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			This novel is dedicated to: JOY McCULLOUGH WARE, my loving sister with whom I share a California childhood and a passion for writing;

			LOY, our great-grandmother’s Chinese houseboy whom Elfie McCullough treated like a slave and whose last name we never knew;

			my husband, TONY COOK, whose refined sensibilities, generosity of spirit, and ability to make me laugh create a journey worth taking;

			JENNIFER JAHNER, whose sure eye dug me out of the rubble;

			and the nameless Chinese forced into prostitution who perished in the devastating 1906 San Francisco earthquake and fire—and whose numbers weren’t included in the official death toll.

		

	


	
		
			Author’s Note

			Sometimes the seeds of an historical novel sprout many decades after they’re sown.

			And so it is with great pleasure that A Race to Splendor, published by Sourcebooks Landmark in April 2011, commemorates not only the 105th anniversary of the 1906 San Francisco earthquake and firestorm, but also a germ of an idea that probably began to gestate when I was sixteen years old.

			A figure not necessarily heralded nationally in telling the story of San Francisco’s remarkable recovery from utter devastation is Julia Morgan, the first licensed woman architect in California who accepted the task of restoring the fabled but deeply scarred Fairmont Hotel atop Nob Hill.

			I first heard Morgan’s name as a teenager when I stood with a gaggle of “grown-ups” in the forecourt of Hearst Castle, the fantastical Shangri-la built during the years 1919 through 1947 in Central California by the newspaper baron, William Randolph Hearst. The guide drew our attention to the massive structure’s wedding-cake towers and, later, the incredibly ornate wood-paneled interiors. During a pause, I timidly raised my hand.

			“Who designed this place?” I asked, awed by its over-the-top magnificence.

			“Julia Morgan,” the guide said, and in the next breath announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, shall we step into the reception hall?”

			I remember thinking, “Wow! A woman designed and built this?” but in those pre-feminist days, I posed no follow-up questions for the taciturn tour guide who obviously felt it was more important to keep to the schedule than waste time elaborating on some “lady that old man Hearst had hired back then.” (These days Morgan merits her own, full page on the Hearst Castle-California State Park website.)

			In the late 1990s, I “re-encountered” California’s preeminent woman architect when my husband and I moved from Los Angeles to San Francisco and rented a flat in an early twentieth-century apartment building on Nob Hill, designed by none other than… Julia Morgan.

			Remembering that moment of wonder at Hearst Castle so long ago, I pressed our building manager for more details and learned that Morgan was also the architect who won the post-quake commission to restore the beaux arts-styledFairmont Hotel on Mason and California streets, located only a few blocks from our second-floor apartment at Taylor and Jackson.

			The speculation was that the female doctor who hired Morgan in 1906 to replace her home and infirmary neighboring the Fairmont after her original buildings were destroyed by the 8.25 temblor was either the architect’s personal physician, a sorority sister, or classmate at UC Berkeley where Julia Morgan had received a degree in engineering in 1894—the only woman student in the entire department. Talk about your Old Girls Network!

			After graduating from Berkeley, Morganhad gone on toL’Ecole des Beaux Artsin Paris and received her diploma in architecture, the first woman in the world to gain that honor.

			As my husband and I settled into our Northern California environment, I was curious to learn more about my new city and the cataclysmic 1906 event. I soon stumbled across more material relating to Julia Morgan’s restoration of the Fairmont, including insurance pictures of the hotel’s interior destruction and the absolute obliteration of the surrounding area, including harrowing images of the corner at Taylor and Jackson, the exact spot where we were then living!

			What historical novelist could resist such a call to her computer?

			Added to this was discovering that Morgan, who was only thirty-four when she signed on to restore the Fairmont, had a nearly morbid abhorrence of my former profession, journalism. She rarely gave interviews and despised notoriety. Anyone who worked for her and ran afoul of her edict to “let my buildings speak for themselves” suffered harsh reprimands.

			I also found it curious that there wasn’t much evidence that Julia Morgan made a practice of mentoring other women architects coming along behind her—and from that observation sprang the plot of this book.

			I have chosen to cast the “real” Julia Morgan as a secondary character, and tell the story of San Francisco’s initial recovery from the devastating quake and fire, along with its subsequent “race to splendor,” through the lens of a composite heroine drawn from the lives of the people who worked for or knew this extraordinarily talented trailblazer.

			After Julia Morgan, no other woman would graduate in architecture from L’Ecole des Beaux Arts for years to come. However, in this novel, I pit the fictional Amelia Hunter Bradshaw, determined to follow in Morgan’s footsteps, against J.D. Thayer, a tall, dark, and dangerous young entrepreneur who vowshishotel will open before the Fairmont, even if he has to resort to some less-than-aboveboard tactics to accomplish this feat.

			As with other heroines I’ve created in my historical novels, I wanted Amelia’s story, based on the facts that are known about this era, to illustrate how a few, feisty women overcame unimaginable obstacles to forge careers in formerly all-male realms—in this instance, that of designing and constructing buildings. What makes these women even more noteworthy is that, despite tumultuous times in post-quake San Francisco, some also fought hard to achieve that elusive balance between work, love, personal relationships, and everyday life.

			Given the fact that the San Francisco earthquake rendered some four hundred city blocks a pile of cinders and left 250,000 of its citizens homeless for up to two-and-a-half years, the novel focuses on the whirlwind competition between several legendary hotels vying to re-open their doors before the first anniversary of the quake in April 1907—putting to lie the dire predictions that the City by the Bay was “Pompeii, never to rise again.”

			Remember when Bette Davis declared in the classic film, All About Eve, “You’d better fasten your seat belts?” As with all earthquakes, what follows is likely to be a bumpy ride…

			Ciji Ware

			Sausalito, California

			Ciji Ware enjoys hearing from readers at www.cijiware.com

		

	


	
		
			California 1906

			A grave danger lurked below the placid crust,

			beneath the cypress trees clinging to cliffs,

			under eucalyptus and sea grass and soil and sand,

			lulled by pulsing tides sweeping in and out of San Francisco Bay

			and along the coast of western North America.

			For eons, this capricious natural force tiptoed

			along tectonic sheets of layered rock,

			shifting, settling, sending coded warnings of its impending wrath.

			Poised like a predator,

			the unspent power waited, silent and sinister,

			for the uncharted moment when it would explode

			from its compacted lair to confront each soul who crossed its path

			—and teach humility to all who survived its brutal assault.

			—Anonymous

		

	


	
		
			Prologue

			16 February 1906

			No. 7 Rue de Lille, Paris

			By post to:

			Miss Julia Morgan, Architect

			456 Montgomery Street

			San Francisco, California

			United States of America

			My dear Julia:

			I write to you both in sorrow and elation—the sorrow, as you can well imagine, occasioned by the news last month of the passing of my adored grandfather, Charles McQuinty Hunter.

			I am sure you have read by now in some vile publication of our most recent family disgrace involving my father and our beloved Bay View. The unhappy news of my grandfather’s death and the loss of our family’s hotel due to my father’s misdeeds arrived in the person of Mother herself, standing at my very door on the Rue de Lille, surrounded by a clutch of massive trunks. Presently, she refuses to return home, despite my own pending departure from Paris for the City by the Bay.

			Needless to say, the elation I felt over finishing my architecture degree now hardly seems anything to celebrate.

			Even so, I wish you to be the first to know that I have, indeed, passed my final examinations at L’École des Beaux Arts—and, as you did, on the first try!

			According to the French, at least, I am now a full-fledged architect “comme Mlle. Julia Morgan”—although I still must pass the California State Licensing Exam and be judged a bona fide American practitioner of the “building arts” in a region long known for its terra infirma.

			When I look back at these years of hard work, I am humbled to recall how you bravely forged the way. Of course, like yourself, I have had to withstand the slings and arrows of disgruntled professors and fellow students at L’École who do not wish a female in their midst, but I have survived by smiling sweetly—and silently counting to ten.

			I will be forever grateful to you for your benevolence and enduring support dating as far back as my entry into the engineering program at the University of California at Berkeley. Your letters of encouragement to me here in Paris spurred me forward when I seriously thought many times of quitting the entire enterprise.

			I am very impressed to learn that you have founded your own practice on Montgomery Street. You once said that you might offer me a drafting table in your San Francisco office, “but only on condition that you earn your certificate.” Well, now that I have officially done so, I lay claim to your proposal to work for you—if the offer still stands.

			I will get in touch with you immediately upon my arrival. It would appear that I am very much in need of becoming instantly self-supporting, especially if I am to legally challenge my father’s right to hazard my legacy as he has—and to contest the “new” owner of the Bay View Hotel, James Diaz Thayer, whose complicity in that all-night game of chance has the markings of a man of predatory temperament, utterly without honor.

			And so, with an anxious, heavy heart, I now pack my trunk and portmanteau. On Friday, I sail on the City of Paris for New York, and thence by train to California. I yearn to see the fairest city of all—San Francisco—and to once again greet fast friends like you, dear Julia.

			I pray this letter arrives home before I do, so you will know I am

			Most Sincerely Yours,

			Amelia Hunter Bradshaw

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 1

			James Diaz Thayer scooped the deck of cards bearing his initials into a pile on top of the late Charlie Hunter’s desk in the bowels of Nob Hill’s celebrated Bay View Hotel.

			“You lose again, my friend,” J.D. announced to Henry Bradshaw, the deceased Hunter’s son-in-law. “I not only now own this hotel, but virtually the clothes on your back.”

			The losing poker player’s bloodshot eyes bulged below his perspiring brow in an alarming fashion. Bradshaw was so drunk by now, his words were barely intelligible.

			“I wan’ a rematch… for the hotel, theesh time. And the gamblin’ club. The whole damnable lot!”

			J.D. ignored these slurred demands and shifted his gaze to his other business associate, Ezra Kemp, who repeatedly stroked his mutton-chop whiskers from ear to chin, as if the recurring motion might offer solace for his own recent losses to J.D.

			Fatigue strained Thayer’s usually rigid self-control and he slapped a fist on his desktop. “Now, get out of here! The both of you! For God sake, we’ve been here all night. I’ve had no sleep and I have a mountain of things to do to get this place ready for the gambling club’s opening next week.”

			At that same moment, the office door slammed against the wall and a slender young woman stood ramrod straight at the threshold. Thayer and Kemp jerked their heads in surprise while Henry Bradshaw took one look at the visitor and slumped in his chair.

			The intruder gazed directly at the disheveled creature grasping the chair’s arms for support as she addressed all three.

			“Gentlemen, if this is a meeting about the future of the Bay View Hotel and that shoddy, disgraceful gambling club you’ve erected next door, you had better include me.”

			J.D. reckoned the young woman was dressed too conservatively to be a potential barkeep or disgruntled upstairs maid seeking back wages. She was slim and held herself erect as if she’d been born with a book on her head. She had appealing wisps of dark brown hair escaping her upswept hairstyle, and from her well-formed earlobes, black marcasite fobs sparkled fetchingly against her graceful neck. Though hidden beneath a beautifully tailored jacket and a gored skirt brushing the tips of expensive kid boots, he considered her fine figure, which had little need of a corset to render a waist as trim as hers.

			Nor did she appear wanting in confidence. In fact, her self-assured demeanor indicated that she had dealt with difficult men before and wasn’t in the slightest intimidated by them.

			“And just who might you be?” J.D. asked, intrigued by this sudden and rather welcomed interruption.

			“A-Amelia…” stuttered Henry Bradshaw, slumping lower after an unsuccessful attempt to heave himself out of his chair. “Your train… the ferry… I-I’m sorry, daughter,” he slurred. “Business prevented me—”

			“Ah, yes, business.” She advanced into the room a few feet. “Mr. Thayer has the right idea, though.” Her glance in his direction bordered on contemptuous. “There’ll be no more rounds of poker because, as of this minute, gambling is strictly prohibited at the Bay View. I also demand you immediately cease additional construction of that ill-built edifice out there, and that you, Mr. Thayer, remove yourself and that concubine of yours from the Hunter family suite upstairs.”

			So their fiery visitor had met Ling Lee on her way down to the basement office, thought J.D.

			Amelia’s voice wavered only slightly as she continued her tirade.

			“There will be no gambling or other illicit activities at this hotel,” she declared. “This was my grandfather’s home, as well as his business—and it is now mine. I intend to take full possession of it. Now.”

			Her sweeping gaze indicated all three men were being addressed. “If you have any questions about the ownership and operation of this hotel, you can take them up with my grandfather’s lawyer. He assures me that my father had no right to wager my newly inherited legacy while I was studying in France, and therefore the transference of this property to Mr. Thayer by virtue of a poker game was entirely illegal.”

			Aha, J.D. thought. So the daughter has returned from Paris, even as the mother had fled to the same city. Well, he could deal with this. He’d even half expected it, given what he’d already learned about a woman he’d known when he was in knee britches and she but a child, but hadn’t seen in years.

			So this is the celebrated Amelia Hunter Bradshaw, newly minted architect.

			J.D. summoned a welcoming smile. “Please, Miss Bradshaw, do come in.”

			“Yes, indeed,” Kemp said, hastily gesturing for her to be seated. “Perhaps you’d like a cup of tea?”

			Ignoring the offer, she snapped, “And you, I presume, are Ezra Kemp.”

			“I am,” Kemp said, eyeing her warily.

			She hadn’t asked J.D.’s name, so he assumed she remembered they’d once attended elementary school together and that, for a time, their mothers had been social friends. However, Miss Bradshaw was currently ignoring him completely, which allowed for enough time to conclude she’d grown into a comely enough creature—if one’s tastes ran to attractive, lecturing schoolmarms.

			“Well, Mr. Kemp, rather than tea, I’d ask you—and Mr. Thayer—to remove yourselves from the premises, forthwith.”

			Before Kemp could express his consternation, J.D. intervened. “As difficult as this may be for you to accept, Miss Bradshaw, the fact is, I own the Bay View now, fair and square. Our club—which Mr. Kemp, here, and I financed and annexed to the hotel—is due to open in a week.”

			She threw him an imperious glance. “I gather that is your claim, Mr. Thayer. However, you’ve built it illegally on my property, and thus the opening will be canceled. That new building appears to have been thrown together in a week,” she added with disdain. “Trust me, sir, it will never be used as a gaming parlor.”

			“Miss Bradshaw,” J.D. said with the politesse of a man who understood the rules of society, even if he didn’t obey them, “please do sit down and let us discuss this.”

			“No, thank you, I prefer standing.”

			“Well, now. At least tell us why you believe you have the authority to issue orders regarding the Bay View Hotel.”

			J.D. was amused as well as annoyed. She had sass, all right. Her complexion was stained with color now, and her hands were planted firmly on slender hips clothed by the latest Paris fashion. He had never met an attractive woman for whom flattery was not catnip and therefore he softened his tone.

			“According to the newspaper, I understand congratulations are in order on your earning your degree in architecture. Quite an unusual and praiseworthy accomplishment for a young woman, I’d say.”

			Bradshaw’s daughter ignored the compliment and took her time removing her soft kid gloves. J.D. suspected that she was stalling to formulate her next line of attack. She clutched her handbag and lifted her square chin, one feature of her physiognomy not nearly as feminine as her perfect skin and lovely bosom. For the first time she gave him her complete attention.

			“I am fully authorized to put an end to the unfair advantage you three took of my grandfather during his last illness, and that especially applies to you, Mr. Thayer.”

			J.D. snapped to attention, scuttling any contemplation of Amelia Hunter Bradshaw as easily biddable.

			“Authorized? By whom?”

			Her accusations were serious and could produce unhappy consequences if they traveled beyond the four walls of her grandfather’s former office.

			“I have been informed that I am Charles Hunter’s sole heir, and as such, the Bay View is under my control. This hotel and its assets were never my father’s property to hazard in a poker match. Surely you’ve had a look at my grandfather’s updated will and testament?”

			Charlie Hunter had signed a new will?

			J.D. marveled at how cool and collected she sounded. Yet, how angry. Amelia caught his glance and held it.

			“Therefore, Mr. Thayer, the outcome of any boyish games that took place in my absence is meaningless, and whatever business matters you may have conducted here are null and void.”

			But J.D wasn’t really listening. The daughter was now the late Charlie Hunter’s sole heir? What about the mother—his partner Henry Bradshaw’s wife? She had been holy hell to deal with too, with her hysterics and fainting fits, but fortunately for all concerned, she’d simply taken flight while they’d completed their transactions.

			Ezra Kemp’s startled reaction mirrored J.D.’s own. They both glared at Amelia’s father, who stared at his boot tips as if he were about to be ill. Amelia noticed their shifted attention and pointed a well-manicured finger at her father.

			“My grandfather never did—and never would—put a known drunkard in charge of the Bay View, and all of you know that,” Amelia said sharply. “Apparently, when he saw what was happening after his first stroke, he was well enough, thank the Lord, to call in his lawyer, change his will to make me his sole heir, and had it witnessed and notarized, as well.”

			“Amelia!” Bradshaw exclaimed. “How dare you! I want you to cease this—”

			Amelia didn’t even take a breath, let alone acknowledge her father’s admonishments. “Frankly, I think you so-called partners of Father’s knew my grandfather’s last wishes very well, but proceeded with this scheme nevertheless.”

			“Well, well, Henry,” J.D. said quietly. He drew a narrowing glance on Bradshaw Sr. “Did you know about this new will your daughter says Charlie Hunter drew up?”

			Ignoring the question, Henry pounded the desk with his fist. “Everybody knows that after Charlie got sick, I was perfectly within my legal rights as his son-in-law to take charge of this place! His second stroke made him a babbling idiot!”

			“No one ever put you in charge of anything, Father,” Amelia cut in.

			J.D. was frankly caught off guard by this news of Charlie Hunter’s revised will. Bradshaw had assured him his wife was the heir, and therefore her property was legally her husband’s to manage and control, even if it meant wagering it in an all-night poker match six weeks ago and gambling away the rest of his assets last night.

			“What you must understand, Miss Bradshaw,” J.D. said in as calm a tone as he could muster, “is that our lawyers have told us that heads-of-households have legal authority over wives and—it is also assumed—over unmarried female relatives to decide all financial matters as they see fit. I’m afraid substituting you for your mother as heir to Charles Hunter’s estate makes no substantive change, as it might if the new heir were an emancipated son or grandson. Therefore your father, as your and your mother’s guardian, has operated squarely within the law—”

			Before he could finish his sentence, Amelia Bradshaw whirled in place and unleashed her pent-up wrath.

			“This is a perversion of the law and it’s utter nonsense—and you know it, Mr. Thayer. I am thirty years old and in no need of a guardian! And there is one more thing you may not know about. Very soon, this hotel property will be outside the purview of my parents’ marriage—and therefore your assertions just now will be moot.”

			J.D. had riled her, and for some reason he didn’t find as much satisfaction in the deed as he would have thought. For the briefest moment, he considered his own mother’s legal predicaments and then pushed such contemplations aside.

			Meanwhile, Amelia’s father had been emboldened by J.D.’s show of support.

			“Lord knows Victoria couldn’t run this place, Amelia,” Henry Bradshaw protested to his daughter. “Who else was there to take over the reins with you being gone? Charlie changing his will from your ma to you means nothing. I’m the head of this family now and the steward of this place!” Only his garbled speech came out “Ah’m su’ward o’ thesh playsh,” which considerably lessened its impact.

			“That’s right, Miss Bradshaw,” echoed Ezra Kemp. “Before I invested a dime, I checked with my attorney. The law is mighty clear on husbands’ and fathers’ rights over their womenfolk.”

			After all, thought J.D., possession was nine tenths of the law, and their lawyers had said that if they picked the right judge, there was little likelihood the radical 1872 California Civil Code provision—giving wives the power to manage their separate property—would be enforced. A bit worrisome, however, was that the revised law said little about the separate or inherited property of unmarried females past the age of twenty-one whose fathers were habitually blind drunk.

			Then, J.D. felt his stomach unclench a few degrees. With Victoria and Amelia Bradshaw abroad while Charles Hunter lay paralyzed in Room 12, any judge would surely find that Henry, as Hunter’s son-in-law and only male relative, was legitimately in charge of operations at the Bay View Hotel. Therefore J.D.’s prize, won from Bradshaw just before Charlie Hunter went to His Maker, would likely remain intact.

			If it came to it, he’d buy the damn hotel furniture from the chit, though from the way Amelia Bradshaw tilted her chin with a look of iron determination, he suddenly doubted if much would dissuade her from challenging his claims of ownership. Nothing, it would seem—not even her father’s bluster—appeared to daunt her.

			“May I remind you gentlemen I have written proof on my side. Besides the will, which I have just been shown by Grandfather’s—and now my—lawyer, I also possess a number of letters written to me while I was in France by Charles Hunter that relate how, in front of witnesses here at the hotel, my grandfather declared that he wanted me to oversee all operations as soon as I returned from abroad.” She turned to face J.D. once again. “After all, I am a grown woman with a degree in architecture, as you so kindly pointed out, Mr. Thayer, and perfectly able to take on these responsibilities. Let us not forget, gentlemen, times are changing—and so are our laws. It’s 1906, for pity’s sake!”

			“Things haven’t changed to the degree where females rule the roost, eh, J.D.?” Kemp retorted. “Especially unmarried females like Miss Bradshaw here.”

			She shot back, “Four western states have already granted women the vote.”

			“Not yet California, thank the good Lord!” J.D. replied mildly.

			He assumed his rejoinder would get a rise out of her and was not disappointed. Her eyes flashed with incandescent fervor and no small degree of irritation. She strode over to the desk looking anything but a naïve spinster longing for compliments.

			“It’s a new century, Mr. Thayer, and we ‘females,’ as you put it, are quite capable of seeing to our own affairs. My grandfather understood this perfectly. Why can’t you?”

			J.D. paused to consider his next words carefully. “I’ve nothing but respect for you and your grandfather, Miss Bradshaw, but Charles was mortally ill and—”

			“As inconvenient as it may be for you three,” she interrupted, “I presently speak and act as the true owner of this hotel.” She turned toward Bradshaw. “I’m home now, Father, and you’d best start adjusting to the fact that I’m in charge from here on out.”

			“You in charge?” bellowed Bradshaw. “We’ll just see about this!”

			Following this outburst, he clapped a hand to his mouth and lurched from the room, apparently to be sick in the water closet down the hall.

			“Miss Bradshaw,” J.D. began, “surely we can come to some understanding—”

			“The understanding you all must come to is that when my mother’s divorce from Father becomes final—”

			“Divorce?”

			Thayer and his partner had pronounced the word simultaneously.

			“Ah, more bad news for you, I fear,” she said. “As my mother tearfully explained before I left Paris, she filed for divorce from my father on the basis of desertion by reason of habitual drunkenness here in San Francisco prior to departing for Europe. One day very soon, she will legally be beyond the reach of my father’s schemes. Or yours. And therefore, so am I. Meanwhile, your gambling club is closed before it opens. You don’t own one joist or crossbeam of this hotel.”

			“But what about the twenty thousand dollars still owed me on that new building out there?” Kemp protested.

			Amelia smiled sweetly, but J.D. saw the steel in her jaw. “Perhaps you should consult with that lawyer of yours, Mr. Kemp. I’m sure he’d be happy to advise you.”

			J.D. dug into his vest pocket and swiftly laid out several small strips of paper. “Is this your father’s handwriting?” Amelia drew closer to the desk and peered down.

			“Those may be his IOUs, but as I said before, Mr. Thayer, the Bay View Hotel and its assets were never his to wager. They aren’t worth the paper they’re written on.”

			“You can’t just ignore—”

			Amelia held up a hand. “Ah… but I have a plan to reconfigure that space you built so shoddily, shore it up properly, and then turn it into additional hotel rooms. Thus, as our profits increase, I’m sure we can come to some equitable arrangement to pay you back for the cost of your materials.”

			She was a clever woman, he’d allow her that, but the only compensation he’d accept was clear title to the Bay View Hotel. J.D. Thayer had dreamed, schemed, and even scammed a bit to gain the upper hand with his two unreliable partners. No one hundred-ten-pound female, however talented, attractive, and self-possessed, was going to wrest this particular prize from his grasp.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 2

			Ten days later, Amelia sat quietly in a courtroom with John Damler, an attorney specializing in real estate law who had been hastily recommended over the telephone by Julia Morgan, her college friend from the engineering department at the University of California at Berkeley. Amelia and her lawyer awaited Judge Haggerty’s pronouncements at a preliminary hearing into the matter of Charles Hunter’s will and the ownership of the Bay View Hotel.

			Damler had done his level best to get the preliminary hearing to show cause before another judge of his own choosing, but had been out-maneuvered by Thayer and Kemp’s cronies in city government.

			She cast a quick glance over her shoulder. During the entire proceedings, J.D. Thayer lounged in a chair at a table to her left, positioned in front of the wooden railing that separated the two combatants from the rest of the courtroom. From the corner of her eye, she saw he appeared the ever-so-reputable businessman and had the air of a person without a care in the world. Today on his six-foot frame, he sported a dark, three-quarter-length coat and matching trousers, gray vest, and pointed-toe boots. He was perfectly groomed from his trim black mustache to the lustrous shine on his footwear. His tanned skin looked even darker against his starched white shirtfront and winged collar. Tall, dark, and handsome, to be sure.

			Tall, dark, and dangerous, you mean… a voice echoed in her head.

			Despite Thayer’s clever legal maneuvering, Amelia was pleased that her attorney had been impressed by the raft of letters she submitted in evidence to the court. They’d been posted to Paris by her late grandfather and bolstered her case rather well, she thought—especially the last one sent immediately prior to his second stroke. Charlie Hunter had penned:

			As we both know, your father has the Irish disease and your mother has neither the temperament nor a head for business. Your da’s been drinking more than ever while you’ve been gone and I have now determined that the Bay View will only be safe in your hands. But never fear, Melly. You and I will see to it that poor Victoria will always be cared for, wherever that wastrel son-in-law of mine ends his days.

			The missives, as well as her grandfather’s newly drawn and duly witnessed Last Will and Testament, seemed irrefutable evidence, Amelia thought. The judge was bound to see that Charles Hunter’s wishes had been utterly thwarted by her father and his smarmy partners, and their recent machinations were therefore invalid.

			Even so, a voice of warning rang in her head. J.D. Thayer was unscrupulous, perhaps, but she had to admit that the man was impeccably attired and carried himself like a gentleman, which is more than could be said for Judge Haggerty.

			In Amelia’s opinion, the judge they’d been assigned was a glib, overbearing blowhard whose pronouncements in the courtroom, thus far, sounded like nothing so much as the declarations of a snake-oil salesman. What worried her the most—in addition to the fact Haggerty was obviously a political appointee—were the legal issues of female separate property and the archaic tradition of male guardianship under California law—and its interpretation from the bench.

			Just as Amelia stole another glance in Thayer’s direction, her adversary shifted his weight, turned his head, and stared at her with a faint smile creasing his lips. He inclined his head in a polite gesture of recognition, an action that only served to infuriate Amelia even more.

			During the lengthy hiatus waiting for the judge to appear, Thayer hadn’t deigned even to look at her, and here he was, making a grand show of manners!

			Playing the victor was more likely, fumed Amelia. It disturbed her that the fellow appeared so cocksure of himself. His glance might even have been construed flirtatious, if she hadn’t been painfully schooled in the ways a man might appear to be showing a lady deference when, in fact, he only used that ploy to secure something else he desired.

			Yes, J.D. Thayer was a handsome devil, in the same way Etienne had been a vastly attractive creature. Amelia certainly knew enough by now not to trust that either one of them had her best interests at heart.

			Curiously, J.D.’s portly partner, Ezra Kemp, had not come to court at all, and her father’s whereabouts remained a mystery. After their confrontation at the Bay View on the day of her homecoming, Henry Bradshaw had bolted out the door and had not been heard of since, taking refuge at some dive on the Barbary Coast, no doubt.

			Blast them all to Hades!

			Amelia twisted in her chair to see if the bailiff had returned to the courtroom. When would Judge Haggerty get off his derrière and do what was expected of him? Her pulse quickened at the sight of the court officer who burst through a side door and strode to the front of the chamber.

			“All rise,” barked the bailiff as the judge entered through a paneled opening behind the bench. The black-robed justice took his place while the bailiff intoned, “Be seated.”

			Judge Haggerty cleared his throat and gestured to the documents spread before him.

			“The court finds the letters in Miss Bradshaw’s possession merely to be the expression of a loving grandfather’s vague sentiments toward his only grandchild.” The jurist picked up an official-looking document. “This purported Last Will and Testament of Charles Hunter was signed with an ‘X,’ which might, under certain circumstances, be considered acceptable by this court. However,” he continued, scowling in Amelia’s direction, “it was made immediately prior to death and attested to by a Miss Edith Pratt—his private nurse and Miss Bradshaw’s longtime school friend—and by one Grady O’Neill, a hotel employee who owes his livelihood to Miss Bradshaw’s continuing good will.”

			Amelia shot a look of outrage at Thayer and bent to her right to whisper to her attorney. “I knew nothing of the new will before I returned to San Francisco! It was made while I was still abroad. How could I have influenced its outcome or told anyone else to do such a thing?”

			Damler swiftly patted her hand as if he feared she would violate courtroom decorum with an angry outburst. He nodded toward the judge, indicating they should give him their full attention.

			“And even if it were Charles McQuinty Hunter’s intent to leave his estate solely to the petitioner,” intoned Judge Haggerty, “her father, Henry Bradshaw, had a perfect right to guide female family members as to the management and control of their property. This he did when his wife was sole heir, and in my opinion,” he added with a grimace from the bench, “the role of fathers’ inalienable rights to guide their unmarried children are still valid under California law, despite any newfangled pronouncements by the State Legislature.”

			So much for the new California Code affecting the rights of women!

			Amelia turned to look at her lawyer, unable to mask her ire at these pronouncements from the bench. The judge’s words proved too much even for the staid John Damler. Her attorney rose to his feet with a forefinger raised to the ceiling.

			“A point of order, your Honor. Mrs. Henry Bradshaw is divorcing her husband on grounds of habitual drunkenness and mismanagement of her funds. Furthermore, Miss Bradshaw is not a child, but a mature woman of thirty and therefore in no need of guardianship, especially by a known drunkard. Mr. Bradshaw has, as these letters reveal, shown no steady guidance whatsoever. Rather, he constantly indulged in strong spirits while sacrificing the Bay View Hotel in an all-night poker match with Mr. Thayer when Charles Hunter’s true heir—my client sitting here—was en route from abroad where she’d been studying architecture.”

			Haggerty’s frown deepened, but her lawyer drew a deep breath and continued stating his client’s case.

			“Since by virtue of Miss Bradshaw’s traveling on the high seas from Europe and across the country by train during the period Charles Hunter changed his will, my client could not possibly have exerted undue influence on her grandfather to change his will in her favor, and thus it would seem, your honor, that Mr. Bradshaw’s actions are therefore invalid and—”

			“Are you proposing to take my place on this bench, Mr.Damler?” Haggerty asked, slamming the palm of his hand on top of Charlie Hunter’s disputed will. “For you certainly appear to be offering the court your own, misguided legal conclusions.”

			The judge turned his sour expression on Amelia. “It is not this court’s business regarding the Bradshaws’ divorce proceedings, of which any decent Christian court takes a dim view, by the way. Nor is it the court’s purview how well Mr. Bradshaw does or doesn’t hold his liquor. The new Civil Code,” he added with undisguised disdain for the recent laws defining a female’s separate property, “would perhaps apply to Miss Bradshaw if the new will was witnessed by disinterested parties—but it was not.”

			Damler brazenly interrupted. “But, Your Honor, Miss Bradshaw hadn’t spoken to or conducted written correspondence with the witnesses to the new will and could not, therefore, have exerted any undue influence over them, despite her acquaintance with them in years past. And if you are ruling out the new will, what of the mother’s separate property rights as the former heir, under the new code? Is Victoria Bradshaw not, de facto, now entitled under current California law, the management and control of her separate property, nullifying her husband’s reckless actions?”

			The judge looked startled and J.D. shifted in his seat.

			Haggerty’s eyes had become slits and his bushy brows drew together as he declared, “Mrs. Henry Bradshaw is not a plaintiff before this court. If you will look around you, Mr. Damler, Victoria Bradshaw isn’t even in these chambers.” He smiled faintly in Thayer’s direction. “In my opinion, Mrs. Bradshaw has deserted her husband and fled our beloved land, forfeiting her rights under the laws of this state and nation. Therefore, it is clear to me that Mr. Bradshaw’s legal rights as a father and guardian of an unmarried female allow him to proceed any way he wishes—his recklessness notwithstanding.”

			“May I say, your Honor,” Damler countered, “that in this new century, I had hoped to have the court affirm, under the new Civil Code, that an intelligent, highly educated woman architect like Miss Bradshaw would be deemed as far more capable than a man known in the community to be a hopeless drunkard, hazarding the Hunter family legacy in an imprudent game of chance!”

			Judge Haggerty was rumored to be an officer of the court installed by the notoriously corrupt Mayor Schmitz, along with Schmitz’s enforcer, Abe Reuf, and their political circle downtown—which included Ezra Kemp. Even so, the jurist appeared mildly discomforted by Damler’s impassioned declarations. Haggerty shuffled the documents for a few moments and cleared his throat a second time.

			“Nevertheless, counselor, I find that these letters—notarized and attested to by no one—are not the legal equivalent of a Last Will and Testament. Secondly, in my judgment, this document purported to be Mr. Hunter’s new will meets the test of ‘undue influence’ since it was drawn up when Mr. Hunter could barely move or speak clearly, and signed by witnesses who are obviously partisan to the sole beneficiary, Miss Bradshaw. Furthermore,” Judge Haggerty declared with a glare in Amelia’s direction, “legal precedence in this state confirms what this court deems is the proper guardianship roles of fathers and husbands. Notwithstanding the new Civil Code, society would fall into chaos if the court didn’t adhere to this hallowed principal of hearth and home! Case dismissed.”

			Amelia ducked her head, her cheeks hot with indignation as she strove to control her emotions. She couldn’t bear to look across the courtroom at J.D. Thayer or imagine the relief that must have washed over him. He had bested her this day and unquestioningly was glad of it. No matter that her parents and his had once been friends. No matter that she had lost her grandfather, the dearest person in her life, and had been robbed of a precious legacy by such outrageous double-dealing. She doubted anything pulled on the man’s conscience.

			Outside the courthouse, her attorney appeared as upset as she by the outcome of the hearing.

			“It’s simply wrong-headed,” John Damler fumed as they walked down the courthouse steps. “We could appeal, Miss Bradshaw, but I fear Thayer and especially Kemp, with his political connections, will put this case before the same political hacks with the same hidebound views, wherever we might file in this state.”

			“You’re probably right. And besides, I can ill afford any more California justice.”

			Her words were tinged with defiance when, in fact, she yearned to simply weep as a child. Once she paid her legal fees, she was virtually out of funds except for the pittance she had remaining from her trip home from France. All she wanted at the moment was to get as far away as possible from Judge Haggerty’s courtroom so she could rage to the heavens or pound a fist against a wall. Indeed, suppressed fury was the only emotion she would allow herself, for if she accepted the truth that the Bay View Hotel no longer belonged to her family, she feared she would behave like a madwoman.

			She blindly handed her lawyer an envelope containing what was owing—which he refused.

			Yet she insisted. “No, please, Mr. Damler. You put on an excellent case. I appreciate your efforts.”

			Just then, J.D. Thayer strode down the courthouse steps. As he passed, he offered attorney Damler and Amelia a civil nod, hurrying in the direction of a large, open-air vehicle parked at the base of the granite stairs. Amelia endured the final indignity of watching Thayer turn the crank and then climb into the driver’s seat of her late grandfather’s pride-and-joy, a gleaming, midnight blue Winton motorcar.

			She turned back to Damler and nearly shoved the envelope into the lawyer’s hands. “You must take this. Perhaps it will further your work in Chinatown.”

			Amelia knew from her brief telephone conversation with Julia Morgan that John Damler also represented Julia’s friend, Donaldina Cameron, the Methodist missionary who ran a shelter for young Chinese women desperate to escape the brothels flourishing mere blocks from Nob Hill. The irony was not lost on Amelia that Miss Cameron was the same person whom both her own mother and the mother of J.D. Thayer had once supported in her efforts to help the city’s poorest women flee forced prostitution.

			And now, Thayer had apparently taken the comely Ling Lee as his mistress and recruited similar young Chinese women to serve in the gambling club—or worse. How could he have become such a blackguard? What would drive a man who had good looks, breeding, and intelligence to use these gifts to such ill purposes?

			Damler clutched the envelop Amelia had forced upon him and flashed her a smile that transformed his earnest expression. “I will use the money to fight for justice for those poor beleaguered women, kidnapped from their homelands and brought here to do the Devil’s work. You’ve made me feel better already, Miss Bradshaw. And you? What will you do now?”

			Amelia turned to watch Thayer, outfitted in goggles and duster coat, shift the motorcar into gear and swiftly pull away from the curb. She knew it was childish, but she felt like throwing rocks at his windshield. Her chest felt hollow, her heart empty of all emotion but a sense of far-flung blackness like the bay on a moonless night. She stared vacantly as her grandfather’s magnificent machine turned the corner and disappeared.

			“What will I do?” she repeated faintly. “I will try to accept the unacceptable, Mr. Damler, and begin to earn my own keep.”

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 3

			The day following the hearing, Amelia sat gazing out the Bay View’s Turret Suite window at the persistent fog that was as leaden as her mood. She longed to fling herself upon the silk coverlet gracing the handsome bed in the next room and cry until she had emptied herself of all feeling—but she couldn’t even do that. She supposed she was numb, barely able to summon the energy to look at the gray moisture curling over the bay.

			It was hard to countenance that she and J.D. Thayer were still housed under the same roof. To her amazement, she had returned to the hotel prepared to pack her belongings, only to find a polite note in her room from the hotel’s now-legal proprietor urging her to stay as his guest as long as she needed before moving to her aunt’s home across the bay in Oakland.

			What’s worse? Thayer’s charity or his double-dealing…

			The Ferry Building’s new clock tower at the foot of Market and California streets was partially obscured by this shifting blanket of gray. The structure’s cloaked spire had been the subject of several letters to Paris from her grandfather who was justly proud of San Francisco’s emergence as an important seaport, opening to the vast Pacific.

			Amelia ached with the sense that the loss of Charlie Hunter was now a raw wound that simply would not scab over. When she hadn’t slept following yesterday’s court hearing, she poured over her grandfather’s missives, running her fingers over his spiky penmanship to try to recapture his presence and gain some intuition of the actions he would want her to take next.

			From Thayer’s point of view, she supposed she could understand why he hadn’t given an inch or proposed any sort of compromise—because neither had she. She felt like the proverbial immovable object that had slammed into an irresistible force.

			By early the next morning, the fog finally lifted. Amelia forced herself to face facts. She had no choice but to be the one to give way. She couldn’t impose on Thayer’s pragmatic hospitality forever. Too many loyal hotel retainers of her grandfather’s providing for her comfort at the Bay View would probably pay the price at Thayer’s hand if she stayed much longer.

			And besides, she had a profession to ply and a burning desire to make use of all that she had learned these last, arduous years. In the end, she had to admit that her own ambition got the best of her, not J.D. Thayer’s possession of her lost legacy. It was time to move beyond grief and resentment and begin her life over again.

			She swiftly packed her trunk and portmanteau and ordered Grady O’Neill at the front desk to have it sent to her aunt’s bungalow on Thirteenth Street in Oakland, on the east side of the bay. Then she dressed and took the elevator to the lobby, vowing to make no public farewells, lest she embarrass herself or the staff by dissolving in tears.

			Long before most guests were awake, Amelia marched through the lobby, seeing her profile reflected in the glittering succession of gold-framed mirrors that lined the walls. An unpleasant scent of sauerkraut permeated the hallway, the hallmark of the new chef that had replaced the wonderful Mrs. O’Neill, Grady’s wife and long-time hotel cook.

			Amelia was dismayed to spot J.D. Thayer talking to Grady himself, along with a slender Chinese woman whom Amelia already knew was Ling Lee, Thayer’s Chinese concubine.

			“Miss Bradshaw!” he hailed her across the lobby. “I see you’re—”

			“Leaving,” she abruptly finished his sentence, continuing her pace.

			“Can we call you a driver to—”

			“The cable car stops at the corner,” she said between clenched teeth. “Grady has kindly seen to my luggage—which I hope will not jeopardize his future in any way,” she added, and realized how peevish her words rang.

			“Of course not,” J.D. replied shortly. “He’s a good man, Grady.”

			“The best… as are all my grandfather’s employees. I hope you’ll remember that, Mr. Thayer.”

			And before her despised adversary could respond or defend the changes already wrought at the Bay View, she marched through the swinging brass-framed doors with a brief, stricken nod to Joseph, the hotel’s longtime doorman. Barbary, her grandfather’s faithful hound, stood sentinel beside the hotel’s majordomo, and when he wagged his tail at her passing, she nearly burst into tears.

			Amelia virtually sprinted down Taylor Street, hardly glancing at the Bay View’s newest competitor, the spanking new Fairmont Hotel crowning the hill and due to open its doors to the public soon. She boarded a cable car poised on the summit of Nob Hill and blindly sat down on the hard, wooden bench, her chin on her chest so no one would see the moisture streaming down her cheeks.

			Nothing in this world or the next could make her turn around to watch the Bay View Hotel receding from view.

			***

			Number One cable car squeaked and creaked down California Street past the quiet world of Nob Hill in early morning, toward the Ferry Building at the foot of the steep incline. The few people out at this hour went about their business in the usual fashion, yet to Amelia, everything was changed.

			As far as she’d heard from Grady, no one—including Thayer or Kemp—had caught even a glimpse of Henry Bradshaw since the day of Amelia’s fiery arrival at the basement office of the Bay View. Brushing the moisture from her cheeks with her gloved hand, she finally raised her head to look out at the sapphire and green water at the foot of California Street, trying to convince herself that she hoped the father whose drunken behavior had caused her mother and her so much heartache had drowned himself in San Francisco Bay.

			By quarter to eight, she had trudged from Market Street to the office building on Montgomery where Julia Morgan had established her fledgling architectural firm barely two years earlier. Nothing prepared her, however, for the small room on the ninth floor where slanted drafting boards were crammed into a space that could barely accommodate three normal-sized desks. The place had nothing in common with the airy ateliers she and Julia enjoyed while studying at L’École. Those featured large, open spaces and floor-to-ceiling windows to allow for natural light and a glimpse of the rooftops of Paris.

			The glass door to Julia’s minuscule inner office was guarded by a table where a secretary pounded the keys of her typewriting machine.

			“Well, my stars!” the young woman exclaimed, scrambling to her feet. “Amelia Bradshaw, you are a sight for sore eyes!” Blonde and pretty as a milkmaid, Amelia’s former college classmate Lacy Fiske rushed to embrace her. “Dear, dear Amelia,” the young woman added with burbling sympathy, “I cannot tell you how sorry I am about the loss of your grandfather and what’s happened at your family’s hotel.”

			Amelia gazed with surprise at the buoyant Miss Fiske. Lacy had been the person least likely of all the women she’d known at Berkeley to end up as an office mate. Lacy had changed her field of studies so often during college, Amelia didn’t actually know which department at Berkeley had ultimately granted her friend a degree. She was pleased, however, to see that the younger woman had finally settled on office administration.

			Lacy reached out and gently patted Amelia on the shoulder.

			“Your grandfather was such a dear man. I have so many happy memories of parties at the Bay View when we were in school.”

			As usual, Amelia found herself fighting tears whenever someone spoke kindly of Charlie Hunter, the only person in the world that had stood between herself as a little girl and the utter chaos of her parents’ disastrous marriage. Lacy sensed Amelia’s distress and immediately changed the subject.

			“I can’t believe it. Since we saw each other last, I’ve finally learned to type—can you fancy?—and you’ve become an architect!” She eyed the empty desks. “I suppose you’re accustomed to being around men all day, but I must admit, it still takes getting used to.” She lowered her voice a notch. “I’d better be quiet. The thundering hordes’ll be here any minute.”

			Amelia glanced over Lacy’s shoulder at Julia, hunched over her desk in the inner office. “How long have you worked here?”

			“Since the day the firm opened,” Lacy said proudly. “Julia was terribly long-suffering in the beginning while I was taking my typing course, but here we all are. Isn’t it grand?” she enthused. Then her face fell. “How thoughtless of me. I can only imagine how hard everything’s been for you since you came home.”

			“It’s been quite a saga, but thank you, Lacy. Your sympathy means a lot.”

			“Oh yes,” Lacy said with an earnest expression clouding her eyes, and Amelia sensed an odd shyness had crept into her voice. “Julia and I both felt ever so sad for your circumstances.”

			Amelia felt awkward in the face of Lacy’s sober compassion. There was something else in her tone that she couldn’t quite identify. She swiftly glanced toward the inner office. “Is it all right if I go in to speak to Julia?”

			Lacy bent forward as if imparting a secret. “I suppose so, but I’m warning you, she isn’t in the best of humors this morning. She prepared the monthly billing yesterday. Lately, that exercise puts her terribly out of sorts, so approach at your peril.”

			Amelia hung her cloak on a peg where Lacy directed and knocked softly on the office’s glass door. Julia frowned, looked up, and, when she recognized her visitor, beckoned her inside.

			Amelia hesitated, surprised by a sudden sense of playing the petitioning acolyte to Julia’s master status—a reminder of their unequal relationship that had originated during college days. It had been a long time since she’d felt she must kneel at someone else’s feet, but the tiny, intense woman was, at times, a force of nature and certainly deserved Amelia’s respect.

			“Julia, if this isn’t a good time, I can come back later.”

			“Nonsense. Come in, come in. Finally I can officially bid you welcome home and congratulate you on earning your certificate.”

			“Well, we did speak briefly on the telephone, but thank you. I would have come to see you long before this, but—”

			“I completely understand. No need to apologize. Edith Pratt filled me in a bit.”

			Of course Julia would have talked at some point to Nurse Pratt, Charlie Hunter’s private caretaker who’d also been their classmate at Berkeley.

			The Old Girls Society, for certain, Amelia reminded herself wryly. After all, how many young women of their set eschewed marriage for continuing academic or business pursuits?

			Very few, Amelia silently answered her own question.

			Julia pointed to a chair opposite her desk. “Please sit down. And I’m so deeply sorry about your grandfather. Everyone is. I was distressed, also, to learn the results of the hearing. Did John Damler not—”

			“John Damler did an excellent job,” Amelia hastened to assure her. “Thank you so much for recommending him. The problem was that awful Judge Haggerty—who is obviously one of Schmitz’s crooked cronies—and the controversy that still swirls around the control of a woman’s separate property.”

			“I thought that issue had been resolved,” Julia said, frowning. “At least the suffragists claim it has.”

			“Apparently it depends on what judge sits on the bench interpreting the new laws. At the moment, I don’t have the funds to take it to a higher court and can’t chance I’d get another Judge Haggerty deciding the matter.”

			“I only wish you’d both had more success.”

			A minuscule figure of less than five feet, Julia Morgan stood up from her drafting board. This mild April morning, the architect was dressed in a mannish, olive-green double-breasted jacket, matching skirt, and a silk blouse of exquisite softness complimented by a silk tie that Amelia guessed she’d purchased at a lovely shop they both had patronized on the Rue de la Paix. Julia’s hair was neatly piled on top of her head and her round glasses sat halfway down her nose, giving her a highly studious appearance.

			“I so appreciate everything you’ve done on my behalf, Julia. Without people like you and Edith, I don’t know how I would have managed. It’s been just ghastly.” She felt a catch rise in her throat. “I miss Grandfather so much, and you can’t imagine what it’s been like to lose his hotel as well.”

			“Your grandfather was a wonderful, generous-spirited man. We all miss him.” Julia resumed her chair facing her drafting table. “Actually, I’m rather surprised to see you so soon. I should have thought there were many loose ends for you to deal with.”

			“Not many, now, unfortunately, since J.D. Thayer took over complete control of the Bay View. Though I haven’t given up,” Amelia added quickly. She hesitated. It was so humiliating to reveal, even to Julia, her family’s current state of personal and financial chaos. “I still intend to fight for the hotel, though I’m not quite sure how yet—or with what funds. With Mother in Paris and the hotel now in other hands, my aunt and I barely have a sou between us. Besides wanting to express my thanks for your support, Julia, I’m here to see about employment. Can you take me on, as you said you might? Immediately?” she added with deliberate emphasis.

			Julia glanced down at her desk. “I feel absolutely horrid about this, Amelia, but I can barely pay my employees’ wages as it is.” She shook her head. “I don’t need to tell you, it’s an uphill battle, being the only female in a male profession. I’m terribly sorry to disappoint us both, but with the limited number of commissions I have presently, I’m afraid I can’t put you on as a full-time architect as I’d hoped.”

			“You can’t? But then who in the world will hire me?”

			Stunned, she sank back into the chair and stared at the woman she had hoped would serve as a professional mentor. All her hopes, all her assumptions of at least six years came crashing down to earth. Flashing through her mind were endless late-night sessions at the atelier and a host of arduous design projects at L’École des Beaux Arts. For years now, her principal goal had been to gain a place in Julia’s firm, even when she thought she didn’t have to make her own living.

			Now, she needed to earn her keep and support her aunt and mother, especially since Victoria had already written from France complaining that “the price of caviar and suitable lodging here are so dear.” Mrs. Hunter Bradshaw had been a coddled woman all her life and would expect to continue that privilege.

			Yet, Julia Morgan had just said there was no room for another desk and no funds to pay Amelia’s wages.

			“You can’t imagine how sorry I am,” Julia continued, but Amelia’s mind could only echo the architect’s earlier pronouncement that she wouldn’t be hiring her.

			Julia’s troubled gaze did little to soften the blow. Amelia warded off a sudden sense of panic that could easily bring on tears of frustration.

			“There isn’t another firm in all of San Francisco likely to hire a woman architect,” she murmured, ashamed of the flood of self-pity that threatened to drown her.

			“I know. Believe me.”

			Julia had worked briefly for John Galen Howard, the haughty master architect at the University of California at Berkeley, and had parted company fairly quickly, founding her own firm as a result, with the enthusiastic support of her well-to-do family in Oakland. She gestured toward the adjacent room with its drafting boards squeezed into a tiny space.

			“Our friends from college do what they can to give me commissions. A residence here, a garage for a new motorcar there. If it were just me, I’d probably be doing reasonably well, but with my rent here in the city, and the draftsmen on my ledgers—”

			“But what about Mills College?” Amelia interrupted, referring to the women’s institution of higher learning in the East Bay. “You wrote me about designing the bell tower. Any chance of further commissions there?”

			Julia grew silent, apparently mulling something over. “It’s true… I am being considered as the architect for the Mills College library and I could use some help with my presentation.”

			Amelia’s dashed hopes fluttered into the tiniest flame.

			“Part of the problem is that I just don’t have the physical space for you to work in this office.”

			Amelia recalled the jumble of desks in the outer office and her spirits sank even lower.

			Julia paused again then asked, “Would you be willing to work here at night?”

			“At night? You mean after everyone else has gone home for the day?”

			Julia nodded. “You could use Ira Hoover’s desk.”

			Amelia supposed Ira Hoover was Julia’s second-in-command. Working at night alone in this office at someone else’s desk sounded grim, but it was better than the alternative.

			“So the ladies didn’t hate your concrete bell tower, after all?” Amelia asked, a glimmer of hope fanning marginally brighter. Julia gave her a startled look. “I had heard from Grandfather that there was considerable public debate in the press that some Mills College alumnae took issue with the campanile’s ‘unorthodox’ construction.”

			Amelia meant it as a jibe at Julia’s critics, but the architect obviously saw no humor in the situation and pursed her lips with distaste.

			“Concrete is by far the strongest and newest innovation, but the uninformed often prefer wooden geegaws and such. I detest the newspapers and the way they write about subjects with both arrogance and ignorance!” she exclaimed. She wagged a forefinger at Amelia. “And by the way, if I do employ you, never speak to reporters. I was upset when the Call wrote that you were going to work for me. I never confirmed that.”

			“I know, Julia,” Amelia said apologetically. “I never spoke to anyone from the newspaper. Someone at the hotel was contacted by the society page when they got wind I was coming home from Paris, and whoever it was at the Bay View repeated assumption as fact, hoping to get a mention of the hotel in the paper. I’m terribly sorry about that.”

			Julia’s frown furrowed the bridge of her nose where her wire-rimmed glasses magnified her eyes to owlish proportions.

			“My point exactly! You give those news people an inch, they take a mile. Well, at any rate,” Julia continued, “my thought is that if you will come here evenings at six p.m., when everyone else leaves, you can transfer to proper scale the drawings and designs I’m doing for the Mills College library. No one working for me has the skill and training you do, but as I’ve already hired employees, I can’t decently let them go without cause. I can’t guarantee anything, Amelia, but perhaps if we get this big library commission, we’ll find a way to put you on full time,” adding, “in the daytime, of course.”

			Amelia was deeply grateful for this reprieve—and hugely relieved.

			“That’s so kind of you, Julia. I accept your offer with pleasure,” she added almost gaily, and to make it official, thrust out her hand. “Thank you so, so much.”

			Julia shook hands with an even gaze and suddenly switched subjects.

			“Are you certain, Amelia, you can perform your duties in this office if you are to continue to pursue your struggle proving J.D. Thayer obtained the Bay View Hotel from you through underhanded methods? He’s become a very prominent figure in San Francisco, you know. Such actions on your part are bound to attract notice of the very people with the means to employ architects.”

			Amelia tried not to show her dismay. Of all the reactions she’d anticipated from Julia Morgan, barely masked self-interest had not been among them.

			“N-Naturally, the ultimate fate of the Bay View Hotel is of utmost importance to me.” She attempted to steady her voice, hoping she didn’t sound as desperate as she felt. “And to that end, I will have to devote a bit of time and energy to see if there are any further remedies. But I give you my word, Julia, that I will keep as low a profile on this as I can and I will complete every assignment, on time and within the budget you deem appropriate.”

			“That is good to hear. There are rumors that J.D. Thayer plans to build another hotel downtown to rival the Palace from the profits of his gambling club. I have a business to run, Amelia, and can’t afford to antagonize the mighty, if you understand my meaning. And I need every hand here to pull equally on her oar, regardless of any personal issues.” She straightened the papers on her desk. “One more thing. I’m afraid in an office environment like this, you will have to address me as ‘Miss Morgan’ in front of other staff. As Lacy does.”

			“Of course,” Amelia murmured. “I completely understand.”

			But, of course, she didn’t at all. Lacy Fiske was a secretary, but peers and colleagues, if they were friends, routinely addressed each other by their Christian names. Julia’s edict felt like a demotion before Amelia had even begun to work for her firm.

			But Julia just offered you employment! Show some gratitude…

			Amelia was deeply grateful, but it was plain to see that Julia Morgan, architect, was a far different person from Julia, classmate.

			Amelia rose from her chair. “I’ll let you get back to your work. Shall I start tomorrow night?”

			The founder of the Morgan firm merely nodded and bent over her desk while Amelia quietly let herself out the door.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 4

			J.D. Thayer entered Charlie Hunter’s owner’s suite, walked swiftly to a side table laden with old man Hunter’s handsome cut crystal glasses and a bottle of whiskey, and poured himself a stiff drink.

			He avoided the horsehair sofa in favor of a well-worn leather chair that had belonged to the former owner of the Bay View and sank into its comforting girth, staring moodily out the window at the fog curling across the bay.

			God, what a day dealing with those damnable partners of his!

			Partners?

			Swindlers and cheats was a more accurate description. Henry Bradshaw only made the occasional appearance at the Bay View to steal spirits from the bar, and Ezra Kemp blatantly filched money from the till in the wee hours when he thought no one was watching. Thieves and liars, the both of them!

			And what do you suppose Charlie’s granddaughter thinks you are, my man?

			J.D. often found himself thinking about the starchy Miss Bradshaw when surrounded by the very walls that had sheltered her as a girl.

			Well, now she was a woman, and a formidable adversary at that, though he’d checked around and discovered she’d virtually no funds with which to challenge him again in court.

			He pictured Judge Haggerty pontificating all that legal nonsense from the bench, but it didn’t make him smile as it had that day. Amelia and that lawyer she’d hired through Julia Morgan had done an excellent job making their case. J.D. had put up a confident front during the hearing, but in point of fact, he’d been worried. Very worried.

			Luckily, though, he’d won, thanks to a few markers he’d called at City Hall.

			Then why did this victory disappoint? Why did the memory of that young woman standing forlornly on the courthouse steps fill him with an all too familiar sense of self-loathing? It had clung to him these last days like the fog on the cypress trees hugging the hills outside his window.

			The Mood was upon him, he realized, a sense of melancholy that occasionally overcame him when he slowed down long enough to consider the unconventional path his life had taken since Grandfather Reims had died. He found himself wondering how Amelia Bradshaw was coping with her own loss of Charlie Hunter.

			J.D. gazed into his untouched glass of whiskey. Finding no answer in its amber depths, he set it aside and headed for bed.

			***

			In the late afternoon two weeks into her new job, Amelia dragged herself from the narrow cot wedged into the tiny space that had been serving as Aunt Margaret’s enclosed back service porch attached to her bungalow on Oakland’s Thirteenth Street. All day long she had been attempting without success to sleep while the rest of the world went about its normal business. She began to dress for work, shivering in the dank air that seeped under the screen door as soon as the sun went down. She wondered if she could spare the cash to install some insulation to keep from freezing when April showers tattooed on the metal roof above her head.

			“I’ve got your supper all ready, dear,” Aunt Margaret called from the kitchen of her modest one-story cottage where a row of similar abodes lined the narrow street.

			Amelia had been startled to learn that Aunt Margaret’s new home, leased while Amelia was in Paris, was less than a mile from the large, shingle-style house belonging to Julia Morgan and her family. Margaret’s bungalow, however, was only big enough to provide bedrooms for herself and her brother—should they ever find Amelia’s father. Meanwhile, Amelia made do in makeshift quarters off the kitchen.

			“Thank you, Aunt Margaret” she called through the half-opened door. “I’ll be right there.”

			Amelia had been faithfully turning over her weekly pay packet and, in return, Margaret paid their rent and produced hearty meals to appease her robust appetite and Amelia’s modest one. Her elderly aunt had had a suite at the Bay View for some twenty years, courtesy of Margaret’s wayward brother’s father-in-law, Charlie Hunter. Following her benefactor’s death, the bombastic Ezra Kemp had been rude to the kindly woman one time too often and she’d relocated across the bay. Amelia greatly admired how her aunt had adjusted to her reduced circumstances. In fact, the older woman almost seemed to relish shopping for and cooking her own meals after years of eating gratis, in the hotel’s excellent dining room.

			True to form, Aunt Margaret presented Amelia with a mounded plate of fried pork chops and thick slabs of corn bread slathered in butter. Not only had Margaret endured the loss of her husband in a mining accident when she was just a bride, but as a child, along with Amelia’s father, she lived through an unimaginable tragedy in an ice cave in the High Sierras that even today she refused to describe—or discuss.

			Her portly aunt plopped a fourth chop on her own plate. Amelia sensed that the woman, who, at the tender age of seven back in 1864, had survived the legendary horrors of Donner Pass, never wanted to go hungry again.

			At five p.m., Amelia boarded a ferry bound for San Francisco and another night as a very junior member of Julia Morgan’s architectural firm. She paid her fare to the purser, Harold Jasper, whom she knew slightly from her college years going to and from her undergraduate classes at Berkeley. She immediately pulled a sketchbook from her portmanteau, signaling to the renowned busybody that she was in no mood for a chat.

			But Purser Jasper was oblivious to her signals.

			“Living with your aunt now, are you?” he said, cranking out her receipt from the metal machine strapped around his waist. “Just goes to show, don’t it, that in the end, life is just about paperwork? Such a shame the court said your grandfather was so weak that he couldn’t do more than sign an X. Anybody could’ve done it and said it was his, so they say. Pity.”

			Amelia resorted to her familiar habit of calculating the multiplication tables backwards to try to calm her nerves. How in the world did Jasper know the particulars on a legal case with the ink barely dry?

			The purser’s expression grew dour. “I ’spose you’ve heard the private gambling club’s opened on schedule up at the Bay View. Those fellas stand to make a fortune, they say.”

			Now that she had moved to her aunt’s, she didn’t want to hear anymore about J.D. Thayer and his damnable gambling enterprise. Fortunately, she was spared any more conversation as the Berkeley’s horn sounded and the boat pulled away from the dock. However, ten minutes later, Harold Jasper reappeared by her side.

			“I ’spose you know your father was seen bummin’ drinks on the Barbary Coast a few days back.” Amelia suppressed her dismay and merely shook her head. Harold Jasper shrugged at her silence, adding, “Don’t it just prove that even fancy folk like you’un have skeletons in the closet like your da?” and ambled down the deck while she busied herself by sketching neat rows of bookshelves that might be suitable for the second floor of the Mills College library.

			During the rest of the trip across the bay, she tried unsuccessfully to avoid either thinking about her father—who was probably lying in a gutter—or replaying in her head the purser’s cutting remarks or the courtroom scene and memories of the disintegration of her family that preceded it. Deep into her unhappy reverie, she hardly noticed when the ferry docked in San Francisco and the passengers began departing the gangway.

			“Better step lively, Miss Bradshaw,” chided Jasper, baldly peering over her shoulder at her notebook, “or you’ll be finding yourself on your way back to Oakland.”

			***

			A cable car clanged and clattered nearby as Amelia walked a block up Market Street and turned right to reach California Street, heading for Julia’s office farther down on Montgomery. As anxious as she was to get to work, it was hard to ignore the staccato rhythm of hammers and the hiss of welders’ torches at so many construction sites in the downtown district. Most of the new buildings were standing on “made land” that skirted San Francisco’s hills. The shifting mudflats had been filled in along the shoreline with the residue of rotting ships abandoned by gold-fevered crews during “The Rush” fifty years earlier, along with decades of garbage buried by the ebb and flow of tidal sands. Now a thriving new city was thrusting up, proud and tall, on its marshy banks.

			San Francisco, she thought with a glow of pride. Beautiful… bawdy… brand new San Francisco. And she would now be part of it becoming a great metropolis!

			She lowered her rooftop gaze and came face-to-face with a tall figure in a smart black cape, gloves, and top hat.

			“Why good evening, Miss Bradshaw.”

			J.D. Thayer was obviously headed into Tadich’s Grill at 240 California Street.

			The restaurant had been a coffee stand for incipient gold miners about to head off for Sutter’s Fort in 1849, but for decades now, Tadich’s had been a staple of fine San Francisco dining.

			“Hello,” Amelia answered, her abbreviated greeting just short of rudeness. Thayer was alone, she noted, but then Chinese concubines were not welcome at such establishments as this culinary landmark.

			The new owner of the Bay View Hotel was dressed impeccably, as usual, and appeared to her poised to meet someone for supper. He had seen her first. Even so, he looked as surprised to encounter her on the street corner as she was to nearly bump into him. He glanced at the large sketchbook under her arm.

			“I heard you are now employed by Julia Morgan,” he commented with a quizzical look. “Aren’t your day’s labors at an end? Why are you trudging up the street, rather than heading towards the Ferry Building at this hour?”

			Did the man know every detail about her life? But, of course, the Bay View’s staff would have told him her trunks were sent to her aunt’s in Oakland.

			Well, she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing that she worked at night.

			“I spend time in the city for reasons and at hours for which I have no need of accounting to you, sir. Now, if you’ll justexcuse—”

			J.D. rested his hand on her forearm, halting her forward progress, and she suddenly felt the fool for sounding sochurlish.

			“Miss Bradshaw, I…”

			Amelia felt herself stiffen. She glanced at her arm encased loosely in his grasp. He released her but remained silent, his expression unreadable.

			“What is it, Mr. Thayer?”

			“I was wondering how you were faring in your… in your new…”

			“Circumstances?” she filled in. “I’m working hard. I’m looking after my aunt who used to live with us at the Bay View. And I’m worried about my father. Have you seen him?”

			“I? No, not I. The barman sees him in the storeroom occasionally.”

			“Oh.”

			An intense awkwardness bloomed between them.

			“Miss Bradshaw…”

			J.D. took her gloved hand in his, and the familiarity of the gesture, coupled with his having seized her forearm to halt her in her tracks a few minutes earlier, somehow infuriated her.

			“I must be on my way, Mr. Thayer,” she announced abruptly, pulling her hand away.

			“The ferry to Oakland won’t leave for another hour. Won’t you to allow me to buy you dinner after such a long day of toil?”

			She was flabbergasted by his invitation. She studied his face and detected the faintest curve of his lips beneath his jet-black mustache.

			“You are mocking me, Mr. Thayer, and such an approach is unlikely to persuade me to take anything you say to me seriously.”

			“But I am serious, Miss Bradshaw,” he replied. “I would very much like to have supper with you. There are a few loose ends concerning the Bay View we need to discuss.”

			“Loose ends? Such as what?”

			“Well, for one thing, you mentioned on that day you burst into my office—”

			“My grandfather’s office!” she interrupted.

			“—that day you noted that part of the gambling annex needs to be shored up for safety’s sake. Perhaps you, Miss Morgan, and I could discuss ways to ameliorate—”

			“Ah… so your conscience is pricking you ever so slightly and you intend, by throwing me a bone, I’ll just quietly accept the fact that you propositioned a known drunk into an all-night poker contest and thus swindled the Bay View away from my mother and me.”

			J.D. paused a moment and Amelia guessed she’d managed to challenge his scruples—that is, if he had any.

			“My intentions are rather more mundane,” he replied at last. “I agree with you that the construction work was shoddy. I’d like to remedy the problems if I can. And besides, I think I’d enjoy your company of an evening.”

			He had ignored her insult and appeared, instead, actually to be flirting with her!

			“And Miss Lee?” Amelia asked, gazing at him steadily. “Would she be joining us?’

			Thayer’s eyes narrowed, but he did not reply.

			“I think not, Mr. Thayer,” Amelia said, securing her sketchbook more tightly under her arm. “I’m not interested in assisting you with your structural problems at your club, and I won’t have supper with you at Tadich’s this evening. Good night, sir.”

			And without further exchange, she hurried on her way, praying Julia wouldn’t notice she was five minutes late—or ever find out that she’d turned down a potential commission.

			***

			In the waning hours of the fogless spring night, a sharp vibration rippled beneath the redwood planking on the ninth floor of 456 Montgomery Street.

			Startled, Amelia lifted her head from her arms, which were braced against the slanted drawing board, and tried to remember, in her just-wakened stupor, where she was. To gain her bearings, she focused on the large sketch of a floor plan she’d been working on for hours, its precise, black outlines vivid against the ivory-colored vellum.

			It’s my drawing of the library. I’m still at the office…

			After a few more seconds of soothing quiet, she pushed her wire-rimmed drafting spectacles lower on her nose and peered through the windows across the room. The sky was a pale gray wash. It would soon be dawn.

			A few blocks away, the Ferry Building stood rooted at the edge of the congested shoreline. Ships’ masts bobbed on both sides of the clock tower whose alabaster face registered a few minutes past five. The faint tremor that had just rippled through the room was like so many other small jolts she’d experienced as a native San Franciscan. Not like the earthquake in April of 1898, that had broken windows in the women’s residence hall adjacent to the Berkeley campus, frightening some of her fellow sorority sisters half to death.

			“Mornin’, Miz Bradshaw.”

			She peered across the room at a bewhiskered man in a dark blue cap who’d poked his head through the open office door.

			“Zack! Goodness! You gave me quite a turn.” She paused and then asked, “Did you feel anything just now? The shaking?”

			“What, miss?” the night watchman replied, furrowing his brow.

			She glanced around the room and shrugged. “I thought I felt a little earthquake a few minutes ago, but maybe not. Ithink you caught me cat-napping.”

			“The charwomen will be comin’ soon.”

			“I know. It’s after five. You must think me daft.”

			Zachary Webb cocked a disapproving eyebrow in so fatherly a fashion that Amelia laughed. “You’ve worked long enough, it seems to me,” he said. “It’s just comin’ on daybreak. You’d best enjoy a cup of coffee with me in the basement and have yourself a bit of a rest while the ladies be at their cleanin’.”

			“Yes, of course. That’s a lovely offer.” The watchman had been extraordinarily kind to her from her first day entering the building just as everyone else was leaving. There was kinship in the night shift, she concluded, happy to have his company. She pointed at her drawing. “Just give me five more minutes.”

			Webb shook his head in another show of friendly censure. “I’ll just be makin’ one more round of the building, miss, and be back for you in my elevator when the chars arrive.”

			“You’re very kind,” she murmured, absorbed in her handiwork. After a few minutes, Amelia sighed, absently tucking her shirtwaist more securely into her skirt. “Voilà!” she exclaimed, pronouncing the project complete. With a flourish, she stashed her drawing implement in a tin cup atop her drafting table.

			As if that triumphant flick of her wrist had set a giant machine in motion, the clutch of sharpened pencils rattled an alarming tattoo inside their metal container.

			Amelia would remember that staccato sound the rest of her life.

			In the next second, a vicious tremor struck beneath the soles of her sturdy shoes. She grasped the edge of her drafting table to steady herself and hung on tight as a large photograph of Julia Morgan’s controversial Mills College bell tower swung in a wide arc along the paneled wall. Then a second gigantic jolt of primordial energy shot through the room.

			“Oh!” she cried as the four walls began a terrifying dance. “Oh God, no!”

			A loud rumbling in the distance, deep and powerful as a hundred locomotives, gathered strength, and in seconds roared beneath her feet. The black-framed photograph of the campanile catapulted off the wall and crashed onto the desk normally occupied by Lacy Fiske. Lacy’s desk, her typewriting machine, and the smashed picture then toppled to the floor, overturning the drafting boards like a row of dominoes.

			Amelia clutched her own desk for support. Church bells from a few blocks away sounded, joined by peals from the tower of old St. Mary’s on upper California Street by Chinatown. Then, bells all over the city began a dissonant clanging, as if heralding doomsday.

			It is an earthquake! she thought, stunned. And it’s a big one!

			By this time, the entire ninth floor was undulating like a deadly carpet. Rolls of blueprints flew out of their storage bins as bottles of ink exploded off the shelves in the supply room. Agonizing seconds ticked by while the noise grew even more deafening—the unforgettable roar of the earth splitting open and nearby buildings collapsing in lethal piles of debris.

			Amelia’s stool pitched out from under her, hurtling her to the floor. Behind her, a waterfall of bricks and mortar erupted through a paneled wall from a stairwell leading to the roof.

			Chunks of concrete and heavy ceiling moldings crumbled, filling her mouth with the chalky taste of plaster dust. The drawing she’d painstakingly completed slid to the floor, which was blanketed with gravel-sized chunks of rubble.

			Amelia’s worries of material loss were soon replaced by the gut-wrenching fear that she was about to lose her life. Her world kept shaking as terror gripped her insides and left her gasping for breath.

			What of Father? Did he finally go home? And Aunt Margaret… all alone in Oakland. Will I ever see Mother again?

			She heard herself scream with fright as a water main burst through a baseboard like a broken bone puncturing skin. On her next breath, she inhaled a foul-smelling stench as the nine-story office building’s principal sewage pipe fractured and hemorrhaged its rank contents in all directions.

			I’ll never have a child! I’ll never see the Bay View again.

			Then, years of training suddenly drew her fragmented thoughts to the inside stairwell spiraling to the lobby.

			The center core of the building’s the strongest… get away from the windows… get to the center!

			Blindly, she inched along a floor pitching as violently as the deck of a boat in a midwinter storm. Her hands touched the threshold opening onto the ninth floor foyer at the instant the glass transom over her head exploded into a thousand pieces. Reflexively, Amelia cast her right arm in front of her face, but not before blood spurted from her scalp and ran down her checks. She crumpled beneath the doorframe, curling into a ball.

			Amelia screamed again as a twenty-five-foot expanse of wood paneling and masonry pitched outward and plunged nine stories to Montgomery Street below. She knew that no structure on landfill, no matter how well built, could withstand much more shaking without collapsing.

			Then, just as suddenly, the convulsions subsided.

			For several long minutes, Amelia clung to the doorjamb, her mind drifting like a seabird’s flight. She gazed beyond the missing wall on the ninth floor at several buildings now visible across the street. Their facades too had disintegrated into heaps of rubble. Desks where accountants once sat were exposed to the elements. Bathroom urinals were immodestly revealed, and entire office floors were twisted into a jumble of metal girders.

			The gray sky in the east had deepened to a rosy pink interspersed with streaks of palest blue. Incredibly, though, the Ferry Building’s clock tower was still standing above the roiling salt water below, hands frozen at 5:14.

			Amelia’s entire body had started to tremble uncontrollably as if she, like her father, had been trapped in an ice cave in the Sierras. Her gaze skittered from crumbled cornice to buckled ceilings to the flag still flying from the top of the Ferry Building as she tried to absorb the chaos of her surroundings. Miraculously, she was still alive, but what of the rest of the city? What of her father and Aunt Margaret? Julia and the colleagues she hardly knew? What of people across San Francisco asleep in their beds?

			She struggled to her knees and then fell once more against the doorjamb. A light breeze blowing gently through the missing wall lifted a few strands of hair from her bleeding forehead. She stared vacantly at the sky beyond the line of wounded buildings ringing the shore.

			April 18, 1906, had dawned eerily clear and mild in the City by the Bay.
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