt a rush of relief as I realized the blood was
mine, not hers.I put my hands on Mama’s shoulders, and pulled her to sitting. “Mama,
please!”Her expression was dazed, but I wrenched myself to my feet and attempted to lift her.
She made it only as far as her knees before she reached over and groped for her reticule—the
useless little jeweled bag. Its handle was stuck around a spring that had torn through the velvet
of the seat, and she tugged at it feebly.“Never mind it, Mama! Never mind it!” I threw my arm
around her waist and dragged her toward the corridor. This side of the carriage was broken as
well, and dark smoke and bits of ash were filling the air, so I could barely see. I cried out,
expecting to find people from the other compartments—but there was no one—and no human
voices near us—just the roar and snap of the fire. Everyone else had already fled. As I stepped
into the corridor, my foot landed on nothing, and I tumbled backward, my palms scraping against
jagged wood. Panic rose in me as I realized that parts of the carriage floor were gone, and Mama
was like a dead weight on my arm—“Merde! Give her to me!” came a heavily accented voice.
From behind me, out of the smoke, emerged a man who reached over and seized my mother by
the waist. He was tall and broad, with a face as heavily bearded as a gypsy’s, and black eyes
that glittered dangerously. God knows where he came from, or how he knew we were in there,
but he wrapped one big arm around my mother to lift her over his shoulder, threw his other arm
around me, and got us all the way to the steps at the end of the carriage. Before I could touch the
railing, the man slapped my hand away from it. “No! Metal’s hot!” With nothing to balance me, I
stumbled down the stairs; he shoved Mama into my arms. “Vite! Vite! Get away from the train!
Go!” He sprang off the steps and ran toward the next carriage.Pieces of hot orange ash quivered
in the smoke. I gasped, but there was nothing to breathe except the scorching air. I half-carried,
half-dragged Mama along, the lick of the heat chasing us into a grassy field. Mama limped badly,
but I didn’t slow until we’d reached a place where the air was almost clear and dozens of people
crouched on the ground.Thank god we still had our travel cloaks on. The wind was chilling; there
was no shelter nearby; the nearest trees were too far to reach on foot. Exhausted and shaking, I
found a rock for us to sit against and wrapped my mother in half my cloak and all of her own. She
shivered against me and dropped her face into her hands. But I watched the horrible scene
before me, unable to look away.A second fire had sprung from a carriage in the rear, and all up
and down the train, people still clambered and crawled out of doors and windows, the well-
bodied helping the wounded, carrying them out on their backs and on makeshift stretchers. Near



the front of the train, a woman jumped from a carriage, her dress in flames, and began to run; a
man chased after her, but she raced on, her mouth open in a cry I couldn’t hear. Suddenly I
thought of Miss Rush, riding in one of the forward carriages because I’d kept her from joining
us.Out of the wave of guilt and shame came a desperate prayer that she was all right.And then I
heard the shrieks of terrified horses, shrill and piercing, sounding so much like my black mare
Athena that I had a panicked second before I remembered she was safe at home. I strained my
eyes to find the animals amidst the smoke, plunging and struggling against their handlers—but
there were none.It took a moment for me to realize what was happening.The horses were
burning alive in the stock cars.The thought of them, tortured by the sparks on their skin,
pounding the doors with their hooves and screaming in terror, brought hot tears to my eyes.I put
my fists to my mouth to keep from screaming myself.Finally, the water-trucks arrived, the
workhorses balking in the traces until the drivers used their whips to drive them toward the
burning wreck. Men in shirtsleeves pumped furiously while others directed hoses toward the
worst of the blaze until at last the flames began to subside.All around us people crowded, sitting
in the dirt or on a few scattered rocks: old men and young, the landed gentry side by side with
peasants, foreigners beside English folk, well-dressed ladies next to women in ragged shawls.
The disaster made no distinctions. A low, savage cry made me look up. A man limped by,
passing close enough for me to touch, holding a child to his chest as tenderly as if she were
asleep and he were carrying her to bed. But her brown hair was singed short—her light blue
dress was blackened and in shreds around her thin legs—and her arm—I could no longer look
or listen. With a sob, I put my head down, clasped my hands over my ears, and shut my eyes
tight.—How long had it been? Two hours, maybe three. It was growing dark. A light rain had
fallen briefly, and we were drenched. The burning carriages had become black smoldering ruins
against the gray sky, with stubborn bits of fire showing like darts amidst the wreckage. A chilling
breeze still gusted across the field. Wagons and carriages had begun to appear, rolling amongst
the crowd, making their own paths to retrieve friends and relations. Wheels creaked and scraped
over the uneven ground, lanterns swung in yellow arcs, and voices cried out names. But thus far
no one had called out for us.Our backs to the stone, Mama and I remained seated in the dirt. My
head throbbed if I moved it, so I wrapped my arms around my knees and rested my right temple
on my forearm. The cut on my head had stopped bleeding, but the left side of my face and neck
was sticky with blood. Mama was unconscious, slumped against my shoulder, but she was
breathing normally, so I let her be. For once I was glad for laudanum’s soporific effect. It was
better that she wasn’t awake for this. I wished I didn’t have to be, and I had never been so
cold.Then I heard a man’s voice, close to my ear, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder: “Are you
all right?” A pause. “Miss, I’m a surgeon. I’d like to help you, if I may.”I needed to respond, to
move, to say something. But my whole body was achingly stiff.“Miss, can you hear me?”I lifted
my head to see a man kneeling at my side. He looked to be only a few years older than myself.
His dark hair was wet from the rain, and there were flecks of mud on his face. His eyes darted to
my forehead.He bent toward me. “You’ve a nasty cut on your head. May I help you? And is this



your mother?” His voice, kind and steady, had a trace of an accent that I couldn’t place. Welsh,
maybe. Or Scottish.“Miss, can you speak?” he asked insistently.“Yes.” It came out like a croak.He
looked relieved. “Good. Are you hurt anywhere else, besides your head?”“No. But I’m not sure
about my mother.” My throat felt raw, but I forced the words out: “She fainted.”He reached inside
his coat and drew out a stethoscope. “Don’t worry. It’s quite usual in railway accidents. She
probably just needs to get warm and take some stimulant. There’s a wagon nearby, come to
remove people to a hotel at Travers. I’d like to get you both on it.”“Travers?” I repeated. “But that’s
not on the railway line.”“No. You’re just a few miles north of Holmsted. But Travers is the closest
town with lodging.”His stethoscope was different than the one our old family doctor used; his had
only one earpiece whereas this man’s had two. Quickly, he placed one in each ear. With his right
hand, he supported Mama’s shoulders, and with the other he applied the round end of the
stethoscope to her chest. Deftly his fingers felt for her wrist, his lips moving faintly. His
expression revealed neither relief nor anxiety, though I had the impression that he was practiced
at keeping his face calm. It was a handsome face, with high cheekbones, dark eyebrows, and a
full mouth, though his dark hair was too long to be fashionable, and it was clear he’d once
broken his nose. The shoulders of his coat were stained dark from the rain, and his trousers
were smeared with mud. I wondered how long he’d been out here.He tucked the stethoscope
back inside his coat. “Have you tried to rouse her?”I shook my head. “I think she hurt her leg. I
had to drag her most of the way here.”“You did a good thing, getting her away from the fire. The
smoke can be poisonous.” He moved his hands to her ankles, felt them gently.“Is she all
right?”“She has a bad sprain on her left ankle, but nothing’s broken so far as I can tell.” He
looked again at my forehead. “I’d like to take care of that cut for you, so no infection sets in.”I
reached up for my forehead, but he caught my hand at the wrist.“Don’t touch it.”I stared,
alarmed. “Is it bad?”“Not at all,” he said. “A few stitches’ worth.”“Now?”“Yes. It won’t take long.
Can you lie back?” He took a towel from his bag and folded it into a rough square. “Put your head
here.”Watching him uncertainly, I rolled slowly to the ground, resting my head on the towel. But
lying flat made me sick again, worse than before, and I turned away from him, retching into the
grass. Mortified, I stayed turned away, even when I’d finished.“Take this.” Around my shoulder
came his hand, proffering a damp handkerchief. “It’s all right. We’ll get you to Travers, and you’ll
be fine.”I wiped my mouth and lay back, sweating and trembling.“I’m going to give you something
that will make this easier.” He placed some cotton in a little paper cone and dribbled some clear
liquid out of a green bottle. It smelled sweet, and dangerous, like Mama’s laudanum.“What is it?”
Panicking, I tried to sit up again. “What are you doing?”“It’s a spirit, called chloroform,” he said
patiently. “You breathe it in, and it’ll make you fall into a light sleep. As soon as I’m finished
stitching—it should only take a minute or two—I’ll take it away and you’ll wake up. I’ve poured
only the smallest dose.”He held the cone, waiting, but made no move to force it upon me.The
idea of letting a stranger put me to sleep should have terrified me. But I looked into his face and
saw both compassion and intelligence. And then he gave a smile, brief but reassuring. “Truly, I’m
a surgeon, not some madman. If you’d prefer, you can wait ’til you arrive at the hotel. But I’m



afraid there won’t be a doctor to help you.” He glanced over the field, taking a measure of the
suffering around him. “I expect to be here for a while.”I nodded and lay back.He placed the cone
gently over my nose. “Now breath in and count backward from ten for me,” he said, taking my
hand at the wrist.The first breath was bitter and sweet at once, and then the smell faded. I closed
my eyes obediently. “Ten, nine, eight…”And when I woke, his hand was on my wrist, his face
close, but blurred. “Can you hear me?”“Yes,” I whispered and tried to sit up, but my limbs
wouldn’t move.“Lie still. Your head will clear in a few minutes. Take some deep breaths.”The air
was cold and stank of oily smoke, but I could also smell the wet earth underneath me, loamy and
rich. He was right. With each breath, the fog in my head lifted, my limbs regained feeling, and the
world came back into focus. I watched him pack up his bag, stowing his needle in a little case
and winding the unused suturing material into a tidy loop. When he finished he turned back to
me and smiled. “How are you feeling now?”I pushed myself to sitting. “All right, I think.” Gingerly, I
reached up and felt a strip of bandage and some plaster.He jerked his head over his shoulder.
“The wagon’s right there. I don’t want you to miss it. There may not be another for a while.”The
wagon and the horse were indeed only a few yards away. My head still ached, but I told him that I
was fine, truly, that I could walk.He looked skeptical. “I’ll take your mother first and come back for
you.”“No. I’m all right.” I rubbed my hands against my cloak, bracing myself to stand.He helped
me up and waited until I assured him that I was steady. Then he bent down, scooped Mama into
his arms, and carried her toward the back of the wagon, where victims were being settled
against bales of hay. I began making my way behind him, but I’d only taken a few steps when
white stars sparked in front of my eyes, the earth seemed to tilt sideways, an odd ringing began
in my ears, and I crumpled to the ground.Chapter 2My forehead smacked against the opposite
wall, and I fell backward, my hands clawing for purchase on something—anything—as my eyes
flew open.The carriage behind smashed into ours, and I pitched forward again, a scream
searing my throat. Our carriage groaned and creaked, and, to my horror, it began to tip sideways.
I clutched at the armrest on the seat, but something heavy hit me from behind, and everything
went black.I don’t know how long I was unconscious. When I woke, the carriage was still. I was in
a heap on the tilted floor, my forehead was throbbing, and everything, even my hand on the
wooden board, was a blur. I blinked hard, and the walls came into focus. The paneling was
splintered, and the side window was blown to bits, with only a jagged edge of glass remaining.
The air outside was dark with roiling gray smoke. Groggily, I pushed myself to sitting and
instantly felt like I was going to be sick. I took a few deep breaths and swallowed hard; then I
turned to find Mama. She was slumped beside me. The bald man and his briefcase were gone,
and we were alone.Then, above incoherent screams and the sounds of doors slamming open,
came audible shouts of “Fire!” and smoke was burning the back of my throat and stinging my
eyes.How close was it?I half-slid, half-scrambled to the window and looked out.A gust cleared
the air for a moment, long enough for me to see the curve ahead. The two black engines and a
tender had run wholly off the rails and up against an embankment. The half-dozen carriages
behind were accordioned haphazardly across the tracks. Brilliant fire leaped from the second



engine, the long orange fingers having already caught the first few carriages and reaching for
the next. Black smoke billowed into the air, and as I watched, sparks flew onto the rooftop of the
carriage in front of us, landed, and began to burn. I tore my eyes away, my heart thudding in my
chest.Mama lay limply on the floor between the seats, her skirts awry, her leg twisted under her,
her open eyes two black holes in her face.“Mama! Mama!” I shook her, hard, too frightened to be
gentle.She blinked. She was alive. I sobbed in relief. “Mama! The train is on fire! We have to get
out!”A splotch of red appeared on her cheek, as if it had welled up from inside her. I had a
second of panic, and then I tasted the metallic tang of blood at the corner of my mouth and put a
hand to my face. It came away smeared with red, and I felt a rush of relief as I realized the blood
was mine, not hers.I put my hands on Mama’s shoulders, and pulled her to sitting. “Mama,
please!”Her expression was dazed, but I wrenched myself to my feet and attempted to lift her.
She made it only as far as her knees before she reached over and groped for her reticule—the
useless little jeweled bag. Its handle was stuck around a spring that had torn through the velvet
of the seat, and she tugged at it feebly.“Never mind it, Mama! Never mind it!” I threw my arm
around her waist and dragged her toward the corridor. This side of the carriage was broken as
well, and dark smoke and bits of ash were filling the air, so I could barely see. I cried out,
expecting to find people from the other compartments—but there was no one—and no human
voices near us—just the roar and snap of the fire. Everyone else had already fled. As I stepped
into the corridor, my foot landed on nothing, and I tumbled backward, my palms scraping against
jagged wood. Panic rose in me as I realized that parts of the carriage floor were gone, and Mama
was like a dead weight on my arm—“Merde! Give her to me!” came a heavily accented voice.
From behind me, out of the smoke, emerged a man who reached over and seized my mother by
the waist. He was tall and broad, with a face as heavily bearded as a gypsy’s, and black eyes
that glittered dangerously. God knows where he came from, or how he knew we were in there,
but he wrapped one big arm around my mother to lift her over his shoulder, threw his other arm
around me, and got us all the way to the steps at the end of the carriage. Before I could touch the
railing, the man slapped my hand away from it. “No! Metal’s hot!” With nothing to balance me, I
stumbled down the stairs; he shoved Mama into my arms. “Vite! Vite! Get away from the train!
Go!” He sprang off the steps and ran toward the next carriage.Pieces of hot orange ash quivered
in the smoke. I gasped, but there was nothing to breathe except the scorching air. I half-carried,
half-dragged Mama along, the lick of the heat chasing us into a grassy field. Mama limped badly,
but I didn’t slow until we’d reached a place where the air was almost clear and dozens of people
crouched on the ground.Thank god we still had our travel cloaks on. The wind was chilling; there
was no shelter nearby; the nearest trees were too far to reach on foot. Exhausted and shaking, I
found a rock for us to sit against and wrapped my mother in half my cloak and all of her own. She
shivered against me and dropped her face into her hands. But I watched the horrible scene
before me, unable to look away.A second fire had sprung from a carriage in the rear, and all up
and down the train, people still clambered and crawled out of doors and windows, the well-
bodied helping the wounded, carrying them out on their backs and on makeshift stretchers. Near



the front of the train, a woman jumped from a carriage, her dress in flames, and began to run; a
man chased after her, but she raced on, her mouth open in a cry I couldn’t hear. Suddenly I
thought of Miss Rush, riding in one of the forward carriages because I’d kept her from joining
us.Out of the wave of guilt and shame came a desperate prayer that she was all right.And then I
heard the shrieks of terrified horses, shrill and piercing, sounding so much like my black mare
Athena that I had a panicked second before I remembered she was safe at home. I strained my
eyes to find the animals amidst the smoke, plunging and struggling against their handlers—but
there were none.It took a moment for me to realize what was happening.The horses were
burning alive in the stock cars.The thought of them, tortured by the sparks on their skin,
pounding the doors with their hooves and screaming in terror, brought hot tears to my eyes.I put
my fists to my mouth to keep from screaming myself.Finally, the water-trucks arrived, the
workhorses balking in the traces until the drivers used their whips to drive them toward the
burning wreck. Men in shirtsleeves pumped furiously while others directed hoses toward the
worst of the blaze until at last the flames began to subside.All around us people crowded, sitting
in the dirt or on a few scattered rocks: old men and young, the landed gentry side by side with
peasants, foreigners beside English folk, well-dressed ladies next to women in ragged shawls.
The disaster made no distinctions. A low, savage cry made me look up. A man limped by,
passing close enough for me to touch, holding a child to his chest as tenderly as if she were
asleep and he were carrying her to bed. But her brown hair was singed short—her light blue
dress was blackened and in shreds around her thin legs—and her arm—I could no longer look
or listen. With a sob, I put my head down, clasped my hands over my ears, and shut my eyes
tight.—How long had it been? Two hours, maybe three. It was growing dark. A light rain had
fallen briefly, and we were drenched. The burning carriages had become black smoldering ruins
against the gray sky, with stubborn bits of fire showing like darts amidst the wreckage. A chilling
breeze still gusted across the field. Wagons and carriages had begun to appear, rolling amongst
the crowd, making their own paths to retrieve friends and relations. Wheels creaked and scraped
over the uneven ground, lanterns swung in yellow arcs, and voices cried out names. But thus far
no one had called out for us.Our backs to the stone, Mama and I remained seated in the dirt. My
head throbbed if I moved it, so I wrapped my arms around my knees and rested my right temple
on my forearm. The cut on my head had stopped bleeding, but the left side of my face and neck
was sticky with blood. Mama was unconscious, slumped against my shoulder, but she was
breathing normally, so I let her be. For once I was glad for laudanum’s soporific effect. It was
better that she wasn’t awake for this. I wished I didn’t have to be, and I had never been so
cold.Then I heard a man’s voice, close to my ear, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder: “Are you
all right?” A pause. “Miss, I’m a surgeon. I’d like to help you, if I may.”I needed to respond, to
move, to say something. But my whole body was achingly stiff.“Miss, can you hear me?”I lifted
my head to see a man kneeling at my side. He looked to be only a few years older than myself.
His dark hair was wet from the rain, and there were flecks of mud on his face. His eyes darted to
my forehead.He bent toward me. “You’ve a nasty cut on your head. May I help you? And is this



your mother?” His voice, kind and steady, had a trace of an accent that I couldn’t place. Welsh,
maybe. Or Scottish.“Miss, can you speak?” he asked insistently.“Yes.” It came out like a croak.He
looked relieved. “Good. Are you hurt anywhere else, besides your head?”“No. But I’m not sure
about my mother.” My throat felt raw, but I forced the words out: “She fainted.”He reached inside
his coat and drew out a stethoscope. “Don’t worry. It’s quite usual in railway accidents. She
probably just needs to get warm and take some stimulant. There’s a wagon nearby, come to
remove people to a hotel at Travers. I’d like to get you both on it.”“Travers?” I repeated. “But that’s
not on the railway line.”“No. You’re just a few miles north of Holmsted. But Travers is the closest
town with lodging.”His stethoscope was different than the one our old family doctor used; his had
only one earpiece whereas this man’s had two. Quickly, he placed one in each ear. With his right
hand, he supported Mama’s shoulders, and with the other he applied the round end of the
stethoscope to her chest. Deftly his fingers felt for her wrist, his lips moving faintly. His
expression revealed neither relief nor anxiety, though I had the impression that he was practiced
at keeping his face calm. It was a handsome face, with high cheekbones, dark eyebrows, and a
full mouth, though his dark hair was too long to be fashionable, and it was clear he’d once
broken his nose. The shoulders of his coat were stained dark from the rain, and his trousers
were smeared with mud. I wondered how long he’d been out here.He tucked the stethoscope
back inside his coat. “Have you tried to rouse her?”I shook my head. “I think she hurt her leg. I
had to drag her most of the way here.”“You did a good thing, getting her away from the fire. The
smoke can be poisonous.” He moved his hands to her ankles, felt them gently.“Is she all
right?”“She has a bad sprain on her left ankle, but nothing’s broken so far as I can tell.” He
looked again at my forehead. “I’d like to take care of that cut for you, so no infection sets in.”I
reached up for my forehead, but he caught my hand at the wrist.“Don’t touch it.”I stared,
alarmed. “Is it bad?”“Not at all,” he said. “A few stitches’ worth.”“Now?”“Yes. It won’t take long.
Can you lie back?” He took a towel from his bag and folded it into a rough square. “Put your head
here.”Watching him uncertainly, I rolled slowly to the ground, resting my head on the towel. But
lying flat made me sick again, worse than before, and I turned away from him, retching into the
grass. Mortified, I stayed turned away, even when I’d finished.“Take this.” Around my shoulder
came his hand, proffering a damp handkerchief. “It’s all right. We’ll get you to Travers, and you’ll
be fine.”I wiped my mouth and lay back, sweating and trembling.“I’m going to give you something
that will make this easier.” He placed some cotton in a little paper cone and dribbled some clear
liquid out of a green bottle. It smelled sweet, and dangerous, like Mama’s laudanum.“What is it?”
Panicking, I tried to sit up again. “What are you doing?”“It’s a spirit, called chloroform,” he said
patiently. “You breathe it in, and it’ll make you fall into a light sleep. As soon as I’m finished
stitching—it should only take a minute or two—I’ll take it away and you’ll wake up. I’ve poured
only the smallest dose.”He held the cone, waiting, but made no move to force it upon me.The
idea of letting a stranger put me to sleep should have terrified me. But I looked into his face and
saw both compassion and intelligence. And then he gave a smile, brief but reassuring. “Truly, I’m
a surgeon, not some madman. If you’d prefer, you can wait ’til you arrive at the hotel. But I’m



afraid there won’t be a doctor to help you.” He glanced over the field, taking a measure of the
suffering around him. “I expect to be here for a while.”I nodded and lay back.He placed the cone
gently over my nose. “Now breath in and count backward from ten for me,” he said, taking my
hand at the wrist.The first breath was bitter and sweet at once, and then the smell faded. I closed
my eyes obediently. “Ten, nine, eight…”And when I woke, his hand was on my wrist, his face
close, but blurred. “Can you hear me?”“Yes,” I whispered and tried to sit up, but my limbs
wouldn’t move.“Lie still. Your head will clear in a few minutes. Take some deep breaths.”The air
was cold and stank of oily smoke, but I could also smell the wet earth underneath me, loamy and
rich. He was right. With each breath, the fog in my head lifted, my limbs regained feeling, and the
world came back into focus. I watched him pack up his bag, stowing his needle in a little case
and winding the unused suturing material into a tidy loop. When he finished he turned back to
me and smiled. “How are you feeling now?”I pushed myself to sitting. “All right, I think.” Gingerly, I
reached up and felt a strip of bandage and some plaster.He jerked his head over his shoulder.
“The wagon’s right there. I don’t want you to miss it. There may not be another for a while.”The
wagon and the horse were indeed only a few yards away. My head still ached, but I told him that I
was fine, truly, that I could walk.He looked skeptical. “I’ll take your mother first and come back for
you.”“No. I’m all right.” I rubbed my hands against my cloak, bracing myself to stand.He helped
me up and waited until I assured him that I was steady. Then he bent down, scooped Mama into
his arms, and carried her toward the back of the wagon, where victims were being settled
against bales of hay. I began making my way behind him, but I’d only taken a few steps when
white stars sparked in front of my eyes, the earth seemed to tilt sideways, an odd ringing began
in my ears, and I crumpled to the ground.Chapter 2My forehead smacked against the opposite
wall, and I fell backward, my hands clawing for purchase on something—anything—as my eyes
flew open.The carriage behind smashed into ours, and I pitched forward again, a scream
searing my throat. Our carriage groaned and creaked, and, to my horror, it began to tip sideways.
I clutched at the armrest on the seat, but something heavy hit me from behind, and everything
went black.I don’t know how long I was unconscious. When I woke, the carriage was still. I was in
a heap on the tilted floor, my forehead was throbbing, and everything, even my hand on the
wooden board, was a blur. I blinked hard, and the walls came into focus. The paneling was
splintered, and the side window was blown to bits, with only a jagged edge of glass remaining.
The air outside was dark with roiling gray smoke. Groggily, I pushed myself to sitting and
instantly felt like I was going to be sick. I took a few deep breaths and swallowed hard; then I
turned to find Mama. She was slumped beside me. The bald man and his briefcase were gone,
and we were alone.Then, above incoherent screams and the sounds of doors slamming open,
came audible shouts of “Fire!” and smoke was burning the back of my throat and stinging my
eyes.How close was it?I half-slid, half-scrambled to the window and looked out.A gust cleared
the air for a moment, long enough for me to see the curve ahead. The two black engines and a
tender had run wholly off the rails and up against an embankment. The half-dozen carriages
behind were accordioned haphazardly across the tracks. Brilliant fire leaped from the second



engine, the long orange fingers having already caught the first few carriages and reaching for
the next. Black smoke billowed into the air, and as I watched, sparks flew onto the rooftop of the
carriage in front of us, landed, and began to burn. I tore my eyes away, my heart thudding in my
chest.Mama lay limply on the floor between the seats, her skirts awry, her leg twisted under her,
her open eyes two black holes in her face.“Mama! Mama!” I shook her, hard, too frightened to be
gentle.She blinked. She was alive. I sobbed in relief. “Mama! The train is on fire! We have to get
out!”A splotch of red appeared on her cheek, as if it had welled up from inside her. I had a
second of panic, and then I tasted the metallic tang of blood at the corner of my mouth and put a
hand to my face. It came away smeared with red, and I felt a rush of relief as I realized the blood
was mine, not hers.I put my hands on Mama’s shoulders, and pulled her to sitting. “Mama,
please!”Her expression was dazed, but I wrenched myself to my feet and attempted to lift her.
She made it only as far as her knees before she reached over and groped for her reticule—the
useless little jeweled bag. Its handle was stuck around a spring that had torn through the velvet
of the seat, and she tugged at it feebly.“Never mind it, Mama! Never mind it!” I threw my arm
around her waist and dragged her toward the corridor. This side of the carriage was broken as
well, and dark smoke and bits of ash were filling the air, so I could barely see. I cried out,
expecting to find people from the other compartments—but there was no one—and no human
voices near us—just the roar and snap of the fire. Everyone else had already fled. As I stepped
into the corridor, my foot landed on nothing, and I tumbled backward, my palms scraping against
jagged wood. Panic rose in me as I realized that parts of the carriage floor were gone, and Mama
was like a dead weight on my arm—“Merde! Give her to me!” came a heavily accented voice.
From behind me, out of the smoke, emerged a man who reached over and seized my mother by
the waist. He was tall and broad, with a face as heavily bearded as a gypsy’s, and black eyes
that glittered dangerously. God knows where he came from, or how he knew we were in there,
but he wrapped one big arm around my mother to lift her over his shoulder, threw his other arm
around me, and got us all the way to the steps at the end of the carriage. Before I could touch the
railing, the man slapped my hand away from it. “No! Metal’s hot!” With nothing to balance me, I
stumbled down the stairs; he shoved Mama into my arms. “Vite! Vite! Get away from the train!
Go!” He sprang off the steps and ran toward the next carriage.Pieces of hot orange ash quivered
in the smoke. I gasped, but there was nothing to breathe except the scorching air. I half-carried,
half-dragged Mama along, the lick of the heat chasing us into a grassy field. Mama limped badly,
but I didn’t slow until we’d reached a place where the air was almost clear and dozens of people
crouched on the ground.Thank god we still had our travel cloaks on. The wind was chilling; there
was no shelter nearby; the nearest trees were too far to reach on foot. Exhausted and shaking, I
found a rock for us to sit against and wrapped my mother in half my cloak and all of her own. She
shivered against me and dropped her face into her hands. But I watched the horrible scene
before me, unable to look away.A second fire had sprung from a carriage in the rear, and all up
and down the train, people still clambered and crawled out of doors and windows, the well-
bodied helping the wounded, carrying them out on their backs and on makeshift stretchers. Near



the front of the train, a woman jumped from a carriage, her dress in flames, and began to run; a
man chased after her, but she raced on, her mouth open in a cry I couldn’t hear. Suddenly I
thought of Miss Rush, riding in one of the forward carriages because I’d kept her from joining
us.Out of the wave of guilt and shame came a desperate prayer that she was all right.And then I
heard the shrieks of terrified horses, shrill and piercing, sounding so much like my black mare
Athena that I had a panicked second before I remembered she was safe at home. I strained my
eyes to find the animals amidst the smoke, plunging and struggling against their handlers—but
there were none.It took a moment for me to realize what was happening.The horses were
burning alive in the stock cars.The thought of them, tortured by the sparks on their skin,
pounding the doors with their hooves and screaming in terror, brought hot tears to my eyes.I put
my fists to my mouth to keep from screaming myself.Finally, the water-trucks arrived, the
workhorses balking in the traces until the drivers used their whips to drive them toward the
burning wreck. Men in shirtsleeves pumped furiously while others directed hoses toward the
worst of the blaze until at last the flames began to subside.All around us people crowded, sitting
in the dirt or on a few scattered rocks: old men and young, the landed gentry side by side with
peasants, foreigners beside English folk, well-dressed ladies next to women in ragged shawls.
The disaster made no distinctions. A low, savage cry made me look up. A man limped by,
passing close enough for me to touch, holding a child to his chest as tenderly as if she were
asleep and he were carrying her to bed. But her brown hair was singed short—her light blue
dress was blackened and in shreds around her thin legs—and her arm—I could no longer look
or listen. With a sob, I put my head down, clasped my hands over my ears, and shut my eyes
tight.—How long had it been? Two hours, maybe three. It was growing dark. A light rain had
fallen briefly, and we were drenched. The burning carriages had become black smoldering ruins
against the gray sky, with stubborn bits of fire showing like darts amidst the wreckage. A chilling
breeze still gusted across the field. Wagons and carriages had begun to appear, rolling amongst
the crowd, making their own paths to retrieve friends and relations. Wheels creaked and scraped
over the uneven ground, lanterns swung in yellow arcs, and voices cried out names. But thus far
no one had called out for us.Our backs to the stone, Mama and I remained seated in the dirt. My
head throbbed if I moved it, so I wrapped my arms around my knees and rested my right temple
on my forearm. The cut on my head had stopped bleeding, but the left side of my face and neck
was sticky with blood. Mama was unconscious, slumped against my shoulder, but she was
breathing normally, so I let her be. For once I was glad for laudanum’s soporific effect. It was
better that she wasn’t awake for this. I wished I didn’t have to be, and I had never been so
cold.Then I heard a man’s voice, close to my ear, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder: “Are you
all right?” A pause. “Miss, I’m a surgeon. I’d like to help you, if I may.”I needed to respond, to
move, to say something. But my whole body was achingly stiff.“Miss, can you hear me?”I lifted
my head to see a man kneeling at my side. He looked to be only a few years older than myself.
His dark hair was wet from the rain, and there were flecks of mud on his face. His eyes darted to
my forehead.He bent toward me. “You’ve a nasty cut on your head. May I help you? And is this



your mother?” His voice, kind and steady, had a trace of an accent that I couldn’t place. Welsh,
maybe. Or Scottish.“Miss, can you speak?” he asked insistently.“Yes.” It came out like a croak.He
looked relieved. “Good. Are you hurt anywhere else, besides your head?”“No. But I’m not sure
about my mother.” My throat felt raw, but I forced the words out: “She fainted.”He reached inside
his coat and drew out a stethoscope. “Don’t worry. It’s quite usual in railway accidents. She
probably just needs to get warm and take some stimulant. There’s a wagon nearby, come to
remove people to a hotel at Travers. I’d like to get you both on it.”“Travers?” I repeated. “But that’s
not on the railway line.”“No. You’re just a few miles north of Holmsted. But Travers is the closest
town with lodging.”His stethoscope was different than the one our old family doctor used; his had
only one earpiece whereas this man’s had two. Quickly, he placed one in each ear. With his right
hand, he supported Mama’s shoulders, and with the other he applied the round end of the
stethoscope to her chest. Deftly his fingers felt for her wrist, his lips moving faintly. His
expression revealed neither relief nor anxiety, though I had the impression that he was practiced
at keeping his face calm. It was a handsome face, with high cheekbones, dark eyebrows, and a
full mouth, though his dark hair was too long to be fashionable, and it was clear he’d once
broken his nose. The shoulders of his coat were stained dark from the rain, and his trousers
were smeared with mud. I wondered how long he’d been out here.He tucked the stethoscope
back inside his coat. “Have you tried to rouse her?”I shook my head. “I think she hurt her leg. I
had to drag her most of the way here.”“You did a good thing, getting her away from the fire. The
smoke can be poisonous.” He moved his hands to her ankles, felt them gently.“Is she all
right?”“She has a bad sprain on her left ankle, but nothing’s broken so far as I can tell.” He
looked again at my forehead. “I’d like to take care of that cut for you, so no infection sets in.”I
reached up for my forehead, but he caught my hand at the wrist.“Don’t touch it.”I stared,
alarmed. “Is it bad?”“Not at all,” he said. “A few stitches’ worth.”“Now?”“Yes. It won’t take long.
Can you lie back?” He took a towel from his bag and folded it into a rough square. “Put your head
here.”Watching him uncertainly, I rolled slowly to the ground, resting my head on the towel. But
lying flat made me sick again, worse than before, and I turned away from him, retching into the
grass. Mortified, I stayed turned away, even when I’d finished.“Take this.” Around my shoulder
came his hand, proffering a damp handkerchief. “It’s all right. We’ll get you to Travers, and you’ll
be fine.”I wiped my mouth and lay back, sweating and trembling.“I’m going to give you something
that will make this easier.” He placed some cotton in a little paper cone and dribbled some clear
liquid out of a green bottle. It smelled sweet, and dangerous, like Mama’s laudanum.“What is it?”
Panicking, I tried to sit up again. “What are you doing?”“It’s a spirit, called chloroform,” he said
patiently. “You breathe it in, and it’ll make you fall into a light sleep. As soon as I’m finished
stitching—it should only take a minute or two—I’ll take it away and you’ll wake up. I’ve poured
only the smallest dose.”He held the cone, waiting, but made no move to force it upon me.The
idea of letting a stranger put me to sleep should have terrified me. But I looked into his face and
saw both compassion and intelligence. And then he gave a smile, brief but reassuring. “Truly, I’m
a surgeon, not some madman. If you’d prefer, you can wait ’til you arrive at the hotel. But I’m



afraid there won’t be a doctor to help you.” He glanced over the field, taking a measure of the
suffering around him. “I expect to be here for a while.”I nodded and lay back.He placed the cone
gently over my nose. “Now breath in and count backward from ten for me,” he said, taking my
hand at the wrist.The first breath was bitter and sweet at once, and then the smell faded. I closed
my eyes obediently. “Ten, nine, eight…”And when I woke, his hand was on my wrist, his face
close, but blurred. “Can you hear me?”“Yes,” I whispered and tried to sit up, but my limbs
wouldn’t move.“Lie still. Your head will clear in a few minutes. Take some deep breaths.”The air
was cold and stank of oily smoke, but I could also smell the wet earth underneath me, loamy and
rich. He was right. With each breath, the fog in my head lifted, my limbs regained feeling, and the
world came back into focus. I watched him pack up his bag, stowing his needle in a little case
and winding the unused suturing material into a tidy loop. When he finished he turned back to
me and smiled. “How are you feeling now?”I pushed myself to sitting. “All right, I think.” Gingerly, I
reached up and felt a strip of bandage and some plaster.He jerked his head over his shoulder.
“The wagon’s right there. I don’t want you to miss it. There may not be another for a while.”The
wagon and the horse were indeed only a few yards away. My head still ached, but I told him that I
was fine, truly, that I could walk.He looked skeptical. “I’ll take your mother first and come back for
you.”“No. I’m all right.” I rubbed my hands against my cloak, bracing myself to stand.He helped
me up and waited until I assured him that I was steady. Then he bent down, scooped Mama into
his arms, and carried her toward the back of the wagon, where victims were being settled
against bales of hay. I began making my way behind him, but I’d only taken a few steps when
white stars sparked in front of my eyes, the earth seemed to tilt sideways, an odd ringing began
in my ears, and I crumpled to the ground.Chapter 3The pillowcase under my cheek was coarse
and smelled of lye soap instead of the lavender I was used to. Confused, I tried to sit up and
immediately felt a dull throbbing near my left temple and an ache in my shoulder. A lamp burned
low on a table beside me, and gradually I made out a small, plain room with two beds, mine and
another, pushed against opposite walls. By the flickering light, I saw my mother’s hand, the
broad gold ring on her third finger. But this certainly wasn’t a room at my cousin’s house in
London. Where were we?Through the door came murmurs and cries, heavy footsteps up and
down an uncarpeted hallway, the clank of crockery on trays, doors opening and shutting.A hotel?
A hotel. Someone had spoken those words recently. Then I remembered. The doctor had said
we’d be taken to a hotel at Travers.The accident. The fire. The field. The afternoon’s horror came
flooding back. My own pain vanished, and I scrambled out of the covers and leaned over her
bed. “Mama?”She lay still.I put my ear to her chest and heard her heartbeat, faint but steady. Her
face was calm, remarkably peaceful in sleep. The lines of worry that usually etched her mouth
were softened. I felt her forehead to check for a fever, but it was cool, as was her hand. She
seemed absolutely fine. Thank god. My own hand trembling, I tucked hers under the
counterpane, and then, my back against the door, I slid to the floor, to give my heartbeat a
chance to return to normal.Cautiously, I felt again for the patch of plaster and the cloth bandage.
My head ached less now than it had in the field, and though my shoulder was sore, we were safe



and dry, and we’d be fine, thanks to the doctor.From just outside our door came a querulous
voice: “First I be bringin’ these linens to number thirteen, then I be fetchin’ water up for number
eight, and then I’ll see to their bloody fire! How many more’s going to come? We be almost full to
the rafters as it is—”“Hush, Lucy!” came a firm voice. “We’ll take in as many as we can. It’s our
duty as Christians. And they aren’t only coming to us. The railway is sending people anywhere
that can hold them. The Polk Hotel is taking them too.”“I’m just sayin’ I cain’t be everywhere doin’
everything, that’s all.” The voice went plaintive. “Miz Mowbray, I been on my feet since half past
five this mornin’, and—”“Oh, for goodness’ sake.” The unseen Mrs. Mowbray lost her patience.
“We’ve all been up since dawn. Here, give me that pitcher. I’ll take the water to number eight
myself—and then I’ve got to see if I can find someone to help that poor doctor.” A pause, and
then, somewhat dryly: “I don’t suppose you’d want to do that instead of fetching things up and
down stairs.”An audible gasp. “Oh, no, ma’am! I ain’t goin’ in there with all that blood and those
screeching folks!”“I thought not. Now, take the linens up, and see to the fire, and don’t waste your
breath in complaining.”“Yes’m.”What time was it? I pushed myself up from the floor and went to
the window to draw the curtains apart. The lamp, low as it was, turned the glass into a mirror with
nothing but darkness beyond. It must be well into the night. I put my hand up to shield my eyes
and brought my face close to the pane, so I could look out.Our room was on an upper floor of an
establishment that faced what appeared to be a main street. Above was a flat, black, starless
sky. Below, the gas lamps shone fuzzily upon cobblestones still wet with rain. There were shops
across the way, their plate-glass windows glinting. Most nights the street was probably empty at
this hour, but not tonight. Half a dozen hansom cabs, their lanterns dangling beside the
coachman’s boxes, stood in front of the hotel, and two wagons were stopped farther down, in
front of what looked like a third-rate boardinghouse.I let the curtains swing back in place.In the
lamplight, I caught sight of my hands. If they hadn’t been at the end of my own arms, I wouldn’t
have recognized them, blotched as they were with grime, and with crescents of more dirt—or
something else—under my nails. I looked down at my clothes and saw smears of mud, or blood,
around the hem of my dress. Where was my traveling cloak? My eyes swept the room. Someone
—I wondered whom—had taken it off me and hung it over the single wooden chair. I drew my
skirts back to see my feet in their stockings, which still looked fairly intact. Where were my
boots? Carefully, I crouched down to look under the chair. Someone had placed them neatly
next to each other; I pulled them out and laced them on.A mirror with blackened corners hung on
the wall above the washstand. My skin was filthy as a coal man’s, and the left side of my face
was splotched with dried blood. I picked up the pitcher on the washstand and felt the slosh of
water. I sniffed to be sure it wasn’t foul, then wet a bit of flannel that had been left for a towel and
wiped at my face, being careful of my bandage and my jaw, which was bruised and slightly
swollen. I combed my hair through with my fingers and twisted it back into a braid, studying my
reflection in the mirror. Better—though my eyes, usually blue, looked as black as if I’d been
taking Mama’s laudanum.After a quick glance to be sure Mama was still asleep, I slipped out the
door and closed it behind me. The hallway was just wide enough for two people to pass and lit



only by candles and sconces. The walls were painted an ugly green, with trim that had once
probably been white. There were eight or ten doors, mostly open, and I watched a maid go from
one room to the next delivering towels. I shrank back against the wall to be out of the way of
another maid who was carrying an armful of blankets. Behind her shuffled yet another, her face
sour as turned milk. She was bearing a tray with three bowls of broth.“Excuse me.” I stopped her.
“Is the doctor here?”She jerked her head toward the stairs at the end of the hall. “ ’E’s down in
the scull’ry, tendin’ to those poor souls,” she replied shortly. Her eyes went to my forehead. “What
d’you be needin’ with ’im? ’E’s already seen to you.”I bristled. “I was merely asking.”She shot a
disparaging look at my silk skirts. “Lady like yerself best be staying in yer bed. Pale as a ghost ye
are.” She turned away, muttering, “ ’Allways be crowded enough without people wanderin’ ’bout
bloody worse ’n useless.”I felt the sting of annoyance as I watched her disappear into one of the
rooms. I wasn’t bloody worse than useless when it came to wounds. But never mind.I took the
back staircase down to the first floor, where a narrow passage led toward the center hallway and
the front door. To the right was another staircase, presumably leading down to the kitchen; from
the left came the murmur of voices. I followed the sound down the hall and peered into a large
dining room full of people who seemed able-bodied but were clearly taking refuge from the
accident. On the opposite side of the hallway was a narrow room that was dark and empty; at the
front of the hotel was a more spacious parlor whose windows looked out onto the street.I
returned to the back stairs and descended. The smells of cheap tallow candles, burnt pastry,
and boiled onions rose to meet me, along with the scents of singed oil and scorched metal, and
as I reached the bottom I realized why. On the floor of the passageway were nearly a dozen
injured men and women. Some were sitting up; others were sprawled flat; many had makeshift
bandages around their limbs; most appeared to be in pain, although no one made much noise.
At the end of the passage were two doors, both closed. No doubt one led to the scullery and the
other to the kitchen. I stepped carefully so as not to kick anyone, but when I reached the doors, I
paused, suddenly uncertain.The maid was right. Lady Elizabeth Fraser, only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, The Dowager Countess of Kellham, probably belonged back in her room.
Except as I stood there, my fingertips feeling the rough grain of the wood under the paint, I had
the strangest feeling, and, though unfamiliar, it wasn’t wholly unpleasant. Tonight, at this hotel, I
was just another injured passenger. I turned to look at the people in the hallway. No one was
paying the least bit of attention to me. Indeed, no one here even knew me but my mother, and
she was fast asleep. For once in my life, I could behave as I chose.I pushed gently at the door
until the crack was wide enough that I could look in. As I suspected, this was the scullery half of
a large split kitchen. Two broad windows near the ceiling would have let in the sunlight had it
been day, but now the room was illuminated only by a few lamps whose sallow light caught the
metallic shine of cookware on a rack overhead and left the corners in shadow. The tin clock
above the twin sinks told that it was nearly one in the morning. The stove was still lit, with a
copper pot on the cooking surface, and the air was warm and damp. A young maid was filling a
second pot at the sink. Through vents that led to the room next door came the voices of several



maids and the clatter of dishes being put on trays.I pushed the door open a bit farther. Now I
could see that more injured people were lying on the stone floor, towels under their heads like
makeshift pillows. Some of them were groaning, others were silent. The maid turned toward me,
her eyes large and frightened.In the middle of the room stood a large wooden table much like
the one we had at home, where our scullery maids piled the dishes for washing and stacked the
clean ones to be put away. Tonight, this table had become a place to lay the patients.The doctor
from the field was bent over the table, stitching an ugly gash in a man’s shoulder by the light of a
lantern. He was wholly absorbed in the task, and I remained very still, not wanting to distract him.
He’d stripped to his white shirt, undone his collar, and rolled the sleeves above his elbows to
work. His hands moved skillfully over the wound, the muscles in his forearm shifting under his
skin, his fingers making tiny repetitive movements, the silver needle catching bits of light.The
patient was a large man, with a thick mane of dark hair and a cruel cut across his forehead in
addition to the one across his shoulder. He groaned and muttered a few words in French. The
doctor murmured, “Ne vous inquiétez pas, vous allez être bien,” groped for the cone that had
slipped sideways off the man’s nose, and replaced it. Then he picked up the lantern, held it near
the shoulder for a moment, put it down, made a few more stitches, and then picked up the lamp
once more to study the gash.The cone on the patient’s nose began to slip sideways again.He’d
told the man, Allez être bien. But everything didn’t look fine to me.I pushed the door all the way
open and stepped inside, my hand already reaching to replace the cone. “May I help you?”He
glanced up, and it took a moment before he recognized me. He bent over the man’s bloody
shoulder again. “Are you prone to fainting?” His voice was pleasant, but dubious.A fair question,
considering that the last time he saw me I’d fallen unconscious at his feet. But I’d helped our
groom Martin stitch up our horses many times—and Athena had gashes worse than this when
she came to us.“Not usually, no,” I said evenly.Without looking up, he said, “Good. Can you hold
the light here, and keep the chloroform on?”I wrapped my fingers around the handle of the
lantern and carefully adjusted the cone. I watched his hands; even Martin’s fingers didn’t move
so nimbly with a needle.“Bring the light this way, please.”I lifted it so it hung above the wounded
man’s shoulder.That’s when I saw the patient’s face. It was the man who’d helped Mama and me
off the train.I let out a gasp before I could stop myself, and the doctor looked up. “You’re all
right?”“I’m fine. It’s just—this man—he helped us off the train. And then ran to another carriage.
He must have been going to help them too.”“Yes, well. That’s probably why he ended up here.”I
bit my lip and prayed that he’d recover.Ten or twelve more quick stitches, a knot.“That’s enough
chloroform for now. Thank you.”I removed the cone and watched as he twirled the needle and
thread into a small efficient loop like he’d done after stitching my wound. He barely glanced in
my direction as he handed me a square of cloth. “Can you hold this to his head while I check his
leg?”I did as he directed.Together, we worked through the long night.—The pale gray light of
dawn was filtering through the scullery windows by the time we’d finished. The clock had chimed
half past five, and the doctor had stitched nearly two dozen wounds and set three bones, tying
them up with bandages ripped from the hotel’s white sheets. The proprietress, Mrs. Mowbray,



had called to us through the closed door to offer them, but she had not brought them in herself.
Instead, she sent a maid, who entered with her eyes screwed tight. She thrust the linens at me
and left again before I could thank her. Despite the wretchedness of the situation, I’d almost
smiled. The maid from upstairs wasn’t the only one who couldn’t bear the sight of blood.The
doctor sighed and arched his back, rolling his head from side to side. My back and shoulders
ached too, but there was also a feeling of satisfaction; every patient had been cared for and
removed to a bed upstairs. The room was empty except for the two of us. Even the maid who had
been boiling water for us all night had left.The doctor and I washed our hands with a bit of lye
soap from the wooden dish between the two sinks. As he bent over, a chain, with something
round and gold—a pendant?—fell out from his shirt collar. He tucked it back inside absently
before drying his hands on a towel. Then he stoked the fire in the stove and put some water into
a small, clean pot.“I wonder if there is any coffee,” he said, breaking the silence. But a quick
search revealed none, so he made tea instead, while I found two cups and saucers in a
cupboard.He tucked a spoon in his pocket and carried the pot and a pitcher of milk to the
threshold. “Let’s find a place to sit,” he suggested, shouldering the door open so I could go
through with the dishes and a sugar bowl.He led me upstairs to the narrow room that had been
empty earlier. It was almost too small to be considered a proper sitting room, but there were two
armchairs, one on either side of a table that was large enough for the tea things. The air smelled
of lamps whose wicks weren’t kept properly trimmed and had smoked badly—but the hearth had
been swept, and there were supplies for a fire. Outside the single window, which looked onto a
narrow alley, the rain fell, blurring the red bricks of the building opposite.I set the tea things
down, found the matchbox on the mantel, and lit a table lamp. By its light, I could see the room
more clearly. The walls were papered in a garish green that showed worn spots. On one wall, a
foggy mirror hung above a wooden cabinet with a few books behind glass. On the other wall,
above two straight-backed wooden chairs, hung a painting of cows in a field, an imitation of one
of the seventeenth-century Dutch masters. I perched on one of the ugly chintz-covered chairs. It
smelled of Macassar oil, no doubt accumulated from the hair of dozens of men who had sat
there previously. Into my mind leapt the image of Lady Lorry’s elegant ballroom; the contrast with
this shabby chamber was so stark that I felt a laugh forming in my throat.The doctor had rolled
some newspaper into spears and settled them on the grate; now he tonged some coal from the
hod into the fireplace. I handed him the box of matches, and he sparked and held one to the
newspaper, then sat back on his heels. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was so stained that
it would probably have to be thrown away. I realized I probably looked equally frightful, with my
bedraggled skirts and a bandage strapped across my forehead, and again I had to stifle a laugh.
What would Lady Lorry say if she could see me now?The fire crackled and spit from the rain
dripping down the chimney onto the hot coals, but soon it was burning well and taking the chill
from the room. I poured the tea into our cups, then spooned sugar into mine. I took a sip and
grimaced. It was dreadful, even with the sugar.He sat down in the other armchair. “Is it horrid,
then?”His r was softer than my English one. It came out like a purr. Scottish, I was almost



certain.“Rather.” I smiled. “But at least it’s hot.”He leaned back and took a long breath, his eyes
meeting mine. “I can’t tell you how grateful I am. The quicker I can be in those cases, the better.
Truly, your help made all the difference.”I felt my face flush.“I don’t even know your name,” he
continued. Our fingers had touched dozens of times throughout the night, as I handed him
materials, or as he shifted the lamp I held. But now he offered his hand forthrightly to me, as
though I were an equal, or one of the new suffragists. “I’m Paul Wilcox.”Ever since we’d finished
in the scullery, I’d been dreading this moment, wishing I could somehow avoid telling him who I
was. Over the past six hours, we’d developed an easy, even friendly, understanding. Revealing
my title would change things. It always did. And very suddenly, I realized I didn’t want that.“Miss
Fraser. Elizabeth Fraser.” I kept my voice steady as I said it; it was the legal truth, after all, even if
it was also a lie. I felt his hand close warm and steady over my own, while his eyes met mine,
measuring.“You’re not a nurse, surely.”I shook my head.“So how is it that you don’t faint, Miss
Fraser? Most men I know couldn’t have borne what you did tonight—and with no disrespect to
your sex, ladies are usually even less stalwart.” He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Did
you see that maid who brought us the sheets? She wouldn’t even open her eyes.”So he’d
noticed too. I gave a small laugh. “Well, I’ve helped take care of horses, when they were
injured.”He raised his eyebrows slightly. “Surely that’s not your profession.”“No. I just meant that
I’ve helped take care of our horses sometimes.”“Out of curiosity, how do you sedate a horse?” he
asked.I remembered the day Athena came to us, how she’d fought and kicked. “Laudanum and
sugar-water.”He looked startled. “Laudanum and sugar-water?”“Horses lap it up. After that”—I
shrugged—“it’s just a question of making sure they fall in the right direction.” I paused
meaningfully. “They’re rather hard to shift, once they’re down.”He laughed outright. “I imagine
they are.” He took a sip of the tea, winced, and held the cup between his hands for its warmth.
“So you and your mother live here in the country, not in London?”“In Levlinshire. We’d been in
London for a few weeks.” I hesitated. “You remember my mother then? There were so many of us
in that field.”He gave me an odd look. “Of course I remember. How is she?”“She’s sleeping
peacefully. Or she was, when I left her.”“When you’ve finished your tea, we’ll go see her.”I
nodded.“If she’s well, she can be moved,” he added. “No doubt you’ll want to get home, and
she’ll be more comfortable there.”“Dr. Wilcox—”“Mr. Wilcox,” he corrected me. “I’m not a
physician; I’m a railway surgeon.”I’d never heard of such a thing. “Do you work for the railway,
then?”He shook his head. “No. I help people who’ve been in railway accidents.”That truly
surprised me. “Are there enough people in railway accidents to keep you busy?”“Dozens—
though not all the accidents are as bad as yours, thank god.”I sat back in my chair. “So you only
help victims of railway accidents? You wouldn’t care for someone who had fallen off a ladder, or
been taken ill with a fever?”“Of course I would, if called upon. But railway injuries are my
specialty, and these accidents can result in some peculiar outcomes.”“What do you mean by
‘peculiar’?” I asked uneasily.Now he looked sorry that he’d brought up the subject and shook his
head reassuringly. “I don’t see any signs that your injury is one of those. But, if you’d like, I can
give you an example, to explain what I mean.”“Yes, please.”“You’ve heard of Charles Dickens,



the novelist?” he asked.“Of course.” I’d read all of his novels at least twice over.“In 1865, he
climbed out of the disaster at Staplehurst and dragged two other passengers out with him. Then
he went back for his case because it had the manuscript for Our Mutual Friend in it, and
afterward he spent several hours helping other victims, bringing them water and such. He even
managed to walk partway home. But the next day, he became dizzy and was shaking so badly
that he could barely sign his name; two weeks later, his legs started twitching, and he had such
nightmares that he couldn’t bring himself to get in bed at night. He’d stay up until he collapsed at
his desk.”“That’s odd. Why did he get worse instead of better?”“Quite often, people who are in
railway disasters suffer a special kind of nervous damage, which happens belatedly. Some
medical men call it ‘railway spine’ or ‘railway brain.’ My mentor, John Erichsen, and I believe it
has at least something to do with fright and shock, as well as an injury to the spine, but none of
us completely understands it yet.” He gave an encouraging smile. “I don’t want you to worry. And
it’s perfectly normal for people to have some nervous disorder for the first few days following an
accident—such as what you betrayed yourself just now.”I stared. “What did I do?”He gestured
toward the fire. “A coal sparked and fell. It barely made a sound, but you jumped in your chair
and spilt your tea.”Dismayed, I looked down at my lap. I wouldn’t have believed him, but there
was the proof, a cluster of spots the size of shillings, spreading on the silk.How could I not
realize that it had happened?“Miss Fraser, as I said, your unease is normal.” He paused and,
after a moment, added gently, “You’d have to be some sort of monster to witness what you did
and not be affected.”His sympathy was so frank and unexpected that it nearly undid me. Tears
pricked at my eyes, and I had to swallow the tightness in my throat. Finally, I said, “Does it go
away? The nervousness?”“Yes, with time. The difficulties usually occur only in those whose
nerves are already weakened by what we call a ‘complicating factor’—a previous condition, say,
or a tendency to be susceptible to suggestion.” He gave a faint shrug. “You know the sort—
people who are always fretting about their illnesses.”I choked on my tea. Mama’s nerves were
always disturbed, and “susceptible” didn’t begin to describe her. She’d only to hear about a new
illness before she began to wonder if she had it. “Then I think you should see my mother now.” I
set down my cup and rose from my chair.He looked surprised, but he took me at my word. “I’ll
fetch my bag from downstairs.”Chapter 3The pillowcase under my cheek was coarse and
smelled of lye soap instead of the lavender I was used to. Confused, I tried to sit up and
immediately felt a dull throbbing near my left temple and an ache in my shoulder. A lamp burned
low on a table beside me, and gradually I made out a small, plain room with two beds, mine and
another, pushed against opposite walls. By the flickering light, I saw my mother’s hand, the
broad gold ring on her third finger. But this certainly wasn’t a room at my cousin’s house in
London. Where were we?Through the door came murmurs and cries, heavy footsteps up and
down an uncarpeted hallway, the clank of crockery on trays, doors opening and shutting.A hotel?
A hotel. Someone had spoken those words recently. Then I remembered. The doctor had said
we’d be taken to a hotel at Travers.The accident. The fire. The field. The afternoon’s horror came
flooding back. My own pain vanished, and I scrambled out of the covers and leaned over her



bed. “Mama?”She lay still.I put my ear to her chest and heard her heartbeat, faint but steady. Her
face was calm, remarkably peaceful in sleep. The lines of worry that usually etched her mouth
were softened. I felt her forehead to check for a fever, but it was cool, as was her hand. She
seemed absolutely fine. Thank god. My own hand trembling, I tucked hers under the
counterpane, and then, my back against the door, I slid to the floor, to give my heartbeat a
chance to return to normal.Cautiously, I felt again for the patch of plaster and the cloth bandage.
My head ached less now than it had in the field, and though my shoulder was sore, we were safe
and dry, and we’d be fine, thanks to the doctor.From just outside our door came a querulous
voice: “First I be bringin’ these linens to number thirteen, then I be fetchin’ water up for number
eight, and then I’ll see to their bloody fire! How many more’s going to come? We be almost full to
the rafters as it is—”“Hush, Lucy!” came a firm voice. “We’ll take in as many as we can. It’s our
duty as Christians. And they aren’t only coming to us. The railway is sending people anywhere
that can hold them. The Polk Hotel is taking them too.”“I’m just sayin’ I cain’t be everywhere doin’
everything, that’s all.” The voice went plaintive. “Miz Mowbray, I been on my feet since half past
five this mornin’, and—”“Oh, for goodness’ sake.” The unseen Mrs. Mowbray lost her patience.
“We’ve all been up since dawn. Here, give me that pitcher. I’ll take the water to number eight
myself—and then I’ve got to see if I can find someone to help that poor doctor.” A pause, and
then, somewhat dryly: “I don’t suppose you’d want to do that instead of fetching things up and
down stairs.”An audible gasp. “Oh, no, ma’am! I ain’t goin’ in there with all that blood and those
screeching folks!”“I thought not. Now, take the linens up, and see to the fire, and don’t waste your
breath in complaining.”“Yes’m.”What time was it? I pushed myself up from the floor and went to
the window to draw the curtains apart. The lamp, low as it was, turned the glass into a mirror with
nothing but darkness beyond. It must be well into the night. I put my hand up to shield my eyes
and brought my face close to the pane, so I could look out.Our room was on an upper floor of an
establishment that faced what appeared to be a main street. Above was a flat, black, starless
sky. Below, the gas lamps shone fuzzily upon cobblestones still wet with rain. There were shops
across the way, their plate-glass windows glinting. Most nights the street was probably empty at
this hour, but not tonight. Half a dozen hansom cabs, their lanterns dangling beside the
coachman’s boxes, stood in front of the hotel, and two wagons were stopped farther down, in
front of what looked like a third-rate boardinghouse.I let the curtains swing back in place.In the
lamplight, I caught sight of my hands. If they hadn’t been at the end of my own arms, I wouldn’t
have recognized them, blotched as they were with grime, and with crescents of more dirt—or
something else—under my nails. I looked down at my clothes and saw smears of mud, or blood,
around the hem of my dress. Where was my traveling cloak? My eyes swept the room. Someone
—I wondered whom—had taken it off me and hung it over the single wooden chair. I drew my
skirts back to see my feet in their stockings, which still looked fairly intact. Where were my
boots? Carefully, I crouched down to look under the chair. Someone had placed them neatly
next to each other; I pulled them out and laced them on.A mirror with blackened corners hung on
the wall above the washstand. My skin was filthy as a coal man’s, and the left side of my face



was splotched with dried blood. I picked up the pitcher on the washstand and felt the slosh of
water. I sniffed to be sure it wasn’t foul, then wet a bit of flannel that had been left for a towel and
wiped at my face, being careful of my bandage and my jaw, which was bruised and slightly
swollen. I combed my hair through with my fingers and twisted it back into a braid, studying my
reflection in the mirror. Better—though my eyes, usually blue, looked as black as if I’d been
taking Mama’s laudanum.After a quick glance to be sure Mama was still asleep, I slipped out the
door and closed it behind me. The hallway was just wide enough for two people to pass and lit
only by candles and sconces. The walls were painted an ugly green, with trim that had once
probably been white. There were eight or ten doors, mostly open, and I watched a maid go from
one room to the next delivering towels. I shrank back against the wall to be out of the way of
another maid who was carrying an armful of blankets. Behind her shuffled yet another, her face
sour as turned milk. She was bearing a tray with three bowls of broth.“Excuse me.” I stopped her.
“Is the doctor here?”She jerked her head toward the stairs at the end of the hall. “ ’E’s down in
the scull’ry, tendin’ to those poor souls,” she replied shortly. Her eyes went to my forehead. “What
d’you be needin’ with ’im? ’E’s already seen to you.”I bristled. “I was merely asking.”She shot a
disparaging look at my silk skirts. “Lady like yerself best be staying in yer bed. Pale as a ghost ye
are.” She turned away, muttering, “ ’Allways be crowded enough without people wanderin’ ’bout
bloody worse ’n useless.”I felt the sting of annoyance as I watched her disappear into one of the
rooms. I wasn’t bloody worse than useless when it came to wounds. But never mind.I took the
back staircase down to the first floor, where a narrow passage led toward the center hallway and
the front door. To the right was another staircase, presumably leading down to the kitchen; from
the left came the murmur of voices. I followed the sound down the hall and peered into a large
dining room full of people who seemed able-bodied but were clearly taking refuge from the
accident. On the opposite side of the hallway was a narrow room that was dark and empty; at the
front of the hotel was a more spacious parlor whose windows looked out onto the street.I
returned to the back stairs and descended. The smells of cheap tallow candles, burnt pastry,
and boiled onions rose to meet me, along with the scents of singed oil and scorched metal, and
as I reached the bottom I realized why. On the floor of the passageway were nearly a dozen
injured men and women. Some were sitting up; others were sprawled flat; many had makeshift
bandages around their limbs; most appeared to be in pain, although no one made much noise.
At the end of the passage were two doors, both closed. No doubt one led to the scullery and the
other to the kitchen. I stepped carefully so as not to kick anyone, but when I reached the doors, I
paused, suddenly uncertain.The maid was right. Lady Elizabeth Fraser, only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, The Dowager Countess of Kellham, probably belonged back in her room.
Except as I stood there, my fingertips feeling the rough grain of the wood under the paint, I had
the strangest feeling, and, though unfamiliar, it wasn’t wholly unpleasant. Tonight, at this hotel, I
was just another injured passenger. I turned to look at the people in the hallway. No one was
paying the least bit of attention to me. Indeed, no one here even knew me but my mother, and
she was fast asleep. For once in my life, I could behave as I chose.I pushed gently at the door



until the crack was wide enough that I could look in. As I suspected, this was the scullery half of
a large split kitchen. Two broad windows near the ceiling would have let in the sunlight had it
been day, but now the room was illuminated only by a few lamps whose sallow light caught the
metallic shine of cookware on a rack overhead and left the corners in shadow. The tin clock
above the twin sinks told that it was nearly one in the morning. The stove was still lit, with a
copper pot on the cooking surface, and the air was warm and damp. A young maid was filling a
second pot at the sink. Through vents that led to the room next door came the voices of several
maids and the clatter of dishes being put on trays.I pushed the door open a bit farther. Now I
could see that more injured people were lying on the stone floor, towels under their heads like
makeshift pillows. Some of them were groaning, others were silent. The maid turned toward me,
her eyes large and frightened.In the middle of the room stood a large wooden table much like
the one we had at home, where our scullery maids piled the dishes for washing and stacked the
clean ones to be put away. Tonight, this table had become a place to lay the patients.The doctor
from the field was bent over the table, stitching an ugly gash in a man’s shoulder by the light of a
lantern. He was wholly absorbed in the task, and I remained very still, not wanting to distract him.
He’d stripped to his white shirt, undone his collar, and rolled the sleeves above his elbows to
work. His hands moved skillfully over the wound, the muscles in his forearm shifting under his
skin, his fingers making tiny repetitive movements, the silver needle catching bits of light.The
patient was a large man, with a thick mane of dark hair and a cruel cut across his forehead in
addition to the one across his shoulder. He groaned and muttered a few words in French. The
doctor murmured, “Ne vous inquiétez pas, vous allez être bien,” groped for the cone that had
slipped sideways off the man’s nose, and replaced it. Then he picked up the lantern, held it near
the shoulder for a moment, put it down, made a few more stitches, and then picked up the lamp
once more to study the gash.The cone on the patient’s nose began to slip sideways again.He’d
told the man, Allez être bien. But everything didn’t look fine to me.I pushed the door all the way
open and stepped inside, my hand already reaching to replace the cone. “May I help you?”He
glanced up, and it took a moment before he recognized me. He bent over the man’s bloody
shoulder again. “Are you prone to fainting?” His voice was pleasant, but dubious.A fair question,
considering that the last time he saw me I’d fallen unconscious at his feet. But I’d helped our
groom Martin stitch up our horses many times—and Athena had gashes worse than this when
she came to us.“Not usually, no,” I said evenly.Without looking up, he said, “Good. Can you hold
the light here, and keep the chloroform on?”I wrapped my fingers around the handle of the
lantern and carefully adjusted the cone. I watched his hands; even Martin’s fingers didn’t move
so nimbly with a needle.“Bring the light this way, please.”I lifted it so it hung above the wounded
man’s shoulder.That’s when I saw the patient’s face. It was the man who’d helped Mama and me
off the train.I let out a gasp before I could stop myself, and the doctor looked up. “You’re all
right?”“I’m fine. It’s just—this man—he helped us off the train. And then ran to another carriage.
He must have been going to help them too.”“Yes, well. That’s probably why he ended up here.”I
bit my lip and prayed that he’d recover.Ten or twelve more quick stitches, a knot.“That’s enough



chloroform for now. Thank you.”I removed the cone and watched as he twirled the needle and
thread into a small efficient loop like he’d done after stitching my wound. He barely glanced in
my direction as he handed me a square of cloth. “Can you hold this to his head while I check his
leg?”I did as he directed.Together, we worked through the long night.—The pale gray light of
dawn was filtering through the scullery windows by the time we’d finished. The clock had chimed
half past five, and the doctor had stitched nearly two dozen wounds and set three bones, tying
them up with bandages ripped from the hotel’s white sheets. The proprietress, Mrs. Mowbray,
had called to us through the closed door to offer them, but she had not brought them in herself.
Instead, she sent a maid, who entered with her eyes screwed tight. She thrust the linens at me
and left again before I could thank her. Despite the wretchedness of the situation, I’d almost
smiled. The maid from upstairs wasn’t the only one who couldn’t bear the sight of blood.The
doctor sighed and arched his back, rolling his head from side to side. My back and shoulders
ached too, but there was also a feeling of satisfaction; every patient had been cared for and
removed to a bed upstairs. The room was empty except for the two of us. Even the maid who had
been boiling water for us all night had left.The doctor and I washed our hands with a bit of lye
soap from the wooden dish between the two sinks. As he bent over, a chain, with something
round and gold—a pendant?—fell out from his shirt collar. He tucked it back inside absently
before drying his hands on a towel. Then he stoked the fire in the stove and put some water into
a small, clean pot.“I wonder if there is any coffee,” he said, breaking the silence. But a quick
search revealed none, so he made tea instead, while I found two cups and saucers in a
cupboard.He tucked a spoon in his pocket and carried the pot and a pitcher of milk to the
threshold. “Let’s find a place to sit,” he suggested, shouldering the door open so I could go
through with the dishes and a sugar bowl.He led me upstairs to the narrow room that had been
empty earlier. It was almost too small to be considered a proper sitting room, but there were two
armchairs, one on either side of a table that was large enough for the tea things. The air smelled
of lamps whose wicks weren’t kept properly trimmed and had smoked badly—but the hearth had
been swept, and there were supplies for a fire. Outside the single window, which looked onto a
narrow alley, the rain fell, blurring the red bricks of the building opposite.I set the tea things
down, found the matchbox on the mantel, and lit a table lamp. By its light, I could see the room
more clearly. The walls were papered in a garish green that showed worn spots. On one wall, a
foggy mirror hung above a wooden cabinet with a few books behind glass. On the other wall,
above two straight-backed wooden chairs, hung a painting of cows in a field, an imitation of one
of the seventeenth-century Dutch masters. I perched on one of the ugly chintz-covered chairs. It
smelled of Macassar oil, no doubt accumulated from the hair of dozens of men who had sat
there previously. Into my mind leapt the image of Lady Lorry’s elegant ballroom; the contrast with
this shabby chamber was so stark that I felt a laugh forming in my throat.The doctor had rolled
some newspaper into spears and settled them on the grate; now he tonged some coal from the
hod into the fireplace. I handed him the box of matches, and he sparked and held one to the
newspaper, then sat back on his heels. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was so stained that



it would probably have to be thrown away. I realized I probably looked equally frightful, with my
bedraggled skirts and a bandage strapped across my forehead, and again I had to stifle a laugh.
What would Lady Lorry say if she could see me now?The fire crackled and spit from the rain
dripping down the chimney onto the hot coals, but soon it was burning well and taking the chill
from the room. I poured the tea into our cups, then spooned sugar into mine. I took a sip and
grimaced. It was dreadful, even with the sugar.He sat down in the other armchair. “Is it horrid,
then?”His r was softer than my English one. It came out like a purr. Scottish, I was almost
certain.“Rather.” I smiled. “But at least it’s hot.”He leaned back and took a long breath, his eyes
meeting mine. “I can’t tell you how grateful I am. The quicker I can be in those cases, the better.
Truly, your help made all the difference.”I felt my face flush.“I don’t even know your name,” he
continued. Our fingers had touched dozens of times throughout the night, as I handed him
materials, or as he shifted the lamp I held. But now he offered his hand forthrightly to me, as
though I were an equal, or one of the new suffragists. “I’m Paul Wilcox.”Ever since we’d finished
in the scullery, I’d been dreading this moment, wishing I could somehow avoid telling him who I
was. Over the past six hours, we’d developed an easy, even friendly, understanding. Revealing
my title would change things. It always did. And very suddenly, I realized I didn’t want that.“Miss
Fraser. Elizabeth Fraser.” I kept my voice steady as I said it; it was the legal truth, after all, even if
it was also a lie. I felt his hand close warm and steady over my own, while his eyes met mine,
measuring.“You’re not a nurse, surely.”I shook my head.“So how is it that you don’t faint, Miss
Fraser? Most men I know couldn’t have borne what you did tonight—and with no disrespect to
your sex, ladies are usually even less stalwart.” He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Did
you see that maid who brought us the sheets? She wouldn’t even open her eyes.”So he’d
noticed too. I gave a small laugh. “Well, I’ve helped take care of horses, when they were
injured.”He raised his eyebrows slightly. “Surely that’s not your profession.”“No. I just meant that
I’ve helped take care of our horses sometimes.”“Out of curiosity, how do you sedate a horse?” he
asked.I remembered the day Athena came to us, how she’d fought and kicked. “Laudanum and
sugar-water.”He looked startled. “Laudanum and sugar-water?”“Horses lap it up. After that”—I
shrugged—“it’s just a question of making sure they fall in the right direction.” I paused
meaningfully. “They’re rather hard to shift, once they’re down.”He laughed outright. “I imagine
they are.” He took a sip of the tea, winced, and held the cup between his hands for its warmth.
“So you and your mother live here in the country, not in London?”“In Levlinshire. We’d been in
London for a few weeks.” I hesitated. “You remember my mother then? There were so many of us
in that field.”He gave me an odd look. “Of course I remember. How is she?”“She’s sleeping
peacefully. Or she was, when I left her.”“When you’ve finished your tea, we’ll go see her.”I
nodded.“If she’s well, she can be moved,” he added. “No doubt you’ll want to get home, and
she’ll be more comfortable there.”“Dr. Wilcox—”“Mr. Wilcox,” he corrected me. “I’m not a
physician; I’m a railway surgeon.”I’d never heard of such a thing. “Do you work for the railway,
then?”He shook his head. “No. I help people who’ve been in railway accidents.”That truly
surprised me. “Are there enough people in railway accidents to keep you busy?”“Dozens—



though not all the accidents are as bad as yours, thank god.”I sat back in my chair. “So you only
help victims of railway accidents? You wouldn’t care for someone who had fallen off a ladder, or
been taken ill with a fever?”“Of course I would, if called upon. But railway injuries are my
specialty, and these accidents can result in some peculiar outcomes.”“What do you mean by
‘peculiar’?” I asked uneasily.Now he looked sorry that he’d brought up the subject and shook his
head reassuringly. “I don’t see any signs that your injury is one of those. But, if you’d like, I can
give you an example, to explain what I mean.”“Yes, please.”“You’ve heard of Charles Dickens,
the novelist?” he asked.“Of course.” I’d read all of his novels at least twice over.“In 1865, he
climbed out of the disaster at Staplehurst and dragged two other passengers out with him. Then
he went back for his case because it had the manuscript for Our Mutual Friend in it, and
afterward he spent several hours helping other victims, bringing them water and such. He even
managed to walk partway home. But the next day, he became dizzy and was shaking so badly
that he could barely sign his name; two weeks later, his legs started twitching, and he had such
nightmares that he couldn’t bring himself to get in bed at night. He’d stay up until he collapsed at
his desk.”“That’s odd. Why did he get worse instead of better?”“Quite often, people who are in
railway disasters suffer a special kind of nervous damage, which happens belatedly. Some
medical men call it ‘railway spine’ or ‘railway brain.’ My mentor, John Erichsen, and I believe it
has at least something to do with fright and shock, as well as an injury to the spine, but none of
us completely understands it yet.” He gave an encouraging smile. “I don’t want you to worry. And
it’s perfectly normal for people to have some nervous disorder for the first few days following an
accident—such as what you betrayed yourself just now.”I stared. “What did I do?”He gestured
toward the fire. “A coal sparked and fell. It barely made a sound, but you jumped in your chair
and spilt your tea.”Dismayed, I looked down at my lap. I wouldn’t have believed him, but there
was the proof, a cluster of spots the size of shillings, spreading on the silk.How could I not
realize that it had happened?“Miss Fraser, as I said, your unease is normal.” He paused and,
after a moment, added gently, “You’d have to be some sort of monster to witness what you did
and not be affected.”His sympathy was so frank and unexpected that it nearly undid me. Tears
pricked at my eyes, and I had to swallow the tightness in my throat. Finally, I said, “Does it go
away? The nervousness?”“Yes, with time. The difficulties usually occur only in those whose
nerves are already weakened by what we call a ‘complicating factor’—a previous condition, say,
or a tendency to be susceptible to suggestion.” He gave a faint shrug. “You know the sort—
people who are always fretting about their illnesses.”I choked on my tea. Mama’s nerves were
always disturbed, and “susceptible” didn’t begin to describe her. She’d only to hear about a new
illness before she began to wonder if she had it. “Then I think you should see my mother now.” I
set down my cup and rose from my chair.He looked surprised, but he took me at my word. “I’ll
fetch my bag from downstairs.”Chapter 3The pillowcase under my cheek was coarse and
smelled of lye soap instead of the lavender I was used to. Confused, I tried to sit up and
immediately felt a dull throbbing near my left temple and an ache in my shoulder. A lamp burned
low on a table beside me, and gradually I made out a small, plain room with two beds, mine and



another, pushed against opposite walls. By the flickering light, I saw my mother’s hand, the
broad gold ring on her third finger. But this certainly wasn’t a room at my cousin’s house in
London. Where were we?Through the door came murmurs and cries, heavy footsteps up and
down an uncarpeted hallway, the clank of crockery on trays, doors opening and shutting.A hotel?
A hotel. Someone had spoken those words recently. Then I remembered. The doctor had said
we’d be taken to a hotel at Travers.The accident. The fire. The field. The afternoon’s horror came
flooding back. My own pain vanished, and I scrambled out of the covers and leaned over her
bed. “Mama?”She lay still.I put my ear to her chest and heard her heartbeat, faint but steady. Her
face was calm, remarkably peaceful in sleep. The lines of worry that usually etched her mouth
were softened. I felt her forehead to check for a fever, but it was cool, as was her hand. She
seemed absolutely fine. Thank god. My own hand trembling, I tucked hers under the
counterpane, and then, my back against the door, I slid to the floor, to give my heartbeat a
chance to return to normal.Cautiously, I felt again for the patch of plaster and the cloth bandage.
My head ached less now than it had in the field, and though my shoulder was sore, we were safe
and dry, and we’d be fine, thanks to the doctor.From just outside our door came a querulous
voice: “First I be bringin’ these linens to number thirteen, then I be fetchin’ water up for number
eight, and then I’ll see to their bloody fire! How many more’s going to come? We be almost full to
the rafters as it is—”“Hush, Lucy!” came a firm voice. “We’ll take in as many as we can. It’s our
duty as Christians. And they aren’t only coming to us. The railway is sending people anywhere
that can hold them. The Polk Hotel is taking them too.”“I’m just sayin’ I cain’t be everywhere doin’
everything, that’s all.” The voice went plaintive. “Miz Mowbray, I been on my feet since half past
five this mornin’, and—”“Oh, for goodness’ sake.” The unseen Mrs. Mowbray lost her patience.
“We’ve all been up since dawn. Here, give me that pitcher. I’ll take the water to number eight
myself—and then I’ve got to see if I can find someone to help that poor doctor.” A pause, and
then, somewhat dryly: “I don’t suppose you’d want to do that instead of fetching things up and
down stairs.”An audible gasp. “Oh, no, ma’am! I ain’t goin’ in there with all that blood and those
screeching folks!”“I thought not. Now, take the linens up, and see to the fire, and don’t waste your
breath in complaining.”“Yes’m.”What time was it? I pushed myself up from the floor and went to
the window to draw the curtains apart. The lamp, low as it was, turned the glass into a mirror with
nothing but darkness beyond. It must be well into the night. I put my hand up to shield my eyes
and brought my face close to the pane, so I could look out.Our room was on an upper floor of an
establishment that faced what appeared to be a main street. Above was a flat, black, starless
sky. Below, the gas lamps shone fuzzily upon cobblestones still wet with rain. There were shops
across the way, their plate-glass windows glinting. Most nights the street was probably empty at
this hour, but not tonight. Half a dozen hansom cabs, their lanterns dangling beside the
coachman’s boxes, stood in front of the hotel, and two wagons were stopped farther down, in
front of what looked like a third-rate boardinghouse.I let the curtains swing back in place.In the
lamplight, I caught sight of my hands. If they hadn’t been at the end of my own arms, I wouldn’t
have recognized them, blotched as they were with grime, and with crescents of more dirt—or



something else—under my nails. I looked down at my clothes and saw smears of mud, or blood,
around the hem of my dress. Where was my traveling cloak? My eyes swept the room. Someone
—I wondered whom—had taken it off me and hung it over the single wooden chair. I drew my
skirts back to see my feet in their stockings, which still looked fairly intact. Where were my
boots? Carefully, I crouched down to look under the chair. Someone had placed them neatly
next to each other; I pulled them out and laced them on.A mirror with blackened corners hung on
the wall above the washstand. My skin was filthy as a coal man’s, and the left side of my face
was splotched with dried blood. I picked up the pitcher on the washstand and felt the slosh of
water. I sniffed to be sure it wasn’t foul, then wet a bit of flannel that had been left for a towel and
wiped at my face, being careful of my bandage and my jaw, which was bruised and slightly
swollen. I combed my hair through with my fingers and twisted it back into a braid, studying my
reflection in the mirror. Better—though my eyes, usually blue, looked as black as if I’d been
taking Mama’s laudanum.After a quick glance to be sure Mama was still asleep, I slipped out the
door and closed it behind me. The hallway was just wide enough for two people to pass and lit
only by candles and sconces. The walls were painted an ugly green, with trim that had once
probably been white. There were eight or ten doors, mostly open, and I watched a maid go from
one room to the next delivering towels. I shrank back against the wall to be out of the way of
another maid who was carrying an armful of blankets. Behind her shuffled yet another, her face
sour as turned milk. She was bearing a tray with three bowls of broth.“Excuse me.” I stopped her.
“Is the doctor here?”She jerked her head toward the stairs at the end of the hall. “ ’E’s down in
the scull’ry, tendin’ to those poor souls,” she replied shortly. Her eyes went to my forehead. “What
d’you be needin’ with ’im? ’E’s already seen to you.”I bristled. “I was merely asking.”She shot a
disparaging look at my silk skirts. “Lady like yerself best be staying in yer bed. Pale as a ghost ye
are.” She turned away, muttering, “ ’Allways be crowded enough without people wanderin’ ’bout
bloody worse ’n useless.”I felt the sting of annoyance as I watched her disappear into one of the
rooms. I wasn’t bloody worse than useless when it came to wounds. But never mind.I took the
back staircase down to the first floor, where a narrow passage led toward the center hallway and
the front door. To the right was another staircase, presumably leading down to the kitchen; from
the left came the murmur of voices. I followed the sound down the hall and peered into a large
dining room full of people who seemed able-bodied but were clearly taking refuge from the
accident. On the opposite side of the hallway was a narrow room that was dark and empty; at the
front of the hotel was a more spacious parlor whose windows looked out onto the street.I
returned to the back stairs and descended. The smells of cheap tallow candles, burnt pastry,
and boiled onions rose to meet me, along with the scents of singed oil and scorched metal, and
as I reached the bottom I realized why. On the floor of the passageway were nearly a dozen
injured men and women. Some were sitting up; others were sprawled flat; many had makeshift
bandages around their limbs; most appeared to be in pain, although no one made much noise.
At the end of the passage were two doors, both closed. No doubt one led to the scullery and the
other to the kitchen. I stepped carefully so as not to kick anyone, but when I reached the doors, I



paused, suddenly uncertain.The maid was right. Lady Elizabeth Fraser, only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, The Dowager Countess of Kellham, probably belonged back in her room.
Except as I stood there, my fingertips feeling the rough grain of the wood under the paint, I had
the strangest feeling, and, though unfamiliar, it wasn’t wholly unpleasant. Tonight, at this hotel, I
was just another injured passenger. I turned to look at the people in the hallway. No one was
paying the least bit of attention to me. Indeed, no one here even knew me but my mother, and
she was fast asleep. For once in my life, I could behave as I chose.I pushed gently at the door
until the crack was wide enough that I could look in. As I suspected, this was the scullery half of
a large split kitchen. Two broad windows near the ceiling would have let in the sunlight had it
been day, but now the room was illuminated only by a few lamps whose sallow light caught the
metallic shine of cookware on a rack overhead and left the corners in shadow. The tin clock
above the twin sinks told that it was nearly one in the morning. The stove was still lit, with a
copper pot on the cooking surface, and the air was warm and damp. A young maid was filling a
second pot at the sink. Through vents that led to the room next door came the voices of several
maids and the clatter of dishes being put on trays.I pushed the door open a bit farther. Now I
could see that more injured people were lying on the stone floor, towels under their heads like
makeshift pillows. Some of them were groaning, others were silent. The maid turned toward me,
her eyes large and frightened.In the middle of the room stood a large wooden table much like
the one we had at home, where our scullery maids piled the dishes for washing and stacked the
clean ones to be put away. Tonight, this table had become a place to lay the patients.The doctor
from the field was bent over the table, stitching an ugly gash in a man’s shoulder by the light of a
lantern. He was wholly absorbed in the task, and I remained very still, not wanting to distract him.
He’d stripped to his white shirt, undone his collar, and rolled the sleeves above his elbows to
work. His hands moved skillfully over the wound, the muscles in his forearm shifting under his
skin, his fingers making tiny repetitive movements, the silver needle catching bits of light.The
patient was a large man, with a thick mane of dark hair and a cruel cut across his forehead in
addition to the one across his shoulder. He groaned and muttered a few words in French. The
doctor murmured, “Ne vous inquiétez pas, vous allez être bien,” groped for the cone that had
slipped sideways off the man’s nose, and replaced it. Then he picked up the lantern, held it near
the shoulder for a moment, put it down, made a few more stitches, and then picked up the lamp
once more to study the gash.The cone on the patient’s nose began to slip sideways again.He’d
told the man, Allez être bien. But everything didn’t look fine to me.I pushed the door all the way
open and stepped inside, my hand already reaching to replace the cone. “May I help you?”He
glanced up, and it took a moment before he recognized me. He bent over the man’s bloody
shoulder again. “Are you prone to fainting?” His voice was pleasant, but dubious.A fair question,
considering that the last time he saw me I’d fallen unconscious at his feet. But I’d helped our
groom Martin stitch up our horses many times—and Athena had gashes worse than this when
she came to us.“Not usually, no,” I said evenly.Without looking up, he said, “Good. Can you hold
the light here, and keep the chloroform on?”I wrapped my fingers around the handle of the



lantern and carefully adjusted the cone. I watched his hands; even Martin’s fingers didn’t move
so nimbly with a needle.“Bring the light this way, please.”I lifted it so it hung above the wounded
man’s shoulder.That’s when I saw the patient’s face. It was the man who’d helped Mama and me
off the train.I let out a gasp before I could stop myself, and the doctor looked up. “You’re all
right?”“I’m fine. It’s just—this man—he helped us off the train. And then ran to another carriage.
He must have been going to help them too.”“Yes, well. That’s probably why he ended up here.”I
bit my lip and prayed that he’d recover.Ten or twelve more quick stitches, a knot.“That’s enough
chloroform for now. Thank you.”I removed the cone and watched as he twirled the needle and
thread into a small efficient loop like he’d done after stitching my wound. He barely glanced in
my direction as he handed me a square of cloth. “Can you hold this to his head while I check his
leg?”I did as he directed.Together, we worked through the long night.—The pale gray light of
dawn was filtering through the scullery windows by the time we’d finished. The clock had chimed
half past five, and the doctor had stitched nearly two dozen wounds and set three bones, tying
them up with bandages ripped from the hotel’s white sheets. The proprietress, Mrs. Mowbray,
had called to us through the closed door to offer them, but she had not brought them in herself.
Instead, she sent a maid, who entered with her eyes screwed tight. She thrust the linens at me
and left again before I could thank her. Despite the wretchedness of the situation, I’d almost
smiled. The maid from upstairs wasn’t the only one who couldn’t bear the sight of blood.The
doctor sighed and arched his back, rolling his head from side to side. My back and shoulders
ached too, but there was also a feeling of satisfaction; every patient had been cared for and
removed to a bed upstairs. The room was empty except for the two of us. Even the maid who had
been boiling water for us all night had left.The doctor and I washed our hands with a bit of lye
soap from the wooden dish between the two sinks. As he bent over, a chain, with something
round and gold—a pendant?—fell out from his shirt collar. He tucked it back inside absently
before drying his hands on a towel. Then he stoked the fire in the stove and put some water into
a small, clean pot.“I wonder if there is any coffee,” he said, breaking the silence. But a quick
search revealed none, so he made tea instead, while I found two cups and saucers in a
cupboard.He tucked a spoon in his pocket and carried the pot and a pitcher of milk to the
threshold. “Let’s find a place to sit,” he suggested, shouldering the door open so I could go
through with the dishes and a sugar bowl.He led me upstairs to the narrow room that had been
empty earlier. It was almost too small to be considered a proper sitting room, but there were two
armchairs, one on either side of a table that was large enough for the tea things. The air smelled
of lamps whose wicks weren’t kept properly trimmed and had smoked badly—but the hearth had
been swept, and there were supplies for a fire. Outside the single window, which looked onto a
narrow alley, the rain fell, blurring the red bricks of the building opposite.I set the tea things
down, found the matchbox on the mantel, and lit a table lamp. By its light, I could see the room
more clearly. The walls were papered in a garish green that showed worn spots. On one wall, a
foggy mirror hung above a wooden cabinet with a few books behind glass. On the other wall,
above two straight-backed wooden chairs, hung a painting of cows in a field, an imitation of one



of the seventeenth-century Dutch masters. I perched on one of the ugly chintz-covered chairs. It
smelled of Macassar oil, no doubt accumulated from the hair of dozens of men who had sat
there previously. Into my mind leapt the image of Lady Lorry’s elegant ballroom; the contrast with
this shabby chamber was so stark that I felt a laugh forming in my throat.The doctor had rolled
some newspaper into spears and settled them on the grate; now he tonged some coal from the
hod into the fireplace. I handed him the box of matches, and he sparked and held one to the
newspaper, then sat back on his heels. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was so stained that
it would probably have to be thrown away. I realized I probably looked equally frightful, with my
bedraggled skirts and a bandage strapped across my forehead, and again I had to stifle a laugh.
What would Lady Lorry say if she could see me now?The fire crackled and spit from the rain
dripping down the chimney onto the hot coals, but soon it was burning well and taking the chill
from the room. I poured the tea into our cups, then spooned sugar into mine. I took a sip and
grimaced. It was dreadful, even with the sugar.He sat down in the other armchair. “Is it horrid,
then?”His r was softer than my English one. It came out like a purr. Scottish, I was almost
certain.“Rather.” I smiled. “But at least it’s hot.”He leaned back and took a long breath, his eyes
meeting mine. “I can’t tell you how grateful I am. The quicker I can be in those cases, the better.
Truly, your help made all the difference.”I felt my face flush.“I don’t even know your name,” he
continued. Our fingers had touched dozens of times throughout the night, as I handed him
materials, or as he shifted the lamp I held. But now he offered his hand forthrightly to me, as
though I were an equal, or one of the new suffragists. “I’m Paul Wilcox.”Ever since we’d finished
in the scullery, I’d been dreading this moment, wishing I could somehow avoid telling him who I
was. Over the past six hours, we’d developed an easy, even friendly, understanding. Revealing
my title would change things. It always did. And very suddenly, I realized I didn’t want that.“Miss
Fraser. Elizabeth Fraser.” I kept my voice steady as I said it; it was the legal truth, after all, even if
it was also a lie. I felt his hand close warm and steady over my own, while his eyes met mine,
measuring.“You’re not a nurse, surely.”I shook my head.“So how is it that you don’t faint, Miss
Fraser? Most men I know couldn’t have borne what you did tonight—and with no disrespect to
your sex, ladies are usually even less stalwart.” He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Did
you see that maid who brought us the sheets? She wouldn’t even open her eyes.”So he’d
noticed too. I gave a small laugh. “Well, I’ve helped take care of horses, when they were
injured.”He raised his eyebrows slightly. “Surely that’s not your profession.”“No. I just meant that
I’ve helped take care of our horses sometimes.”“Out of curiosity, how do you sedate a horse?” he
asked.I remembered the day Athena came to us, how she’d fought and kicked. “Laudanum and
sugar-water.”He looked startled. “Laudanum and sugar-water?”“Horses lap it up. After that”—I
shrugged—“it’s just a question of making sure they fall in the right direction.” I paused
meaningfully. “They’re rather hard to shift, once they’re down.”He laughed outright. “I imagine
they are.” He took a sip of the tea, winced, and held the cup between his hands for its warmth.
“So you and your mother live here in the country, not in London?”“In Levlinshire. We’d been in
London for a few weeks.” I hesitated. “You remember my mother then? There were so many of us



in that field.”He gave me an odd look. “Of course I remember. How is she?”“She’s sleeping
peacefully. Or she was, when I left her.”“When you’ve finished your tea, we’ll go see her.”I
nodded.“If she’s well, she can be moved,” he added. “No doubt you’ll want to get home, and
she’ll be more comfortable there.”“Dr. Wilcox—”“Mr. Wilcox,” he corrected me. “I’m not a
physician; I’m a railway surgeon.”I’d never heard of such a thing. “Do you work for the railway,
then?”He shook his head. “No. I help people who’ve been in railway accidents.”That truly
surprised me. “Are there enough people in railway accidents to keep you busy?”“Dozens—
though not all the accidents are as bad as yours, thank god.”I sat back in my chair. “So you only
help victims of railway accidents? You wouldn’t care for someone who had fallen off a ladder, or
been taken ill with a fever?”“Of course I would, if called upon. But railway injuries are my
specialty, and these accidents can result in some peculiar outcomes.”“What do you mean by
‘peculiar’?” I asked uneasily.Now he looked sorry that he’d brought up the subject and shook his
head reassuringly. “I don’t see any signs that your injury is one of those. But, if you’d like, I can
give you an example, to explain what I mean.”“Yes, please.”“You’ve heard of Charles Dickens,
the novelist?” he asked.“Of course.” I’d read all of his novels at least twice over.“In 1865, he
climbed out of the disaster at Staplehurst and dragged two other passengers out with him. Then
he went back for his case because it had the manuscript for Our Mutual Friend in it, and
afterward he spent several hours helping other victims, bringing them water and such. He even
managed to walk partway home. But the next day, he became dizzy and was shaking so badly
that he could barely sign his name; two weeks later, his legs started twitching, and he had such
nightmares that he couldn’t bring himself to get in bed at night. He’d stay up until he collapsed at
his desk.”“That’s odd. Why did he get worse instead of better?”“Quite often, people who are in
railway disasters suffer a special kind of nervous damage, which happens belatedly. Some
medical men call it ‘railway spine’ or ‘railway brain.’ My mentor, John Erichsen, and I believe it
has at least something to do with fright and shock, as well as an injury to the spine, but none of
us completely understands it yet.” He gave an encouraging smile. “I don’t want you to worry. And
it’s perfectly normal for people to have some nervous disorder for the first few days following an
accident—such as what you betrayed yourself just now.”I stared. “What did I do?”He gestured
toward the fire. “A coal sparked and fell. It barely made a sound, but you jumped in your chair
and spilt your tea.”Dismayed, I looked down at my lap. I wouldn’t have believed him, but there
was the proof, a cluster of spots the size of shillings, spreading on the silk.How could I not
realize that it had happened?“Miss Fraser, as I said, your unease is normal.” He paused and,
after a moment, added gently, “You’d have to be some sort of monster to witness what you did
and not be affected.”His sympathy was so frank and unexpected that it nearly undid me. Tears
pricked at my eyes, and I had to swallow the tightness in my throat. Finally, I said, “Does it go
away? The nervousness?”“Yes, with time. The difficulties usually occur only in those whose
nerves are already weakened by what we call a ‘complicating factor’—a previous condition, say,
or a tendency to be susceptible to suggestion.” He gave a faint shrug. “You know the sort—
people who are always fretting about their illnesses.”I choked on my tea. Mama’s nerves were



always disturbed, and “susceptible” didn’t begin to describe her. She’d only to hear about a new
illness before she began to wonder if she had it. “Then I think you should see my mother now.” I
set down my cup and rose from my chair.He looked surprised, but he took me at my word. “I’ll
fetch my bag from downstairs.”Chapter 3The pillowcase under my cheek was coarse and
smelled of lye soap instead of the lavender I was used to. Confused, I tried to sit up and
immediately felt a dull throbbing near my left temple and an ache in my shoulder. A lamp burned
low on a table beside me, and gradually I made out a small, plain room with two beds, mine and
another, pushed against opposite walls. By the flickering light, I saw my mother’s hand, the
broad gold ring on her third finger. But this certainly wasn’t a room at my cousin’s house in
London. Where were we?Through the door came murmurs and cries, heavy footsteps up and
down an uncarpeted hallway, the clank of crockery on trays, doors opening and shutting.A hotel?
A hotel. Someone had spoken those words recently. Then I remembered. The doctor had said
we’d be taken to a hotel at Travers.The accident. The fire. The field. The afternoon’s horror came
flooding back. My own pain vanished, and I scrambled out of the covers and leaned over her
bed. “Mama?”She lay still.I put my ear to her chest and heard her heartbeat, faint but steady. Her
face was calm, remarkably peaceful in sleep. The lines of worry that usually etched her mouth
were softened. I felt her forehead to check for a fever, but it was cool, as was her hand. She
seemed absolutely fine. Thank god. My own hand trembling, I tucked hers under the
counterpane, and then, my back against the door, I slid to the floor, to give my heartbeat a
chance to return to normal.Cautiously, I felt again for the patch of plaster and the cloth bandage.
My head ached less now than it had in the field, and though my shoulder was sore, we were safe
and dry, and we’d be fine, thanks to the doctor.From just outside our door came a querulous
voice: “First I be bringin’ these linens to number thirteen, then I be fetchin’ water up for number
eight, and then I’ll see to their bloody fire! How many more’s going to come? We be almost full to
the rafters as it is—”“Hush, Lucy!” came a firm voice. “We’ll take in as many as we can. It’s our
duty as Christians. And they aren’t only coming to us. The railway is sending people anywhere
that can hold them. The Polk Hotel is taking them too.”“I’m just sayin’ I cain’t be everywhere doin’
everything, that’s all.” The voice went plaintive. “Miz Mowbray, I been on my feet since half past
five this mornin’, and—”“Oh, for goodness’ sake.” The unseen Mrs. Mowbray lost her patience.
“We’ve all been up since dawn. Here, give me that pitcher. I’ll take the water to number eight
myself—and then I’ve got to see if I can find someone to help that poor doctor.” A pause, and
then, somewhat dryly: “I don’t suppose you’d want to do that instead of fetching things up and
down stairs.”An audible gasp. “Oh, no, ma’am! I ain’t goin’ in there with all that blood and those
screeching folks!”“I thought not. Now, take the linens up, and see to the fire, and don’t waste your
breath in complaining.”“Yes’m.”What time was it? I pushed myself up from the floor and went to
the window to draw the curtains apart. The lamp, low as it was, turned the glass into a mirror with
nothing but darkness beyond. It must be well into the night. I put my hand up to shield my eyes
and brought my face close to the pane, so I could look out.Our room was on an upper floor of an
establishment that faced what appeared to be a main street. Above was a flat, black, starless



sky. Below, the gas lamps shone fuzzily upon cobblestones still wet with rain. There were shops
across the way, their plate-glass windows glinting. Most nights the street was probably empty at
this hour, but not tonight. Half a dozen hansom cabs, their lanterns dangling beside the
coachman’s boxes, stood in front of the hotel, and two wagons were stopped farther down, in
front of what looked like a third-rate boardinghouse.I let the curtains swing back in place.In the
lamplight, I caught sight of my hands. If they hadn’t been at the end of my own arms, I wouldn’t
have recognized them, blotched as they were with grime, and with crescents of more dirt—or
something else—under my nails. I looked down at my clothes and saw smears of mud, or blood,
around the hem of my dress. Where was my traveling cloak? My eyes swept the room. Someone
—I wondered whom—had taken it off me and hung it over the single wooden chair. I drew my
skirts back to see my feet in their stockings, which still looked fairly intact. Where were my
boots? Carefully, I crouched down to look under the chair. Someone had placed them neatly
next to each other; I pulled them out and laced them on.A mirror with blackened corners hung on
the wall above the washstand. My skin was filthy as a coal man’s, and the left side of my face
was splotched with dried blood. I picked up the pitcher on the washstand and felt the slosh of
water. I sniffed to be sure it wasn’t foul, then wet a bit of flannel that had been left for a towel and
wiped at my face, being careful of my bandage and my jaw, which was bruised and slightly
swollen. I combed my hair through with my fingers and twisted it back into a braid, studying my
reflection in the mirror. Better—though my eyes, usually blue, looked as black as if I’d been
taking Mama’s laudanum.After a quick glance to be sure Mama was still asleep, I slipped out the
door and closed it behind me. The hallway was just wide enough for two people to pass and lit
only by candles and sconces. The walls were painted an ugly green, with trim that had once
probably been white. There were eight or ten doors, mostly open, and I watched a maid go from
one room to the next delivering towels. I shrank back against the wall to be out of the way of
another maid who was carrying an armful of blankets. Behind her shuffled yet another, her face
sour as turned milk. She was bearing a tray with three bowls of broth.“Excuse me.” I stopped her.
“Is the doctor here?”She jerked her head toward the stairs at the end of the hall. “ ’E’s down in
the scull’ry, tendin’ to those poor souls,” she replied shortly. Her eyes went to my forehead. “What
d’you be needin’ with ’im? ’E’s already seen to you.”I bristled. “I was merely asking.”She shot a
disparaging look at my silk skirts. “Lady like yerself best be staying in yer bed. Pale as a ghost ye
are.” She turned away, muttering, “ ’Allways be crowded enough without people wanderin’ ’bout
bloody worse ’n useless.”I felt the sting of annoyance as I watched her disappear into one of the
rooms. I wasn’t bloody worse than useless when it came to wounds. But never mind.I took the
back staircase down to the first floor, where a narrow passage led toward the center hallway and
the front door. To the right was another staircase, presumably leading down to the kitchen; from
the left came the murmur of voices. I followed the sound down the hall and peered into a large
dining room full of people who seemed able-bodied but were clearly taking refuge from the
accident. On the opposite side of the hallway was a narrow room that was dark and empty; at the
front of the hotel was a more spacious parlor whose windows looked out onto the street.I



returned to the back stairs and descended. The smells of cheap tallow candles, burnt pastry,
and boiled onions rose to meet me, along with the scents of singed oil and scorched metal, and
as I reached the bottom I realized why. On the floor of the passageway were nearly a dozen
injured men and women. Some were sitting up; others were sprawled flat; many had makeshift
bandages around their limbs; most appeared to be in pain, although no one made much noise.
At the end of the passage were two doors, both closed. No doubt one led to the scullery and the
other to the kitchen. I stepped carefully so as not to kick anyone, but when I reached the doors, I
paused, suddenly uncertain.The maid was right. Lady Elizabeth Fraser, only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, The Dowager Countess of Kellham, probably belonged back in her room.
Except as I stood there, my fingertips feeling the rough grain of the wood under the paint, I had
the strangest feeling, and, though unfamiliar, it wasn’t wholly unpleasant. Tonight, at this hotel, I
was just another injured passenger. I turned to look at the people in the hallway. No one was
paying the least bit of attention to me. Indeed, no one here even knew me but my mother, and
she was fast asleep. For once in my life, I could behave as I chose.I pushed gently at the door
until the crack was wide enough that I could look in. As I suspected, this was the scullery half of
a large split kitchen. Two broad windows near the ceiling would have let in the sunlight had it
been day, but now the room was illuminated only by a few lamps whose sallow light caught the
metallic shine of cookware on a rack overhead and left the corners in shadow. The tin clock
above the twin sinks told that it was nearly one in the morning. The stove was still lit, with a
copper pot on the cooking surface, and the air was warm and damp. A young maid was filling a
second pot at the sink. Through vents that led to the room next door came the voices of several
maids and the clatter of dishes being put on trays.I pushed the door open a bit farther. Now I
could see that more injured people were lying on the stone floor, towels under their heads like
makeshift pillows. Some of them were groaning, others were silent. The maid turned toward me,
her eyes large and frightened.In the middle of the room stood a large wooden table much like
the one we had at home, where our scullery maids piled the dishes for washing and stacked the
clean ones to be put away. Tonight, this table had become a place to lay the patients.The doctor
from the field was bent over the table, stitching an ugly gash in a man’s shoulder by the light of a
lantern. He was wholly absorbed in the task, and I remained very still, not wanting to distract him.
He’d stripped to his white shirt, undone his collar, and rolled the sleeves above his elbows to
work. His hands moved skillfully over the wound, the muscles in his forearm shifting under his
skin, his fingers making tiny repetitive movements, the silver needle catching bits of light.The
patient was a large man, with a thick mane of dark hair and a cruel cut across his forehead in
addition to the one across his shoulder. He groaned and muttered a few words in French. The
doctor murmured, “Ne vous inquiétez pas, vous allez être bien,” groped for the cone that had
slipped sideways off the man’s nose, and replaced it. Then he picked up the lantern, held it near
the shoulder for a moment, put it down, made a few more stitches, and then picked up the lamp
once more to study the gash.The cone on the patient’s nose began to slip sideways again.He’d
told the man, Allez être bien. But everything didn’t look fine to me.I pushed the door all the way



open and stepped inside, my hand already reaching to replace the cone. “May I help you?”He
glanced up, and it took a moment before he recognized me. He bent over the man’s bloody
shoulder again. “Are you prone to fainting?” His voice was pleasant, but dubious.A fair question,
considering that the last time he saw me I’d fallen unconscious at his feet. But I’d helped our
groom Martin stitch up our horses many times—and Athena had gashes worse than this when
she came to us.“Not usually, no,” I said evenly.Without looking up, he said, “Good. Can you hold
the light here, and keep the chloroform on?”I wrapped my fingers around the handle of the
lantern and carefully adjusted the cone. I watched his hands; even Martin’s fingers didn’t move
so nimbly with a needle.“Bring the light this way, please.”I lifted it so it hung above the wounded
man’s shoulder.That’s when I saw the patient’s face. It was the man who’d helped Mama and me
off the train.I let out a gasp before I could stop myself, and the doctor looked up. “You’re all
right?”“I’m fine. It’s just—this man—he helped us off the train. And then ran to another carriage.
He must have been going to help them too.”“Yes, well. That’s probably why he ended up here.”I
bit my lip and prayed that he’d recover.Ten or twelve more quick stitches, a knot.“That’s enough
chloroform for now. Thank you.”I removed the cone and watched as he twirled the needle and
thread into a small efficient loop like he’d done after stitching my wound. He barely glanced in
my direction as he handed me a square of cloth. “Can you hold this to his head while I check his
leg?”I did as he directed.Together, we worked through the long night.—The pale gray light of
dawn was filtering through the scullery windows by the time we’d finished. The clock had chimed
half past five, and the doctor had stitched nearly two dozen wounds and set three bones, tying
them up with bandages ripped from the hotel’s white sheets. The proprietress, Mrs. Mowbray,
had called to us through the closed door to offer them, but she had not brought them in herself.
Instead, she sent a maid, who entered with her eyes screwed tight. She thrust the linens at me
and left again before I could thank her. Despite the wretchedness of the situation, I’d almost
smiled. The maid from upstairs wasn’t the only one who couldn’t bear the sight of blood.The
doctor sighed and arched his back, rolling his head from side to side. My back and shoulders
ached too, but there was also a feeling of satisfaction; every patient had been cared for and
removed to a bed upstairs. The room was empty except for the two of us. Even the maid who had
been boiling water for us all night had left.The doctor and I washed our hands with a bit of lye
soap from the wooden dish between the two sinks. As he bent over, a chain, with something
round and gold—a pendant?—fell out from his shirt collar. He tucked it back inside absently
before drying his hands on a towel. Then he stoked the fire in the stove and put some water into
a small, clean pot.“I wonder if there is any coffee,” he said, breaking the silence. But a quick
search revealed none, so he made tea instead, while I found two cups and saucers in a
cupboard.He tucked a spoon in his pocket and carried the pot and a pitcher of milk to the
threshold. “Let’s find a place to sit,” he suggested, shouldering the door open so I could go
through with the dishes and a sugar bowl.He led me upstairs to the narrow room that had been
empty earlier. It was almost too small to be considered a proper sitting room, but there were two
armchairs, one on either side of a table that was large enough for the tea things. The air smelled



of lamps whose wicks weren’t kept properly trimmed and had smoked badly—but the hearth had
been swept, and there were supplies for a fire. Outside the single window, which looked onto a
narrow alley, the rain fell, blurring the red bricks of the building opposite.I set the tea things
down, found the matchbox on the mantel, and lit a table lamp. By its light, I could see the room
more clearly. The walls were papered in a garish green that showed worn spots. On one wall, a
foggy mirror hung above a wooden cabinet with a few books behind glass. On the other wall,
above two straight-backed wooden chairs, hung a painting of cows in a field, an imitation of one
of the seventeenth-century Dutch masters. I perched on one of the ugly chintz-covered chairs. It
smelled of Macassar oil, no doubt accumulated from the hair of dozens of men who had sat
there previously. Into my mind leapt the image of Lady Lorry’s elegant ballroom; the contrast with
this shabby chamber was so stark that I felt a laugh forming in my throat.The doctor had rolled
some newspaper into spears and settled them on the grate; now he tonged some coal from the
hod into the fireplace. I handed him the box of matches, and he sparked and held one to the
newspaper, then sat back on his heels. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was so stained that
it would probably have to be thrown away. I realized I probably looked equally frightful, with my
bedraggled skirts and a bandage strapped across my forehead, and again I had to stifle a laugh.
What would Lady Lorry say if she could see me now?The fire crackled and spit from the rain
dripping down the chimney onto the hot coals, but soon it was burning well and taking the chill
from the room. I poured the tea into our cups, then spooned sugar into mine. I took a sip and
grimaced. It was dreadful, even with the sugar.He sat down in the other armchair. “Is it horrid,
then?”His r was softer than my English one. It came out like a purr. Scottish, I was almost
certain.“Rather.” I smiled. “But at least it’s hot.”He leaned back and took a long breath, his eyes
meeting mine. “I can’t tell you how grateful I am. The quicker I can be in those cases, the better.
Truly, your help made all the difference.”I felt my face flush.“I don’t even know your name,” he
continued. Our fingers had touched dozens of times throughout the night, as I handed him
materials, or as he shifted the lamp I held. But now he offered his hand forthrightly to me, as
though I were an equal, or one of the new suffragists. “I’m Paul Wilcox.”Ever since we’d finished
in the scullery, I’d been dreading this moment, wishing I could somehow avoid telling him who I
was. Over the past six hours, we’d developed an easy, even friendly, understanding. Revealing
my title would change things. It always did. And very suddenly, I realized I didn’t want that.“Miss
Fraser. Elizabeth Fraser.” I kept my voice steady as I said it; it was the legal truth, after all, even if
it was also a lie. I felt his hand close warm and steady over my own, while his eyes met mine,
measuring.“You’re not a nurse, surely.”I shook my head.“So how is it that you don’t faint, Miss
Fraser? Most men I know couldn’t have borne what you did tonight—and with no disrespect to
your sex, ladies are usually even less stalwart.” He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Did
you see that maid who brought us the sheets? She wouldn’t even open her eyes.”So he’d
noticed too. I gave a small laugh. “Well, I’ve helped take care of horses, when they were
injured.”He raised his eyebrows slightly. “Surely that’s not your profession.”“No. I just meant that
I’ve helped take care of our horses sometimes.”“Out of curiosity, how do you sedate a horse?” he



asked.I remembered the day Athena came to us, how she’d fought and kicked. “Laudanum and
sugar-water.”He looked startled. “Laudanum and sugar-water?”“Horses lap it up. After that”—I
shrugged—“it’s just a question of making sure they fall in the right direction.” I paused
meaningfully. “They’re rather hard to shift, once they’re down.”He laughed outright. “I imagine
they are.” He took a sip of the tea, winced, and held the cup between his hands for its warmth.
“So you and your mother live here in the country, not in London?”“In Levlinshire. We’d been in
London for a few weeks.” I hesitated. “You remember my mother then? There were so many of us
in that field.”He gave me an odd look. “Of course I remember. How is she?”“She’s sleeping
peacefully. Or she was, when I left her.”“When you’ve finished your tea, we’ll go see her.”I
nodded.“If she’s well, she can be moved,” he added. “No doubt you’ll want to get home, and
she’ll be more comfortable there.”“Dr. Wilcox—”“Mr. Wilcox,” he corrected me. “I’m not a
physician; I’m a railway surgeon.”I’d never heard of such a thing. “Do you work for the railway,
then?”He shook his head. “No. I help people who’ve been in railway accidents.”That truly
surprised me. “Are there enough people in railway accidents to keep you busy?”“Dozens—
though not all the accidents are as bad as yours, thank god.”I sat back in my chair. “So you only
help victims of railway accidents? You wouldn’t care for someone who had fallen off a ladder, or
been taken ill with a fever?”“Of course I would, if called upon. But railway injuries are my
specialty, and these accidents can result in some peculiar outcomes.”“What do you mean by
‘peculiar’?” I asked uneasily.Now he looked sorry that he’d brought up the subject and shook his
head reassuringly. “I don’t see any signs that your injury is one of those. But, if you’d like, I can
give you an example, to explain what I mean.”“Yes, please.”“You’ve heard of Charles Dickens,
the novelist?” he asked.“Of course.” I’d read all of his novels at least twice over.“In 1865, he
climbed out of the disaster at Staplehurst and dragged two other passengers out with him. Then
he went back for his case because it had the manuscript for Our Mutual Friend in it, and
afterward he spent several hours helping other victims, bringing them water and such. He even
managed to walk partway home. But the next day, he became dizzy and was shaking so badly
that he could barely sign his name; two weeks later, his legs started twitching, and he had such
nightmares that he couldn’t bring himself to get in bed at night. He’d stay up until he collapsed at
his desk.”“That’s odd. Why did he get worse instead of better?”“Quite often, people who are in
railway disasters suffer a special kind of nervous damage, which happens belatedly. Some
medical men call it ‘railway spine’ or ‘railway brain.’ My mentor, John Erichsen, and I believe it
has at least something to do with fright and shock, as well as an injury to the spine, but none of
us completely understands it yet.” He gave an encouraging smile. “I don’t want you to worry. And
it’s perfectly normal for people to have some nervous disorder for the first few days following an
accident—such as what you betrayed yourself just now.”I stared. “What did I do?”He gestured
toward the fire. “A coal sparked and fell. It barely made a sound, but you jumped in your chair
and spilt your tea.”Dismayed, I looked down at my lap. I wouldn’t have believed him, but there
was the proof, a cluster of spots the size of shillings, spreading on the silk.How could I not
realize that it had happened?“Miss Fraser, as I said, your unease is normal.” He paused and,



after a moment, added gently, “You’d have to be some sort of monster to witness what you did
and not be affected.”His sympathy was so frank and unexpected that it nearly undid me. Tears
pricked at my eyes, and I had to swallow the tightness in my throat. Finally, I said, “Does it go
away? The nervousness?”“Yes, with time. The difficulties usually occur only in those whose
nerves are already weakened by what we call a ‘complicating factor’—a previous condition, say,
or a tendency to be susceptible to suggestion.” He gave a faint shrug. “You know the sort—
people who are always fretting about their illnesses.”I choked on my tea. Mama’s nerves were
always disturbed, and “susceptible” didn’t begin to describe her. She’d only to hear about a new
illness before she began to wonder if she had it. “Then I think you should see my mother now.” I
set down my cup and rose from my chair.He looked surprised, but he took me at my word. “I’ll
fetch my bag from downstairs.”Chapter 4I drew the curtains apart to let in some light, and Mr.
Wilcox approached the narrow bed.Mama appeared to be fast asleep, but as he laid his hand on
her arm, her eyelids fluttered open. It took a moment for her eyes to focus; they settled briefly on
me, then skidded away, taking in the beds, the walls, the washstand, as if she were trying to find
a familiar object, something to tell her where she was.“Hello,” Mr. Wilcox said, using the same
soothing tone that I’d use to calm a skittish horse. “You’re at the Travers Inn, and you’re safe. My
name is Mr. Wilcox. I’m a surgeon, and I specialize in railway injuries, so I’ve come to check on
you. How are you feeling?”Mama didn’t reply, but her eyes shifted to his face and remained
there.Why didn’t she answer?I was used to her silence when she was under the influence of her
laudanum—but she hadn’t taken any in nearly a day.Mr. Wilcox laid his hand gently on her
forehead, and his expression remained cheerful. He opened his bag, and although there were
many silver instruments and some bottles inside, he brought out only his stethoscope. He
listened intently to Mama’s chest, moved the stethoscope to her abdomen, and then slid the disk
underneath her, so it lay behind her back.He moved so carefully that he barely disturbed my
mother at all; indeed, she seemed to calm under his touch. He took her pulse and smiled
encouragingly, lifted a candle and brought it toward her face and away several times, examined
her hands and arms and her legs, and at last removed the white gauze from her left ankle to
check it. My mother tensed, but she didn’t make a sound. As for myself, I had to stifle my
gasp.Her ankle was badly swollen at the joint and showed purplish partway up her leg. He
rewrapped it gently and then asked me to help turn her so that she was lying facedown. Mama
submitted to everything without a murmur, and I thought I even heard a sigh of relief when she
was settled, with the pillows arranged under her ankles to keep them raised. Though the entire
examination took no more than a quarter of an hour, he seemed to have gathered what
information he needed and put Mama at ease. But as he put his instruments away, his mouth
tightened in a way that worried me.I followed him out into the hallway. “Is her ankle broken?” I
asked anxiously.“I think it’s just a severe sprain. The bones seem fine.” His voice was subdued.I
kept with him toward the stairs. “Then what is the matter? Why isn’t she talking? And why did she
need to be turned like that?”“It’s just for the next few hours. Situating her so her spine is the
highest part of the body can prevent venous congestion around the spinal cord. But more



important, this position eliminates pressure upon the vertebral column, so it recovers more
quickly.” We walked together down the stairs. “It’s best to have her lie this way for at least three
out of every five or six hours for the next few days. I’m sure you can ask one of the maids to help
you if you can’t turn her yourself.”I halted in mid-step. “Do you mean we can’t go home?”He
shook his head, and then motioned to the doorway of the sitting room. “May we speak for a few
minutes?”My heart lurched, and with a knot forming in my stomach, I followed him into the room.
He turned to face me. “Miss Fraser, does your mother take an opiate?”I hadn’t expected him to
be so direct, and I felt a wave of shame for her weakness. “Laudanum, for her nerves,” I admitted.
“How could you tell?”“By her eyes.” His expression was sober. “The Italians call laudanum
‘belladonna,’ you know, for the way it makes women’s eyes look so dark and beautiful. But it can
be a dangerous habit. How often does she take it?”“I—I’m not sure.”“Only on occasion? A few
times a week? Or every day?” His voice was pragmatic and without judgment, as if he were only
gathering facts, and I felt some of my embarrassment fade.“Usually at night, before bed, to fall
asleep.” He waited expectantly, and I continued, “Sometimes when she wakes. And then other
times, when she’s nervous. She took an extra dose yesterday morning because she’s frightened
of trains.”“What is she like when the laudanum wears off? Is she easily upset? Fretful?
Anxious?”“Yes. All of those.” I swallowed. “She’s irritable and—well, nothing pleases her.”I saw a
flicker of sympathy in his eyes—and something else that came and went before I could name it.
But he said only, “So she missed her dose last night and again this morning.”“Yes.” The knot in
my stomach tightened. “Is that a problem?”“If she’s been taking it regularly, suddenly depriving
her of it can be just as dangerous as taking it in the first place. You don’t have any with you?”My
thoughts darted back to the moment when she had tried to pull her reticule off the spring in the
railway carriage and I’d told her to leave it. Had I held a secret hope that we could leave her habit
behind so easily? I felt a stab of guilt, and anger at my stupidity. “No. She usually carries a bottle
with her, but we—I—left it on the train.”He frowned. “I don’t have any to hand. I can obtain some,
but I fear dosing her without knowing how much she’s been taking. Do you have any idea? Does
she take a teaspoon at a time, or two, or—”“I’m not sure. She’s always kept the bottles in her
bedroom, in different places.” I felt the embarrassment return as I realized how this
sounded.“Always,” he repeated. “How long has she taken it?”“On and off, for the last fifteen years
or so,” I answered reluctantly. “There’ve been times when she stopped, but lately, it seems she
needs it more.”He walked over to the window and looked out onto the alley. His hands were deep
in his pockets, and though I couldn’t see his face, I could sense tension in his whole frame.“Why
does this matter so much?” I could hear the tightness in my voice. “Isn’t it better if she isn’t taking
it?”“Her nerves have become used to it,” he said over his shoulder. “Without it, she’ll develop
tremors, and eventually there could be nausea and vomiting, as well as agitation and trouble
sleeping.”“But she slept last night,” I protested. “You saw her just now—she was sleeping until
you woke her, even without her usual dose.”“Because she’d had extra yesterday.” He turned
toward me. “This isn’t the first time I’ve encountered opiate use in railway patients. What I’ve
found is that an accident excites the nerves, so laudanum patients temporarily need more than



usual to sustain their normal level of calm. The problem is that at higher doses, laudanum can
cause diminished breathing and heart rate. Not knowing her usual use, we will just have to be
careful.”My fingers clenched at the fabric of my skirt.His expression was pained. “I’m sorry, Miss
Fraser. I know I’m frightening you. But I think it’s best you know. We must keep her quiet and
calm for the next week, or possibly a fortnight. She shouldn’t be moved; she needs plenty of rest;
and I’ll administer the smallest amount of laudanum possible to keep any symptoms at bay. If we
do all this and watch her closely, I’m sure she’ll be all right.”I took a deep breath, relieved at his
words. “Of course. I’ll do everything. I’ll write home at once to send for our things—”“Before you
go, I have a few questions. They won’t take long.” He drew out a small pocketbook and a pencil
from his pocket. “Has your mother ever had whooping cough?”“Not that she’s ever
mentioned.”“Smallpox? Diphtheria? Pleurisy?”I shook my head after each.“And you are her only
child?” When I hesitated, he raised an eyebrow. “She had a miscarriage?”I winced. “No. But it
was a difficult birth, and he—Henry—died shortly after.” The weeks following Henry’s death still
pained me to remember.“When was this?”“Fifteen—no, sixteen years ago. I was four.”He wrote
several lines in his book.“Could something that happened so long ago be important?” I
asked.“Sometimes. Not always.” He put away his notebook. “The most important factors to her
recovery are resting her nerves and managing her laudanum. Do you know of a trained nurse
you could hire? It might be best to have one stay with her for the time being.”I was already
thinking of Jane Grace, a nurse who was cousin to our housekeeper, Mrs. Ellsworth. Kind and
intelligent, she had been with Miss Nightingale in the Crimean War and worked afterward in one
of the large hospitals in London. After Henry had died, she had come to take care of my mother
for several months. She’d been utterly unruffled by my mother’s fits of ill temper, and Mama liked
her well enough.I nodded. “I know a nurse who might be able to come. And if she’s unavailable,
I’m sure she can suggest someone else. But I’ll take care of Mama until she arrives.”“Very well. I
should have the laudanum to you by tomorrow, I hope, but for now…” From his bag, he drew a
small glass jar, which he handed to me. “This is a special salve. It smells peculiar, I know, but it
will help reduce pain and increase blood flow to the muscles and nerves, so they can retain their
usual tone. Apply it two or three times a day onto your mother’s back, arms, and legs. Not the
sprained ankle, of course.”He was reaching into his bag for something else, so I opened the jar
and took a sniff. The contents set fire to my nostrils.A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “It
isn’t meant to be inhaled.”I tried to stop gasping.He handed me a small packet. “This is tea. It’s a
special blend that will help keep her stomach calm. See that she drinks four or five cups daily.” I
nodded, and he removed a small bottle with a dropper and set it on the table. “Do you have a
pocket watch?”“Yes, upstairs.” I had one in the buttoned pocket of my cloak.“Have you ever
taken a pulse?”I shook my head.“Then I’ll show you how.” He reached out his hand. “May
I?”Hesitantly, I gave him mine. He’s a doctor, I told myself, for god’s sake. Be sensible! He
brushed back the long sleeve on my dress, and touched his fingers to the inside of my wrist,
below my thumb. His fingers were warm against my skin, and my heart jerked into an unsteady
rhythm that I hoped he couldn’t feel. “Do you see how I am placing my fingers?” he asked, then



let go of my hand. “Now, you do it.”I placed my right fingers over my left wrist.“No, do it on me. I
need you to be able to find it on her.”He positioned my first and second fingers near the base of
his thumb. I held my breath, stilling my entire body, so that I could find the faint pulse of his blood.
There it was, steady as a clock.I was glad he could no longer feel mine.“Can you feel it clearly
enough to count?” he asked quietly.I nodded and met his gaze. The light was brighter now, and I
could see his eyes weren’t brown as I thought, but hazel.For a moment, neither of us
moved.Then he turned away to pick up the small bottle and dropper. “The sudden withdrawal of
the laudanum can cause her pulse and blood pressure to rise, so until I can get you more, I want
you to take her pulse at the top of every hour. If it rises above one hundred and five beats per
minute, you should administer this.”“What is it?”“A mild sedative. It will bring her pulse back
within a healthy range and help soothe her nerves. Put six drops in some broth, or even water, to
help her swallow it.”“All right.” I watched as he began to close his bag. “Are you going to bleed
her?” That’s what our physician had done sometimes to ease Mama’s nerves after my father
died.“No.” He slid the straps into the buckles. “Usually railway injuries require an influx of fluids,
not a loss of them.” He fastened the last clasp. “But you’ll want to keep the room dim to minimize
excitation.”A dim room, the salve, the tea, and the sedative drops. I could manage that. “Is there
anything else?” I asked.“Your mother will need distraction, something to keep her mind off the
accident.” He gestured behind me, and I turned to look at the cabinet of books. “Is there anything
in there that she might find amusing?”I opened the glass door and glanced through the volumes
on the top shelf.“Nothing too sensational,” he said, a smile shading his voice. “I wouldn’t choose
Mr. Collins or Mrs. Braddon.”Most of the books were inexpensive copies of sermons or
sensational penny dreadfuls, none of which Mama would enjoy. My eyes were drawn to the one
fine leather-bound volume on the second shelf. I pulled it out, and to my surprise it was a title I
recognized. “It’s the first volume of The Eustace Diamonds,” I said aloud. The very same book
was in one of our trunks, somewhere in the wreckage.“You didn’t like it?” he asked.I looked
up.“You had a peculiar look on your face just then,” he said.“Did I? I was thinking about how our
copy was in our trunk. On the train.” I ran my fingers over the seams in the binding. “The
heroine’s name is Elizabeth too—only they call her Lizzie and she’s rather wicked. Have you
read it?”“No. I haven’t seen it at Moody’s yet.”I flushed. Stupid of me. Of course he would read it
by subscription. A surgeon didn’t have the money to spend on gilt-edged volumes of novels.If he
saw my embarrassment, he didn’t let on. “Once your nurse arrives, I don’t want you to spend
more than an hour or so in the sickroom, for the sake of your own spirits. But I think it would be
good for you to read aloud to your mother. Your voice, being familiar, may help reassure her, and
the story itself will redirect her mind from the accident.”“I’ll try some when she wakes.”He looked
carefully at me. “There’s one other thing. There may come a time when she wishes to speak of
the accident. If it doesn’t distress you to listen, try to let her.”“But I thought you wanted me to
distract her from thinking about it.”“Yes, for the first day or two. But eventually, if she wants to
speak of it….” He hesitated. “I’ll be frank, Miss Fraser. Plenty of medical men will tell you that
talking about the accident is a form of brooding and only causes their patients more harm. But



that hasn’t been my experience. I find it’s more like an infection. Just as the pus has to come out
of the body before it can heal, the words have to come out of her mouth before the horror of the
memory will go away.” He gave a wry look. “It’s an unorthodox notion, I know. Most people will tell
you I’m spouting utter rubbish.”Mama didn’t speak to me about much of anything these days, but
for all I knew, she might want to talk about the accident, seeing as I was the one who had been
with her. “All right,” I said slowly. “If she wants to talk about it, I’ll let her.” I paused. “Should I be
worried that she hasn’t spoken since the accident?”A frown creased his brow. “It’s not unusual in
railway cases. Speech often comes back in a day or two. Try not to worry.” He shifted his bag
from one hand to the other. “I need to go. I have patients to see over at the Polk Hotel.”“Don’t you
need to sleep?”He smiled and shrugged. “I’ll be back this evening.”“Thank you,” I said gratefully.
“For everything you’ve done.”He put out his hand for mine, and this time I gave it to him without
hesitating. “Thank you for your help.”“You’re welcome.”Another one of those half-smiles, and he
was gone. My hand felt cold after the warmth of his was withdrawn. I heard the hotel door open
and close, and I stepped to the window to watch him leave.But he didn’t appear on the front
steps. Instead I heard his voice again, in the hallway: “Why, Tom! I thought you were in London.”“I
just got in,” came another voice, low and hoarse, as if the speaker had a head cold. “Took me
half the damn night to get here, what with the accident. Just spent an hour on the back of a
bloody horse. God, I hate horses. My arse is about raw. Where were you when it happened?”“On
my way to the station, so I was close, thank god,” Mr. Wilcox answered. “I spent a few hours in
the field, and then I followed the wagons back here. Have you seen the wreck?”“Yes—it’s
bad.”“Well, Palmer said it would be. He knew.”“That’s what I need to tell you.” Tom’s voice
dropped. “Palmer’s dead. He was thrown off a train two nights ago at Chumnley Bridge.”I caught
my breath. Had I heard him correctly?Mr. Wilcox gave a low sound that might have been a
curse.“The papers are saying it’s an accident,” Tom continued. “But his wife said two men came
to the house a few nights ago and warned him to stop asking questions about what happened to
his report. They told him if he tried to contact anyone at the bureau or the commission, they’d
make sure he never worked again.”“My god.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was strained. “That poor man.
And his poor family.”“I know.” A gravelly cough. “But with him gone, we’ve got to be damn sure we
keep Michael safe. Where is he? What’s he doing?”“He’s upstairs. I assume he’s sleeping.”“He
can’t stay here, Paul. We need to get him to London tomorrow. Can he use your rooms? No one
will look for him there.”“Of course. I have to be back home in a day or two, but I’ve a couch he
can use as long as he likes.”Their voices were quieter now, and I moved toward the door to
listen.“What about your housekeeper?” Tom asked.“She won’t ask questions. Tell him the key is
on the ledge above the window.”“All right. But you know what this means. Palmer was probably
right about Malverton too.” Another cough. “We’re going to have a look on Monday morning.
You’ll come, won’t you? To help?”“I can’t, Tom.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was regretful.“What?” Tom’s
voice rose again. “For god’s sake! We only have until Tuesday. You know that if we don’t find
tangible proof that we can bring back and show them, more people are going to die—dozens of
people—”“You think I don’t know that?” Mr. Wilcox’s voice sharpened. “But I’ve got fifty patients



right here—some of them in critical condition—not to mention half a dozen in London.” A pause.
“We’re on the same side of this fight. Remember?”A deep sigh and Tom’s voice flattened. “I
know. Sorry. Where’re you going now?”“The Polk Hotel. I had them bring the worst cases here,
so I could see them straightaway. I haven’t even been over there yet.”“Then I’ll walk with you.
There’s more I have to tell you.”The door opened and shut. I stepped hastily to the window and
peered out from behind the curtain. Mr. Wilcox’s back was to me, but I could see his companion
in profile. Tom was shorter and stouter than Mr. Wilcox and appeared to be a few years older. His
brown hair was cropped close to his head, and he had a round face and a small, turned-up nose.
His hands were jammed into the pockets of his coat as they stood at the curb, waiting for a
hansom cab to pass. Tom was talking quickly, his eyes fixed on Mr. Wilcox. Then they stepped
between two carriages, crossed the street, and were lost to view.I stood for a few minutes,
staring at the corner the men had vacated and mulling over what I’d just heard. Had someone
truly been thrown off a train? And who was Michael, and why did he need to hide in London?
What was happening on Tuesday? And what did Tom mean about more people dying?The rain
had let up, and there was only wind—wind that came through the cracks in the window leading
and made a hollow sound as it whirled around the chimney. I shivered. I was beastly cold and my
head ached, and I was suddenly so tired that the words Mr. Wilcox and Tom had exchanged
were becoming jumbled in my memory.At first I tried to hold them in place. But with a pang of
guilt, I realized that what I should be doing was trying to forget them. I wasn’t supposed to have
overheard any of that, and I certainly shouldn’t have strained to eavesdrop, especially once I
realized that their conversation was private and important.Besides, I had plenty to worry about,
looking after my mother and myself.I started toward the kitchen to find someone who could
supply me with some stationery and a penny-stamp. I had to send a letter to Mrs. Ellsworth to let
her know where we were and that we were safe, to have her pack up a trunk of our things for
Martin or Timothy to bring, to see if she had news of Miss Rush or anyone else we knew on the
train, and to ask if Jane might be available to come.In the kitchen, I found Mrs. Mowbray, who—
despite having been up most of the night and being in the process of receiving the morning
deliveries from the butcher—was wonderfully kind. She found me some writing paper and a pen,
and, when I’d finished my note, said she’d send it straightaway. She also told me there was one
last bed in the attic; Jane, or whomever Jane sent, could stay there until another room opened
up on our floor.By the time I had taken care of everything it was nearly noon. I longed for a hot
bath, but I was too tired to do anything but go to bed.I removed my soiled dress and slid between
the sheets. The bed-warmer had long gone cold, and my feet were half-frozen. I drew them up,
tucked my chemise around my toes, and immediately fell asleep.Chapter 4I drew the curtains
apart to let in some light, and Mr. Wilcox approached the narrow bed.Mama appeared to be fast
asleep, but as he laid his hand on her arm, her eyelids fluttered open. It took a moment for her
eyes to focus; they settled briefly on me, then skidded away, taking in the beds, the walls, the
washstand, as if she were trying to find a familiar object, something to tell her where she
was.“Hello,” Mr. Wilcox said, using the same soothing tone that I’d use to calm a skittish horse.



“You’re at the Travers Inn, and you’re safe. My name is Mr. Wilcox. I’m a surgeon, and I specialize
in railway injuries, so I’ve come to check on you. How are you feeling?”Mama didn’t reply, but her
eyes shifted to his face and remained there.Why didn’t she answer?I was used to her silence
when she was under the influence of her laudanum—but she hadn’t taken any in nearly a
day.Mr. Wilcox laid his hand gently on her forehead, and his expression remained cheerful. He
opened his bag, and although there were many silver instruments and some bottles inside, he
brought out only his stethoscope. He listened intently to Mama’s chest, moved the stethoscope
to her abdomen, and then slid the disk underneath her, so it lay behind her back.He moved so
carefully that he barely disturbed my mother at all; indeed, she seemed to calm under his touch.
He took her pulse and smiled encouragingly, lifted a candle and brought it toward her face and
away several times, examined her hands and arms and her legs, and at last removed the white
gauze from her left ankle to check it. My mother tensed, but she didn’t make a sound. As for
myself, I had to stifle my gasp.Her ankle was badly swollen at the joint and showed purplish
partway up her leg. He rewrapped it gently and then asked me to help turn her so that she was
lying facedown. Mama submitted to everything without a murmur, and I thought I even heard a
sigh of relief when she was settled, with the pillows arranged under her ankles to keep them
raised. Though the entire examination took no more than a quarter of an hour, he seemed to
have gathered what information he needed and put Mama at ease. But as he put his instruments
away, his mouth tightened in a way that worried me.I followed him out into the hallway. “Is her
ankle broken?” I asked anxiously.“I think it’s just a severe sprain. The bones seem fine.” His voice
was subdued.I kept with him toward the stairs. “Then what is the matter? Why isn’t she talking?
And why did she need to be turned like that?”“It’s just for the next few hours. Situating her so her
spine is the highest part of the body can prevent venous congestion around the spinal cord. But
more important, this position eliminates pressure upon the vertebral column, so it recovers more
quickly.” We walked together down the stairs. “It’s best to have her lie this way for at least three
out of every five or six hours for the next few days. I’m sure you can ask one of the maids to help
you if you can’t turn her yourself.”I halted in mid-step. “Do you mean we can’t go home?”He
shook his head, and then motioned to the doorway of the sitting room. “May we speak for a few
minutes?”My heart lurched, and with a knot forming in my stomach, I followed him into the room.
He turned to face me. “Miss Fraser, does your mother take an opiate?”I hadn’t expected him to
be so direct, and I felt a wave of shame for her weakness. “Laudanum, for her nerves,” I admitted.
“How could you tell?”“By her eyes.” His expression was sober. “The Italians call laudanum
‘belladonna,’ you know, for the way it makes women’s eyes look so dark and beautiful. But it can
be a dangerous habit. How often does she take it?”“I—I’m not sure.”“Only on occasion? A few
times a week? Or every day?” His voice was pragmatic and without judgment, as if he were only
gathering facts, and I felt some of my embarrassment fade.“Usually at night, before bed, to fall
asleep.” He waited expectantly, and I continued, “Sometimes when she wakes. And then other
times, when she’s nervous. She took an extra dose yesterday morning because she’s frightened
of trains.”“What is she like when the laudanum wears off? Is she easily upset? Fretful?



Anxious?”“Yes. All of those.” I swallowed. “She’s irritable and—well, nothing pleases her.”I saw a
flicker of sympathy in his eyes—and something else that came and went before I could name it.
But he said only, “So she missed her dose last night and again this morning.”“Yes.” The knot in
my stomach tightened. “Is that a problem?”“If she’s been taking it regularly, suddenly depriving
her of it can be just as dangerous as taking it in the first place. You don’t have any with you?”My
thoughts darted back to the moment when she had tried to pull her reticule off the spring in the
railway carriage and I’d told her to leave it. Had I held a secret hope that we could leave her habit
behind so easily? I felt a stab of guilt, and anger at my stupidity. “No. She usually carries a bottle
with her, but we—I—left it on the train.”He frowned. “I don’t have any to hand. I can obtain some,
but I fear dosing her without knowing how much she’s been taking. Do you have any idea? Does
she take a teaspoon at a time, or two, or—”“I’m not sure. She’s always kept the bottles in her
bedroom, in different places.” I felt the embarrassment return as I realized how this
sounded.“Always,” he repeated. “How long has she taken it?”“On and off, for the last fifteen years
or so,” I answered reluctantly. “There’ve been times when she stopped, but lately, it seems she
needs it more.”He walked over to the window and looked out onto the alley. His hands were deep
in his pockets, and though I couldn’t see his face, I could sense tension in his whole frame.“Why
does this matter so much?” I could hear the tightness in my voice. “Isn’t it better if she isn’t taking
it?”“Her nerves have become used to it,” he said over his shoulder. “Without it, she’ll develop
tremors, and eventually there could be nausea and vomiting, as well as agitation and trouble
sleeping.”“But she slept last night,” I protested. “You saw her just now—she was sleeping until
you woke her, even without her usual dose.”“Because she’d had extra yesterday.” He turned
toward me. “This isn’t the first time I’ve encountered opiate use in railway patients. What I’ve
found is that an accident excites the nerves, so laudanum patients temporarily need more than
usual to sustain their normal level of calm. The problem is that at higher doses, laudanum can
cause diminished breathing and heart rate. Not knowing her usual use, we will just have to be
careful.”My fingers clenched at the fabric of my skirt.His expression was pained. “I’m sorry, Miss
Fraser. I know I’m frightening you. But I think it’s best you know. We must keep her quiet and
calm for the next week, or possibly a fortnight. She shouldn’t be moved; she needs plenty of rest;
and I’ll administer the smallest amount of laudanum possible to keep any symptoms at bay. If we
do all this and watch her closely, I’m sure she’ll be all right.”I took a deep breath, relieved at his
words. “Of course. I’ll do everything. I’ll write home at once to send for our things—”“Before you
go, I have a few questions. They won’t take long.” He drew out a small pocketbook and a pencil
from his pocket. “Has your mother ever had whooping cough?”“Not that she’s ever
mentioned.”“Smallpox? Diphtheria? Pleurisy?”I shook my head after each.“And you are her only
child?” When I hesitated, he raised an eyebrow. “She had a miscarriage?”I winced. “No. But it
was a difficult birth, and he—Henry—died shortly after.” The weeks following Henry’s death still
pained me to remember.“When was this?”“Fifteen—no, sixteen years ago. I was four.”He wrote
several lines in his book.“Could something that happened so long ago be important?” I
asked.“Sometimes. Not always.” He put away his notebook. “The most important factors to her



recovery are resting her nerves and managing her laudanum. Do you know of a trained nurse
you could hire? It might be best to have one stay with her for the time being.”I was already
thinking of Jane Grace, a nurse who was cousin to our housekeeper, Mrs. Ellsworth. Kind and
intelligent, she had been with Miss Nightingale in the Crimean War and worked afterward in one
of the large hospitals in London. After Henry had died, she had come to take care of my mother
for several months. She’d been utterly unruffled by my mother’s fits of ill temper, and Mama liked
her well enough.I nodded. “I know a nurse who might be able to come. And if she’s unavailable,
I’m sure she can suggest someone else. But I’ll take care of Mama until she arrives.”“Very well. I
should have the laudanum to you by tomorrow, I hope, but for now…” From his bag, he drew a
small glass jar, which he handed to me. “This is a special salve. It smells peculiar, I know, but it
will help reduce pain and increase blood flow to the muscles and nerves, so they can retain their
usual tone. Apply it two or three times a day onto your mother’s back, arms, and legs. Not the
sprained ankle, of course.”He was reaching into his bag for something else, so I opened the jar
and took a sniff. The contents set fire to my nostrils.A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “It
isn’t meant to be inhaled.”I tried to stop gasping.He handed me a small packet. “This is tea. It’s a
special blend that will help keep her stomach calm. See that she drinks four or five cups daily.” I
nodded, and he removed a small bottle with a dropper and set it on the table. “Do you have a
pocket watch?”“Yes, upstairs.” I had one in the buttoned pocket of my cloak.“Have you ever
taken a pulse?”I shook my head.“Then I’ll show you how.” He reached out his hand. “May
I?”Hesitantly, I gave him mine. He’s a doctor, I told myself, for god’s sake. Be sensible! He
brushed back the long sleeve on my dress, and touched his fingers to the inside of my wrist,
below my thumb. His fingers were warm against my skin, and my heart jerked into an unsteady
rhythm that I hoped he couldn’t feel. “Do you see how I am placing my fingers?” he asked, then
let go of my hand. “Now, you do it.”I placed my right fingers over my left wrist.“No, do it on me. I
need you to be able to find it on her.”He positioned my first and second fingers near the base of
his thumb. I held my breath, stilling my entire body, so that I could find the faint pulse of his blood.
There it was, steady as a clock.I was glad he could no longer feel mine.“Can you feel it clearly
enough to count?” he asked quietly.I nodded and met his gaze. The light was brighter now, and I
could see his eyes weren’t brown as I thought, but hazel.For a moment, neither of us
moved.Then he turned away to pick up the small bottle and dropper. “The sudden withdrawal of
the laudanum can cause her pulse and blood pressure to rise, so until I can get you more, I want
you to take her pulse at the top of every hour. If it rises above one hundred and five beats per
minute, you should administer this.”“What is it?”“A mild sedative. It will bring her pulse back
within a healthy range and help soothe her nerves. Put six drops in some broth, or even water, to
help her swallow it.”“All right.” I watched as he began to close his bag. “Are you going to bleed
her?” That’s what our physician had done sometimes to ease Mama’s nerves after my father
died.“No.” He slid the straps into the buckles. “Usually railway injuries require an influx of fluids,
not a loss of them.” He fastened the last clasp. “But you’ll want to keep the room dim to minimize
excitation.”A dim room, the salve, the tea, and the sedative drops. I could manage that. “Is there



anything else?” I asked.“Your mother will need distraction, something to keep her mind off the
accident.” He gestured behind me, and I turned to look at the cabinet of books. “Is there anything
in there that she might find amusing?”I opened the glass door and glanced through the volumes
on the top shelf.“Nothing too sensational,” he said, a smile shading his voice. “I wouldn’t choose
Mr. Collins or Mrs. Braddon.”Most of the books were inexpensive copies of sermons or
sensational penny dreadfuls, none of which Mama would enjoy. My eyes were drawn to the one
fine leather-bound volume on the second shelf. I pulled it out, and to my surprise it was a title I
recognized. “It’s the first volume of The Eustace Diamonds,” I said aloud. The very same book
was in one of our trunks, somewhere in the wreckage.“You didn’t like it?” he asked.I looked
up.“You had a peculiar look on your face just then,” he said.“Did I? I was thinking about how our
copy was in our trunk. On the train.” I ran my fingers over the seams in the binding. “The
heroine’s name is Elizabeth too—only they call her Lizzie and she’s rather wicked. Have you
read it?”“No. I haven’t seen it at Moody’s yet.”I flushed. Stupid of me. Of course he would read it
by subscription. A surgeon didn’t have the money to spend on gilt-edged volumes of novels.If he
saw my embarrassment, he didn’t let on. “Once your nurse arrives, I don’t want you to spend
more than an hour or so in the sickroom, for the sake of your own spirits. But I think it would be
good for you to read aloud to your mother. Your voice, being familiar, may help reassure her, and
the story itself will redirect her mind from the accident.”“I’ll try some when she wakes.”He looked
carefully at me. “There’s one other thing. There may come a time when she wishes to speak of
the accident. If it doesn’t distress you to listen, try to let her.”“But I thought you wanted me to
distract her from thinking about it.”“Yes, for the first day or two. But eventually, if she wants to
speak of it….” He hesitated. “I’ll be frank, Miss Fraser. Plenty of medical men will tell you that
talking about the accident is a form of brooding and only causes their patients more harm. But
that hasn’t been my experience. I find it’s more like an infection. Just as the pus has to come out
of the body before it can heal, the words have to come out of her mouth before the horror of the
memory will go away.” He gave a wry look. “It’s an unorthodox notion, I know. Most people will tell
you I’m spouting utter rubbish.”Mama didn’t speak to me about much of anything these days, but
for all I knew, she might want to talk about the accident, seeing as I was the one who had been
with her. “All right,” I said slowly. “If she wants to talk about it, I’ll let her.” I paused. “Should I be
worried that she hasn’t spoken since the accident?”A frown creased his brow. “It’s not unusual in
railway cases. Speech often comes back in a day or two. Try not to worry.” He shifted his bag
from one hand to the other. “I need to go. I have patients to see over at the Polk Hotel.”“Don’t you
need to sleep?”He smiled and shrugged. “I’ll be back this evening.”“Thank you,” I said gratefully.
“For everything you’ve done.”He put out his hand for mine, and this time I gave it to him without
hesitating. “Thank you for your help.”“You’re welcome.”Another one of those half-smiles, and he
was gone. My hand felt cold after the warmth of his was withdrawn. I heard the hotel door open
and close, and I stepped to the window to watch him leave.But he didn’t appear on the front
steps. Instead I heard his voice again, in the hallway: “Why, Tom! I thought you were in London.”“I
just got in,” came another voice, low and hoarse, as if the speaker had a head cold. “Took me



half the damn night to get here, what with the accident. Just spent an hour on the back of a
bloody horse. God, I hate horses. My arse is about raw. Where were you when it happened?”“On
my way to the station, so I was close, thank god,” Mr. Wilcox answered. “I spent a few hours in
the field, and then I followed the wagons back here. Have you seen the wreck?”“Yes—it’s
bad.”“Well, Palmer said it would be. He knew.”“That’s what I need to tell you.” Tom’s voice
dropped. “Palmer’s dead. He was thrown off a train two nights ago at Chumnley Bridge.”I caught
my breath. Had I heard him correctly?Mr. Wilcox gave a low sound that might have been a
curse.“The papers are saying it’s an accident,” Tom continued. “But his wife said two men came
to the house a few nights ago and warned him to stop asking questions about what happened to
his report. They told him if he tried to contact anyone at the bureau or the commission, they’d
make sure he never worked again.”“My god.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was strained. “That poor man.
And his poor family.”“I know.” A gravelly cough. “But with him gone, we’ve got to be damn sure we
keep Michael safe. Where is he? What’s he doing?”“He’s upstairs. I assume he’s sleeping.”“He
can’t stay here, Paul. We need to get him to London tomorrow. Can he use your rooms? No one
will look for him there.”“Of course. I have to be back home in a day or two, but I’ve a couch he
can use as long as he likes.”Their voices were quieter now, and I moved toward the door to
listen.“What about your housekeeper?” Tom asked.“She won’t ask questions. Tell him the key is
on the ledge above the window.”“All right. But you know what this means. Palmer was probably
right about Malverton too.” Another cough. “We’re going to have a look on Monday morning.
You’ll come, won’t you? To help?”“I can’t, Tom.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was regretful.“What?” Tom’s
voice rose again. “For god’s sake! We only have until Tuesday. You know that if we don’t find
tangible proof that we can bring back and show them, more people are going to die—dozens of
people—”“You think I don’t know that?” Mr. Wilcox’s voice sharpened. “But I’ve got fifty patients
right here—some of them in critical condition—not to mention half a dozen in London.” A pause.
“We’re on the same side of this fight. Remember?”A deep sigh and Tom’s voice flattened. “I
know. Sorry. Where’re you going now?”“The Polk Hotel. I had them bring the worst cases here,
so I could see them straightaway. I haven’t even been over there yet.”“Then I’ll walk with you.
There’s more I have to tell you.”The door opened and shut. I stepped hastily to the window and
peered out from behind the curtain. Mr. Wilcox’s back was to me, but I could see his companion
in profile. Tom was shorter and stouter than Mr. Wilcox and appeared to be a few years older. His
brown hair was cropped close to his head, and he had a round face and a small, turned-up nose.
His hands were jammed into the pockets of his coat as they stood at the curb, waiting for a
hansom cab to pass. Tom was talking quickly, his eyes fixed on Mr. Wilcox. Then they stepped
between two carriages, crossed the street, and were lost to view.I stood for a few minutes,
staring at the corner the men had vacated and mulling over what I’d just heard. Had someone
truly been thrown off a train? And who was Michael, and why did he need to hide in London?
What was happening on Tuesday? And what did Tom mean about more people dying?The rain
had let up, and there was only wind—wind that came through the cracks in the window leading
and made a hollow sound as it whirled around the chimney. I shivered. I was beastly cold and my



head ached, and I was suddenly so tired that the words Mr. Wilcox and Tom had exchanged
were becoming jumbled in my memory.At first I tried to hold them in place. But with a pang of
guilt, I realized that what I should be doing was trying to forget them. I wasn’t supposed to have
overheard any of that, and I certainly shouldn’t have strained to eavesdrop, especially once I
realized that their conversation was private and important.Besides, I had plenty to worry about,
looking after my mother and myself.I started toward the kitchen to find someone who could
supply me with some stationery and a penny-stamp. I had to send a letter to Mrs. Ellsworth to let
her know where we were and that we were safe, to have her pack up a trunk of our things for
Martin or Timothy to bring, to see if she had news of Miss Rush or anyone else we knew on the
train, and to ask if Jane might be available to come.In the kitchen, I found Mrs. Mowbray, who—
despite having been up most of the night and being in the process of receiving the morning
deliveries from the butcher—was wonderfully kind. She found me some writing paper and a pen,
and, when I’d finished my note, said she’d send it straightaway. She also told me there was one
last bed in the attic; Jane, or whomever Jane sent, could stay there until another room opened
up on our floor.By the time I had taken care of everything it was nearly noon. I longed for a hot
bath, but I was too tired to do anything but go to bed.I removed my soiled dress and slid between
the sheets. The bed-warmer had long gone cold, and my feet were half-frozen. I drew them up,
tucked my chemise around my toes, and immediately fell asleep.Chapter 4I drew the curtains
apart to let in some light, and Mr. Wilcox approached the narrow bed.Mama appeared to be fast
asleep, but as he laid his hand on her arm, her eyelids fluttered open. It took a moment for her
eyes to focus; they settled briefly on me, then skidded away, taking in the beds, the walls, the
washstand, as if she were trying to find a familiar object, something to tell her where she
was.“Hello,” Mr. Wilcox said, using the same soothing tone that I’d use to calm a skittish horse.
“You’re at the Travers Inn, and you’re safe. My name is Mr. Wilcox. I’m a surgeon, and I specialize
in railway injuries, so I’ve come to check on you. How are you feeling?”Mama didn’t reply, but her
eyes shifted to his face and remained there.Why didn’t she answer?I was used to her silence
when she was under the influence of her laudanum—but she hadn’t taken any in nearly a
day.Mr. Wilcox laid his hand gently on her forehead, and his expression remained cheerful. He
opened his bag, and although there were many silver instruments and some bottles inside, he
brought out only his stethoscope. He listened intently to Mama’s chest, moved the stethoscope
to her abdomen, and then slid the disk underneath her, so it lay behind her back.He moved so
carefully that he barely disturbed my mother at all; indeed, she seemed to calm under his touch.
He took her pulse and smiled encouragingly, lifted a candle and brought it toward her face and
away several times, examined her hands and arms and her legs, and at last removed the white
gauze from her left ankle to check it. My mother tensed, but she didn’t make a sound. As for
myself, I had to stifle my gasp.Her ankle was badly swollen at the joint and showed purplish
partway up her leg. He rewrapped it gently and then asked me to help turn her so that she was
lying facedown. Mama submitted to everything without a murmur, and I thought I even heard a
sigh of relief when she was settled, with the pillows arranged under her ankles to keep them



raised. Though the entire examination took no more than a quarter of an hour, he seemed to
have gathered what information he needed and put Mama at ease. But as he put his instruments
away, his mouth tightened in a way that worried me.I followed him out into the hallway. “Is her
ankle broken?” I asked anxiously.“I think it’s just a severe sprain. The bones seem fine.” His voice
was subdued.I kept with him toward the stairs. “Then what is the matter? Why isn’t she talking?
And why did she need to be turned like that?”“It’s just for the next few hours. Situating her so her
spine is the highest part of the body can prevent venous congestion around the spinal cord. But
more important, this position eliminates pressure upon the vertebral column, so it recovers more
quickly.” We walked together down the stairs. “It’s best to have her lie this way for at least three
out of every five or six hours for the next few days. I’m sure you can ask one of the maids to help
you if you can’t turn her yourself.”I halted in mid-step. “Do you mean we can’t go home?”He
shook his head, and then motioned to the doorway of the sitting room. “May we speak for a few
minutes?”My heart lurched, and with a knot forming in my stomach, I followed him into the room.
He turned to face me. “Miss Fraser, does your mother take an opiate?”I hadn’t expected him to
be so direct, and I felt a wave of shame for her weakness. “Laudanum, for her nerves,” I admitted.
“How could you tell?”“By her eyes.” His expression was sober. “The Italians call laudanum
‘belladonna,’ you know, for the way it makes women’s eyes look so dark and beautiful. But it can
be a dangerous habit. How often does she take it?”“I—I’m not sure.”“Only on occasion? A few
times a week? Or every day?” His voice was pragmatic and without judgment, as if he were only
gathering facts, and I felt some of my embarrassment fade.“Usually at night, before bed, to fall
asleep.” He waited expectantly, and I continued, “Sometimes when she wakes. And then other
times, when she’s nervous. She took an extra dose yesterday morning because she’s frightened
of trains.”“What is she like when the laudanum wears off? Is she easily upset? Fretful?
Anxious?”“Yes. All of those.” I swallowed. “She’s irritable and—well, nothing pleases her.”I saw a
flicker of sympathy in his eyes—and something else that came and went before I could name it.
But he said only, “So she missed her dose last night and again this morning.”“Yes.” The knot in
my stomach tightened. “Is that a problem?”“If she’s been taking it regularly, suddenly depriving
her of it can be just as dangerous as taking it in the first place. You don’t have any with you?”My
thoughts darted back to the moment when she had tried to pull her reticule off the spring in the
railway carriage and I’d told her to leave it. Had I held a secret hope that we could leave her habit
behind so easily? I felt a stab of guilt, and anger at my stupidity. “No. She usually carries a bottle
with her, but we—I—left it on the train.”He frowned. “I don’t have any to hand. I can obtain some,
but I fear dosing her without knowing how much she’s been taking. Do you have any idea? Does
she take a teaspoon at a time, or two, or—”“I’m not sure. She’s always kept the bottles in her
bedroom, in different places.” I felt the embarrassment return as I realized how this
sounded.“Always,” he repeated. “How long has she taken it?”“On and off, for the last fifteen years
or so,” I answered reluctantly. “There’ve been times when she stopped, but lately, it seems she
needs it more.”He walked over to the window and looked out onto the alley. His hands were deep
in his pockets, and though I couldn’t see his face, I could sense tension in his whole frame.“Why



does this matter so much?” I could hear the tightness in my voice. “Isn’t it better if she isn’t taking
it?”“Her nerves have become used to it,” he said over his shoulder. “Without it, she’ll develop
tremors, and eventually there could be nausea and vomiting, as well as agitation and trouble
sleeping.”“But she slept last night,” I protested. “You saw her just now—she was sleeping until
you woke her, even without her usual dose.”“Because she’d had extra yesterday.” He turned
toward me. “This isn’t the first time I’ve encountered opiate use in railway patients. What I’ve
found is that an accident excites the nerves, so laudanum patients temporarily need more than
usual to sustain their normal level of calm. The problem is that at higher doses, laudanum can
cause diminished breathing and heart rate. Not knowing her usual use, we will just have to be
careful.”My fingers clenched at the fabric of my skirt.His expression was pained. “I’m sorry, Miss
Fraser. I know I’m frightening you. But I think it’s best you know. We must keep her quiet and
calm for the next week, or possibly a fortnight. She shouldn’t be moved; she needs plenty of rest;
and I’ll administer the smallest amount of laudanum possible to keep any symptoms at bay. If we
do all this and watch her closely, I’m sure she’ll be all right.”I took a deep breath, relieved at his
words. “Of course. I’ll do everything. I’ll write home at once to send for our things—”“Before you
go, I have a few questions. They won’t take long.” He drew out a small pocketbook and a pencil
from his pocket. “Has your mother ever had whooping cough?”“Not that she’s ever
mentioned.”“Smallpox? Diphtheria? Pleurisy?”I shook my head after each.“And you are her only
child?” When I hesitated, he raised an eyebrow. “She had a miscarriage?”I winced. “No. But it
was a difficult birth, and he—Henry—died shortly after.” The weeks following Henry’s death still
pained me to remember.“When was this?”“Fifteen—no, sixteen years ago. I was four.”He wrote
several lines in his book.“Could something that happened so long ago be important?” I
asked.“Sometimes. Not always.” He put away his notebook. “The most important factors to her
recovery are resting her nerves and managing her laudanum. Do you know of a trained nurse
you could hire? It might be best to have one stay with her for the time being.”I was already
thinking of Jane Grace, a nurse who was cousin to our housekeeper, Mrs. Ellsworth. Kind and
intelligent, she had been with Miss Nightingale in the Crimean War and worked afterward in one
of the large hospitals in London. After Henry had died, she had come to take care of my mother
for several months. She’d been utterly unruffled by my mother’s fits of ill temper, and Mama liked
her well enough.I nodded. “I know a nurse who might be able to come. And if she’s unavailable,
I’m sure she can suggest someone else. But I’ll take care of Mama until she arrives.”“Very well. I
should have the laudanum to you by tomorrow, I hope, but for now…” From his bag, he drew a
small glass jar, which he handed to me. “This is a special salve. It smells peculiar, I know, but it
will help reduce pain and increase blood flow to the muscles and nerves, so they can retain their
usual tone. Apply it two or three times a day onto your mother’s back, arms, and legs. Not the
sprained ankle, of course.”He was reaching into his bag for something else, so I opened the jar
and took a sniff. The contents set fire to my nostrils.A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “It
isn’t meant to be inhaled.”I tried to stop gasping.He handed me a small packet. “This is tea. It’s a
special blend that will help keep her stomach calm. See that she drinks four or five cups daily.” I



nodded, and he removed a small bottle with a dropper and set it on the table. “Do you have a
pocket watch?”“Yes, upstairs.” I had one in the buttoned pocket of my cloak.“Have you ever
taken a pulse?”I shook my head.“Then I’ll show you how.” He reached out his hand. “May
I?”Hesitantly, I gave him mine. He’s a doctor, I told myself, for god’s sake. Be sensible! He
brushed back the long sleeve on my dress, and touched his fingers to the inside of my wrist,
below my thumb. His fingers were warm against my skin, and my heart jerked into an unsteady
rhythm that I hoped he couldn’t feel. “Do you see how I am placing my fingers?” he asked, then
let go of my hand. “Now, you do it.”I placed my right fingers over my left wrist.“No, do it on me. I
need you to be able to find it on her.”He positioned my first and second fingers near the base of
his thumb. I held my breath, stilling my entire body, so that I could find the faint pulse of his blood.
There it was, steady as a clock.I was glad he could no longer feel mine.“Can you feel it clearly
enough to count?” he asked quietly.I nodded and met his gaze. The light was brighter now, and I
could see his eyes weren’t brown as I thought, but hazel.For a moment, neither of us
moved.Then he turned away to pick up the small bottle and dropper. “The sudden withdrawal of
the laudanum can cause her pulse and blood pressure to rise, so until I can get you more, I want
you to take her pulse at the top of every hour. If it rises above one hundred and five beats per
minute, you should administer this.”“What is it?”“A mild sedative. It will bring her pulse back
within a healthy range and help soothe her nerves. Put six drops in some broth, or even water, to
help her swallow it.”“All right.” I watched as he began to close his bag. “Are you going to bleed
her?” That’s what our physician had done sometimes to ease Mama’s nerves after my father
died.“No.” He slid the straps into the buckles. “Usually railway injuries require an influx of fluids,
not a loss of them.” He fastened the last clasp. “But you’ll want to keep the room dim to minimize
excitation.”A dim room, the salve, the tea, and the sedative drops. I could manage that. “Is there
anything else?” I asked.“Your mother will need distraction, something to keep her mind off the
accident.” He gestured behind me, and I turned to look at the cabinet of books. “Is there anything
in there that she might find amusing?”I opened the glass door and glanced through the volumes
on the top shelf.“Nothing too sensational,” he said, a smile shading his voice. “I wouldn’t choose
Mr. Collins or Mrs. Braddon.”Most of the books were inexpensive copies of sermons or
sensational penny dreadfuls, none of which Mama would enjoy. My eyes were drawn to the one
fine leather-bound volume on the second shelf. I pulled it out, and to my surprise it was a title I
recognized. “It’s the first volume of The Eustace Diamonds,” I said aloud. The very same book
was in one of our trunks, somewhere in the wreckage.“You didn’t like it?” he asked.I looked
up.“You had a peculiar look on your face just then,” he said.“Did I? I was thinking about how our
copy was in our trunk. On the train.” I ran my fingers over the seams in the binding. “The
heroine’s name is Elizabeth too—only they call her Lizzie and she’s rather wicked. Have you
read it?”“No. I haven’t seen it at Moody’s yet.”I flushed. Stupid of me. Of course he would read it
by subscription. A surgeon didn’t have the money to spend on gilt-edged volumes of novels.If he
saw my embarrassment, he didn’t let on. “Once your nurse arrives, I don’t want you to spend
more than an hour or so in the sickroom, for the sake of your own spirits. But I think it would be



good for you to read aloud to your mother. Your voice, being familiar, may help reassure her, and
the story itself will redirect her mind from the accident.”“I’ll try some when she wakes.”He looked
carefully at me. “There’s one other thing. There may come a time when she wishes to speak of
the accident. If it doesn’t distress you to listen, try to let her.”“But I thought you wanted me to
distract her from thinking about it.”“Yes, for the first day or two. But eventually, if she wants to
speak of it….” He hesitated. “I’ll be frank, Miss Fraser. Plenty of medical men will tell you that
talking about the accident is a form of brooding and only causes their patients more harm. But
that hasn’t been my experience. I find it’s more like an infection. Just as the pus has to come out
of the body before it can heal, the words have to come out of her mouth before the horror of the
memory will go away.” He gave a wry look. “It’s an unorthodox notion, I know. Most people will tell
you I’m spouting utter rubbish.”Mama didn’t speak to me about much of anything these days, but
for all I knew, she might want to talk about the accident, seeing as I was the one who had been
with her. “All right,” I said slowly. “If she wants to talk about it, I’ll let her.” I paused. “Should I be
worried that she hasn’t spoken since the accident?”A frown creased his brow. “It’s not unusual in
railway cases. Speech often comes back in a day or two. Try not to worry.” He shifted his bag
from one hand to the other. “I need to go. I have patients to see over at the Polk Hotel.”“Don’t you
need to sleep?”He smiled and shrugged. “I’ll be back this evening.”“Thank you,” I said gratefully.
“For everything you’ve done.”He put out his hand for mine, and this time I gave it to him without
hesitating. “Thank you for your help.”“You’re welcome.”Another one of those half-smiles, and he
was gone. My hand felt cold after the warmth of his was withdrawn. I heard the hotel door open
and close, and I stepped to the window to watch him leave.But he didn’t appear on the front
steps. Instead I heard his voice again, in the hallway: “Why, Tom! I thought you were in London.”“I
just got in,” came another voice, low and hoarse, as if the speaker had a head cold. “Took me
half the damn night to get here, what with the accident. Just spent an hour on the back of a
bloody horse. God, I hate horses. My arse is about raw. Where were you when it happened?”“On
my way to the station, so I was close, thank god,” Mr. Wilcox answered. “I spent a few hours in
the field, and then I followed the wagons back here. Have you seen the wreck?”“Yes—it’s
bad.”“Well, Palmer said it would be. He knew.”“That’s what I need to tell you.” Tom’s voice
dropped. “Palmer’s dead. He was thrown off a train two nights ago at Chumnley Bridge.”I caught
my breath. Had I heard him correctly?Mr. Wilcox gave a low sound that might have been a
curse.“The papers are saying it’s an accident,” Tom continued. “But his wife said two men came
to the house a few nights ago and warned him to stop asking questions about what happened to
his report. They told him if he tried to contact anyone at the bureau or the commission, they’d
make sure he never worked again.”“My god.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was strained. “That poor man.
And his poor family.”“I know.” A gravelly cough. “But with him gone, we’ve got to be damn sure we
keep Michael safe. Where is he? What’s he doing?”“He’s upstairs. I assume he’s sleeping.”“He
can’t stay here, Paul. We need to get him to London tomorrow. Can he use your rooms? No one
will look for him there.”“Of course. I have to be back home in a day or two, but I’ve a couch he
can use as long as he likes.”Their voices were quieter now, and I moved toward the door to



listen.“What about your housekeeper?” Tom asked.“She won’t ask questions. Tell him the key is
on the ledge above the window.”“All right. But you know what this means. Palmer was probably
right about Malverton too.” Another cough. “We’re going to have a look on Monday morning.
You’ll come, won’t you? To help?”“I can’t, Tom.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was regretful.“What?” Tom’s
voice rose again. “For god’s sake! We only have until Tuesday. You know that if we don’t find
tangible proof that we can bring back and show them, more people are going to die—dozens of
people—”“You think I don’t know that?” Mr. Wilcox’s voice sharpened. “But I’ve got fifty patients
right here—some of them in critical condition—not to mention half a dozen in London.” A pause.
“We’re on the same side of this fight. Remember?”A deep sigh and Tom’s voice flattened. “I
know. Sorry. Where’re you going now?”“The Polk Hotel. I had them bring the worst cases here,
so I could see them straightaway. I haven’t even been over there yet.”“Then I’ll walk with you.
There’s more I have to tell you.”The door opened and shut. I stepped hastily to the window and
peered out from behind the curtain. Mr. Wilcox’s back was to me, but I could see his companion
in profile. Tom was shorter and stouter than Mr. Wilcox and appeared to be a few years older. His
brown hair was cropped close to his head, and he had a round face and a small, turned-up nose.
His hands were jammed into the pockets of his coat as they stood at the curb, waiting for a
hansom cab to pass. Tom was talking quickly, his eyes fixed on Mr. Wilcox. Then they stepped
between two carriages, crossed the street, and were lost to view.I stood for a few minutes,
staring at the corner the men had vacated and mulling over what I’d just heard. Had someone
truly been thrown off a train? And who was Michael, and why did he need to hide in London?
What was happening on Tuesday? And what did Tom mean about more people dying?The rain
had let up, and there was only wind—wind that came through the cracks in the window leading
and made a hollow sound as it whirled around the chimney. I shivered. I was beastly cold and my
head ached, and I was suddenly so tired that the words Mr. Wilcox and Tom had exchanged
were becoming jumbled in my memory.At first I tried to hold them in place. But with a pang of
guilt, I realized that what I should be doing was trying to forget them. I wasn’t supposed to have
overheard any of that, and I certainly shouldn’t have strained to eavesdrop, especially once I
realized that their conversation was private and important.Besides, I had plenty to worry about,
looking after my mother and myself.I started toward the kitchen to find someone who could
supply me with some stationery and a penny-stamp. I had to send a letter to Mrs. Ellsworth to let
her know where we were and that we were safe, to have her pack up a trunk of our things for
Martin or Timothy to bring, to see if she had news of Miss Rush or anyone else we knew on the
train, and to ask if Jane might be available to come.In the kitchen, I found Mrs. Mowbray, who—
despite having been up most of the night and being in the process of receiving the morning
deliveries from the butcher—was wonderfully kind. She found me some writing paper and a pen,
and, when I’d finished my note, said she’d send it straightaway. She also told me there was one
last bed in the attic; Jane, or whomever Jane sent, could stay there until another room opened
up on our floor.By the time I had taken care of everything it was nearly noon. I longed for a hot
bath, but I was too tired to do anything but go to bed.I removed my soiled dress and slid between



the sheets. The bed-warmer had long gone cold, and my feet were half-frozen. I drew them up,
tucked my chemise around my toes, and immediately fell asleep.Chapter 4I drew the curtains
apart to let in some light, and Mr. Wilcox approached the narrow bed.Mama appeared to be fast
asleep, but as he laid his hand on her arm, her eyelids fluttered open. It took a moment for her
eyes to focus; they settled briefly on me, then skidded away, taking in the beds, the walls, the
washstand, as if she were trying to find a familiar object, something to tell her where she
was.“Hello,” Mr. Wilcox said, using the same soothing tone that I’d use to calm a skittish horse.
“You’re at the Travers Inn, and you’re safe. My name is Mr. Wilcox. I’m a surgeon, and I specialize
in railway injuries, so I’ve come to check on you. How are you feeling?”Mama didn’t reply, but her
eyes shifted to his face and remained there.Why didn’t she answer?I was used to her silence
when she was under the influence of her laudanum—but she hadn’t taken any in nearly a
day.Mr. Wilcox laid his hand gently on her forehead, and his expression remained cheerful. He
opened his bag, and although there were many silver instruments and some bottles inside, he
brought out only his stethoscope. He listened intently to Mama’s chest, moved the stethoscope
to her abdomen, and then slid the disk underneath her, so it lay behind her back.He moved so
carefully that he barely disturbed my mother at all; indeed, she seemed to calm under his touch.
He took her pulse and smiled encouragingly, lifted a candle and brought it toward her face and
away several times, examined her hands and arms and her legs, and at last removed the white
gauze from her left ankle to check it. My mother tensed, but she didn’t make a sound. As for
myself, I had to stifle my gasp.Her ankle was badly swollen at the joint and showed purplish
partway up her leg. He rewrapped it gently and then asked me to help turn her so that she was
lying facedown. Mama submitted to everything without a murmur, and I thought I even heard a
sigh of relief when she was settled, with the pillows arranged under her ankles to keep them
raised. Though the entire examination took no more than a quarter of an hour, he seemed to
have gathered what information he needed and put Mama at ease. But as he put his instruments
away, his mouth tightened in a way that worried me.I followed him out into the hallway. “Is her
ankle broken?” I asked anxiously.“I think it’s just a severe sprain. The bones seem fine.” His voice
was subdued.I kept with him toward the stairs. “Then what is the matter? Why isn’t she talking?
And why did she need to be turned like that?”“It’s just for the next few hours. Situating her so her
spine is the highest part of the body can prevent venous congestion around the spinal cord. But
more important, this position eliminates pressure upon the vertebral column, so it recovers more
quickly.” We walked together down the stairs. “It’s best to have her lie this way for at least three
out of every five or six hours for the next few days. I’m sure you can ask one of the maids to help
you if you can’t turn her yourself.”I halted in mid-step. “Do you mean we can’t go home?”He
shook his head, and then motioned to the doorway of the sitting room. “May we speak for a few
minutes?”My heart lurched, and with a knot forming in my stomach, I followed him into the room.
He turned to face me. “Miss Fraser, does your mother take an opiate?”I hadn’t expected him to
be so direct, and I felt a wave of shame for her weakness. “Laudanum, for her nerves,” I admitted.
“How could you tell?”“By her eyes.” His expression was sober. “The Italians call laudanum



‘belladonna,’ you know, for the way it makes women’s eyes look so dark and beautiful. But it can
be a dangerous habit. How often does she take it?”“I—I’m not sure.”“Only on occasion? A few
times a week? Or every day?” His voice was pragmatic and without judgment, as if he were only
gathering facts, and I felt some of my embarrassment fade.“Usually at night, before bed, to fall
asleep.” He waited expectantly, and I continued, “Sometimes when she wakes. And then other
times, when she’s nervous. She took an extra dose yesterday morning because she’s frightened
of trains.”“What is she like when the laudanum wears off? Is she easily upset? Fretful?
Anxious?”“Yes. All of those.” I swallowed. “She’s irritable and—well, nothing pleases her.”I saw a
flicker of sympathy in his eyes—and something else that came and went before I could name it.
But he said only, “So she missed her dose last night and again this morning.”“Yes.” The knot in
my stomach tightened. “Is that a problem?”“If she’s been taking it regularly, suddenly depriving
her of it can be just as dangerous as taking it in the first place. You don’t have any with you?”My
thoughts darted back to the moment when she had tried to pull her reticule off the spring in the
railway carriage and I’d told her to leave it. Had I held a secret hope that we could leave her habit
behind so easily? I felt a stab of guilt, and anger at my stupidity. “No. She usually carries a bottle
with her, but we—I—left it on the train.”He frowned. “I don’t have any to hand. I can obtain some,
but I fear dosing her without knowing how much she’s been taking. Do you have any idea? Does
she take a teaspoon at a time, or two, or—”“I’m not sure. She’s always kept the bottles in her
bedroom, in different places.” I felt the embarrassment return as I realized how this
sounded.“Always,” he repeated. “How long has she taken it?”“On and off, for the last fifteen years
or so,” I answered reluctantly. “There’ve been times when she stopped, but lately, it seems she
needs it more.”He walked over to the window and looked out onto the alley. His hands were deep
in his pockets, and though I couldn’t see his face, I could sense tension in his whole frame.“Why
does this matter so much?” I could hear the tightness in my voice. “Isn’t it better if she isn’t taking
it?”“Her nerves have become used to it,” he said over his shoulder. “Without it, she’ll develop
tremors, and eventually there could be nausea and vomiting, as well as agitation and trouble
sleeping.”“But she slept last night,” I protested. “You saw her just now—she was sleeping until
you woke her, even without her usual dose.”“Because she’d had extra yesterday.” He turned
toward me. “This isn’t the first time I’ve encountered opiate use in railway patients. What I’ve
found is that an accident excites the nerves, so laudanum patients temporarily need more than
usual to sustain their normal level of calm. The problem is that at higher doses, laudanum can
cause diminished breathing and heart rate. Not knowing her usual use, we will just have to be
careful.”My fingers clenched at the fabric of my skirt.His expression was pained. “I’m sorry, Miss
Fraser. I know I’m frightening you. But I think it’s best you know. We must keep her quiet and
calm for the next week, or possibly a fortnight. She shouldn’t be moved; she needs plenty of rest;
and I’ll administer the smallest amount of laudanum possible to keep any symptoms at bay. If we
do all this and watch her closely, I’m sure she’ll be all right.”I took a deep breath, relieved at his
words. “Of course. I’ll do everything. I’ll write home at once to send for our things—”“Before you
go, I have a few questions. They won’t take long.” He drew out a small pocketbook and a pencil



from his pocket. “Has your mother ever had whooping cough?”“Not that she’s ever
mentioned.”“Smallpox? Diphtheria? Pleurisy?”I shook my head after each.“And you are her only
child?” When I hesitated, he raised an eyebrow. “She had a miscarriage?”I winced. “No. But it
was a difficult birth, and he—Henry—died shortly after.” The weeks following Henry’s death still
pained me to remember.“When was this?”“Fifteen—no, sixteen years ago. I was four.”He wrote
several lines in his book.“Could something that happened so long ago be important?” I
asked.“Sometimes. Not always.” He put away his notebook. “The most important factors to her
recovery are resting her nerves and managing her laudanum. Do you know of a trained nurse
you could hire? It might be best to have one stay with her for the time being.”I was already
thinking of Jane Grace, a nurse who was cousin to our housekeeper, Mrs. Ellsworth. Kind and
intelligent, she had been with Miss Nightingale in the Crimean War and worked afterward in one
of the large hospitals in London. After Henry had died, she had come to take care of my mother
for several months. She’d been utterly unruffled by my mother’s fits of ill temper, and Mama liked
her well enough.I nodded. “I know a nurse who might be able to come. And if she’s unavailable,
I’m sure she can suggest someone else. But I’ll take care of Mama until she arrives.”“Very well. I
should have the laudanum to you by tomorrow, I hope, but for now…” From his bag, he drew a
small glass jar, which he handed to me. “This is a special salve. It smells peculiar, I know, but it
will help reduce pain and increase blood flow to the muscles and nerves, so they can retain their
usual tone. Apply it two or three times a day onto your mother’s back, arms, and legs. Not the
sprained ankle, of course.”He was reaching into his bag for something else, so I opened the jar
and took a sniff. The contents set fire to my nostrils.A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “It
isn’t meant to be inhaled.”I tried to stop gasping.He handed me a small packet. “This is tea. It’s a
special blend that will help keep her stomach calm. See that she drinks four or five cups daily.” I
nodded, and he removed a small bottle with a dropper and set it on the table. “Do you have a
pocket watch?”“Yes, upstairs.” I had one in the buttoned pocket of my cloak.“Have you ever
taken a pulse?”I shook my head.“Then I’ll show you how.” He reached out his hand. “May
I?”Hesitantly, I gave him mine. He’s a doctor, I told myself, for god’s sake. Be sensible! He
brushed back the long sleeve on my dress, and touched his fingers to the inside of my wrist,
below my thumb. His fingers were warm against my skin, and my heart jerked into an unsteady
rhythm that I hoped he couldn’t feel. “Do you see how I am placing my fingers?” he asked, then
let go of my hand. “Now, you do it.”I placed my right fingers over my left wrist.“No, do it on me. I
need you to be able to find it on her.”He positioned my first and second fingers near the base of
his thumb. I held my breath, stilling my entire body, so that I could find the faint pulse of his blood.
There it was, steady as a clock.I was glad he could no longer feel mine.“Can you feel it clearly
enough to count?” he asked quietly.I nodded and met his gaze. The light was brighter now, and I
could see his eyes weren’t brown as I thought, but hazel.For a moment, neither of us
moved.Then he turned away to pick up the small bottle and dropper. “The sudden withdrawal of
the laudanum can cause her pulse and blood pressure to rise, so until I can get you more, I want
you to take her pulse at the top of every hour. If it rises above one hundred and five beats per



minute, you should administer this.”“What is it?”“A mild sedative. It will bring her pulse back
within a healthy range and help soothe her nerves. Put six drops in some broth, or even water, to
help her swallow it.”“All right.” I watched as he began to close his bag. “Are you going to bleed
her?” That’s what our physician had done sometimes to ease Mama’s nerves after my father
died.“No.” He slid the straps into the buckles. “Usually railway injuries require an influx of fluids,
not a loss of them.” He fastened the last clasp. “But you’ll want to keep the room dim to minimize
excitation.”A dim room, the salve, the tea, and the sedative drops. I could manage that. “Is there
anything else?” I asked.“Your mother will need distraction, something to keep her mind off the
accident.” He gestured behind me, and I turned to look at the cabinet of books. “Is there anything
in there that she might find amusing?”I opened the glass door and glanced through the volumes
on the top shelf.“Nothing too sensational,” he said, a smile shading his voice. “I wouldn’t choose
Mr. Collins or Mrs. Braddon.”Most of the books were inexpensive copies of sermons or
sensational penny dreadfuls, none of which Mama would enjoy. My eyes were drawn to the one
fine leather-bound volume on the second shelf. I pulled it out, and to my surprise it was a title I
recognized. “It’s the first volume of The Eustace Diamonds,” I said aloud. The very same book
was in one of our trunks, somewhere in the wreckage.“You didn’t like it?” he asked.I looked
up.“You had a peculiar look on your face just then,” he said.“Did I? I was thinking about how our
copy was in our trunk. On the train.” I ran my fingers over the seams in the binding. “The
heroine’s name is Elizabeth too—only they call her Lizzie and she’s rather wicked. Have you
read it?”“No. I haven’t seen it at Moody’s yet.”I flushed. Stupid of me. Of course he would read it
by subscription. A surgeon didn’t have the money to spend on gilt-edged volumes of novels.If he
saw my embarrassment, he didn’t let on. “Once your nurse arrives, I don’t want you to spend
more than an hour or so in the sickroom, for the sake of your own spirits. But I think it would be
good for you to read aloud to your mother. Your voice, being familiar, may help reassure her, and
the story itself will redirect her mind from the accident.”“I’ll try some when she wakes.”He looked
carefully at me. “There’s one other thing. There may come a time when she wishes to speak of
the accident. If it doesn’t distress you to listen, try to let her.”“But I thought you wanted me to
distract her from thinking about it.”“Yes, for the first day or two. But eventually, if she wants to
speak of it….” He hesitated. “I’ll be frank, Miss Fraser. Plenty of medical men will tell you that
talking about the accident is a form of brooding and only causes their patients more harm. But
that hasn’t been my experience. I find it’s more like an infection. Just as the pus has to come out
of the body before it can heal, the words have to come out of her mouth before the horror of the
memory will go away.” He gave a wry look. “It’s an unorthodox notion, I know. Most people will tell
you I’m spouting utter rubbish.”Mama didn’t speak to me about much of anything these days, but
for all I knew, she might want to talk about the accident, seeing as I was the one who had been
with her. “All right,” I said slowly. “If she wants to talk about it, I’ll let her.” I paused. “Should I be
worried that she hasn’t spoken since the accident?”A frown creased his brow. “It’s not unusual in
railway cases. Speech often comes back in a day or two. Try not to worry.” He shifted his bag
from one hand to the other. “I need to go. I have patients to see over at the Polk Hotel.”“Don’t you



need to sleep?”He smiled and shrugged. “I’ll be back this evening.”“Thank you,” I said gratefully.
“For everything you’ve done.”He put out his hand for mine, and this time I gave it to him without
hesitating. “Thank you for your help.”“You’re welcome.”Another one of those half-smiles, and he
was gone. My hand felt cold after the warmth of his was withdrawn. I heard the hotel door open
and close, and I stepped to the window to watch him leave.But he didn’t appear on the front
steps. Instead I heard his voice again, in the hallway: “Why, Tom! I thought you were in London.”“I
just got in,” came another voice, low and hoarse, as if the speaker had a head cold. “Took me
half the damn night to get here, what with the accident. Just spent an hour on the back of a
bloody horse. God, I hate horses. My arse is about raw. Where were you when it happened?”“On
my way to the station, so I was close, thank god,” Mr. Wilcox answered. “I spent a few hours in
the field, and then I followed the wagons back here. Have you seen the wreck?”“Yes—it’s
bad.”“Well, Palmer said it would be. He knew.”“That’s what I need to tell you.” Tom’s voice
dropped. “Palmer’s dead. He was thrown off a train two nights ago at Chumnley Bridge.”I caught
my breath. Had I heard him correctly?Mr. Wilcox gave a low sound that might have been a
curse.“The papers are saying it’s an accident,” Tom continued. “But his wife said two men came
to the house a few nights ago and warned him to stop asking questions about what happened to
his report. They told him if he tried to contact anyone at the bureau or the commission, they’d
make sure he never worked again.”“My god.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was strained. “That poor man.
And his poor family.”“I know.” A gravelly cough. “But with him gone, we’ve got to be damn sure we
keep Michael safe. Where is he? What’s he doing?”“He’s upstairs. I assume he’s sleeping.”“He
can’t stay here, Paul. We need to get him to London tomorrow. Can he use your rooms? No one
will look for him there.”“Of course. I have to be back home in a day or two, but I’ve a couch he
can use as long as he likes.”Their voices were quieter now, and I moved toward the door to
listen.“What about your housekeeper?” Tom asked.“She won’t ask questions. Tell him the key is
on the ledge above the window.”“All right. But you know what this means. Palmer was probably
right about Malverton too.” Another cough. “We’re going to have a look on Monday morning.
You’ll come, won’t you? To help?”“I can’t, Tom.” Mr. Wilcox’s voice was regretful.“What?” Tom’s
voice rose again. “For god’s sake! We only have until Tuesday. You know that if we don’t find
tangible proof that we can bring back and show them, more people are going to die—dozens of
people—”“You think I don’t know that?” Mr. Wilcox’s voice sharpened. “But I’ve got fifty patients
right here—some of them in critical condition—not to mention half a dozen in London.” A pause.
“We’re on the same side of this fight. Remember?”A deep sigh and Tom’s voice flattened. “I
know. Sorry. Where’re you going now?”“The Polk Hotel. I had them bring the worst cases here,
so I could see them straightaway. I haven’t even been over there yet.”“Then I’ll walk with you.
There’s more I have to tell you.”The door opened and shut. I stepped hastily to the window and
peered out from behind the curtain. Mr. Wilcox’s back was to me, but I could see his companion
in profile. Tom was shorter and stouter than Mr. Wilcox and appeared to be a few years older. His
brown hair was cropped close to his head, and he had a round face and a small, turned-up nose.
His hands were jammed into the pockets of his coat as they stood at the curb, waiting for a



hansom cab to pass. Tom was talking quickly, his eyes fixed on Mr. Wilcox. Then they stepped
between two carriages, crossed the street, and were lost to view.I stood for a few minutes,
staring at the corner the men had vacated and mulling over what I’d just heard. Had someone
truly been thrown off a train? And who was Michael, and why did he need to hide in London?
What was happening on Tuesday? And what did Tom mean about more people dying?The rain
had let up, and there was only wind—wind that came through the cracks in the window leading
and made a hollow sound as it whirled around the chimney. I shivered. I was beastly cold and my
head ached, and I was suddenly so tired that the words Mr. Wilcox and Tom had exchanged
were becoming jumbled in my memory.At first I tried to hold them in place. But with a pang of
guilt, I realized that what I should be doing was trying to forget them. I wasn’t supposed to have
overheard any of that, and I certainly shouldn’t have strained to eavesdrop, especially once I
realized that their conversation was private and important.Besides, I had plenty to worry about,
looking after my mother and myself.I started toward the kitchen to find someone who could
supply me with some stationery and a penny-stamp. I had to send a letter to Mrs. Ellsworth to let
her know where we were and that we were safe, to have her pack up a trunk of our things for
Martin or Timothy to bring, to see if she had news of Miss Rush or anyone else we knew on the
train, and to ask if Jane might be available to come.In the kitchen, I found Mrs. Mowbray, who—
despite having been up most of the night and being in the process of receiving the morning
deliveries from the butcher—was wonderfully kind. She found me some writing paper and a pen,
and, when I’d finished my note, said she’d send it straightaway. She also told me there was one
last bed in the attic; Jane, or whomever Jane sent, could stay there until another room opened
up on our floor.By the time I had taken care of everything it was nearly noon. I longed for a hot
bath, but I was too tired to do anything but go to bed.I removed my soiled dress and slid between
the sheets. The bed-warmer had long gone cold, and my feet were half-frozen. I drew them up,
tucked my chemise around my toes, and immediately fell asleep.Chapter 5When I woke, it was
dark save for the faint yellow glow from the street lamps outside. I was hungry and sluggish, the
way you feel when you’ve been abed all the wrong hours. I pushed aside the covers. Mama was
still asleep, though she moved restlessly and her eyelids were fluttering.Chapter 5When I woke,
it was dark save for the faint yellow glow from the street lamps outside. I was hungry and
sluggish, the way you feel when you’ve been abed all the wrong hours. I pushed aside the
covers. Mama was still asleep, though she moved restlessly and her eyelids were
fluttering.Chapter 5When I woke, it was dark save for the faint yellow glow from the street lamps
outside. I was hungry and sluggish, the way you feel when you’ve been abed all the wrong hours.
I pushed aside the covers. Mama was still asleep, though she moved restlessly and her eyelids
were fluttering.Chapter 5When I woke, it was dark save for the faint yellow glow from the street
lamps outside. I was hungry and sluggish, the way you feel when you’ve been abed all the wrong
hours. I pushed aside the covers. Mama was still asleep, though she moved restlessly and her
eyelids were fluttering.
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Nena, “excellent. A very interesting mystery. Suspenseful and with a touch of romance. The
writing is very good and I liked the characters.”

Janie, “FANTASTIC!!! SIMPLY FANTASTIC!!!!. When I bought this audiobook back in 2017, I
thought at that time that this was simply a fantastic story. I had not read it or listened to it since
that time. I was going back through my 200+ audiobooks and ran across it again and thought..
‘well I really don’t remember anything about this much so I’ll listen again.’ And although of
course I did remember some things along, it still was just as interesting as it was the first time. It
is truly a mesmerizing story. Having listened to several audiobooks by Mary Sarah, I agree with
what a lot of people say .. you either love her voice or you hate it. I personally like listening to
most books by her but this one is strictly over the top. Her male voices are all excellent and for
the most part delivered consistently with the person speaking. There’s actually far more male
narrative in the story than female narrative, and she does a fantastic job transitioning back-and-
forth. Having listened to this book again, I am certainly motivated to see what new books the
author has available, and they all appear equally interesting and entertaining. If you haven’t
listened to this, book give it a whirl!!”

OLT, “Very good debut historical mystery.. This has just about everything I look for in a historical
mystery: 1) Excellent use of the historical setting; 2) Lots of intrigue, both political and financial,
with murder and sabotage involved; 3) Secrets and lies within family relationships; 4) Courtroom
drama; 5) Even a sweet romance.Although this is a debut work, Odden is not new to the writing
business, frequently contributing essays, chapters and introductions to books and journals. This
mystery appears to be a labor of love which she began 10 years ago and is finally sharing with
us. And, more good news, she's presently at work on another novel, about a Scotland Yard
Inspector in 1880.This story takes place in 1874 Britain. As it begins Lady Elizabeth Fraser and
her mother are returning to their home in Scotland after an unsuccessful season in London.
Lady Elizabeth remains single and they discover that a vicious rumor has been circulating that
her dowry no longer exists after a financial setback. The train they are traveling on derails, killing
or injuring several passengers, among the moderately injured Elizabeth and her mother. It's
important to note that this is only the most recent in a series of such serious railway accidents.In
the aftermath of the accident, Lady Elizabeth becomes acquainted with railway surgeon Paul
Wilcox, who stitches up her forehead and looks after her mother and tirelessly takes care of the
seriously injured almost single-handed (with a little help from Elizabeth, who tries to do so as
anonymously as possible).The rest of the story deals with suspicions about all these railway
accidents, financial problems of the railways, possible manipulation of the stock market,
wheeling and dealing both political and financial, murder, sabotage, investigation into all this by
Wilcox and his newpaperman friend (and it must be noted that Lady Elizabeth inserts herself



into all this as much as she can and perhaps more than she should, given the constraints upon
women in society, but she does have a personal stake in this). At the same time Lady Elizabeth
is finding out some secrets about her mother and father that had been kept from her for years.All
this makes for interesting and even challenging reading, with lots of information about Victorian
railways and financial scandal and also about medicine and conflicting opinions about treatment
for patients, especially those with railway accident injuries. It appears that the author has done
some in-depth research on the subjects and also adds her author's notes at the end, which is
something I always appreciate in a historical novel. (I only have one minor nit to pick and it will
probably seem a silly one: There is a character in the book named Sir Lewis Solmes. He is
frequently referred to as Sir Solmes. That should actually be Sir Lewis, since the title Sir is used
with first names. Since he plays an important part in one important section of the story, the
references to "Sir Solmes" began to grate on me. If it had been just a one time thing I would
have ignored it and forgotten all about it. --- ETA: According to the author, she has now
corrected this error. I am assuming that anyone who now downloads the book will read about Sir
Lewis, not Sir Solmes.--- )I enjoyed reading this. It's a fairly complete mystery, with personal
relationship secrets entwined with the railway mystery elements of the story. And, for those who
enjoy a bit of romance too, we have that for Lady Elizabeth, even with a bit of a romantic
triangle.  I'll be on the lookout for her next book about Scotland Yard.”

Detra Fitch, “A riviting Victorian mystery.. Lady Elizabeth Fraser is the only daughter of Lady
Margaret Fraser, the Dowager Countess of Kellham. During her third Season, Rumors about
Elizabeth’s fortune declining begins. Until she heard the rumor, Elizabeth had no idea that
anything was about to be wrong with her dowry. While heading home, the train derails. During
the aftermath of the catastrophe, Elizabeth meets Mr. Paul Wilcox, a railway surgeon, who helps
their wounds and gets them to a nearby hotel. Margaret’s injuries temporarily remove her power
of speech. Elizabeth needs a dozen stiches. While her mother sleeps, Elizabeth slips away to
help Paul Wilcox with the numerous patients he is treating downstairs. The next day, as Paul
leaves, Elizabeth overhears him and Tom Flynn, a reporter, talking about how the wreck may not
have been an accident. Elizabeth, Paul, and Tom begin digging into the cause of the derailment
and soon find connections to some families Elizabeth knows, including her own. The railroad
stock Elizabeth’s dowry comes from is in jeopardy; not to mention, her best friend’s brother is
indirectly involved.As the clues come in, the body count raises. Elizabeth, Paul, and Tom have to
watch their backs as danger begins to surround them. Suddenly, someone is accusing Paul of
malpractice and a trial ensues.During it all, Elizabeth and Paul are falling in love; however,
Society frowns upon it due to their stations. The paid do their best to keep from acting on their
feelings, knowing their love could never be.**** FOUR STARS! The feelings between Elizabeth
and Paul are secondary and kept to the background. The focus of the story is on how Elizabeth,
Paul, and Tom meet and then the unfolding mystery. In other words, if you are looking for a
romance, look elsewhere. This story has just about everything. I found corporate espionage,



murder, medical malpractice, fraud, a trial – and that is just off the top of my head. Fans of
Fiction, Historical Fiction, Suspense, and Mystery will enjoy this riveting tale. (It is told in the First
Person, following Elizabeth.) ****Reviewed by Detra Fitch of Huntress Reviews.”

Linda Norlander, “Was It an Accident or Sabotage? A Victorian Mystery. A Victorian mystery that
includes the beginnings of forensic medicine. Lady Elizabeth is on a train that crashes . She
helps the railroad surgeon as he treats the victims. Not only do we learn about the restrictive
lives of the upper classes but also about the medical treatment of the times. Engaging and a
page turner. Five stars.”

John Hopper, “good page turner, though a little uneven. This novel centres around the aftermath
of a horrific railway crash in 1874, which the eponymous lady, Elizabeth Frazer, survives together
with her mother. The drama of this opening section is not quite matched throughout the novel,
though there is a gripping trial sequence later on. There is rather over-complicated and
somewhat implausible plotting going on in the background, which underpins the train crash, the
trial and a number of incidents in Elizabeth's past history. The novel's title perhaps makes it
sounds rather more gothic/Wilkie Collins than it is. While the author has clearly done a lot of
research, I did see a couple of errors: a reference to characters discussing the "latest Dickens
installment", four years after he died; and the possible trial sentence being transportation to
Australia, when the last such transportation took place in 1867. Finally, I was baffled by a
reference in the author's note to a character not present in the novel: "My sadistic Dr. Wharton
Sinkler was a real person, and he did wield a hot poker in the courtroom, although he lived in the
1890s in America. But he was too good to leave out". Well, she did leave him out, at least in the
published version. Overall, though despite these annoying errors, I enjoyed this and would read
more by this author - her follow up novel described on her website sounds intriguing.”

Christine Newnham, “Brilliant story!. An excellent read! The author has done her research well,
with regards to the early railways and aristocrats owning vast shares in the industry. Good story!”

Jayne Eyre, “Intriguing but ... I thoroughly enjoyed the first 3/4 of this book. Exactly the kind of
Victorian mystery I usually go for and with railways involved, even more so. After this point
though the plot speede up too much a and there wee too many loose ends being tied up too
quickly, leaving me feeling a bit cheated. I wonder whether this is due to editing rather than the
editing though as up to this point the writing style was engaging and there was sufficient
suspense and plots twists to keep me involved.”

Ginney, “Although the storyline was good. Some of the words used to describe or .... Although
the storyline was good. Some of the words used to describe or the characters speech by the
lower classes did not come across as english. Also the american spelling of words just put me
off when I was supposed to be reading about victorian england.”
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