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      “Hats off to Olivia Newport and the debut novel The Pursuit of Lucy Banning. The characters are compelling, and Chicago’s history comes alive on each page. Readers will feel like they’ve been transported back to 1892.”


      Andrea Boeshaar, author, Seasons of Redemption series


      “Lucy Banning is my kind of heroine, pushing against the strictures of her times of the 1890s. Her love and caring wraps around your heart as it does those who need her and even to those who wish her harm. A fine read.”


      Lauraine Snelling, author, Red River of the North series and Wild West Wind series


      “Newport brings to life historical Chicago with fascinating insight into the wealthy families of Prairie Avenue, portraying the heart-wrenching disparity in the lifestyles of the elite and working class. She gives us a worthy heroine who struggles to break free of the constraints of her time and offers grace to those less fortunate. The Pursuit of Lucy Banning is a beautiful and sweet romance that will touch readers’ hearts.”


      Jody Hedlund, award-winning author, The Preacher’s Bride and The Doctor’s Lady

    

  


  
    
      


      For my mother,

      who always has her nose in a book

    

  


  
    
      Contents


      Cover


      Title Page


      Copyright Page


      Endorsements


      Dedication


      1 2 3 4 5


      6 7 8 9 10


      11 12 13 14 15


      16 17 18 19 20


      21 22 23 24 25


      26 27 28 29 30


      31 32 33 34 35


      Author’s Note


      Acknowledgments


      About the Author


      Back Ads


      Back Cover

    

  


  
    
      

      [image: ]1[image: ]


      A week from Tuesday. Is that possible?


      It wasn’t that Lucy Banning did not want to view the new art exhibit at the up-and-coming downtown Chicago gallery. She did, keenly. But could she manage it before a week from Tuesday? If the expedition required her mother’s cooperation, it would come with a price. Flora Banning would pounce on the exhibit to launch a social occasion. Floating through the gallery in her draped silk gown and overdone hat, nodding and smiling, she would scan for people who really “mattered” and expect Lucy to assist in this endeavor rather than pause to study the paintings.


      Lucy had played the dutiful daughter many times. She pointed out Mrs. Field across the crowd and bantered with the mayor. She smiled coyly at the young man who offered to fetch a refreshing drink and listened to Mrs. Pullman describe the hand-painted table service for her dinner party for forty-eight guests. This time, though, Lucy actually needed to scrutinize the paintings. Her art history professor would be expecting an analysis. Lucy must prove herself insightful and articulate, a student worthy to occupy a chair at the newly opened University of Chicago.


      Leo.


      Leo would do it. Lucy exhaled in relief. Her brother genuinely enjoyed examining art. Siblings barely a year apart, Lucy and Leo had been close companions since childhood. Leo wouldn’t ask any questions and he wouldn’t hurry her, because he would be even more absorbed in the art than she was.


      As the professor expounded on the particulars of what the paper must include, Lucy jotted notes, mindful that she enjoyed a rare privilege in being present. When the university opened just a year ago in 1891, its policy was to accept female students from the start. Lucy could hardly believe her good fortuneto have a prestigious college open right in Chicago and permit women to enroll. Both of her older brothers had gone East for their educations then returned to Chicago, and though Richard was only fourteen, the Bannings were already nudging their youngest son toward a time-tested institution as well. Much to Lucy’s disappointment, her parents never seriously entertained further studies for their only daughter once she completed the requisite finishing school and toured Europe for most of a year. A wedding that would define her life had shrouded the last few years. Attending classes at the University of Chicago was not part of preparing to be a banker’s wife.


      Nevertheless, attending the university was precisely what Lucy was doingat least, one classdespite Flora Banning’s conviction that higher education was irrelevant for her daughter, and for that matter, all young ladies from fine families with good prospects. Flora’s own sister held the opposite view. In fact, when Lucy shared her secret wish with her aunt, Violet encouraged her.


      “But how can I take a university class without my parents knowing?” Lucy asked. “They’re expecting me to marry Daniel. My mother wants to plan a wedding. I’m going to have to set a date soon, and then every minute of the day will be about the wedding.”


      “It’s one class,” Aunt Violet answered, “one step. Take this one step and see where it might lead. For the time being, no one needs to know. I’ll help with any expenses.”


      While her parents and youngest brother were away at the family’s lake house for most of the summer, Lucy had conjured up excuses to return to town frequently. Her work at the orphanage provided regular justifications. During those quiet weeks in the house without her parents, she applied, interviewed, and was accepted to the university. While her private self did all this in Chicago, her public self formalized her long unofficial engagement in Lake Forest. Now in mid-October, she was several weeks into her art history class and facing her first major assignment. Only two people knew the truth of Lucy’s whereabouts on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons: Aunt Violet and Violet’s Irish coachman, Paddy, who with her blessing sometimes conspired to solve Lucy’s transportation challenges.


      The student next to Lucy leaned toward her. “Did you get that third point? He’s talking too fast.”


      Lucy pointed with her fountain pen to the notes she had just written: (1)composition, (2)uniqueness of palette, (3)use of light. The young mannot more than seventeen, Lucy thoughtquickly copied what she had written. She wasn’t surprised that he had only sparse notes on his paper. From the first week, it seemed he was in over his head. Lucy could only imagine what his other classes were like. Once again, she had to swallow the injustice: a young man lacking talent could openly attend university, but a woman with a keen mind had to sneak around.


      Her parents believed Lucy spent three afternoons a week volunteering at St. Andrew’s Orphanage. So did all her brothers. So did Daniel. So did the household staff. Lucy did in fact go to the orphanage once a week, and the endeavor gave her good reason to select sturdy clothes without the usual flamboyance of the families who lived on Prairie Avenue. She fashioned her dark hair in a practical style that would not come undone while caring for small children or sorting files in the cramped office. To fight the odds she might be recognized as a Banning while roaming the university campus, Lucy wore the same unadorned garb to school as she did to the orphanage. Her mother sighed at the whole business. Lucy had trunks and racks full of European fashions, yet three times a week she left the house looking like hardly more than a ladies’ maid.


      Today Lucy wore a nondescript gray flannel suit and a functional broad-brimmed black hat tipped strategically to hide her face. She remembered the day she brought the suit home.


      “What is that thing?” Flora Banning had asked.


      “I’ve been shopping.”


      “Shopping? Don’t tell me you bought that rag off the rack.”


      “It’s from Mr. Field’s store. He deals with some quite capable dressmakers.”


      “We have a dressmaker,” Flora reminded Lucy. “I’d like to be there when you explain this to her.”


      “I need sturdy, practical clothes to wear to the orphanage. Lenae would be insulted if I asked her to make something so plain.”


      “Everybody knows she makes your dresses. She’ll be insulted that her client would wear something so plain under any circumstances.”


      “I won’t tell if you won’t tell.” Lucy managed a light laugh as she carried her new suit up the stairs to her mother’s consternation.


      Lucy’s figure was never quite as slim as her mother thought it should be, but her corset did its job. The suit was well made of good quality cloth and the tailored style was current, but nothing about the ensemble would bring particular attention to the young woman who slipped into class at the last moment and sat in the back of the lecture hall. When class was dismissed, Lucy generally fidgeted with her textbook and satchel, managing to pass enough time to find the halls sparsely populated as she left the building. Today was no different. She was the last to leave.


      In the corridor, Lucy schemed as she walked. An art exhibit in itself was a cultured enough event that Flora Banning would not, in principle, object to Lucy’s attending. However, Lucy needed an escort for such an occasion, and the last thing she wanted was for Daniel to take heror to explain to her mother why she did not even ask Daniel. She had to get Leo to go with her.


      Lucy rounded a corner and came to an abrupt stop. As the flush rose in her cheeks, she realized it was too late to backtrack. Leo had spotted her. Even if she donned clothing meant to make her look as inconspicuous as possible, Leo would never overlook her. Most of the time Lucy was grateful for his ability to pick her out of a crowd of thousands, but not today. What was he doing leaning casually against a wall outside her classroom chatting with a young man Lucy did not recognize? As Leo lifted his eyes and smiled, the man turned and followed Leo’s gaze.


      “Lucy! What are you doing here?” Leo’s green eyes, matching her own, quizzed.


      Lucy laughed as she stepped forward to kiss her brother’s cheek. “I might ask you the same thing. When you gave me a tour of your research office, I’m quite confident it was in a faraway wing of the university. The walk from there to here would qualify as a daily constitutional.”


      Leo’s field was manufacturing technology. Why had he wandered to the fine arts department on this afternoon? Why at this moment?


      “I’m just giving my friend Will here a tour of the university,” Leo explained. “Lucy, this is my friend, Will Edwards. Will, this is my little sister, Miss Lucy Banning.”


      Lucy shook Will’s hand. “I’m happy to meet you. What is your interest in the university, Mr. Edwards?”


      “I’m an architect.” His eyes, cobalt blue, glowed, and Lucy’s heart beat just a little faster. “I’ve recently joined a Chicago firm that played a part in the design of the university. I thought it might help me fit in better if I looked at some of the recent projects.”


      “Will’s firm is also working on the Expo,” Leo said. “Burnham and Root have subcontracted them.”


      “A lot of firms have small commissions,” Will added.


      “That’s wonderful!” Lucy said. “I can’t wait until opening day. Just imagine: a world’s fair here in Chicago.” She glanced from one man to the other and found herself returning Will’s friendly smile. Stop gawking! Lifting her chin a notch, she asked, “So tell me, how do you two know each other?”


      “Princeton.” Leo’s answer came quickly, before Will could take a breath.


      “Oh, you’re college friends, then.”


      Will fidgeted. “Not quite. Your brother is not referring to the famous College of New Jersey in Princeton, but merely to the town that hosts the famous institution.”


      “You spoil my fun, Will,” Leo said. “Why can’t you just be a Princeton man?”


      “I’m afraid I don’t understand,” Lucy said.


      Will smiled again. Those eyes. Lucy had to break the gaze before her mouth fell rudely open in fascination.


      “I did not attend the College of New Jersey or any other college,” Will explained quietly. “I was engaged in an internship with an architectural firm in Princeton, New Jersey, when I met your brother at a party to which I should never have been invited.”


      “I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Edwards. Any host would be happy to have you.” Looking at Will’s face, Lucy could hardly remember what Daniel’s looked like. She had never seen such thick honey-colored hair on a man. His square jaw dimpled delightfully on one side.


      “My background is considerably more humble than yours,” Will said without apology, “a fact that your brother kindly insists on overlooking.”


      “With good reason, I’m sure.” Lucy turned to her brother. “Leo, I was thinking I would like to take in the new art exhibit downtown. Perhaps you could find the time to go with me.”


      Leo’s eyes lit up. “I’d love it!” Then, “Will, join us, won’t you? No need to rearrange your schedule. They’re open in the evenings.”


      “I wouldn’t want to impose.” Will turned his head slightly in hesitation.


      “It’s no imposition,” Lucy assured him. And it wasn’t. She smiled again at both Leo and Will and collected herself. “I ought to be going.”


      “What’s the hurry?” Leo asked. “Are you meeting Daniel?”


      Lucy bristled ever so slightly. “Just for some quick tea. He has a business engagement this evening. See you for dinner, Leo?”


      “When the alternative is facing the wrath of Mrs. Banning, appearing for the Thursday family dinner is clearly the rational choice.”


      “Then I’ll see you tonight.” She stepped away from them to continue down the hall.


      “Wait a minute,” Leo protested, reaching for her arm to stall her progress. “You never told me what you were doing here.”


      Lucy looked him in the eye. “Mr. Emmett asked me to do an errand.”


      “The director of the orphanage?”


      Lucy nodded. “He has a very bright boy in his care and he is hoping to arrange a scholarship for the young man to enroll in the art department at the university next year.”


      Lucy regretted that she could not be forthcoming with Leo, but she was telling the truth. Phillip Emmett had asked her to use her family’s influence to speak for the sixteen-year-old boy. What she didn’t mention was that she had dispatched this errand two weeks ago, and she had not worn a gray flannel suit when she did it.


      “Well? Did it work?” Leo asked.


      Lucy shrugged. “We’re awaiting a final decision, but it would seem that the Banning name does count for something.” She turned to Will. “It was very nice to meet you, Mr. Edwards. I hope to see you again.”


      “You will,” Leo reminded her, “at the art exhibit.”


      “Oh yes, of course. Until then.”


      Lucy made her way to the end of the hall and down two flights of stairs. Outside, she walked more quickly than necessary away from the building. You are a weak-kneed chicken, she told herself. How long would Leo believe her story about the orphanage? She paused to lean against a tree, gazing back at the university’s main building in waning afternoon light. Gothic stone spired at the corners as if the building were as old as Oxford or Cambridge, rather than a recent structure erected at the behest of John D. Rockefeller on land donated by Marshall Field, the Bannings’ Prairie Avenue neighbor. She counted the familiar four rows of windows that lifted the eye to the turrets seeming to stake the building firmly in place. Clearly the founders of the school did not intend for it to go anywhere anytime soon. It was a fortress of learning, of history, of tradition, even though its doors had opened just a year ago. And somehow Lucy Banning had penetrated the fortress and earned a seat in one classroom. At that moment, though, continuing her quest seemed like throwing a feather at the building and expecting to chip the stone. What was the point? Taking one secret class at a time would mean years and years to earn a degree.


      Lucy would much rather have taken a leisurely carriage ride to visit Aunt Violet, who undoubtedly would know what to say to stir up Lucy’s momentum. Instead, though, she was to meet Daniel in less than half an hour, and Paddy was not available to whisk her downtown.


      Her university escapades could not be a secret forever. One of these days she was going to have to tell Daniel the truth.
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      Charlotte Farrow hustled to keep up with Mr. Penard, the butler and clearly the person who kept the Banning household humming. She had arrived at the massive home less than twenty minutes ago and already Penard was giving detailed descriptions of where she was and was not allowed to tread and what she was and was not allowed to touch. It seemed to Charlotte that this grand tour of the spacious home was meant to put her in her place. So far, since leaving the kitchen, Penard had not indicated she was permitted to enter a single one of the rooms she viewed without specific approval from him and only for a particular, limited purpose.


      Standing stiff-backed in the middle of the parlor, Penard paused. “Mr. and Mrs. Banning are fond of retiring to this room in the evenings after dinner. You may hear Miss Lucy playing the Steinway. Mr. Daniel is especially fond of listening to her play.” Frowning, he pointed at the intricately woven rug beneath his shiny shoes. “Be particularly mindful of the carpets. They are irreplaceable. Mrs. Banning commissioned them from William Morris, and should you cause a stain, you would of course lose your position.”


      Who is William Morris? Charlotte wondered. She had never been in a room filled with items whose value was their beauty, not their usefulnesscarved trays, porcelain miniatures, glass vases, and dozens of other objects that existed to dazzle the eye.


      “Of course, sir. I’ll be careful,” Charlotte said.


      Stepping into the parlor was like stepping into one of the paintings on the wall. The room was large and meticulously appointed. Miniature statues adorned intricately carved dark wood end tables. Every small item on each side table seemed angled for particular effect. Charlotte knew without being told that the paintings were masterpieces. If Mr. Penard were to say the wallpaper was hand painted, she would not doubt it. The carefully selected green and gold settee and chairs, in coordinated but not identical patterns, were surely made specifically for the room with restrained extravagance.


      Penard continued his lecture. Charlotte wondered how much he expected her to remember because she was sure she wouldn’t recall much.


      “The Bannings have been on Prairie Avenue longer than many of their neighbors,” he explained. “They came a few years after the Great Fire. Things were never the same on Washington Street after that disaster.”


      Charlotte nodded as if of course she knew all about the demise of the old neighborhood. At least she had heard of the Chicago Fire of 1871.


      “As you become familiar with the neighborhood,” Mr. Penard said, “you’ll find that the Banning home is actually modest. Many homes have far more than the 17,000 square feet we serve here.”


      Penard led the way out of the parlor and into the hall, continuing with a roving lecture. Charlotte would not risk asking questions, but she did try to store some basic facts about the family, which seemed more relevant to her than the neighborhood architecture.


      Charlotte had only seen part of the first floor, and already she estimated the mansion could hold two dozen farm cabins like the one she grew up in. She had lived most of her twenty years in perpetual overcrowding, with her grandmother in the kitchen and younger brothers underfoot. Where she had been in the last year, she wanted to forget.


      Six weeks ago she would not have imagined she might be walking the floors of a home like the Bannings’. Charlotte resolved Penard would never learn the truth about the more than questionable references she had provided three days agoor anything else. She was here now, and the vise in her stomach would not keep her from doing her best to please Mr. Penard. He would have no cause to reconsider the decision to employ her. Charlotte knew her way around a kitchen, even if the Banning kitchen alone was larger than her family’s home. Her mother, as poor as she was, had a copy of Mrs. Beeton’s Book of Household Management, and Charlotte had read it more than once for lack of anything else to peruse.


      “You’ll find that the Bannings have admirable neighbors.” Penard ran a white glove along the bottom edge of a painting in the hall and inspected for dust. “Many of the homes are in the Italianate or Second Empire style, like this one, though the Glessners were more daring when they built their home. Its Romanesque flair does not sit well with all the neighbors, but you will discover that Mrs. Glessner’s interest in Arts and Crafts is having some effect on Mrs. Banning.”


      Italianate? Second Empire? Romanesque flair? Arts and Crafts? Charlotte didn’t know what to call the architecture or decorating. She only knew she had stepped over the threshold into another universe.


      Penard continued his quick steps, Charlotte keeping a respectful distance behind him. “Take care not to gawk at the neighbors, since many of them are well known. Marshall Field has forged new standards for retail stores. Philip Armour could feed the nation with his slaughterhouses and meatpacking plants. And as you know, George Pullman’s sleeping car revolutionized train travel.”


      Charlotte had never been in a store other than the local mercantile at home. Until the day she stole away to Chicago, she only imagined what it might be like to travel by any method other than a horse and carriage. She was too terrified, sitting bolt upright on the hurtling journey, to wonder whether the train she rode had sleeping cars.


      Penard gestured that they would continue down the hall. “The Glessners are perhaps the most amiable neighbors, despite the dubious architecture of their home. Their son George is the same age as Miss Lucy and they’ve known each other socially for years. John Glessner understood that the future lay in improved farm equipment. His tools and machines are all over the country now.”


      If that was true, Charlotte’s own father probably owned something designed by John Glessner, she realized.


      “Mr. Banning represents the legal interests of a wide spectrum of businessmen,” Penard said. “Occasionally he will bring clients to dinner, and I will expect you to show the greatest respect.”


      “Of course, Mr. Penard.”


      “This is the master suite.” Penard opened the door only briefly. “Although it’s unusual, they prefer the ground floor because Mrs. Banning has a weak knee.”


      “Yes, Mr. Penard.” Charlotte nodded, confident this was the only response the butler expected.


      He led her farther down the hall. “This is Mr. Banning’s study. He does not like anyone touching his things. You will not enter either of these rooms without explicit permission.”


      “Yes, Mr. Penard.” The study was filled with knickknacks and memorabilia, some of value and some that looked to be junk even to Charlotte. She had a fleeting doubt whether even Mr. Banning himself would notice something out of place amid the cluttered arrangement.


      They retraced their steps down the hall to the foyer, then Penard led her up an expansive marble staircase, barely slowing his steps enough for her to lift her skirts. “I want you to know your way around the house, but you will of course not use this front staircase when the Bannings are home.”


      “I wouldn’t think of it.”


      Penard’s expression left no doubt in Charlotte’s mind what the consequences might be if she infringed.


      “The children’s rooms are up here, though only Mr. Richard can still be called a child, and only just barely. Richard is fourteen. Miss Lucy, Mr. Leo, and Mr. Oliver are grown and engaged in various pursuits.” He gestured vaguely down the hall to the left. “The boys have their rooms here. They will not call for you, but Miss Lucy may have need of your attentions from time to time.” He gestured in the other direction. “Miss Lucy has recently chosen a larger suite of rooms at the far end of the hall across from the old nursery.”


      “Yes, Mr. Penard.”


      “The other rooms are guest rooms. Miss Lucy’s fiance prefers the corner room with windows opening on the front of the house. He frequently stays a night or two during the week. The Bannings consider Mr. Daniel a fourth son.”


      “Yes, sir.”


      As they walked the hall toward Lucy’s suite, Charlotte wondered if Lucy ever regretted being in such an isolated part of the house. Perhaps she was a quiet sort or needed a place to withdraw. Charlotte knew that feeling, though she’d had to go outside to the creek that flowed through their land to be alone.


      They descended a narrow rear stairway just past Lucy’s rooms. “If you have cause to come upstairs, you will use this stairwell,” Penard instructed. “These stairs also lead up to the third floor servant quarters. Have you seen your room?”


      “Yes, Mr. Penard. Mrs. Fletcher showed me as soon as I arrived.” She had left her few possessions there, along with the only thing that really mattered.


      The stairs going down led directly into the kitchen. “I will leave you with Mrs. Fletcher now,” Penard said. “You will have little need to be in the rest of the house, but I thought it useful for you to have some general bearings.”


      “Thank you, Mr. Penard. You’ve been a great help.”


      Charlotte had been forewarned she would encounter the family at dinner that evening. There would be no formal introduction, of course. She would merely be there to serve and clear dishes and to remain as unseen as possible. That’s exactly what Charlotte cravedto remain unseen. If no one noticed her, no one would ask questions, and she would not be forced to deceive anyoneat least not any further.


      Penard pushed through the door leading from the kitchen to the butler’s pantry, leaving Charlotte behind exhaling air she had not realized she was collecting in her lungs. Involuntarily her shoulders drooped. She attempted a smile for Mrs. Fletcher, the cook, searching the unfamiliar wrinkled face for some sign of temperament. If the wrinkles around her gray eyes were any indication, Mrs. Fletcher was a good ten years older than Charlotte’s own mother. A tight bun kept her gray hair out of her face, and the stoop of her shoulders told Charlotte that during her younger years, she had stood an inch or two taller. Mrs. Fletcher wore a dark dress under a white apron. She absently wiped her hands on a towel, then tossed it over her shoulder as she inspected her new maid. The image struck Charlotte as severe, and she hoped for warmth beneath the uniform. As they stared at each other, Charlotte was relieved to see the older woman’s eyes soften.


      “Did Mr. Penard discuss uniforms with you?”


      “No, ma’am.”


      “Do you have a uniform?”


      “Not precisely. I do have dark dresses.”


      The cook sighed. “I have told that uppity fool time and again that the girls he sends me need to have proper uniforms with a crisp white apron for evening service.”


      “I’m sorry ...” If Penard had known she didn’t have uniforms and refused to hire her, where would she be now?


      “With your references, he probably assumed you were bringing uniforms. That’s often done, you know.”


      “Yes, ma’am. At my former place of employment”


      “Never mind.” Mrs. Fletcher waved one hand. “There’s no time for your story now.”


      Charlotte was grateful to be interrupted, because she had no idea what would have come out of her mouth next.


      “You look about the size of the last girl we had,” Mrs. Fletcher observed. “She left in a mysterious hurry and didn’t come back for her thingsat least not yet. I’ll find her uniform and put it in your room while you get started peeling potatoes.” She pointed to a mound of spuds on the worktable and turned toward the stairs.


      “I don’t want to trouble you.” Charlotte quickly stepped in the cook’s path. “I’m the one who arrived unprepared. Perhaps you can just tell me where the apron is and I’ll fetch it.”


      “You don’t know your way around up there yet,” Mrs. Fletcher countered. “It’ll be easier just to find it myself and put it on your bed. I’ll show you where things are after dinner.”


      “Please, I have to learn my way around,” Charlotte persisted. “Just point me in the right direction and I’m sure I’ll find it. I’m quite resourceful, I assure you.” Charlotte held her breath, waiting for some sign of relenting.


      Mrs. Fletcher sighed. “Well, all right. But don’t dillydally. I’m expecting you to peel those potatoes soon.”


      “And I will, I promise, as soon as I find the uniform.”


      The older woman eyed the young maid for a moment before speaking. Charlotte forced herself to breathe normally. If Mrs. Fletcher went in her room, her new life might come to an end before it even began.


      “Go up to the servants’ quarters,” Mrs. Fletcher finally said, “and you’ll find an empty room at the end of the hall, on the left. There’s a green trunk. I think the apron is in there, though it may need pressing before dinner.”


      “As soon as the potatoes are peeled, I’ll press it.” Charlotte forced brightness into her face. “I’ll run up there right now and find it.” She turned and scampered up the stairs before the haggard cook could reconsider. Prior to proceeding to the empty room, Charlotte paused at the closed door to her own room and listened carefully. Satisfied, she let herself expel an anxious breath and went in search of the green trunk, wondering if she would ever breathe normally again.


      In the unused room, which was hardly bigger than the space required to hold the three unmatched trunks Charlotte found there, she sank to the floor and put her head on the green trunk. What have I done? she wondered. I’ll be found out and they’ll turn me out.


      The thought of going back was all Charlotte needed to snap out of her despair. She could not go back. They would not find out. She had to deal with one moment at a time. Charlotte opened the green trunk and found it held several dresses. Most of them were more frayed than her own, and Charlotte pitied the girl who left them behind. Charlotte had brought two worn carpetbags into the house. One of them held three dresses and an extra set of under things. The other bag no one could see. Closing her eyes briefly, she prayed for the gift of a little more timeand the gift of silence.


      Charlotte found the maid’s uniform. The apron was worn thin but was spotlessly white and wrinkled only where it had been folded. Charlotte crept back to her own small room, which was squeezed in between those of Mrs. Fletcher and the ladies’ maid who served both Flora Banning and her daughter Lucy. She silently laid the uniform on the bed. Then she peered into the second bag, relieved to find the contents undisturbed.


      This arrangement couldn’t last long. Charlotte knew that. But for this moment, everything was fine, and this moment was the only one she had. With another silent prayer, Charlotte asked for a reprieve of just ten minutes. She was sure that was all she needed right now as she reached for the top button of her dress.
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      Lucy hoped Daniel was not waiting for her outside the teahouse. If he saw her getting off a streetcar, she would never hear the end of it. Daniel would likely hire a carriage to be at her disposal around the clock. Then her parents would wonder why that was necessary when the family had several carriages and drivers of their own and Aunt Violet was generous with hers. All Lucy wanted was to go from one point to another as efficiently as possible, and sometimes the streetcar or train met that fundamental requirement. In her plain gray suit, she fit in with the crowd availing themselves of public transportation. She was determined that someday she would even ride a bicycle.


      Daniel rarely suggested meeting for tea anywhere but the shop convenient to the bank where he worked. Its location and luxurious ambiance made it popular with the families in his parents’ social circle. When Lucy and Daniel met there, they nearly always ran into someone Daniel knew. Lucy was not so naïve that she didn’t notice how much this pleased him. Today Daniel was not likely to be happy to see her wearing her “orphan rags,” but even if Paddy had been available, she would not have had time to go home first to change.


      The streetcar stopped at its usual corner and Lucy descended its steps, glancing across the street and exhaling relief when she did not see Daniel standing outside.


      Lucy had never not known Daniel Jules. He was there in her earliest memories and all the family stories. The Bannings had known the Juleses since before either couple married. Daniel was the first arrival of the new generation, and, it turned out, the only one for Howard and Irene Jules. Flora and Samuel, who married two years after the Juleses, promptly produced Oliver, then Leo. By the time Lucy arrived in the Banning household, Daniel Jules was seven years old. After three boys between the two couples, a little girl had no escape from inflated attention. Before her first birthday, the mothers were scheming for a wedding two decades off.


      When Lucy was four and Daniel eleven, both families built lake houses on adjoining lots outside Lake Forest, beyond the northern boundaries of Chicago, as a summer reprieve from soaring temperatures. Daniel, Oliver, Leo, and Lucy spent their summers together, the boys turning brown and Lucy progressively compelled to protect her ladylike fair coloring under a wide hat or an umbrella. Each fall the boys returned to the Harvard School for Boys on Indiana Avenue, the same school her youngest brother, Richard, now attended in the shadow of his brothers. Lucy went to the Holman-Dickerman French and English Day School for girls, an honored establishment that prepared young women for refined lives.


      Crossing the street, Lucy twisted the ring on her left hand as she remembered the night she realized she was going to marry Daniel Jules. She had been eight years old and had snuck past her nanny, who was distracted with a fussing baby Richard. At the bottom of the stairs, she heard her parents’ voices in the parlor.


      “I’m so glad Howard and Irene agree,” Flora said. “They’ve been enchanted with Lucy since the day she was born. Just think, someday we’ll all be in-laws!”


      “Daniel is a good match for Lucy,” Samuel said. “Howard will make sure he’s well established.”


      “He’s just enough older that he can be in a good position by the time Lucy is old enough to marry.”


      Lucy sat on the bottom step. I’m going to marry Daniel. It made perfect senseand she was relieved to think she would not have to worry about finding someone to love and marry. All she had to do was grow up.


      As a young teenager, Daniel often managed to meet her at the carriage that carried her home from school with one of her brothers in tow.When she was herself a teenager and he a college man, he attended to her wishes whenever he was home. Daniel first kissed Lucy one summer at the lake. Even now Lucy looked back on that moment as one of sweetness.


      Daniel spent the years waiting for Lucy to be ready to marry by establishing himself in the banking industry. Though his father was wealthy enough to support several coming generations, he insisted Daniel prove himself worthy of the daughter of his dear friends by embarking on his own fortune. So far Daniel had done fairly well. Lucy didn’t know the detailsjust as her mother didn’t know the details of her father’s financesbut Daniel and his father supplied sufficient offhand remarks for Lucy to be certain that when she married Daniel she would be well taken care of.


      And now she had grown up, she was engaged to Daniel Jules, and everyone was eager that the two families be linked forever by their union. Flora and Irene were ecstatic at the thought of sharing grandchildren.


      When she turned nineteen, Lucy knew her parents believed she was ready for betrothal. They had allowed her a couple of years after leaving school to accept frequent social engagements where she conversed and danced with other young men. For a few months, she was frequently on the arm of George Glessnerbut always assuring Daniel that it meant nothing. She also honed her skills at the piano with private study that gave her the confidence to gladly respond to requests to play at parties. However, this was merely training ground for being an accomplished wife to a bank executive. Though she knew she would marry Daniel eventually, Lucy endeavored to buy more time.


      “Once I’m married and have a household of my own to run, I will have to focus on that,” she had told her mother as they sat in the parlor with needlework one afternoon. Lucy was embroidering a tablecloth for her own trousseau. “I do want to marry Daniel, but first I want to try to do something that really matters.”


      “You speak of marriage as if it doesn’t matter.” Flora lifted her eyes from the detailed stitching along the edge of a handkerchief and looked at her daughter over her glasses.


      “It’s the orphanage, Mother. I think I can really do some good there, but I have to be free to spend time every week. I can help organize the office, or teach, or perhaps even find permanent homes for some of the children. Is that not worthwhile? So few people are willing to commit themselves.”


      “How long?” Flora asked.


      Lucy rapidly gauged her mother’s mood. “Three years.”


      “One.”


      “Two, then.”


      Daniel had been patient enough considering the circumstances. He himself was still absorbed in establishing independent finances. As long as he could see Lucy as freely as he liked, he was content to wait.


      However, now that she was twenty-one, her parents expected Lucy to direct her attention to her future. Daniel was already interviewing architects to design the home they would live in. He had his eye on an empty lot not too far away from Prairie Avenue. It would be their first home, Daniel reminded Lucy, until he was able to build her the mansionshe deserved.


      Will Edwards waved through Lucy’s mind as she involuntarily wondered whether Daniel would consider using his architectural firm. It would certainly bode well for Will’s future if he could attract a client such as Daniel Jules.


      The engagement had become official last July 4. Both families celebrated Independence Day at the lake, and in the middle of the festivities, Daniel produced a stunning sapphire ring. Lucy recognized the stone as one that belonged to Daniel’s mother. He’d had a new setting designed for it with diamond accents on sterling silver. Her parents were right. It was time for her to plan for her future.


      A series of three horse-drawn carriages seemed in no hurry to clear the intersection, confirming in Lucy’s mind the efficiency of the streetcar. When they finally did, Lucy lifted her skirts slightly and proceeded to cross the street.


      Inside the teahouse, Daniel sat at a table against the wall, facing the door. It was his favorite table. From that vantage point he could see who was coming and going and lift those glimmering brown eyes or dip his head in acknowledgment of anyone he knewand it seemed to Lucy that Daniel knew everyone in Chicago. He stood as she entered and pulled out a chair for her. She settled into it, set her satchel at her feet, removed her gloves, and smiled at him as he took in her gray clothing.


      “I was scheduled to go to the orphanage,” Lucy said, before Daniel could object to her plain appearance. It was only a half-lie. As far as her family was concerned, she was scheduled to go to the orphanage. In the past, before the term started at the university, she would in fact have been at the orphanage on a Thursday afternoon.


      Daniel glanced down at the satchel that held her art history textbook and lecture notes. “Are you now bringing work home from the orphanage?”


      Lucy waved a hand. “Oh, it’s just some odds and ends of supplies. I’m never sure what will come up. It just seems easier to carry a satchel and be prepared.”


      “It makes you look a bit like a schoolgirl.”


      Lucy leaned toward him and gave a wry smile. “As I recall, you didn’t mind walking a schoolgirl home on a fine afternoon when you were home from college.”


      He smiled at last and she saw the pleasure spring in his eyes. “True enough.” Pleasure evaporated as quickly as it flooded in. “But I do wonder about the amount of time you spend at the orphanage. Are you sure it’s necessary? I rather expected that as our wedding approached, your involvement there would taper off.”


      “Mr. Emmett needs my assistance,” Lucy assured him. “He has a young man in his care who deserves a university education. The Banning name may be helpful in attaining that.”


      “Emmett has hundreds of orphans. Surely he can’t expect you to give personalized attention to every one.”


      “Don’t they all deserve attention?” Lucy challenged.


      Daniel shrugged. “I’m not completely unsympathetic to their plight. As you know, my family contributes substantially to St. Andrew’s. But how realistic is it to fill this boy’s head with dreams of going to the university? He could go into service with a good family and start earning his own way. We could take him on ourselves once we’re married if you like.”


      Lucy bristled. “Perhaps he doesn’t want to go into service. Perhaps he wants to attend university.”


      “Some people have more limited choices than others. It’s the way of the world.”


      “Maybe it’s a bad way for the world to be.”


      Daniel leaned back and examined Lucy. “I’m not quite sure where this is coming from, my dear. It’s unlike you.”


      If only you knew. “Never mind. I suppose I’m just in a bit of a funk.”


      “A good pot of tea will help.” Daniel signaled the waiter and ordered tea and sandwiches. “I think I’ve settled on the sketches for our house. We do need to set a date for the wedding that allows enough time for building.”


      “Perhaps we should wait until the building is under way and we’re sure how long it will take,” Lucy suggested.


      Daniel shook his head. “The crew will work more efficiently if they know there’s a deadline.”


      “Yes, I suppose so. Leo has a friend who is an architect, you know.”


      “No, I didn’t know.” The steaming tea arrived. Daniel rearranged some dishes while Lucy poured.


      “I only just met him, but he seems quite nice. Perhaps he could have a look at your sketches.”


      “Where did you meet him?”


      When will I learn to be more careful? Lucy had set her own trap. She picked up her teacup to take a sip. “I was at the university on orphanage business and ran into them,” she finally said.


      “Oh, well, if he’s a friend of Leo’s, I suppose he could have a look, though I’m fairly certain of whom I’d like to hire. Back to the question at hand.”


      “The question at hand?” Lucy echoed.


      “The wedding date. How would you feel about midsummer?”


      “Midsummer?” That was nine months away, and she couldn’t possibly wait that long to tell him the truth. The last thing she wanted to do was hurt Daniel, though.


      “I suppose we should consult our mothers,” Daniel said. “It’s likely they already have a date picked out and just haven’t told us!”


      Lucy laughed nervously. “Yes, I suppose so.” She let the moment go. The time was not right.


      “Would a date in July give you enough time to plan the wedding?”


      Lucy chuckled again. “Another question for my mother. But I would imagine so.”


      “I’ll have a word with your mother,” Daniel offered.


      Lucy picked at a cucumber sandwich as her sapphire ring caught the afternoon light streaming through the window. This couldn’t go on much longer, but a lot of people would be unhappy with the truth.
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      Thank you.” With a smile, Lucy pressed a coin into the hand of the cab driver as he helped her down. Daniel had put her in a carriage to carry her safely home after their tea.


      The neighborhood was quiet as the carriage pulled away and Lucy surveyed her surroundings. The Pullmans had houseguests, Lucy knew, so she was not surprised to see a couple of extra coachmen tending to carriages under the broad porch at the front door across Eighteenth Street. The brownstone-covered massive home seemed as impenetrable as the Pullman business empire. Lucy had last been inside the Pullman home the previous spring for a dinner party. She’d spent several hours in the opulent dining room and parlor that evening, and more than one dinner guest had referred to the two-hundred-seat theater and the two-lane private bowling alley of the home. Lucy had managed to swallow her wonderings whether the Pullmans were looking for a life in which they never had to leave their fortress. In comparison, the Bannings lived simply, and perhaps even were the “poor neighbors.”


      Certainly the Fields were not the poor neighbors, nor the Kimballs, whose new home on the corner of Eighteenth and Prairie had been completed only in recent months. Lucy had watched it go up stage by stage, passing by it every day. The neighborhood rumorno one knew for surewas that the owner of the Kimball Piano and Organ Company had a Steinway in his parlor. A Kimball piano would have been a cheap insult to the Rembrandts that hung on the walls. Across the street from the Kimballs, the Glessners were the neighborhood rebels. They refused to erect a home that fit into the unspoken code of European design, opting instead for granite stone architecture that embraced a free American spirit. Inside, Mrs. Glessner flagrantly defied the rules for decorating and welcomed the friendly atmosphere of the Arts and Crafts movement with its warm tones and practicality even in exquisite craftsmanship. Flora Banning acquired select pieces from the Arts and Crafts movement, but Mrs. Glessner embraced it full on.


      Lucy turned to face the solid oak front door of the Banning mansion two doors down from the Kimballs. With lips together, she inhaled deeply, then opened her mouth and exhaled slowly. The weight in her shoulders eased. She should never have let slip to Daniel that she had met Will Edwards at the university. At least Daniel was not coming to dinner tonight, nor would he be calling for her later. A business dinner would consume his evening. The staff would undoubtedly set a place for him just in case. Over the years they had grown used to Daniel’s presence in the Banning house and seemed prepared for his needs regardless of when he turned up.


      You can’t stand on the sidewalk forever, she told herself. Her family may not have been the richest on the block, nor the most daring, nor the most creative, but they were her family. Dinner would be served promptly at eight o’clock, and Lucy could not appear in gray flannel. She picked up her skirts and climbed the handful of steps that led to the front door and entered the expansive foyer.


      Penard, his wrists crossed behind his back, paced in front of a stiff lineup of the household staff. The round dark mahogany pedestal table, anchor of the foyer, separated butler from staff. Taking in the startling scene before her, Lucy instinctively caught herself from letting the door slam.


      “As you know well,” Penard was saying, “my position as butler of this household makes me accountable for every item within its walls. Mr. Banning is seriously distressed that some items have gone missing from his private study. I have admonished each of you repeatedly not to enter that room without specific permission from me, and I have extended no such permission to any of you. You can understand my concern that some items of sentimental value to Mr. Banning have disappeared.”


      As if on ominous cue, the seven-foot grandfather clock bonged six times.


      Lucy skimmed the expressions of one stricken servant’s face after another. As much as she might like to, she could not get involved. Running the household was Penard’s purview. Her parents had trusted him for fifteen years. Mrs. Fletcher, the cook, had been with the family for years as well and was above reproach. The other staff tended to rotate every year or two. Lucy so far had found Archie Shepard, the footman and assistant coachman, to take his responsibilities seriously, and Elsie, the ladies’ maid she shared with her mother, to be delightfully personable. Bessie, the parlor maid, said no more than she had to but anticipated her tasks and the family’s needs with almost befuddling accuracy. The kitchen maid, Kate, had left abruptly a couple of weeks earlier, but Lucy assessed her to be simply high-strung, not the sort who had any point to prove by stealing knickknacks. She wondered whom Penard could suspect among this lot.


      Lucy’s eyes moved to the young woman at the end of the lineup. She must be the new kitchen maid, she thought, and Penard is going to scare her off before she even catches her breath. The woman, who was around Lucy’s age, stared at her feet during the entire dressing-down. Holding her satchel closely, Lucy inched away from the door and toward the marble stairs across the foyer.


      Penard pivoted and paced in the opposite direction. “I need not remind any of you that you serve in this house at my pleasure. The Bannings give me authority. If I do not recommend you, you do not work here. It’s that simple. For the moment, I will refrain from making specific allegations, but be warned that I will be watching carefully. I will know everything that happens in this house.”


      The new kitchen maid twitched, and her eyes rose momentarily to Penard.


      “Charlotte, do you have something you wish to say?” Penard glared at the maid.


      “No, sir.” The maid’s eyes went back to her feet.


      “If I discover that you are withholding anything from me, you have my assurance you will regret it.”


      “Yes, sir, Mr. Penard.”


      Lucy flinched on the girl’s behalf. Clearly she was unnerved. Was it really necessary for Penard to speak to her this way on her first afternoon of employment?


      Still, Lucy knew she ought to go upstairs to choose a gown for dinner and let Penard sort out whatever was amiss. Her foot was on the first marble step when her father burst into the foyer.


      “Well, Penard, what have you discerned?” Samuel Banning boomed.


      Lucy cringed. She knew that intonation well: her father had given up even trying to be polite. Involuntarily, she turned to see how Penard would respond.


      “I have taken appropriate action, Mr. Banning,” Penard said. “I’m sure we have put an end to things.”


      Samuel Banning pointed at Charlotte, the new maid. “Who is this? I don’t recognize her.”


      “This is Miss Charlotte Farrow,” Penard responded evenly. “We have engaged her services as a kitchen maid. She has just arrived to take up her post.”


      “Was she here yesterday?” Samuel snapped.


      “Only briefly, sir, for an interview.”


      “Why didn’t I meet her?”


      “You had not yet come home from the Calumet Club, sir. After I interviewed her and recommended her, Mrs. Banning gave her approval.”


      “If she was here yesterday, she could have done it,” Samuel said. “I want to see her bags.”


      By now Charlotte was visibly quaking, and Lucy could no longer resist the urge to intervene. “Father, please. I’ve only just got home, so I’m not sure what is causing such a stir, but I’m certain we can sort it out calmly.”


      “You wouldn’t say that if it were your items going missing. My brass paperweight is gone.”


      “The one shaped like a gavel?”


      “Yes. It’s the only brass paperweight I have.”


      “It’s not the first time you thought something was missing, Father,” Lucy reminded him. “Remember last spring when you were sure Richard took a book from your library of first editions? You were quite distressed, as I recall. But it turned out you loaned it to Daniel’s father. You didn’t even recall you’d given it to him until he returned it a few weeks later.”


      “This is not the same at all,” Samuel said. But the wind had gone out ofhim.


      Lucy glanced at Charlotte, who was so pale Lucy thought she might faint.


      “Father, let the staff go back to work.” She spoke quietly. “I’m sure if we put our minds to it, we can figure out what happened.”


      “That’s what your mother says.” Samuel raised rather than lowered his voice.“But if one of her precious pots went missing, she’d sing a different tune.”


      “I would sing exactly the same tune.” Flora Banning appeared in the broad arch that led from the parlor to the foyer. “Penard has a spotless record hiring staff, as you well know. No one he has brought into our employ has ever given you cause to think twice.”


      “Things change. This new girl”


      “She’s only been here a few hours, Samuel.”


      “But yesterday”


      “She was in the parlor for all of ten minutes and then left directly by the servants’ entrance. She was nowhere near your study.”


      Lucy glanced at the maid, who seemed visibly relieved.


      Flora turned to Penard. “You may dismiss the staff, Penard. I’m sure they all have better things to do.”


      Penard nodded his head almost imperceptibly, and the staff dispersed.


      “Samuel, for goodness’ sake,” Flora said, “it’s a paperweight. It’s nothing of value.”


      “That’s hardly the point, Flora.”


      “I’m sure you’ve just misplaced it. You’re not in court. There’s no need to put anyone on trial. Stop acting like a foolish old man.” Flora’s eyes brightened as she looked at her daughter. “Lucy, dear, you’re home.”


      Lucy stepped over to kiss her mother’s cheek, one hand behind her back with the satchel.


      “Have you been with Daniel in that outfit?” Flora asked.


      Lucy sighed. “Yes, Mother. I had no time to come home and change. It’s a perfectly good suit.”


      “It’s drab and off the rack. It’s a good thing Daniel is as fond of you as he is. I’m surprised he allows you to dress the way you do sometimes.”


      Lucy’s eyes flared but she held her tone. “It’s hardly Daniel’s decision how I dress for an afternoon at the orphanage, is it?”


      “You’re going to be his wife soon. Your appearance will reflect onhim.”


      “I promise I’m not going to get married in a gray flannel suit.”


      “Goodness, I should hope not,” Flora said. “Have the two of you settled on a date?”


      Lucy let her gaze drift away casually. “Daniel suggested mid-July.”


      “In the middle of the summer heat! Oh, I don’t know, Lucy.”


      Lucy shrugged. “It’s just a suggestion. We haven’t decided anything.”


      “Perhaps I’ll have a word with his mother. We don’t want to let it become an urgent question.”


      Lucy smiled. Daniel was of course correct that the mothers would have strong opinions. “The only urgent question I’m facing is what to wear for dinner tonight.” She looked from one parent to the other, then took her sulking father’s elbow and turned him around. “Why don’t the two of you relax in the parlor? Perhaps Mrs. Fletcher can have Bessie bring you some refreshment.”


      “I’ll call for her,” Flora said, taking her husband’s other arm.


      “I had hoped Aunt Violet would be here,” Lucy said. “It’s Thursday.”


      “She telephoned this afternoon to say she is otherwise engaged,” her mother explained.


      “Then I hope she’s enjoying herself.” Lucy’s words masked her disappointment. Aunt Violet, where are you when I need you?


      By the time Lucy left her parents in the parlor, Flora was talking about the redecorating that should be done before the wedding. As she turned back toward the stairs, across the foyer Lucy saw movement in the dining room. She paused long enough to see it was the new maid beginning to lay the table for dinner. The girl looked up just long enough to catch Lucy’s eye before busying herself with the china.


      Something’s wrong, Lucy thought, but not what Father thinks.
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