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    “I’ve come to expect wonderful books from Ann Gabhart, and her latest historical romance, Words Spoken True, doesn’t disappoint. In this novel, Ms. Gabhart gives readers a peek into the lives of two news reportersone a man and one a womanboth intent upon creating the best newspaper in Louisville, Kentucky. Amid unsolved murders, riots, and adversity, the ability to trust each other and trust God is put to the test. Ms. Gabhart weaves a story that is a page turner from beginning to end. This is one you’ll highly recommend to friends.”


    Judith Miller, author, Daughters of Amana series


    Praise for Angel Sister:


    “What a jewel of a story. Reminded me of To Kill a Mockingbird. Like a Kentucky summer, Angel Sister starts slow and easy but by the end, roars along, leaving the reader breathless and wanting more. ”


    Lauraine Snelling, author, Red River series, Daughters of Blessing, and One Perfect Day


    “This book will leave you changed as it uncovers family secrets and draws you into the days following the first World War and the Great Depression. It will astound you how the characters persevere while making difficult decisions amidst heartache, and their determination to make it through the toughest of hard times.”


    RT Book Reviews


    “An amazing reminder of how we lean on our own strength and understandingand then are surprised at our inability to overcome obstacles.”


    CBA Retailers + Resources


    “Angel Sister paints an inspirational portrait of forgiveness and grace in the midst of trial and hardship. ... It reveals how forgiveness brings freedom, not so much for the one forgiven as for the one doing the forgiving. Two major strengths to Ann Gabhart’s writing include her deeply textured characters and rich atmosphere. She moves the plot forward by weaving the past with the present. ... There are many levels to this deftly written novel.”


    Crosswalk.com


    “Gabhart is one of the best Christian-oriented historical fiction authors writing today. Her characters have depth, her plots are complex, and there are no easy answers. Praying does not always work, at least not in obvious ways, and her characters struggle with their faith the way any sane person would when confronted with war, alcoholism, abuse, and abandonment. Angel Sister is the beautiful, sometimes difficult, story of a family using love, faith, and forgiveness to hold itself together.”


    Historical Novel Review

  


  
    


    To my readers who have followed my story trail


    from Hollyhill


    to Harmony Hill


    to Rosey Corner


    and now ... Louisville
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    Historical Note from the Author


    In 1850, Louisville, Kentucky, was the tenth largest city in the United States. Its population had been swelled by immigrants from Germany and Ireland after the failed German revolution and the Irish potato famine. Many of these immigrants were of the Catholic faith, and the predominantly Protestant white population in Louisville began to fear their influence in the political arena. The decline of the Whig Party allowed a new power, the American Party, to enter the national political arena in 1854. The American Party was commonly known as the “Know Nothing” party because its secretive members often answered questions with “I know nothing.” By 1855, the Know Nothings could count fifty thousand voters in Kentucky. The party supported limiting immigration, allowing only native-born Americans to be elected to political office, and strictly curbing the alleged influence of the Roman Catholic Church.


    Prior to the invention of radio and television, newspapers were how people kept up with what was happening in their cities and country. Newspapers grew by leaps and bounds in the 1800s. In 1855, Louisville had at least four daily papers and several weekly papers as well. Many of the editors of these papers had agendas. They picked sides on the hot issues of the day and churned out papers full of stories and fiery opinion pieces to support their positions. Editors with disparate viewpoints dueled in words and on occasion with pistols. Editorials were often written with the intent to inflame the populace and goad the people into action. After the election riots of 1855, many placed some of the blame for the civil disorder at the door of newspapers. At least twenty-two people were killed in these riots in Louisville on August 6, 1855, a day that came to be known as Bloody Monday.


    While the actions of my characters are completely fictional, the political unrest of the day and the riot scene I dropped them into was entirely too true. We can’t hide from historywhat happened, happenedbut we can hope examining our past will make us wiser as we face our future.
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    March 1855


    Adriane Darcy’s heart pounded as the darkness settled down around her like a heavy blanket. Her eyes were open. Open as wide as she could stretch them, but she could see nothing. The dark was claiming her. She wanted to fight it, but what good would it do? The dark always won. Better to sit quiet as a mouse and accept her punishment. That’s what her stepmother told her when she pushed her inside the closet under the stairs and slammed shut the door.


    Forcing her hand up through the thick black air, Adriane dreaded the feel of the rough inside corners of the closet door. She tried not to make any noise, but something rattled the door. She jerked her arm back and was suddenly fully awake.


    It was only a dream. Adriane kicked free of the bedcovers and sat up to fumble for a candle. She needed light.


    She gripped the waxy candle but stayed her other hand before she could feel for one of the newfangled matchsticks. She thought of the welcome flare of light the match would bring, but she tightened her jaw and turned loose of the candle. She was no longer a cowering child trapped in dark fear, waiting for the moment light would spill into the closet when her father came to rescue her. She needed no rescue now.


    She pulled in a deep breath and blew it out slowly. Familiar shapes began to emerge from the night shadowsthe chest with the blue pitcher and basin on top, her small writing desk piled with books and papers, and her wardrobe with the door a bit ajar.


    The panic of the dream receded, and she was settling back on her pillow when something clattered against her window. That was the sound in her dream.


    Adriane popped up in bed again and stared at the window. For one crazy moment she thought it might be Stanley Jimson come to propose to her in some foolishly romantic way. He certainly needed to do something to make amends to her after totally deserting her at last night’s social, not to mention asking her father for her hand in marriage without one word to her first.


    Not that she wanted to marry Stanley Jimson. She certainly did not. She had yet to meet the man she wished to marry, or more troublesomeher father was wont to saythe man who wished to marry her. Now it appeared there was such a man. Her father had scarcely been able to contain his joy and relief while telling Adriane about her marriage-to-be the night before as if she had no choice in the matter. As if she’d be as happy about it as he so obviously was. After all, Stanley was from one of the most prominent families in Louisville. It was rumored Stan’s father, Coleman Jimson, planned to run for state senator in the August election, and money was certainly not an issue.


    “What more could any girl want?” Adriane’s father asked her.


    “A proposal might be nice,” Adriane shot back.


    Now Adriane grabbed her wrapper and smoothed her dark hair back into some reasonable order before she pushed up the second-story window and peered down at the street.


    All thoughts of Stanley Jimson vanished from her mind when she saw Duff Egan getting ready to pitch another pebble toward her window.


    The young Irish boy stopped his windup and called softly, “Miss Adriane, they found another body. You told me to be letting you know soon’s I heard.”


    “The river slasher?” Adriane kept her voice low, not much more than a whisper.


    “The same.”


    “Wait there. I’ll be right down.”


    Adriane eased the window closed to keep from waking her father. He’d never allow her out on the streets this time of night for any reason, much less to go to a murder scene. It would be shockingly improper.


    In fact her father had denounced the very stories about the murdered Irish girls as somewhat scandalous and not something a respectable newspaper should print. Of course, he did print the stories. A lot of readers liked scandalous, as the Herald and its new editor, Blake Garrett, had proven well enough over the last several months. The Herald’s headline scoops on the murders were pushing up its circulation numbers until it was actually beginning to rival the Tribune’s numbers. Her father’s paper, their paper, had been the leading newspaper in Louisville for over a decade. She planned to keep it that way in spite of the winds of change sweeping through the city.


    While her father kept battling against the Herald in his editorials, Adriane thought the real war would be won or lost in the headlines. So she’d had Duff on the lookout ever since the last girl was murdered down in Shippingport.


    Adriane yanked on a pair of her father’s old trousers and a shirt she had stashed in the bottom of her wardrobe for just this purpose. With a few deft twists, she pinned her thick dark hair flat against her head.


    The clock struck two as she slipped out of her room and made her way down the stairs, doing her best to avoid the squeaky boards. Halfway down she caught the acrid smell of ink from the freshly printed editions of the Tribune stacked in the pressroom waiting for morning delivery. Soon people all over Louisville would be opening up the Tribune to find out the news for March 22,1855.


    Adriane could almost hear the rustling papers and see the expressions on the faces of the people reading her and her father’s words. The familiar thrill Beck said all good newspapermen felt when they put a new issue on the streets pushed through her.


    At the thought of Beck, Adriane held her breath and stepped even more gingerly on the stairs. Beck, her father’s right-hand pressman since before Adriane could remember, slept in a small room just off the pressroom. He would tie her to a chair before he’d let her out of the building to chase after a story about a murdered Irish girl. Dear Beck. Like a favored, fond uncle, he’d probably sent up a thousand prayers while he worried over her and did his best to protect her. Mostly from herself.


    In the front hallway, she grabbed a hat and jacket off the rack and slipped silently out the front door.


    “Miss Adriane, is that you?” Duff appeared out of the shadows beside the front stoop, the whites of his eyes shining as he took in her getup.


    “None other,” Adriane said. “I’m ready to go.”


    “Could be you shouldn’t ought to be going down to the river with me. It won’t be no place for a lady.” Even in the dim light she could see his troubled frown.


    “You’re right, Duff, but I won’t be a lady. I’ll be just one of the fellows.”


    “Folks ain’t always that easy to fool.” Duff gave her a hard look. “You may have on breeches, but you have some to learn about how a feller walks.”


    “Then give me a lesson.”


    “You have to be throwing your legs out free and easy without worrying about no ruffled petticoats and such.” He walked away from her with a swagger.


    Adriane stifled a laugh as she followed after him, copying his stride.


    “Not bad,” Duff said. “But ye’d best keep to the shadows and let me do any talking that needs to be done. There be some things loose clothes can’t hide.”


    “Right,” Adriane agreed as the boy turned to lead the way down the street.


    Ever since Duff had shown up on the Tribune’s doorstep begging a job several months ago, he’d been more like a little brother to her than a regular hand. It had taken some doing for Adriane to convince her father to take the boy on since Duff was only twelve and, even worse, one of the Irish immigrants her father railed against in his editorials. Her father worried the rapid increase in the city’s immigrant population was going to bring them all to ruin. He believed some privileges, such as running for elected office, should be reserved for men born in America. Immigrants excluded.


    Adriane didn’t always agree with her father’s politics, but nobody cared what she, a woman, thought. Women were excluded right along with the immigrant population. Women weren’t even supposed to bother their heads over such issues. Too much thinking on serious matters was reputed to be injurious to the female brain. Nor were women supposed to go chasing after stories on the wrong side of town in the middle of the night. Her father would be furious if he found out. She took another look back at the building that housed the Tribune offices and their home. No signs of anybody stirring.


    With a breath of relief, she hurried after Duff toward the riverfront. Beyond the pools of light from the gas streetlamps, the black night lurked and put out fingers of darkness to claim her. Her heart pounded up in her throat, but she told herself it was only the dream remnants bothering her.


    She hadn’t had one of those nightmares for years. Her stepmother, Henrietta, was long dead, and no one locked Adriane in dark places anymore. Nothing in the night was threatening her. She was only chasing after a story. That by itself was enough to make her heart beat faster. With excitement. Not fear.


    In front of her, Duff slowed and edged closer to the buildings. He grabbed her arm to pull her back beside him before he pointed ahead to where men were milling about in the street.


    “Don’t be getting too close to any of the watch,” he warned her in a whisper. “They favor booting you toward home if they get half a chance.”


    Adriane moved when Duff moved, melted into the shadows when he stopped as they crept closer to the scene. The quarter moon slipped out from behind the clouds to reflect a bit of light off the river beyond them and give the night an eerie gray look in spite of the streetlamps. It was far too easy to imagine the poor murdered girl’s ghost in the misty shadows.


    A shiver walked through Adriane as her eyes fastened on a grimy blanket covering what had to be the body. All at once, it wasn’t just a story for the Tribune she was trying to beat the Herald to, but a real girl who wouldn’t awaken when the sun came up to go about her life as she should.


    “Did you know her?” Adriane whispered in Duff’s ear.


    “No, but one of me sisters did. Kathleen O’Dell’s her name. She worked down at the Lucky Leaf. The story I heard said she left early last night, but didn’t give no reason why. Nobody saw her after that.”


    “Nobody but the murderer.” Adriane’s eyes were fixed on the body. At the sound of footsteps on the walkway, Duff jerked her back into a dark doorway as a man in a rumpled suit hurried past them.


    The man spoke to a few of the policemen before he slowly approached the body. He stared down at the covered shape as though gathering his nerve before he knelt down to lift an edge of the blanket. After a long moment, he very carefully let the cover drop back down over the body.


    Without proper thought, Adriane stepped out of the doorway to get a better look at the man’s face. He might be the girl’s father or perhaps a brother. As if the man felt her eyes on him, he stood up and looked directly toward her. The terrible anger on his face made Adriane catch her breath.


    Duff grabbed her arm again and pointed in the other direction toward one of the watch. “It looks like Officer Jefferson has spotted us, Miss Adriane.” His whisper in her ear was urgent. “We’d best make a run for it. Now.”


    A large man in uniform was heading their way, swinging his truncheon menacingly as he yelled, “Hey, you two, get on out of here. This ain’t no entertainment feature.”


    Duff tugged on her arm, but Adriane hesitated. She hadn’t seen enough yet. That hesitation cost her. The man who’d been looking at the body covered the space between them faster than Adriane thought possible. She gasped as he grabbed her other arm and yanked her out into the light. Duff pulled her back toward the shadows.


    Adriane tried to jerk free of the man’s hold. When he held on grimly, she kicked his shins. He paid the blows no mind as he tightened his grip on her arm. “You know something, don’t you?”


    His words so surprised her she ceased struggling and looked directly into his dark, intense eyes.


    Adriane was about to say something when Duff saved her from her own foolishness by shoving between them to ram his shoulder into the man’s middle.


    “Run!” he yelled.


    When the man staggered back, Adriane was finally able to jerk free. With a worried glance over her shoulder at Duff, she took off up the street, but she had no need to be anxious about the boy. He slipped away from the man’s hands as easily as an eel escaping a net. In a matter of seconds, he caught up with her.


    “Stick close, Miss Adriane,” he said as he passed her.


    Adriane didn’t need to be told. She stayed right on Duff’s heels. It wouldn’t do for her to be discovered down here.


    Behind them, the man shouted, “Wait! We won’t hurt you.”


    They kept running as Duff led her around and between buildings. Once they ran right through the middle of a warehouse, crawling in a window on one side and running out an open door on the other. After that, they didn’t really have to worry about anybody catching them, but Duff didn’t slow down until they reached the street leading up to the Tribune offices.


    “Too close,” Duff gasped as he leaned up against Harrod’s Dry Goods Store to catch his breath.


    Adriane held her side and pulled in deep breaths. She hadn’t run like that since she was a child playing tag with the neighbor kids, but now every nerve in her body was screamingly awake until she was aware of the slightest noises, the depth of the shadows around the Tribune offices across from them, and the very air against her skin.


    When she caught her breath, she said, “But we made it.”


    “Only because nobody but fat old Officer Jefferson chased us, and he can’t run more than five minutes without taking the wheezes.” The boy looked at her, and even in the shadows she could see his concern. “I shouldn’t of ought to have taken you down there. If Mr. Darcy finds out, he’ll fire me for sure.”


    “Don’t worry. I won’t let Father fire you, Duff.” Adriane touched the boy’s shoulder. Behind them, the sky was already beginning to lighten, so she went on. “Come on in and nap in the pressroom till time to take out the papers.”


    “Can’t,” Duff said. “I got to be going home to check on me sisters and me mother.” He turned to go but then looked back, a smile stealing across his face again. “It was some chase for sure, wasn’t it, Miss Adriane?”


    “That it was.” Adriane laughed and gave the boy a little shove down the street. “Now go on with you. I don’t want to have to explain to Beck why you’re late to get your papers.”


    The minute he took off in an easy jog, Adriane remembered she hadn’t asked him if he knew the name of the man who’d grabbed her, but she didn’t call him back. Instead, after noting how the eastern sky was turning a pale pink, she took off her shoes and slipped through the front door. Without a sound, she crept past the pressroom, but she didn’t make it. Beck grabbed her by the collar.


    “Hold it, you scalawag,” he growled. When he spun Adriane around to face him, her hat fell off. He blinked his eyes a couple of times and leaned down closer to her face as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing in the dim morning light. “Addie?”


    “Shh, Beck. Don’t wake Father.” She looked from Beck to the stairs and then back at Beck.


    The old man took in her trousers and tried to look cross, though one corner of his mouth twitched up. “I reckon as how that wouldn’t be a good idea right now.” Beck shook his head with a heavy sigh. “I’d ask you what you’ve been up to, but I ain’t all that sure I want to know.”


    “I was just trying to beat Garrett to a headline for once.”


    “And what headline you been out chasing?”


    “They found another Irish girl stabbed to death down on the riverfront.” Adriane turned her eyes from Beck to the pile of papers just inside the pressroom that were nothing but old news now.


    All signs of a smile vanished from Beck’s face. “Addie, tell me you didn’t go down to the riverfront.”


    “Oh, don’t look so shocked.” Adriane touched the old man’s wrinkled cheek. “Nobody knew it was me.”


    “What were you thinking, Addie?” Beck frowned at her.


    “That maybe we could beat Garrett to that headline.”


    “All the headlines in the world ain’t worth you taking that kind of risk. You’d best be sending up a thankful prayer that your guardian angel was watching over you.”


    “I know, Beck. I will and you’ll be sending them up with me, won’t you?” She gave him her best smile. She knew Beck couldn’t stay upset at her.


    “It’s a fact you need praying over.” He shook his head again as his frown faded. “I don’t reckon it’s any use fussing at you. You’re too hardheaded by far to listen to nothing nobody says anyhows.”


    “I’ve always listened to you, Beck.”


    “Then listen to this.” He gave her shoulder a firm shake. “You’d best get on some decent ladies’ clothes before the boss catches you in this getup.”


    Adriane looked down at the trousers damp from the river mist. She sighed. “You’re right as always. Father would tell me I’m ruining my chances for a decent match and here when someone has at last asked to marry me.”


    “What’s this about marrying?”


    “You haven’t heard?” Adriane kept her voice light. “Stanley Jimson asked Father for my hand in marriage last evening. Father’s ecstatic.”


    “You don’t say. Well then.” Beck wouldn’t quite meet her eyes as he went on. “It’s said the Jimsons are one of the finest families in Louisville.”


    “Richest anyhow,” Adriane said.


    “Money comes in right handy at times.”


    “So I’ve heard.” Adriane looked at Beck and stopped pretending. If there was one person she could be honest with, it was Beck. “You don’t like Stan, do you?”


    Beck finally looked back up at her. The wrinkles around his eyes tightened some as he reached out and laid his hand on her cheek. “It don’t make no matterance who it is I like, Addie. What you got to worry about is who it is you can take a liking to.”
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    Beck’s words echoed in Adriane's head as she exchanged her trousers for petticoats and skirts. Would she be able to do what he said? Take a liking to Stan Jimson. At least the proper kind of liking. She and Stan had been keeping company for months. As she’d told her father the evening before, Stan made a very convenient escort to the social functions where she gathered little tidbits on the social scene to print in the Tribune.


    The ladies of the town so enjoyed seeing their names in print, properly surrounded by flattering adjectives, that several months ago Adriane had begun writing a “Sally Sees All” column devoted entirely to who wore what accompanied by whom to which social.


    Often as not, Adriane had to hide her yawns behind her fan as she feigned interest in the chatter of the ladies at the gatherings, but the increase in the Tribune’s readership numbers more than made up for a few hours of boredom.


    Adriane jerked the pins out of her hair and let the dark strands fall down around her shoulders. As she began brushing out the tangles, she met her eyes in the mirror. She dropped her hands to her side and stared at herself. Would everyone expect her to become one of those ladies worried about nothing more than the latest bit of gossip or what she’d stitch on her next sampler?


    Adriane almost smiled. Gossip she could handle, but she couldn’t sew. She’d never learned even the most basic stitches. The only thing she was good at was helping put out the Tribune, and she wasn’t ready to give that up. She had to keep being part of the push to get the news in front of the populace. It was what she lived for.


    The tangles in her hair forgotten, Adriane went to stand in front of her small desk where her journal lay open. She stared at the words on the page as if she hadn’t written them there herself the night before. I am to marry Stanley Jimson.


    She wanted to turn the page to a blank sheet where she could write of her morning’s adventure with Duff. Then she was ashamed for thinking of it as a lark. The poor girl under that grimy cover would have no opportunities to seize happiness in the days ahead. Those days, her very life, had been taken violently from her. Here Adriane was being offered every chancemoney, position, love. Why did she keep feeling as if someone was trying to shove her into a dark closet the way Henrietta used to do when she was a child?


    What other choice did Adriane have except marriage? She was twenty-two, several years past the prime marrying age. As her father said, she was surely fortunate to be getting an offer at all, especially since he’d not been able to put aside any kind of dowry for her. There was always a new and better press to buy, such as the one he’d been talking about lately that could print twelve sheets at once.


    And every woman wanted to be married, didn’t she? It was the natural state of life for men and women to marry. Didn’t God tell Adam and Eve to go forth and be fruitful? Fruitful and marriage went together. Her father himself planned to marry the lovely Lucilla Elmore in the fall when her self-prescribed two-year mourning period for the late Mr. Elmore was properly observed.


    Lucilla had positively beamed at Adriane the night before when her father announced the news of Stan’s impending proposal, and deep inside Adriane, the first fluttering of something very near panic had awakened.


    She could perhaps have convinced her father she had no desire to marry, that he needed her to help him with the Tribune. Hadn’t he always told her she was worth two hired hands? But Lucilla would have stronger powers of persuasion. While it was rumored the late Mr. Elmore had not left Lucilla as much of his estate as she had expected when she married the man twice her age seven years earlier, he had left her with a comfortable income.


    With that money practically in reach, Adriane’s father had already been in touch with some of the manufacturers in the East. A press that could print twelve sheets at a time would be better than two hired hands.


    So if Lucilla had decided Adriane must marry, there would be no way she could fight it. She would have to marry Stanley Jimson. She made herself read the words on the page of her journal aloud. “I am to marry Stanley Jimson.”


    At the sound of his name in her ears, she had the odd feeling a box was closing around her. She pushed the feeling aside. She was no longer a child to be terrified by imagined monsters in the dark.


    She would face what had to be done. If she had to marry, then so be it. And why not marry Stanley Jimson? Now, when she thought about it, she realized he’d been trying to ask her to marry him for weeks, perhaps months. She had simply put him off. It surprised her that he had gone to her father. She smiled a little. Perhaps it would be good to marry a man with a few surprises.


    It could even be that if she had to marry, and it appeared she did, then Stan might turn out to be the ideal man. She could surely persuade him she would never be happy unless she could keep writing and in some way helping with the paper. He would want her to be happy. Wasn’t that what he was always telling her? That he had an undying affection for her and that her happiness was of the utmost importance to him.


    Adriane picked up her pen, dipped the nib in the ink, and wrote “Mrs. Stanley Jimson” on the page of her journal. She so disliked the way the words looked she almost marked them out, but she stayed her hand. Instead she stared at the name and remembered all the times she’d heard people say what a lovely couple she and Stan made. She could not agree.


    They were opposites in all ways. Stan was so blond and fair that she feared when she was in his company her own dark hair and rosy complexion caused him to look even more pale and delicate than he might have if he were keeping company with someone whose coloring more nearly matched his own. Even his eyes were pale, a kind of shadowy gray. Somewhat like the misty fog rising off the river that morning, Adriane thought suddenly. Her own eyes were as blue as a deep summer sky.


    While she never thought much about it, she knew it was true when people told her she was pretty. Those few who remembered her mother said she was the exact image of her. When she asked her father once if this was true, he had studied her for a long moment before he answered. “I suppose it is true that you look like Katherine on the outside, but you are like me on the inside.”


    Those had been his exact words. She’d written them down in her journal, but she didn’t need to turn back the pages to remember them. She knew what was important to her father and what was important to her. It was not what was on the outside.


    Which had attracted Stan? She had little doubt of the answer to that question. He claimed to be quite entranced by her looks. Young men were always ready to flock around her at any event, but she’d had few serious suitors. Her beauty was not enough to make up for her lack of money and, even worse, her outspoken and determined character. The only one to persevere was Stanley Jimson.


    Why? That was the question Adriane really needed to answer. It wasn’t as if Stan didn’t have plenty of other choices. That was assured by his family’s money in spite of the way the girls sometimes giggled and mocked Stan behind his back. The poor man did often appear to be weak beside his father who practically radiated power. Not only that, but his own mother had a way of making him seem fawning by demanding Stan attend to her slightest whim whenever they were out in public together.


    The thought of the old dragon brought a tight smile to Adriane’s face. Meta Jimson hated Adriane and had devised numerous ploys to protect her precious son from such an unsuitable match. Adriane stared down at the name she’d written in her journal and tried not to wish the woman had succeeded.


    She slammed the book shut, shoved it into its place on the shelf. Then without looking back in the mirror, she pulled the brush through her hair a few more times before tying it back carelessly.


    She didn’t have time to worry about any of this now. The newsboys would be coming for their papers and she wanted to write down what she’d seen in those predawn hours on the riverfront before she lost the intensity of the images. For a minute she remembered how the eyes of the man who had grabbed her burned into hers, and in spite of herself she couldn’t keep from comparing them to Stan’s eyes. Feeling had almost exploded from that man’s eyes. She’d never seen anything exploding from Stan’s eyes.


    Stan was always so perfectly in control, his emotions contained as neatly as his cravat was tied. In contrast, at times Adriane felt as if her own emotions were loose cannons apt to shoot off in who knew which direction. Hadn’t Stan just chided her last week for heatedly responding to Mrs. Hafley when the silly woman had made a totally inane remark about Adriane’s friend Grace Compton? Just because Mrs. Hafley was living in the lap of luxury didn’t mean all women were. And it was for all women that Grace was in the East making a valiant effort to promote a woman’s right to vote.


    Adriane sighed as she headed down to the pressroom. She would have to remember better control of her tongue this afternoon when they attended Mrs. Wigginham’s benefit. It would not do to have Mrs. Wigginham angry with her or more importantly the Tribune.


    With automatic movements, Adriane stirred up the cookstove fire, made coffee, and fried bacon and eggs. In the pressroom she could hear Beck straightening the trays of type before the new day’s rush began. Adriane slipped out the back door and whistled softly. An ugly spotted mongrel crept out of the shadows to take yesterday’s stale bread from her. When she patted his head, his crooked tail moved back and forth in a ludicrous sort of wag that never failed to make Adriane smile. Then with the bread in his mouth, the old dog melted back into the shadows.


    Adriane watched him go and wondered what stories the old dog might be able to tell. For a minute, she considered writing something for the paper from the dog’s viewpoint. She smiled a little at the thought of her father agreeing to publish such foolishness in the Tribune. That would never happen.


    Back in the kitchen, she put her father’s breakfast in the warming oven and carried Beck’s to him in the pressroom, along with the pot of coffee. Adriane was at her desk struggling to come up with the right words for what she’d seen that morning when the newsboys showed up for their papers.


    The minute Beck opened the door, Duff slipped inside in front of the other boys to help hand out the bundles. Before he took out his own bundle, he came over to Adriane and pulled a newspaper out from under his coat.


    “You seen the Herald?” the boy asked as he spread the paper out on Adriane’s desk.


    The sight of the Herald’s masthead brought the usual flush of anger. Adriane’s eyes fell to the three-inch headline. RIVER SLASHER STRIKES AGAIN. Underneath in smaller headline type was THIRD GIRL’S BODY FOUND.


    “How does he do it?” Adriane said more to herself than to Duff as she quickly scanned the account.


    “It’s a puzzler, but I’m figuring he must have had his men holding the presses for the story when we were down there,” Duff said.


    “But how does he find out everything so soon?” Adriane said.


    “It’s said he walks the streets all over town talking to folks about what might be happening or going to happen.” Duff poked the headline with his finger. “I’m told he pays good money for all kinds of leads even if he don’t never make a story out of it, as long as them doing the telling promise not to let none of the other papers in on it. People who know I’m working for the Tribune won’t hardly give me the time of day no more. They’re scared somebody from the Herald will see them talking to me and Garrett will stop paying them for their stories.” Duff looked up at Adriane with a frown wrinkling his small, round face. “Looks like we wasted our time this morning.”


    “No, we’ll have a story to run tomorrow.” Adriane looked down at the Herald’s headlines with a sigh. “Even though by tomorrow it’ll be old news. But keep your ears open, Duff. You might hear something new we can use.”


    “I’ll be listening for sure, Miss Adriane, but Garrett will be bound to hear it first. He always does.” Duff shrugged his shoulders a little.


    “You said one of your sisters knew her.”


    “Aye.”


    “Was this poor girl Irish same as the other two?” Adriane touched the girl’s name on the page.


    “Aye. Some are saying that’s why nobody’s in much of a dither about it all.”


    “That’s not true,” Adriane said, even though she knew it was. Before Blake Garrett had come to town and begun printing the most sensational stories he could dig up, this girl’s murder probably wouldn’t have even made it into the papers, much less been a headline story. After all, not only was she an Irish immigrant, she worked in a tavern.


    “Maybe not, but if you ask me, the watch ain’t got a clue as to who’s doing it all and ain’t looking too hard to find out.” Anger tightened Duff’s young face. “I talked to a sister of the first girl what was killed a couple months back, and she says they’ve yet to see the first policeman around their way. She was scared. Me own sisters are scared.”


    “Who can blame them?” Adriane quickly skimmed the article about the murder. The girl had been stabbed the same as the others. Adriane’s eyes settled on a quote from the girl’s brother, saying how his sister had never hurt anyone and had always done whatever she could to help her family out. Adriane felt tears prickling her eyes. Garrett knew how to pull at the heartstrings of his readers.


    Duff pointed toward the paper. “You want to keep it? He has a piece inside about how there be no guarantees the slasher’s next victim might not be some lady who lives out on Walnut or Broadway instead of just a poor girl down on the riverfront.”


    “Really? That should cause some discussions in the parlor rooms today.” Adriane peered down at the paper and then began quickly folding it up. “But you’d better get this out of here before Mr. Darcy sees it.”


    “Before Mr. Darcy sees what?” Adriane’s father spoke up behind them.


    Adriane spun around keeping the paper behind her. “Oh, Father, I didn’t hear you come downstairs.”


    “So I gather.” He peered at her over the top of his spectacles. “What is it you’re hiding behind your skirts?”


    “Nothing important. Just a copy of the Herald Duff happened across on the way over this morning.” Adriane brought the paper out from behind her back reluctantly.


    Her father’s face turned grimmer at the sight of it. “And what does our Mr. Garrett think the news is this morning?”


    “Another girl got killed last night, Mr. Darcy,” Duff said.


    “Let me see.” Her father held out his hand.


    Adriane handed the paper to her father and tried to think of a way to avert the storm that was sure to come. She pointed Duff toward his pile of papers. “You’d better get the news out on the street, Duff.”


    Duff took one look at Wade Darcy’s face, grabbed his papers, and disappeared out the door.


    Wade stared after him a moment. “I don’t know why I ever let you talk me into giving that Irish pup a job. If the party men find out, I’m apt as not to lose half my readers.”


    “He’s a hard worker,” Adriane said.


    “And a wizard with this newfangled equipment,” Beck put in as he came over to join them.


    “He’s a boy. Still wet behind the ears,” Wade said.


    “But a wizard nonetheless,” Beck insisted. “I ain’t never figured out all these new contraptions, but he can stand and watch one run a few minutes and figure out which screw or whatever needs tightening.”


    “I know. We need him. If only he didn’t look so Irish.” Wade blew out his breath and shook his head before he dropped his eyes back to the paper he was holding.


    “You say Chesnut’s man has done beat us to the headlines again,” Beck said.


    “He’ll sell his papers today,” Wade said without looking up. “People nowadays don’t want to read the real news. They want to be shocked and scandalized.”


    Beck peeked over at the Herald’s headlines. “I reckon as how that should do it then. You got to admit it’s more of a grabber than the mayor’s order to keep hogs off the streets.”


    “What do you know about what’s news?” Wade glared at Beck.


    “Not a thing, boss. Not a thing.” Beck didn’t seem a bit put off by Wade’s bad humor. “I just set whatever you or Addie here tells me to. And there’ll be plenty of people out there that will want to know what you’ve got to say about the elections coming up. Your editorials could sell a paper even if nothing else happened anywhere in the world.”


    “Maybe so, Beck. Maybe so, but something’s always happening. We just need to start finding out what before the Herald does.”


    “We will, boss.”


    “That’s right, Father,” Adriane put in. “You’re always on top of whatever’s happening in the political arena.”


    “That’s true.” Wade Darcy’s frown eased back. “And that’s the real news. Did we get anything in from Colonel Storey for tomorrow’s issue?”


    Adriane turned back to her desk and picked up a letter. “As a matter of fact, we did. As usual, he doesn’t completely agree with your views.”


    “That’s fine. A little controversy is good for circulation.” He folded the Herald and smacked it in his palm.


    “You want me to get rid of that?” Adriane asked.


    “No. I want to read over Garrett’s editorials. It’s always best to keep abreast of what the enemy is up to.”


    “Have you met him, Father?” Adriane couldn’t help but be curious about this man who was making such an impact on the town’s newspaper business even though he’d only arrived in Louisville a few months ago. It was common knowledge he’d worked for a big daily up in New York City. Another reason for Adriane’s curiosity. Why would he leave a New York paper for one here in Louisville? So far she hadn’t heard the first bit of reliable information about that.


    “Of course I’ve met him. If he wasn’t such a young pup, I’d call him out.” Her father twisted the paper as though he might rip it in two.


    “Father!” Adriane’s eyes popped open wide. “We’ve been campaigning for an end to duels.”


    “Don’t look so shocked, Adriane.” Her father waved the rumpled paper at her. “I didn’t mean it. The only way I’ll shoot him is if he shoots at me first on the street.”


    “Oh, Father, go write your editorial. Just gun him down with words.”


    “You want to save some space for the murder in tomorrow’s paper?” Beck asked before her father moved away toward his office.


    He hesitated as though wanting to say no, but there was only one answer. “I suppose we’ll have to,” he said with a sigh. “Garrett’s headlines will convince even our readers that it’s news. I’ll get a report from Chief Trabue before we go to press.”


    “I don’t think the police are doing much about any of it,” Adriane said.


    “I wouldn’t wonder, the kind of girls they were. Decent young ladies shouldn’t even be reading about such things.” A new frown furrowed her father’s brow. “Young ladies like you.”


    Adriane quickly changed the subject. “We could try to find out if any of the steamboats are trying to make a record run to New Orleans and back. I hear Captain Overstreet on The Belle of Paradise has been tying down his valves.”


    Her father’s eyes narrowed on her. “Where did you hear that?”


    “I don’t know. Around,” she said vaguely.


    Her father’s frown lines deepened as he said, “You hear entirely too much for a lady, Adriane. You must be more circumspect about appearances now that you’re to marry Stanley.”


    “I don’t care about appearances, Father,” Adriane said.


    “Of course you do, dear. All young ladies care about appearances.” Her father’s frown was replaced by an indulgent smile. “By the way, Lucilla is sending her dressmaker over with a special gown for you to wear tonight. She had her woman make it as a surprise for just such an occasion.”


    “I have dresses.”


    “Not proper ones, according to Lucilla, and I’m sure Lucilla knows best about such things.”


    “Yes, Father.” Adriane had little choice but to give in gracefully.


    So when Lucilla’s dressmaker, Nora, showed up with the boxed dress, Adriane left the pressroom, scrubbed the ink off her hands, and submitted to the fitting. As Nora fussed over her, admiring her hair and her figure, and praising Mrs. Elmore’s fashion sense that had made her pick the perfect deep blue for the dress, Adriane wished she could be the boy Beck had sent down to the docks to check out the steamboats.


    She remembered the exhilarating freedom she’d felt that morning in those borrowed trousers as she’d followed Duff through the streets to the river. In contrast, she felt a helpless captive swathed in the beautiful silky dress she was to wear to the party that night to announce her engagement to Stanley Jimson.
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    After Nora made all her measurements and tucks and settled down in the tiny sitting room to, as the seamstress said around the pins in her mouth, “make the dress even more perfect,” Adriane checked the time.


    Stan would be arriving any moment to pick her up for Mrs. Wigginham’s Library Aide Society meeting. Adriane toyed with the idea of going back downstairs to help Beck. When Stan showed up, she could always claim she’d forgotten about the meeting.


    Adriane sighed. Stan might believe her. Her father would not. Besides, she’d promised Mrs. Wigginham she’d come, and Mrs. Wigginham was not a person who forgave broken promises. She liked seeing her name in the paper associated with whatever noble cause she was supporting at the time.


    Opening the door of her wardrobe, Adriane studied the dresses hanging there. She smiled a bit as she selected a deep cranberry dress with only a touch of cream lace at the high neck for ornamentation. She might have to go, but she didn’t have to look pretty.


    After she slipped the dress on and shook the skirt down over her petticoats, she stood in front of the small square mirror on her wall and carelessly caught her hair back with a matching cranberry ribbon. Stan would want a wife who was a decoration on his arm. So perhaps her very plainness today would discourage him from speaking or at least make him hesitate for a few weeks. A few weeks, even a few days might give Adriane time to get used to the idea instead of feeling as if she were being swept toward the altar in a flood of other people’s wishes.


    It wasn’t that Adriane had never thought of love and marriage. When she was younger, she had pored over the love stories serialized in the popular magazines that told of ladies captivated by handsome men who loved them devotedly.


    Adriane stared at her reflection. Perhaps Stan did love her devotedly. The problem was with her. She supposed she was fond of Stan, but she couldn’t see herself ever being captivated by him. She’d never even allowed him the favor of a kiss. She felt no desire to do so now.


    Adriane ran her fingers through her dark hair to tousle it just a bit more and glanced down at the plain lines of the dress with satisfaction. But when she passed through the sitting room on the way to the stairs, Nora looked up at her and exclaimed, “Ma chère, what a perfect color for you. I will inform Mademoiselle Elmore that we must have a length of that very color in a shining satin for an evening gown. We’ll cut it low.” Nora motioned with her needle. “With your dark hair and lovely neck, you will be the most beautiful belle in all of Louisville.”


    “This is the plainest dress I have,” Adriane protested.


    Nora looked at her knowingly. “With one as beautiful as you, the plainer the dress the better. It is only the simply pretty ones who need ruffles. You, ma chère, should always be different.”


    That was easy enough, Adriane thought as she hurried down the steps. At least it always had been before. Now it appeared she was going to be forced to conform to society’s norms.


    Stan was waiting in the small entrance hallway at the bottom of the stairs. One look at his broad smile, and she knew a plain dress and a careless hairdo would not be enough to slow the force of the flood carrying her toward the altar.


    “My dearest Adriane, you look charming as always.” He lifted her hand to his lips, but kept his eyes on her face.


    After a moment, she attempted to gently pull her hand away, but he held it more tightly.


    “We’ll be late,” she said.


    “No one will notice.” He surrendered her hand at last but continued to almost devour her with his eyes.


    Adriane had to fight the urge to shrink away from him as she noted the uncommon color in his cheeks and the almost feverish look in his eyes. “Are you feeling well, Stanley?” she asked. “You look flushed.”


    He put a hand to his cheek and laughed. “With excitement, my dearest. It is a wonderful day for the two of us. Perhaps we could skip this tiresome tea and spend the time getting better acquainted.”


    He reached out to capture her hand again, but she pretended not to notice as she picked up her wrap. “I’m sure that would be delightful, but I did promise Mrs. Wigginham the Tribune would carry some mention of her event, so I do need to at least make an appearance.”


    “Of course.” Stan gave in as he held her cloak for her. “We can talk on the way. We have much to discuss, you and I.” His hand lingered on her shoulder for an instant before he opened the door and allowed her to precede him out into the street.


    An early morning shower had left puddles in the street, but now the sun was shining. Adriane raised her face to the sky a moment to gather in the sun’s warmth before she allowed Stan to hand her up into the carriage.


    Adriane didn’t enjoy riding in closed carriages at any time, but today she felt as if all the air was being shut outside when Stan climbed up beside her and the driver fastened the door. She could feel Stan’s eyes on her as the carriage began to roll. With her brightest smile, she began to chatter about how the spring flowers would soon be blooming, as though nothing at all was unusual or different about the day.


    After a moment Stan broke in on her words. “Your father did speak with you last night, did he not?”


    “I generally speak with my father every day.” Adriane had no intention of making it easy for Stan.


    “Of course,” Stan said. “I spoke with him myself yesterday about a matter of some importance.”


    She dropped her eyes to her gloved hands clenched in her lap and reminded herself that the man beside her was only Stanley Jimson. Without looking over at him, she pictured him there beside her. Sitting straight, holding his hat on his lap. Perfectly dressed with blond hair carefully slicked back. His gold watch chain would be hanging just so across his vest. He adjusted it constantly to be sure it stayed in correct alignment. His buttons would be gleaming. She frowned a bit and wondered if he still had his small, neat moustache, but she didn’t peek at him to see for sure.


    Stanley Jimson was not a man she needed to fear. She rather doubted anyone would look on the man with fear of any sort. In fact he was so slender and pale, that at times he seemed to almost fade into the background at the socials so that she had difficulty finding him when she wished to leave. It could be she had often failed to take him seriously enough, but she needed to do so now. Not because she feared him, but because she feared the sort of wife he might expect her to be.


    She kept her eyes on her hands folded in her lap as she picked her words very carefully. “So my father said. Do you not think it would have been more appropriate to speak to me first?”


    Stan laughed. “I wanted it to be a glorious surprise.”


    She raised her head and met his eyes directly for the first time since she’d come down the stairs and noted the difference in him. She had thought he would be the same Stan as always, quietly willing to go along with whatever she said, but there was a new confidence in the way he held his mouth. It was not altogether unattractive, simply unfortunate at this moment in time when Adriane needed to be sure that their union, if it were to take place, must be formed in accordance with her desires and wishes.


    “I’m not at all sure I’m ready for marriage.” She kept her eyes steadily on his face as she noted he did indeed still have his moustache.


    Again there was the smile and that new look in his eyes that was making Adriane uneasy. “Your father appears to believe you are.”


    “Yes, but in this matter, it is surely more important what I appear to believe.” Her look did not waver as she refused to think about the scarcity of air to breathe inside the carriage.


    The flush of victory drained from his cheeks, and when he spoke again, it was with his normal timidity. “You’re not refusing my offer of marriage, are you, Adriane?”


    In spite of the fact it was what she wanted, Adriane couldn’t help but be a bit disappointed at how easily she had been able to deflate Stan’s confidence.


    “No, of course not,” she said quickly. “Although it might have been nice if you could have made the offer to me face-to-face.”


    “You know I adore you, Adriane, and I’ve tried to ask you to marry me dozens of times, but you would never allow me to say the words.” A familiar whine worked its way into Stan’s voice.


    “I am certainly ready to listen now.”


    “But my dearest Adriane, I can hardly make a proper proposal in a moving carriage, especially with the way Jack seems to be finding every bump and rut in the road.”


    “Very well.” Adriane turned her eyes back to her gloved hands in her lap. “Perhaps on another occasion when the surroundings are more ideal.”


    “My father is announcing the engagement tonight.” The whine in Stan’s voice carried an edge of panic now.


    “What engagement?” Adriane asked sweetly.


    Adriane could feel Stan’s eyes on her, but she refused to look up at him. After a long moment, Stan rapped on the front of the carriage and shouted at Jack to pull to the side of the street. When the driver jumped down to open the door for them, Stan informed him shortly that they merely needed a rest from the bumps of the road and when they were ready to proceed on to their destination, he would signal him.


    With a puzzled expression, the man closed the door, and the carriage tilted a bit as he climbed back up on the driver’s seat. All the noises of the street faded away as inside the carriage the silence grew and became almost overwhelming.


    Just when Adriane thought Stan was going to simply rap on the carriage front and have his driver continue on to the benefit, he spread his handkerchief on the floor of the carriage, slipped off the seat onto one knee, and took Adriane’s hand. “My dearest Adriane, will you do me the honor of agreeing to be my wife?”


    Adriane looked at him and laughed. She couldn’t help herself as she pulled him back up on the seat. “Oh, Stanley, I am sorry. I don’t know what sort of madness came over me, making you do such a thing. Can you forgive me?”


    Stan did not smile. “I am waiting for my answer.”


    Adriane’s own smile disappeared. “And I will give you an answer if we can come to an agreement on certain matters pertaining to the event.”


    “This is not a business deal, Adriane.”


    “Of course not.” Adriane allowed the first hint of a blush to come into her cheeks. Now that she had things under control, she could afford to show a bit of weakness. “It’s just that I would not want to marry until September. The summer is so hot for weddings, don’t you think? And I would need time for proper planning and to have my dresses made. You do understand, don’t you, Stan?”


    “September seems a good month. I think my mother will approve.”


    Adriane turned her eyes back down to her hands to hide the smile wanting to play around her mouth at the thought of Meta Jimson approving of anything to do with this whole affair as long as Adriane was the bride. Adriane swallowed her smile and quickly struck her second and even more important bargain. “Also, I must be able to continue writing.”


    “Really, Adriane, I don’t”


    Adriane interrupted him before he could word a refusal. “I know you will be able to provide wonderfully for us, Stanley.” She peeked up at him from under her long dark lashes. She knew how to use her charms if necessary. “But I do so enjoy my writing. Perhaps I could continue my Sally Sees All column for the paper or find some other creative outlet.”


    “I suppose a bit of poetry writing would not be improper. At least until the babies begin arriving.” He took her hand again and put it to his lips. That unsettling look was back in his eyes.


    The panic fluttered inside her. She couldn’t think about babies yet or how they came to be. She would have to get used to the idea of marriage to Stan first. “There may not be babies right away.”


    His eyes slid away from her face down to her bosom encased in the plain dress. “There are always babies,” he said softly. “You’ll enjoy that.”


    She knew he was not meaning the babies, and though her cheeks flamed, she managed to keep her voice calm and level. “Stanley Jimson, I’m surprised at you.”


    “People often are, my dearest Adriane,” he said with a laugh that wasn’t altogether pleasant.


    Adriane was relieved when he gave the signal for the carriage to begin moving again. He began talking about the party in their honor that night, and she managed to smile and nod at the appropriate moments. He took her hand in his, and Adriane could think of no good reason to pull it away.


    As they proceeded on toward Mrs. Wigginham’s house, the air in the carriage seemed to be running out, and Adriane began to feel faint. She kept watching Stan as his words bounced off her ears and wondering how in the world she would be able to live the rest of her life with him. The rest of her life.


    Perhaps she would be glad for the babies to come and bring her the chance of escape through death. Henrietta had once told her that Adriane’s own mother had embraced death the night Adriane was born. That she had wanted to die because she knew Wade Darcy deeply regretted the day he had married her. It was a lie. Not that her mother had died giving her birth, but that her father had regretted their love. By this time Henrietta’s every thought had been darkened by the bitterness of grief. She had lost three babies, and Wade no longer went to her bed. Adriane had only been ten, but she had known. As Henrietta sometimes told her before shoving her in the dark closet under the stairs, Adriane always knew too much.


    But now Adriane did not know enough. What did she really know about this man sitting beside her? What did she know of marriage? Worst of all, she knew no other choice. For a few seconds she couldn’t breathe. As she fought to keep from gasping for breath, she fingered the carriage door handle and considered throwing it open. She needed more air.


    She forced herself to breathe in and out slowly. It would not do to fall apart in front of Stan. With effort, she pushed the fluttering panic back into a dark corner in her mind and took control of her emotions. She might be swept away in a flood toward the altar, but she could at least try to swim a little to see if she might make headway against the force of the current.


    First she would talk to her father that afternoon before any official announcements were made. Maybe there remained a chance she wouldn’t have to be swept away to the altar at all. Her father had always been one to see reason. Adriane would just have to come up with some very good reasons not to marry Stanley Jimson, or at least not marry him so soon.


    Adriane made herself smile over at Stan and really listen to what he was saying about the house his father was planning to build for them. When he paused to take a breath, she said, “But doesn’t it take a long time to build a house? Perhaps September will be too soon for the wedding. We could wait until next spring.”


    “Don’t bother your pretty little head over such things, Adriane. We are to live with Mother and Father until the house is finished.”


    “They have agreed to that?” Adriane wasn’t able to keep a hint of disbelief from her voice.


    “Of course. Father is very pleased with the whole arrangement. He likes you very much.” Again Stan looked at her in a way that made Adriane want to shrink away from him before he went on. “He was the one who suggested perhaps it would be best if I consulted your father first.”


    Adriane frowned a bit. “Your father scarcely knows me.”


    “But he thinks you are lovely. As you are, my dearest.” Stan caressed her hand with his thumb. “He and your father have become very close as they’ve worked together building up the American Party here in Louisville.”


    “Father has been attending a lot of their meetings, but he doesn’t say or even write much about what goes on there.”


    “Of course not. The party leaders feel it is better if we form our policies in secret.”


    “But why?” Adriane asked.


    The American Party had been gaining strength in Louisville, and her father was sure their candidates would sweep the city elections next month. The party, dubbed the Know Nothings by a New York editor because of the way members claimed to “know nothing” when asked about the party’s aims, did have a few stated objectives. The members took an oath to vote for no candidate who was not a native-born American and they favored a twenty-one-year wait for immigrants to become citizens.


    Coleman Jimson, who hoped to be the Know Nothing candidate for state senator in the August elections, had been courting the Tribune’s support for months. So now Adriane waited for Stan’s answer with considerable interest and hoped he wouldn’t simply laugh at her question about politics as he sometimes did.


    For the moment, he seemed to forget she was a woman who could not possibly understand nor be interested in anything political as he explained. “No battle was ever won by the general riding over to the opposing general and spreading out his battle plan in front of him. And this is a battle. Those of us who are true, native Americans have to fight against the influence of the immigrants who haven’t had time to learn the ways of our great country. We have to make sure the country is preserved for those who founded it, for those who have fought in her wars.”


    His words echoed a bit in her mind as she remembered one of her father’s recent editorials stating almost the exact same sentiments. It bothered her that she didn’t know who was parroting whom.


    She said, “The Irish and Germans just want a place to live and work.”


    “But at what cost to the true American? We cannot allow the city to be controlled by men who would answer to their pope before they would answer to their president.” He glared over at her, the flush back in his cheeks.


    “Do you think the pope tells them how to vote?” Adriane asked.


    Instead of answering her question, he laughed as he said, “You do have a way of turning a conversation, Adriane, my sweet. A moment ago you have me down on my knees in a carriage, of all places, proposing, and the next you’re plying me with questions on political matters you can’t possibly understand. Sometimes I think you only do these things to tease me.”


    Adriane bit back the other questions she had. She wanted to know more, but she had to be circumspect in gathering political information to use in her Colonel Storey letters. No one knew she was Colonel Storey. Certainly not Stan or her father. Sometimes she thought Beck suspected, but he’d never said anything. A woman wasn’t supposed to bother her pretty head in regard to anything political. Not only was it unseemly, it was rumored that the strain of thinking on such matters caused madness in females.


    At least Colonel Storey could survive her marriage to Stan. She could still send his letters to the Tribune, and there would no doubt be more gatherings, more chances to overhear bits and pieces she could form into letters from the opinionated colonel.


    She managed to smile over at Stan, but her smile faded when he began to look her over as if she were a new pacer he hoped to acquire for his carriage. “You look lovely as always, my sweet, but I do hope you will get some new gowns with a few ruffles and of a more comely color, say a soft pink or yellow. And perhaps you should keep your gloves on today.”


    Adriane held her tongue with effort as her determination to talk to her father before the evening grew stronger. Perhaps there was yet a way out of this dilemma. But as Stan kept talking, her heart grew heavy, and she felt the floodwaters sweeping her off her feet again.
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THEY LIVE IN A COMMUNITY
WHERE LOVE IS FORBIDDEN,
BUT WILL THAT QUENCH THE
PASSION IN THEIR HEARTS?

ANNH.
('.r\l%l!.\\{lﬂ

i

==






OEBPS/Fonts/BickhamScriptPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Images/248382_Gabhart_BA3.jpg
“Fans of Amish novels may find
Gabhart’s well-researched historical
fiction to their liking.”
—Publishers Weekly
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A New Novel by Bestselling Author

ANN H. GABHART
Will Capture Your Heart

In this ichly textured novel, award-winning author Ann H. Gabhart
reveals the power of truc love, the frecdom of forgiveness, and the
strength o persevere through troubled times.
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Be the First
to Hear about

Other New Books
from Revell!

Sign up for announcements about
new and upcoming titles at

www.revellbooks.com/signup

Follow us on Ewitter
RevellBooks

Joinus on @

Revell

Don’t miss out on our great reads!
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Meet ANN H. GABHART at
WWW.ANNHGABHART.COM

Learn about New Books, Read Her Blog,
and Sign Up for Her Newsletter

CONNECT WITH ANN AT
3 Ann H Gabhart
AnnHGabhart
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“Gabhart continues to surprise

and treat her fans.”
—RT Book Reviews
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