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PROLOGUE

[image: 9781441202277_0009_001]
Bath, England 
December 1850 

Catherine, my dear, I want you to meet Mr. Carter Danby of Pennsylvania in America.” Nelson Newbury raised his voice to be heard above the stringed quartet providing dancing music for his guests. “Mr. Danby, this is my daughter, Catherine Newbury.” 

Catherine let her gaze sweep quickly over the dashing stranger before meeting his dark eyes. He wore an evening coat of some value; the cut and the materials were the finest available. His face was clean-shaven and his dark hair groomed to a meticulous point of fashion. He was, as her friend Elizabeth might have proclaimed, “Fit enough for Her Majesty’s court.”

“How do you do, Mr. 1Danby?” She gave a perfunctory  curtsy.

“I do quite well, Miss Newbury. Thank you.” He offered a bow and a charming smile that Catherine was sure had melted more than one young woman’s heart. The twinkle in his eyes seemed to promise something more—maybe mischief, maybe understanding. Perhaps he could read her thoughts and knew how unimpressed she really was.

Having been called a handsome young woman since she was twelve, Catherine was used to men vying for her attention. She’d been promised the moon, given her share of silly trinkets, and endured more than one slobbering ninny twice her age begging for her hand in marriage. Perhaps Carter Danby was to be the next in line.

She couldn’t help but smile at the thought. At least he was closer to her own seventeen years. She guessed him to be twenty and five, maybe a year or two younger. He had an assured air about him, however, that suggested he was confident of his position and personage. That alone put him head and shoulders above the rest. Not that he needed help in that department either. He was quite tall. 

“Mr. Danby is studying architecture and has come to Bath to visit some of our finer examples,” her father relayed.

Catherine smiled at her father. “I’m glad he could join our Christmas party. It would be quite dreary to spend the holidays looking only at stone and scrolling.”

Mr. Danby chuckled, causing Catherine to once again extend him a glance. He seemed genuinely amused and did not appear to be putting on airs. But then again, he was from America,  and what few Americans she had met were quite a mystery to Catherine.

“I assure you I am feeling far from dreary. I find the sights, especially in Bath, to be quite pleasing.” He grinned, seeming to know she would catch his meaning. Yet rather than wait for her response, Danby continued. “I plan to be home before Christmas.  In fact, this is my last stop. We travel in two days’ time for Bristol and the ship that will bear us home.”

“That’s wonderful, Mr. Danby. Perhaps you will travel on one of my father’s ships. He has the best fleet of passenger and cargo vessels.”

“So I have been told. But, alas, I am not to enjoy that pleasure.”

“Well, then, my good fellow, you must instead enjoy the pleasures of the evening and the hospitality we can afford you,”  her father declared.

Carter Danby eyed Catherine. “I intend to do just that.”

Catherine felt her cheeks grow hot and quickly turned away. 

“If you’ll both excuse me, I have other guests to see to.”

She hurried off in the direction of her friend Elizabeth, who happened to be sharing a rather private conversation with another of their acquaintances, Mrs. Witherspoon.

“And that was the reason she could not be seen in good company. No one can be certain as to whether or not the poor soul was with child, but it is, of course, presumed so,” Mrs. Witherspoon said with a tone that suggested grave concern.

“Of course,” Elizabeth said, completely horrified. She looked up at Catherine and held her hand to her throat as if the entire matter were too much. “We were just discussing Lady Overton’s youngest daughter.”

“It appears the conversation is not a pleasant one,” Catherine  countered.

“Indeed it is not,” Mrs. Witherspoon said, shaking her head and looking around suspiciously. “It is a sad day indeed when a young lady of good reputation ruins her chances in society by dallying with a man of ill repute.”

“Sad, too, that society will be so judgmental of her actions.”

Mrs. Witherspoon seemed taken aback. “My dear, we all live by the judgment of our society. There is no other mark by which we can base the value of a person’s character than by their actions.”

“Be they perceived or known,” Catherine replied in a mocking voice that she hoped would put the older woman in her place.

To her consternation, however, Mrs. Witherspoon nodded with great enthusiasm.

“To be sure. And that is why we must be very careful that we give no perceived offense. I cannot express enough the importance of that point.”

Catherine then watched as the two women began to smile brightly, as though the sun itself had just burst through the clouds.

She turned and saw Mr. Danby.

“Mrs. Witherspoon, Miss Merriweather, may I present Mr.

Carter Danby of America.”

The women curtsied and bowed their heads momentarily.

Mr. Danby smiled and gave a crisp bow. “Ladies, I am quite delighted.”

“What brings you to Bath, Mr. Danby?” Mrs. Witherspoon asked, her voice taking on a higher pitch in her nervousness.

“I am lately here on business, ma’am, but presently have come to ask Miss Newbury if she would do me the honor of a dance.”

Knowing that duty was more important than her own personal feelings, Catherine said, “Of course. You are kind to ask.” 

She allowed him to draw her away, the wide expanse of her silk ball gown swinging in bell-like fashion as Mr. Danby moved her to the dance floor. The music began immediately as they stepped in line with the others.

Moving forward to the music, Catherine felt Danby take hold of her arm as he turned her ever so gently to the cadence. 

“You have a beautiful home, Miss Newbury, and I find your father quite congenial.”

“He’s a good man,” Catherine replied as they came apart and circled with their partner to the right.

Coming back together, Danby took hold of her gloved fingers. 

“And what of your mother? I’ve not yet met her.”

They performed the steps perfectly in unison, then again pulled apart as Catherine answered. “She passed on with my younger brothers some two years past. It was influenza.”

As they rejoined after completing a series of intricate steps and turns, she found him quite sober. “I am sorry, Miss Newbury. 

That loss must have been quite acute.”

“Yes,” she murmured.

They went on in this manner, sharing little comments about the holidays and the weather. At one point Catherine was rather surprised when he asked for her impression of America.

“I have none, save that which I’ve experienced through her people or stories,” she answered as the dance concluded and he led her from the floor.

“And have your experiences been good or bad?” He smiled  as they stopped in a less-populated corner of the room.

“They have been good overall, I suppose.” She looked at him and found his gaze intense. “Of course,” she added quickly, “Americans do tend to be confused by the protocol and social structure of England. Perhaps it was one of the things they threw off in their independence.”

He laughed, and she thought it delightful the way tiny lines appeared at the corners of his eyes. Perhaps he was a happy man by nature.

“I would prefer there be no social classes or divisions. I find charming company in most every circle. However, I assure you we have our social classes and taboos in America as well. It would have been nice to cast those aside with other archaic notions, but, alas, we have not so distanced ourselves from our mother country that we have allowed for that matter to be resolved in full. I am, however, working on a personal level to see it dismissed.”

“Archaic notions? You think it wrong, then, for the classes  to be divided?”

“I think people are people, Miss Newbury. Some are good.

Some are bad. There will always be problems and issues to resolve so long as even one man remains alive and capable of thinking. Do you not feel imposed upon by the restrictions of your class?”

“Not at all,” Catherine replied. “I know my place, and that  is somewhat of a comfort to me.”

“Perhaps that is only because you are at the upper echelons of society. Were you perhaps a scullery maid, you might feel differently.”

“I doubt that. As a scullery maid, I would know my place— what was expected of me and what was out of my reach. I believe knowing one’s place prevents a great many misfortunes.”

The music started up again, and Catherine found herself growing increasingly uncomfortable. She wasn’t sure if it was the topic of their conversation or the nearness of this stranger who seemed to completely captivate her senses.

“If you’ll excuse me.” She didn’t wait for his response but gave a quick curtsy and hurried away. Her heart pounded rapidly as she imagined him watching her go. She forced herself to slow her pace, nod, and comment to those around her while escaping as fast as decorum would allow.

Among the things Catherine loved about her life in Bath was the beauty of the buildings. She thought Mr. Danby very wise to have come to see their architecture. Why, the Roman Baths alone were worthy of the trip, but so too were some of the other beauties, such as the Abbey and the Royal Crescent. She wondered if Danby had been instructed regarding John Wood the elder and his son John Wood the younger. The two had been quite instrumental in creating designs for Bath. Of course, there were others as well, but those two were often heralded above all.

Catherine accepted dances from two of her father’s friends.  They chatted briefly about the weather and the holidays to come, but nothing of significance. Despite having had her new satin slippers stepped on more times than she could count, Catherine was pleased overall with the way things were going. Their servants were well trained and eager to please, so there was no need to worry about the food running out or the liquor being depleted.

And yet for all her desire to forget him, Carter Danby remained present in her mind. He was quite handsome and clearly well-spoken. Catherine couldn’t help but wonder about his life in America. Then, as if thinking on such things had conjured the man in the flesh, he suddenly stood before her. 

“I wonder if I might entice you to take another turn with me.”

Catherine looked up to find Mr. Danby smiling at her. The music that had just begun was clearly a waltz—that most intimate of dances. She hesitated a moment, but seeing Mr. Wooster heading her way, she agreed. At least Danby would not step on her feet.

“I do hope you get a chance to visit America,” Carter Danby said as they turned into the flow of dancers. “I think you would find it quite entertaining—if not amusing.” 

“I have no intention of doing so,” Catherine replied. “I have more than enough to amuse and entertain me right here.”

“So you think us not worthy of your time or attention?”

She looked up at him and shook her head. “Hardly so. I  simply do not think of you at all.”

“Spoken like a true English patriot.” 

“And what is that supposed to mean?” She took great offense  at his tone and stiffened in his arms.

Mr. Danby laughed. “Meaning only that for many an Englishman it is far easier to forget our existence than to remember the loss. American independence is not that ancient of a history. If you consider the conflict little more than thirty years past when your country attacked and burned our capital, then it’s even more understandable.”

“I am not overly concerned with either your independence or our loss. To everything there is a season, and perhaps that season known as the American Colonies is best forgotten. The heartache comes from the sad way it divided families and destroyed livelihoods.”

Danby nodded. “Perhaps you are right. Wrongs of the past are best forgotten.”

She smiled knowingly. “So you admit America was wrong in rebelling.”

He laughed so loudly that Catherine was immediately embarrassed as several couples looked their way. She wanted only to walk—no, run—from the room, but instead she forced herself to look at Danby.

“You’re amused?”

“Only that you could so clearly misunderstand me. Of course, you are very young. I did not imply that America was wrong.  Rather, that England was at fault for her poor management, abuses, and neglects. Those are the wrongs that I believe are best forgotten.”

The music stopped and Catherine quickly pulled away from her partner. “Thank you for your explanation, Mr. Danby. At ten and seven, I do find that many things escape my understanding.”  She turned and left quickly, realizing that Carter Danby was the only man who had ever made her feel like running away.

She was still thinking about him later that evening as she lay in bed trying to sleep. It was nearly four in the morning, and while the party had been concluded for many hours, her desire to put the American from her mind was not as easily accomplished.

Getting up, she pulled on her housecoat and decided a bite to eat might settle her for the night. She’d eaten very little at the  party, and prior to that had been much too busy in preparation to dine properly. Surely Cook had left something in the kitchen.

The warmth of the velvet robe embraced her as she did up the buttons. The coat had been a gift from her mother, and though no longer fashionable and suffering wear, Catherine had been reluctant to cast it off for another. She smiled as she pulled her long brown hair from the collar.

“I wish you could have been here tonight, Mother,” she whispered in the chilled room. The night felt so damp and cold that even the small fire in her hearth did little to dispel it. Perhaps it would snow. Snow would at least keep Father home. He wouldn’t risk a journey to Bristol if there were any threat of being delayed. It would be of great comfort to have him home. Especially for the holidays.

Catherine slipped into the hall and made her way downstairs. She paused on the first floor, seeing a light glow from under her father’s library door. Could he have found sleep an elusive friend as well? Perhaps they might talk over the evening.

She decided to forgo the refreshment and instead went to her father’s office, where she could now hear voices. Frowning, she recognized her father’s business partner, Finley Baker. The man offered her nothing but misgivings about his gender.

“Consider it a final favor, then, Newbury. The truth is upon us.”

“But it is a truth of which I had no knowledge.” Catherine’s father sounded very upset. She thought to interrupt as she reached for the door handle, then pulled back as Baker laughed bitterly.

“It matters not that you had no knowledge. Your name is on every ledger and invoice. You might as well have known from  the start, for that is what will be presumed—if not proven—for the courts.”

“This is an outrage, sir!” her father declared, and the sound of something being hit or thrown caused Catherine to nearly jump out of her skin. It wasn’t like her father to lose his temper. “I have never agreed to deal in illegal goods, as you well know.”

“Be that as it may, Newbury, there is no help for it now. The authorities will be fast upon my heels. I would expect them no later than this morning. Now I will take my leave, but you should credit me at least with having the decency to give you warning.”

Catherine heard someone move for the door. As the handle began to turn, she quickly backed into the room across the hall and disappeared into the darkness. She could see from her hiding place that Baker now stood in the doorway, his back to her.

“Newbury, they will surely take hold of your assets. You would be wise to take what you can and leave the country. That is my purpose at this moment. Our ship The Adelaide is harbored at Plymouth. We can surely make it there and escape this matter.  Why, in a fortnight we could be resting easy and sipping the finest of French wines.”

“I don’t mean to leave, Baker. This matter must be faced as an honorable man would deal with any unpleasant deception thrust upon him.”

Baker laughed. “Be the scapegoat. It really matters little to me. They will confiscate your home and put you in prison. No doubt put that pretty daughter of yours there as well.”

“Get out!”

Catherine backed even farther into the room’s confines. She had never seen her father angrier. He lunged for Baker, but the man merely sidestepped his attack and headed down the hall.

“Mark my words, Newbury. You will find little comfort in  the days to come.”

Catherine heard the man’s boots stomp on the stairs as he raced from the house. No doubt he would be gone even before one of the servants could be summoned to hold him for the authorities.

Creeping toward the hallway, Catherine watched her father shake his head and go back into the library. She knew he probably wouldn’t wish her to have been witness to the affair, but she couldn’t lie to him and say otherwise.

“Father, what in the world was that all about?” 

Nelson Newbury looked up from the hearth where he now stood. “Catherine, what are you doing up?”

“I heard voices. I’m ashamed to admit I listened at your door.”

“Then you know the worst of it,” he said, hanging his head.

“No, I’m not sure that I do. I heard Mr. Baker say that the authorities would soon be here to take you to prison, but I do not pretend to know why.” She felt a tight band wrap her chest, threatening to cut off her very breath. “Why would he say such things, Father?” 

“Because my ships have been caught with contraband. Slaves from Africa.”

“Slaves? Surely not. We’ve never traded in slaves. We do not believe in such things.” She went to his side. “It must be a mistake.”

“No mistake, unfortunately. Baker planned it all out and made a tidy profit for himself.” Her father’s tone left little doubt of his bitterness. “I can scarce believe the man would do such a deplorable thing, but to the authorities it will matter little what I believed of him.”

Catherine took hold of his arm. “Father, this surely cannot be the end of it. You must send men to capture Mr. Baker.  He has told you where he is headed. Let the authorities know this, so that they might keep him from leaving the country. You were a victim of Mr. Baker’s duplicity. That is hardly worthy of imprisonment.” 

Her father straightened and met her gaze. “Daughter, you must get away from here.”

“I will not. I will not leave your side.”

“If you do not, I cannot focus on what must be done to clear my name. There is no telling what the authorities will deem necessary to resolve the matter. I will not have my estates confiscated and my daughter left to fend for herself. I will call Dugan. He and Selma may go with you. They have been faithful servants, but no doubt they will see their livelihood gone with this chaos. Go to Bristol. My dear friend Captain Marlowe will see you safely out of harm’s way.” Her father hurried to his desk and took up pen and paper. 

“I won’t go.” Catherine shook her head. “Stop. I won’t leave you, Father.”

“You must. If you love me, then I beg you to do this thing for me. If the matter is easily resolved, I will merely send for you again. I will not have you bear the consequences of my mistakes. 

Captain Marlowe has family in America. I believe it would do  you good to visit and see New York City, perhaps. It is quite fascinating.”

Catherine could see his determination. “Is there no other way? No other hope for me to remain at your side?”

“No. I have not begun to tell you the full details, but let me say this much: Two men were murdered this night in Bristol by Baker’s hand. There will be little rest for anyone until these issues are resolved.” He dropped the pen and went to one of the bookcases. Pulling out several volumes, he placed the books on his desk, then went back to open a concealed compartment. “You will take this money and see to your needs. To the needs of Dugan and Selma as well.”

The clock chimed from over the mantel. It was only a quarter until five. Soon the entire household would be about their duties. Catherine felt a chill permeate her body. Not even her housecoat could ward off the sense of doom that was now upon them.

“Here,” her father said, thrusting a small leather satchel into her hands. “Take it and hide it well. The morning train would be the best way to get to Bristol, but I fear it will be watched. I’ll advise Dugan to take the carriage.”

Catherine hugged the satchel to her breast. “Why don’t you come with us, Father? You can resolve the matter from America.”

He looked at her sadly and gently touched her cheek. “I might be a poor judge of men, but I am no coward. I will face my mistakes, but I will not allow my only remaining child to do so as well.”

She threw herself into his arms and held him as though she might drown if she let go. And truly that was what she felt might happen. How could she lose him like this? She’d only bid her  mother and siblings good-bye two years ago. She needed him.  He was her only connection to the past—to her mother and brothers—to her childhood.

Sobbing, she tried one more time. “Please let me stay with you.”

“I love you too much to allow for that, kitten. You must be a good girl now. You must be brave and stand fast that I might also do the same.”

She recognized the rough, desperate plea in his voice and knew her show of sorrow and despair was taking its toll on him. 

The thought sobered her, and straightening, Catherine stretched on tiptoe and kissed her father’s cheek.

“I love you, Father. I will go to America, but even from there I will do whatever is possible to be at your aid—at your side.”

“You will always be with me—at least in heart,” he whispered.  He kissed her forehead, then put her away from him. “Now go pack. There isn’t time or the ability to take many things, I’m sorry to say. Take what will service you well. It will be cold on the Atlantic—I know it well. Take whatever will see you through the winter.”

Catherine nodded and turned for the door. She wanted desperately to look back—to see his face and memorize every detail. A fear began to eat at her—tearing away her strength and resolve. She might never see him again. This might very well be good-bye.


CHAPTER 1
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Philadelphia
June 1855

Catherine, where are you?”

Looking up from the bodice she’d just pinned, Catherine called out, “I’m here, Mrs. Clarkson. In the sewing room.” Her employer, a stocky woman whose curly brown hair had been pulled straight back into a tight little bun, charged into the room like a general taking new ground.

“The news is very good. Your designs have been talked about all over the world.”

“Excuse me?”

“Everyone is excited. Remember when I went to the Industry of the Nations exhibit in Paris? Well, I gave some of your drawings  to my friends in the fashion industry there. Catherine Shay is a name they are now speaking with great reverence. They believe you will soon be known throughout all of society as the most reputable of American fashion designers for women.”

Catherine straightened and put the bodice aside. She could scarcely believe Mrs. Clarkson was serious.

“Surely you jest. There are far too many credible French designers to worry about a silly . . . American woman.” Catherine nearly stumbled on the description of herself. It had been five years since she’d come to hide in America. She couldn’t risk losing that shelter now. Of course, if Mrs. Clarkson had her way, the entire world would be privy to Catherine’s hiding place.

Mrs. Clarkson took a chair and pulled it up to the sewing table. “My dear, you are already greatly appreciated here. Why, every woman in Philadelphia is now demanding your fresh designs for their gowns. I cannot even allow you to take time away from your creative work to merely sew on garments of lesser value.”

Catherine laughed. “You exaggerate, of course. Although, I appreciate your kind regard.”

“It is not exaggeration. With the winter season beginning and holiday gowns in demand, you will soon see the truth of it. I had no fewer than ten requests for your personal attention and design. I’ve no doubt there will be at least another fifty before the end of the month.”

“Well, I certainly hope for your sake that is true, but of course I cannot possibly design fifty or sixty new gowns in the time needed.”

“But don’t you see? That is what will make your creations even more sought after. Women will know that they will be  among the chosen few, should they get a gown designed by Shay.”  She smiled and pulled off her gold-rimmed glasses. “I am quite pleased, my dear. You must know that.”

Catherine heard the satisfaction in Mrs. Clarkson’s voice as she added, “The business is doing very well, and you can be quite proud of what you have accomplished.”

It was true. The business was doing exceptionally well. Only the day before a new sign had been delivered and installed over the door of the modest four-story brick building. It read Clarkson’s Dressmaking in large lettering. Then in smaller print, Specialized Designs for Women.

“No one works alone here,” Catherine finally offered. “We all do our part. Praise me if you will, but then allow that such praise must also fall back on yourself and the others.”

“My dear, I will not be swayed. I know very well that your work here has brought about much of my success. Your designs are unequaled, except perhaps for those in France.” She grinned mischievously. “I cannot discredit my own countrymen—no matter that I have been an American lo these thirty-two years. My, but it does not seem so much time has passed. Only yesterday Jean Pierre and I were working to tailor suits for fashionable men of means.” She sighed and leaned back in the chair. “My brother is greatly missed. He was such a comfort to me after my own husband died; now I must comfort myself in knowing I shall one day see them both in heaven.”

“I can very well understand,” Catherine replied, not daring to meet Mrs. Clarkson’s eyes. “At least I like to imagine that I can,”  she added, lest there be any question to her comment.

The longing to see her father again was something that ate at Catherine’s heart daily. For so long there had been no word—no  understanding of what had happened to him. She knew he had been sent to prison, but little else. With his assets taken by the Crown, there had been little hope of proper representation.

“Well, we must each bear our cross, no?”

“It is true.” Catherine held up the bodice. “I think this will work nicely for Mrs. Stern.” The low neckline was something Catherine had imitated after seeing a fashion plate in Peterson’s Magazine.

“She does like to reveal more of herself than most,” Mrs.

Clarkson said, admiring Catherine’s work. “You have made it perfectly.”

Catherine smiled. “We shall see.”

“Mrs. Clarkson?” A young girl of no more than fifteen entered the room. She brought a pattern to the older woman and frowned.

“I cannot seem to remember how to enlarge the bust.”

“Lydia, you cannot advance to Improver if you are slack in your work. Pay attention to the little things.” Mrs. Clarkson got on her feet. “Come to the table by the window.”

Catherine watched the girl begrudgingly follow. Lydia had been troubled since moving into the sewing house. She had apprenticed for a year before coming to live at Clarkson’s, and the transition had not been easy. She missed her mother and sisters greatly and cried herself to sleep on many a night. Catherine had tried to befriend her, but Lydia seemed inclined toward Felicia, one of the more troublesome young women in the house.

Living at the sewing house had been Catherine’s deliverance. It had been made even better by the fact that besides hiring Catherine because of her sewing abilities, Mrs. Clarkson had needed Dugan and Selma for their skills. Selma now cooked and cleaned for the house, and Dugan handled her yards and carriage.

Their time in America had been arduous, but finding work here with Mrs. Clarkson had been an answer to prayer. Catherine didn’t even mind the long hours. Spending ten or twelve hours sewing each day gave her little time to feel sorry for herself. By the time the holidays came around, the hours increased to fifteen, and even then Catherine was grateful. It was a difficult task, but Catherine found that with some effort she was slowly purging the memories of better days gone by.

Catherine put the bodice away and made her way upstairs to her room. Her shoulders ached from sitting hunched over her work. It would soon be time to retire for the night, and there were still things she needed to tend to. Two blouses and several pairs of stockings would need to be washed by hand. Then, of course, she had tried to be faithful to read her Bible and spend time in prayer for her father.

“I hoped I might catch you before you went to bed.”

Catherine looked up to find the ever-faithful Selma. “Of course. Shall we go to your quarters?”

Selma nodded. The woman had been like a mother to Catherine for these five long years. Yet Selma had always been special.  When Nanny Bryce had died during the same influenza epidemic that claimed her mother and brothers, Catherine had sought solace in Selma’s company.

“We’ve had a letter,” Selma whispered conspiratorially as Catherine joined her.

“From home?”

“Yes. It’s not much, but it will offer a thread of hope.”

Catherine had great difficulty keeping her hopes up. Selma had told her over and over that God had not forgotten them, but that wasn’t how it felt.

In their fourth-floor apartment, Dugan already had a fire lit in welcome. Catherine smiled as she came into their tiny sitting room. Apparently Dugan wasn’t the only one who had anticipated her arrival. Selma had tea and buttered bread waiting to refresh them.

“Dugan, how are you tonight?”

“I’m fit as a fiddle, miss. You needn’t worry about old Dugan.”

He smiled and pointed to the chair nearest the hearth. “You sit yourself right now.”

Catherine knew better than to argue. The chair offered was Dugan’s favorite, but he would not hear of her sitting elsewhere.

“Selma said you’d had a letter.”

“A short one,” Selma explained as she retrieved the missive.

“ ’Tis from my sister Agnes.” She extended the letter to Catherine.

“You read while I pour tea.”

Reading the contents was as refreshing as a glass of cold water on a warm day. There was the usual chatter about missing Selma and Dugan, as well as the exchange of pleasantries and news of the family. Finally there were a few lines regarding Catherine’s father.

“ ‘We do not know,’ ” Catherine read aloud, “ ‘how our master endures his days in the prison. When we learned he was resettled in an institution nearby, Bradley tried to see him, but they would not allow for visitors. They assured us he was well and, in truth, Bradley felt the prison to be smaller and in better condition than most.’

“At least we know where he is,” Catherine murmured, then continued reading.

“ ‘Mr. Newbury was always of strong constitution. We pray that has followed him through his incarceration. The prison  guard told Bradley that Mr. Newbury’s sentence would see him there another twenty years.’ ”

Catherine felt the words cut deep. “ ‘There has come word that Mr. Baker was seen in France, but whether or not the proper authorities could be notified before he slipped away once again, no one can say. Then, too, this might well be nothing more than useless gossip.’ ”

Catherine looked up, letting the letter drop to her lap, “But surely there would be no reason to offer pretense on such a matter.”

“I cannot think it would serve any good purpose,” Selma replied. “But you know how people can be. Someone might very well have mentioned it simply to feel important.” She handed Catherine a cup of tea. “Help yourself to the bread.”

Catherine sipped the tea thoughtfully and glanced again at the letter. “Thank you. The tea is quite good.”

“Something to warm your bones. The chill of autumn is upon us,” Selma offered with a smile.

“I feel so helpless. I feel I have failed Father.” Catherine reread the letter, hoping a second glance might offer something more.  She shook her head and folded the pages. “I wish we could do something. I’ve saved as much money as I could these last years, but it is so little. It wouldn’t even buy us passage home, much less buy adequate legal help or hire an investigator to hunt down Mr. Baker.”

“You cannot blame yourself for that, child.” Dugan reached for his pipe. “You and your father are innocent of the wrong in this matter.”

“Yes, but we are the ones who suffer. Of course, Father suffers more than I, but Finley Baker goes about his business without retribution or consternation.”

“I doubt that the man is free from worry,” Selma declared.

She took up a ball of yarn and plopped down in a rocking chair beside the fire. “He has had to remove himself from society and relocate whenever he is found out and questioned. We know that much to be true, for when the authorities first went in search of him, he moved no less than five times in six months.”

“Yes, but I am certain that search has been forsaken long  ago,” Catherine said, reaching for a piece of bread.

“I’m surprised that he hasn’t made his way to America,”

Dugan put in. “Seems it would be far easier to put himself out of reach by putting an ocean between him and England.”

“America might offer the ocean, but the Continent allows easier and quicker transportation. The variety of transport, accommodations, and locations cannot be easily dismissed. Besides, you can be certain that he has friends there. Friends who have allowed him to escape while my father suffers and languishes in prison for five long years.”

Catherine thought back to when they had traveled to America with the sympathetic Captain Marlowe, then been deposited at a boardinghouse run by the man’s cousin. Shortly thereafter, the man’s wife had helped them make the acquaintance of Mrs. Clarkson. A few short weeks later, the trio had moved to Philadelphia and settled into the sewing house.

Selma’s knitting needles began clicking away as she rocked. “The good Lord will guide us, Catherine. He knows the injustice done and He will set things right.”

“I only hope He doesn’t wait too long,” Catherine replied bitterly. “My father was a healthy man when I left, but no doubt prison has taken its toll—despite your nephew’s report of him.”

“And surely God cannot keep a man from ill health in prison,”  Dugan said with a smile.

Catherine realized he meant well. “Of course God can, but the question is, will He? He could have kept this from happening in the first place, but He chose not to.”

“A hard thing to accept.” Dugan puffed on his pipe and nodded thoughtfully.

One of her father’s most trusted servants, Dugan had been injured in a carriage accident when he was young and bore a crippled leg that left him with a limp. Where other employers might have sent the man packing, Catherine’s father had always seen to it that Dugan had work.

Father had been good about things like that. He noted the condition and abilities of the people around him. He sought to best fit them into service rather than merely dismiss them as beneath his concern.

“Oh, I miss him so much,” Catherine whispered as she gazed into the fire.

“Aye, the master is a good man,” Selma replied. “He would be proud of the way you’ve held up your head and put your hands to good work. He might never have wished for his daughter to do common labor, but I know he would delight in your choices.”

“Situations thrust upon one are hardly choices,” Catherine answered rather bitterly. “Nanny Bryce saw to it that I mastered sewing. I’m good for little else. And had it not been at Father’s pleading, I would not be in this country at all.”

“But America seems a good place,” Selma countered. “I realize all we know of it is New York City and Philadelphia, but this land has been good to us.”

“True, true,” Dugan offered. “We cannot be rejecting the goodness  offered us. We would not have found it so in England.”

Catherine nodded, knowing it was true enough. Work would have been impossible, friends would have turned in fear of association, and relatives would have avoided her at all costs. Not that there were many to be had, save some distant cousins. England’s hierarchy of society would have commiserated over her position but offered her little else.

“Of course you’re right. America has been good to us. I do not mean to speak against her. There is, however, a longing for the life I once knew. I cannot help but miss my friends and our dear little home in Bath.” She looked up and met Selma’s sympathetic gaze. “Your exile has been hard as well. I know you miss your families there. I feel awful that you should be without them on my account.”

“Nonsense. We chose to come,” Selma said as she continued  knitting. “Your father didn’t force us. He very kindly asked.”

“It was our desire to see you through these times,” Dugan  admitted.

“I know.” Catherine put aside her tea. “And you’ve both been so very dear. I don’t mind at all the pretense that you are my mother and father, because in truth you have become so to me in these years.”

“We always wished for children,” Selma said sadly. “Had we ever had a daughter, we would have desired her to be just as you are.”

Catherine smiled. “Tired, dirty, and longing for what she  had been denied?”

Selma laughed and Dugan offered a beaming smile. “Just so long as she was willing to sleep, bathe, and hope for what might yet be,” the older man replied.

“That I am, Dugan. It’s all that gets me through each day.” 

She got to her feet and stretched. “I suppose I should go now. I have a few things to wash—besides myself.”

“Take another piece of bread. You’re far too skinny.”

Catherine laughed but did as Selma instructed. “At least it  keeps me from needing new clothes.”

In the solitude of her room, Catherine tried to force despair from her heart. The image of her father wasting away in a hideous prison was a picture that would not leave her mind. It was the first thing she thought of when she awakened each morning and the last thing on her mind at night.

It mattered little that their fortune was gone—the ships, their home, and all of the furnishings that her mother had tenderly overseen. Catherine realized those things meant very little in light of losing her father to a punishment he did not deserve. 

“Were I a man, I would have stayed and fought to see him free,” she murmured.

But had she been a man, she would most likely have found herself imprisoned along with her father. Even now, she knew there were those who looked for her. Some even believed her to have run away with Finley Baker.

“Bah!” The man’s name stirred rage in her as nothing else might. She had found herself expanding on the Lord’s Prayer each night, praying that God might deliver her from evil and  deliver Finley Baker to the proper authorities. She didn’t believe God minded her personalized addition.

“Why is it that decent men may suffer such heinous injustice, while evil men go about their business wreaking havoc and pain?”

She went to the window and pulled back the drapery she’d helped to make. It was a privilege, she knew, to be in a private room. She was here because she now managed the sewing floor for Mrs. Clarkson. Having worked her way up after proving her ability with a needle, Catherine enjoyed many such privileges.

Turning from the window, she surveyed the room. It was only a fourth of the size of her room in Bath, but it was cozy and tidy. She hugged her arms to her body and felt the worn velvet of her housecoat. It was a little tight in the bodice but otherwise still served her needs faithfully.

Once again she thought of her mother’s loving care in choosing it for her and embroidering the panels that ran down the front. The dark green material had been inset with black and embroidered with gold and silver, red, and lighter greens. The floral pattern her mother had created had come from her own design, and it was to her mother that Catherine credited her own creativity.

Designing had been easy enough for Catherine. Having worn glorious ball gowns and equally lavish day dresses, Catherine knew a thing or two about regal wear. She also knew, as a woman, what things she would like to see changed in fashionable garments. Catherine had instituted some of those ideas in the creations she made for Philadelphia’s elite.

Taking a seat by the fire, she sighed and wondered where her life might take her next. How long before someone came  to America and recognized her? Better yet, how long could she stay away from her father? Yet she knew there was nothing she could do. Even if she went to the prison, she would no doubt be turned away without ever being allowed to see him. Worse still, she might be taken into custody and given a similar fate—and then who would fight for her father?

“Lord, I do not pretend to understand that which has been thrust upon us. I can only pray for deliverance. As you freed your people from Egypt, I beg you to free my father from prison.”

A knock sounded at her door and Catherine stiffened. It was not Selma’s light knock or even Mrs. Clarkson’s gentle hand.

“Who is it?” she asked as she went to the door.

“Felicia. Open the door, it’s drafty out here.”

Catherine did as the young woman requested, but she dreaded it. Felicia carried the title of Second Hand in the sewing house. 

That put her subservient only to Mrs. Clarkson and Catherine—a position Felicia greatly detested.

She swept into the room with queenly airs, letting her gaze quickly survey Catherine’s possessions as if assessing for anything new. Appearing satisfied that all remained the same, she turned to Catherine.

“I saw your light was still on. I wondered what you could possibly be up to at this hour.”

Catherine looked at her hard. “If it’s such a strange hour to be awake, I might ask the same of you.”

Felicia laughed and pushed back her long, loose blond hair. “I just finished my work for the day. I felt it important to complete the blouse I’d been given. So there is no foul on my part.”

“I am glad to know it. Now that we have that clear, perhaps you will retire and allow me to do the same.”

Felicia frowned. “You needn’t be uppity with me. You have always taken on airs of superiority, and I resent it very much.

Your English background does not give you any kind of preference here. The English have often been considered traitors and enemies of this country.”

“I may well be English, but I am neither traitor nor enemy.

I’m merely a dressmaker,” Catherine stated, trying to sound indifferent. In truth, her anger was building by the second. Felicia had been nothing but trouble to her since coming to Mrs.

Clarkson’s.

“Well, as long as you know your place,” Felicia said, moving to the open door. “It would appear that thought often escapes you.

You might think yourself above the rest of us, but you aren’t.”

Catherine began to shut the door as Felicia passed through the portal. “I have never pretended to be other than I am.” She closed the door and leaned against it, knowing her words were as far from the truth as anything she might have fabricated.

“Oh, what a liar you are,” Catherine chided herself in a barely audible voice.


CHAPTER  2
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Lee, you’ll never guess my good fortune,” Carter Danby announced as he strode into his best friend’s law office. He shed his wet coat and hat. “Even the rain cannot dampen my spirits.”

At thirty years of age, the two might have been mistaken for brothers, sharing not only a long-standing camaraderie but also physically mirroring each other in height and mannerisms.  But where Carter’s brown hair bordered on ebony, Leander Arlington’s hair was honeyed brown. And while Carter’s eyes matched the same deep hue as his hair, Lee’s were twinkling blue.

“So what is it you’ve come to tell me, since I’ll never guess,” 

Lee replied with a grin.

“I have concluded the terms of the contract with Montgomery. He has approved the initial designs and now desires I draw up the detail prints for his new estate.” Carter pulled off his gloves and placed them aside.

“Wonderful! Well done,” Lee said, standing to reach his arm  across the desk as Carter took a seat.

Carter shook Lee’s hand, then leaned back into the chair. “It has been a trial, to be sure. The man and his wife have changed their minds on the details four times. I do believe I could have made better money elsewhere for all the time it’s taken for this one estate.”

“Still, the Montgomery name will bring you high regard. And that, along with your other designs, will surely send you on your way. I do wish you would reconsider your plans on leaving the area, however. Philadelphia needs good architects as well as Boston or New York City.” 

“True, but my family does not reside in either of those dear towns,” Carter fired back with a smile.

“So things are as bad as ever?” Leander asked.

Carter put his hands behind his head and stretched back a bit. “It is certain to never change. At least my father and brother have accepted my desire to focus on a career outside of the family mills. Father has even offered to finance another trip abroad. I figure he means to get me out of his hair.”

“Is this because of his mistress?” Lee settled back and eyed 

 Carter.

“That, amongst other issues. The fact that he and my brother both have their wives and mistresses does little to help matters, but the fact that the men in my family are also given to cheat- ing their customers and making profits on the backs of the less fortunate are also issues that divide us.”

“Well, as your legal confidant, I, of course, will say nothing to anyone. But should they be caught, it will not bode well for the family—for your mother and sister.”

“And don’t I know that. Poor Winnie . . . she tries hard to keep the peace between our parents, but she’s seldom successful.  Father wants only to see her married off to a wealthy man, but the poor girl is so shy she is seldom seen in public. My mother doesn’t make matters any better. She nags and pleads, constantly haranguing my father with accusations—granted, most of them true—and other nonsensical issues until not only does he want to be out of the house, but I want to be absent as well. Even now I’m steadying myself for the journey home.”

“You could come home with me,” Lee offered. “Share supper with us. At least delay your journey as long as possible.” 

“I do enjoy a good meal with such fine company,” Carter said with a sigh, “but I promised my mother I would take supper with the family tonight. She wishes to discuss her Christmas preparations.”

“Ah, the annual Danby Christmas masquerade ball.” Lee chuckled. “I had nearly forgotten.”

“I wish I could.” Carter lowered his arms and leaned forward.  “However, it does keep my mother much occupied for the latter half of the year, and that alone is well worth enduring the rest.”

“You know, if it becomes too much, you have an open invitation at our house. My mother already considers you an extension of the family. Had I any sisters, you would have no doubt found an engagement imposed upon you.”

Carter laughed. “Had you any sisters and were they of the same quality as your mother, an engagement would have been no imposition. I am wont to find a good wife, but I despair of there being any unattached woman of my requirements within one hundred miles of this place.”

“True,” Lee said with a sigh. “I have often thought the same. Mother suggested that I would find such a young lady at our church, but I see no one there to interest me.”

“And my parents only consider attending any type of religious service to be for social purposes and financial gain. If others are of their mind, I frankly have no desire to look for a wife at church.”

“Still,” Lee said, moving a stack of books to one side, “there must be women of worth in this town.”

“Perhaps, but I am certain they are either over fifty, under twelve, or already happily situated,” Carter said with a laugh.

“I suppose we must trust that in time our hearts will show us where true love lies,” Lee stated as Carter went to the window and pulled back the drape. “Have you come in your carriage today?”

“Yes. Do you want a ride home?” Carter let go the drape and turned. “I would be happy to have your company.”

“I would appreciate that. It’s still raining, and I have a stack of books to take with me. Father lent them to me a month ago, and I have been negligent in getting them back.”

“The Judge won’t like that—nor would he like it if they got wet,” Carter teased. Leander’s father was a retired judge, but he still commanded great influence in the community. People respected and loved him, unlike Carter’s father, Elger Danby. People feared him, despised him, and mistrusted him, but still  he managed to succeed. The contradiction of men left Carter somewhat confused. Where Lee’s father was a good man who reverenced God and looked out for the oppressions of mankind, Carter’s father was simply an oppressor.

The confusion was in why God allowed both men to do well—to profit and accomplish great things. Carter constantly worried that his father would bring ruin not only upon his own head but upon the entire family. He prayed that it might not be so, but at the same time he truly desired that his father leave off his illegal practices and illicit affairs and conduct himself more along the lines of Judge Kendrick Arlington.

They reached the Arlington house just as the rain lessened to sprinkles. Directing the horse through the narrow wrought-iron gates, Carter wished that this were his home as well. He could only imagine the joy and satisfaction he might have in sharing his accomplishments with Lee’s parents. With a sigh he pulled the carriage to a stop and tipped his hat.

“There you are, sir. Safe and sound.”

“Think about what I said, Carter. You are always welcome  here.” 

“I appreciate that, Lee. I think the time has come for me to actually consider obtaining my own living quarters.”

“People will think it strange for an unmarried man to leave  his father’s home for another in the same town.”

Carter laughed. “They’d think it even stranger for that unmarried man to strangle his father. No, I think it would do all of us good for me to leave.” 

Lee gave Carter a nod and opened the carriage door. “If I hear of a small place, I will let you know.”

“And if I hear of a good woman . . .” Carter smiled and raised his brows before adding, “I’ll probably keep that news to myself. At least until I see if it can prove useful to me.”

Lee laughed and gathered his books. He’d wrapped them protectively in his coat and now stepped out into the weather.

“I’d likely do the same.”

Carter turned the horse and headed for home. He wasn’t looking forward to the chaos, but he figured with any luck at all, his father would have taken himself out for the evening. Contending with his mother and sister would be much easier with Father gone. Sharing supper with Winifred alone would have been even more ideal. He was very close to his sister, who was ten years his junior—an unexpected surprise in the Danby family.

The rain picked up again and with it Carter’s feelings of despair deepened. Why couldn’t his family be a decent sort? They had wealth and social standing, but the respect given them was a mockery. Those who positioned themselves close to his mother and father only did so for whatever financial gain might be had.

A groomsman met Carter the moment he stopped the carriage near the front door. Usually he would drive back around to the carriage house, but in the rain the groomsman would expect him to stop at the front and take advantage of an easier, drier access to the house.

“Evenin’, suh,” the dark-skinned man said as he took the reins.

“Good evening to you, Joseph. Thank you for taking the carriage.” Joseph was the only black man employed by the Danby family. Carter had found the man half dead on the road between Philadelphia and New York. Joseph had papers showing him to  be free, but he had been robbed and left for dead when ruthless highwaymen crossed his path. Carter had brought him home and declared he would see the man restored to health and hired him as his own personal staff. His father had been livid, but Carter held his ground in a kind of private rebellion. Eventually his father had forgotten the matter and now considered Joseph an important part of the Danby work force.

“How are things today, Joseph?”

“Right as rain, suh,” the younger man said with a glint in his coal-black eyes.

Carter smiled. “Well, that is sure to change when I make my way inside. Is my father to home?”

“No, suh. Left ’bout an hour ago.”

“Good. Then perhaps things will continue to bode well.”

Carter dismounted the carriage and made his way quickly inside. He thought it sad that he would have rather spent the evening drinking coffee and teaching Joseph to read than to endure yet another of his mother’s emotional displays.

“Good evening, Mr. Danby,” the butler announced as he took Carter’s things.

“Good evening, Wilson.”

“Oh, Carter. I thought I heard the carriage. I am so glad you are home,” his mother declared as she scurried across the floor. 

“Your father has gone again—to her. I just know it.”

“Good evening, Mother.” Carter gave her a peck on the cheek and pulled back. “How go your plans for the annual ball?”

His mother’s expression changed from fretful to excited. 

“Well, I was concerned at first of not getting the proper gown made. Everyone knows that Mrs. Clarkson’s assistant, Catherine Shay, designs the best gowns in town. I, of course, insisted that 

–Winifred and I must have a creation from this woman, but Mrs.

Clarkson argued that there were other requests ahead of mine. I told her that I could not be cast aside—that I would pay double what anyone else had offered.”

Carter headed for the warmth of the smallest of the Danby sitting rooms. There he found a fire already blazing. He pulled up a large wing chair and settled in to hear his mother’s tirade.

“I would like very much if you would accompany us tomorrow,” his mother said, standing directly in front of him. Overdressed as usual in a gown more suited for an outing than a quiet dinner at home, Lillian Danby struck quite a picture. She was not a great beauty, but neither was she unpleasant to look at. Carter could not understand why his father had taken a mistress, throwing away his chance at true happiness with the woman he married.

His father had taken his first mistress some fifteen or sixteen years earlier, when Carter’s mother had been considered quite lovely. She had also been far happier and less given to bouts of nerves and bitter musings. His father’s dalliances with other women had aged her before her time.

“Did you hear me?”

Carter realized he hadn’t been listening. “I am sorry, Mother.

It’s been a long day. A good one, but long. I received the final approval from Mr. Montgomery. He is commissioning me to design his estate.”

“Oh, the Montgomery family is a thorn in my flesh,” his mother said, offering no praise for her son’s accomplishment.

“Mrs. Montgomery believes herself well above the rest of us. She has declined my invitation year after year. I can only imagine  she’ll do so again this year, and what will that say to the rest of our friends?”

Carter gave only a hint of a smile. “That she doesn’t like parties?”

“Oh, were that only true. But no. She will be seen at the homes of the Wellingtons and Duffs. Why, she was definitely present at the summer soiree that the Stanleys held. She even brought her nephew, who is a duke or some such thing. It was the talk of the town.” 

“Now, Mother. Those were all summer parties. Perhaps she fears the winter night air will be harmful to her health.”

His mother gave a sniff and sank into a black-and-white striped chair. “I hardly believe that credible, but you are good to try to comfort my nerves. As I said before, I would like very much for you to escort your sister and me to Mrs. Clarkson’s tomorrow. We are to talk to Catherine Shay herself.”

“And what will this Catherine Shay do for you?”

“Why, she will design the gowns we are to wear to the masquerade. It’s all very secretive, you know. It hardly does any good to have a masquerade if everyone already knows what gown you will wear.” 

Carter considered that for only a fraction of a second. “Of course.”

“Well, your father is having a meeting here—something about the mills. I’m certain you will not mind being absent from the house.”

Carter hadn’t realized a meeting had been planned, but his mother was right. He had no desire to be anywhere around. “I can accompany you and Winifred.”

“What about me?” Winifred asked as she swept into the room. Petite and sharing the same dark hair and eyes as Carter, she offered a sweet smile that seemed to brighten the entire room.

“I promised our mother that I would drive you both to the dressmaker tomorrow.”

“That is kind,” she said, kissing him on the top of his head.

“Too bad Mrs. Clarkson’s shop designs clothes only for women.

You could use a new suit or two.”

Their mother frowned. “Oh, it’s true. You need new clothes, Carter. You must take yourself to the tailor as soon as possible. I won’t have my friends looking down upon me because you’re running about Philadelphia in threadbare, out-of-date clothing.”

Carter laughed heartily at this. “I am hardly threadbare, Mother.”

“Well, promise me you will go, nevertheless. If you do not go,” she said, exaggerating the situation by waving her arms and fluttering her hands, “I am certain to hear about it. I only wish to keep the family from such negative gossip. Oh, it never fails to amaze me how innocent people can find themselves the focus of such twisted affairs.”

Carter found it amazing the way his mother never seemed to draw air. She was like a little hummingbird flapping her wings furiously to stay in one place. The way her voice raised an octave when she was truly upset was even more birdlike.

To their surprise the front door crashed open, and they heard the muttered curses of the master. Elger Danby stormed into the house and entered the sitting room, as if knowing he’d find everyone assembled there. The butler hurried after him to take the hat and gloves he’d just thrown onto a nearby table.

Anger and tension emanated almost visibly from his form, but Carter knew better than to question his father’s angry spirit. His mother, however, seemed to thrive on tormenting the man.

“What could possibly be wrong, my dear?” his mother asked in a sugary voice. “Was she not to home?”

Carter’s father, a tall, broad-shouldered man, took a threatening step toward his wife, then stopped. “My affairs remain just that. Mine and no one else’s. When is supper to be served?”

“Momentarily, sir,” the butler said as he helped Mr. Danby from his coat.

“It seems nothing is ordered properly today.”

“We hadn’t expected that you would join us for supper,”  Carter’s mother said sarcastically. “In fact, we are never certain when to expect that you might grace us with your company.”

“Silence, woman! I will not be berated in my own home.”

Winifred had taken a seat on the settee by this time and looked at Carter with such pleading that he couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. She had never known a time when their parents had treated each other with respect and kindness.

“I have good news,” Carter offered as his father ordered the butler to bring brandy.

“Oh, and what might that be?” his father asked out of obligation, not sounding as though he cared much for the answer.

“I have been commissioned to design the Montgomery estate. 

The new house will be over fifteen thousand square feet.”

“Braggart,” his father muttered.

Carter wasn’t entirely sure to whom the comment was directed— himself or Mr. Montgomery. It wasn’t until the butler had returned with the drink and his father had downed it that Elger Danby clarified his remark.

“The Montgomerys believe it necessary to build larger estates and more extensive grounds in order to prove their worth. It is hardly something I would want you involved in. I do hope when you tire of such play you will give yourself over to a decent living.”

“I am hardly at play in my work, Father. You have even supported my desires in the past. You very kindly paid for my tours of Europe in order that I might more formally study architecture.”

His father shook his head and said exactly what Carter had always suspected. “It seemed easier to send you on your way than to have your interference here.”

Carter got to his feet, anger coursing through his veins. “I had hoped my news would be pleasing to you. I should have known better.”

He stormed from the room, not waiting for a reply. There was no pleasing Elger Danby. Not if you were his youngest son, who had no intention of going into the family textile empire. Not if you weren’t willing to act in as degenerate a manner as the man himself.

“Carter!” Winifred called after him. She hurried to catch up as he turned on the stairs. “Please don’t leave. I need you at supper.” Her voice was low and pleading.

Carter drew a deep breath and shook his head. “I’m sorry for the way I acted, Winnie. I fear if I remain in that man’s presence for much longer, I shall become just like him.”

Winifred smiled and extended her hand. “There is no chance of that, brother. You have a good and loving heart. You will not allow it to harden with disappointment and frustration.”

Carter walked back down the steps and took hold of his sister’s hand. “It wouldn’t be that difficult to do,” he said sadly. 

“Perhaps, but then, I’ve never known you to settle for what is easy.” She smiled at him, and he felt the last vestiges of anger slip away.

“Very well. Have it your way. I shall be your companion at dinner, but please do not expect me to be talkative.”

Winifred laughed lightly. “You needn’t worry. No doubt Mama will give everyone an earful.”
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