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Outstanding praise for Rhys Bowen’s Mysteries

In Like Flynn

“Absorbing…Well-plotted.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Bowen’s best.”

—Toronto Globe & Mail

“An evocatively recreated picture of New York City’s Greenwich Village in 1902 and the city’s rich upstate suburbs…[A] colorful series, a worthy extension of the Maan Meyers Dutchman books about historical Gotham.”

—Chicago Tribune

For the Love of Mike

“Compelling…Rhys Bowen continues her evocative look at the immigrant experience in her third Murphy novel.”

—Hartford Courant

“The strong double mystery is blended perfectly with feisty Molly’s determination to make a place for herself in a man’s world. Add to it the fabulous backdrop of New York City’s seedy underbelly and you have a compelling tale that draws readers into Molly’s world.”

—Romantic Times


“Nail-biting suspense…Molly’s voice is a marvelous one to tell us her story…Here we have turn-of-the-century New York in all its wealth and poverty, its excitement and enchantment, and we have a woman who refuses to be forced into a mold to be what society wants her to be. It is an irresistible combination.”

—Mystery News

“Add brutal city gangs, seamy politics, bribed policemen, even a sweatshop fire, and you have the usual mix that makes Bowen’s books so entertaining.”

—Tampa Tribune

“A lively period re-creation…Highly recommended.”

—Library Journal

“Molly grows ever more engaging against a vibrant background of New York’s dark side at the turn of the century.”

—Kirkus Reviews

Death of Riley

“An evocative trip through old New York—including the poets, painters, playwrights, and private investigators of Greenwich Village, 1901—in the company of Irish immigrant Molly Murphy, a spirited and appealing guide.”

—S. J. Rozan, author of Winter and Night

“Entertaining.”

—Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel

“Rhys Bowen’s wit makes Death of Riley more than equal to her award-winning first book, Murphy’s Law.”

—Maan Meyers, aka Martin and Annette Meyers, authors of the Dutchman series


“A fresh and irrepressible new heroine.”

—Romantic Times

“Bowen nicely blends history and fiction…[A] light, romantic mystery.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Bowen’s highly detailed picture of New York at the turn of the century is a delight.”

—Kirkus Reviews

Murphy’s Law

“History-mystery fans should add Molly to their list of characters to follow.”

—Booklist

“Entertaining.”

—Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel

“[We] look forward to Molly’s return.”

—Chicago Tribune

“Irish humor and gritty determination transplanted to New York, but with more charm and optimism than the usual law attributed to Murphy.”

—Anne Perry, author of The Whitechapel Conspiracy

“Bowen tells a phenomenal story, and it will be a real treat to see what fate has in store for Molly and Daniel!”

—Romantic Times (Top Pick)
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This book is dedicated to my friends in the mystery community, especially to my not-so-evil twin Meg Chittenden, who has to suffer being mistaken for me, and to Lyn Hamilton, with whom I have shared touring adventures ranging from pigs to lobsters.
      The mystery community is composed of warm, witty and incredibly generous people. I consider it a privilege to be part of it.





As always my special thanks to Clare, Jane and John for taking the time and trouble to help me polish my work.
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One



“Spring? Was there any spring this year?” the man in the jaunty brown derby asked. “Oh, that’s right. I remember. It was on a Wednesday, wasn’t it?”

This remark produced titters of laughter from the women standing in line at Giacomini’s Fine Foods. The speaker was the only man in the store, other than old Mr. Giacomini behind the counter. He stood head and shoulders taller than the rest of us and his presence had caused quite a stir. It was unusual to see a man in a grocer’s shop, seeing that cooking was women’s work. He was well turned out too, with a smart hounds-tooth jacket, white spats and well-polished shoes, unlike the short, round peasant types who frequented this little store in what was still mainly an Italian neighborhood just south of Washington Square. However he seemed quite happy to join in the chitchat as we waited our turn to be served.

“He’s right,” the woman ahead of me said, nodding her head. “There was only one springlike day that I remember this year. In my recollection we had howling gales until the middle of April.”

“Then overnight it got hotter than Hades,” the man finished for her.

There was general agreement to this last remark, although there was also a gasp from some of the ladies at this almost-cuss word. It had been a terrible spring, followed by a hot spell for which we were unprepared. Usually I didn’t mind waiting in line in Giacomini’s cramped little store where the smell of spices and herbs stirred half-forgotten childhood memories. But today it was almost too hot to breathe and the smells were overpowering, especially when mixed with the not-so-pleasant odors of stale perspiration and garlic.

“They say there’s typhoid over on the Lower East Side,” one woman said, lowering her voice.

“You wouldn’t catch me going over there, even when there’s no epidemic,” another woman muttered. “Packed in like sardines they are in those tenements. And they never wash. Serve them right if they get sick.”

Mr. Giacomini poured sugar into a paper triangle, twisted it shut and handed it to the woman at the front of the line. “Anything else then, Signora? That will be one dollar forty-five, please.”

Money exchanged hands. The stout lady loaded her purchases into her basket, then attempted to squeeze past us down the narrow center aisle. Good-natured chuckles were exchanged as close contact couldn’t be avoided. As each person in turn attempted to flatten herself against the bins and shelves, I saw something I could scarcely believe. That man had reached into the open basket of the woman just behind him in line and taken her purse. My heart started racing. I wondered if I had imagined it and what I should do next. He was clearly too big and strong for any of us to tackle.

The line moved forward. The next customer made her purchases. I had to act soon or the man would reach the front of the line and be out of there before the poor woman discovered her purse was missing. I couldn’t just stand there and do nothing. It went against my nature, even though similar bold and imprudent actions had landed me in hot water more than once in my life. I leaned across to the woman and tugged on her arm. She turned and stared at me in surprise.

“That man just stole your purse,” I whispered.

She looked at me incredulously, then down at her basket.

“You’re right. It’s gone,” she whispered back in a horrified voice. “Are you sure he took it?”

I nodded. “I saw him.”

“What should I do?” She turned to stare up at the big fellow.

“You stay where you are. I’ll go and find a constable and we’ll have him trapped like a rat.” Before she could answer, I muttered an excuse about leaving my shopping list at home, then I pushed my way out of the store and ran all the way to Washington Square. There were always policemen to be found on the south side of the square, because that was the home of New York University, and students were known to be of unpredictable behavior. I found one easily enough.

“Come quickly,” I urged. “I’ve just witnessed a man stealing a lady’s purse. If we hurry he’ll still be in the store.”

“Looks like another pickpocket, Bill,” he called to another constable who was standing across the street. “Back in a jiffy. Listen for my whistle in case I have trouble with him. Is it far, miss?”

“Giacomini’s on Thompson. Hurry, before he gets away.” I fought back the desire to grab his arm and drag him. But he set off with me willingly enough at a trot. Sweat was running down his round, red face by the time we reached Giacomini’s. We stepped into the warm, spicy darkness of the store just as the man was paying at the counter.

“Is that him, miss?” the constable whispered.

This was hardly a necessary question as he was still the only man in the store, but I nodded. “And the lady behind him—the one in the blue skirt—she’s the one whose purse he took. I told her to act naturally until I came back with you.”

“Nice going, miss. Don’t you worry. I’ll surprise the blighter on the way out.” The constable positioned himself in the doorway just as the big fellow turned and made his way past the queue.

“Not so fast, sir.” The constable stepped out to block his progress. “I think you have something on your person that doesn’t belong to you.”

“I do? Now what might that be?” the man asked with feigned surprise.

“You were seen taking a lady’s purse.”

“A lady’s purse? Me?”

“My purse,” the woman in the blue skirt said.

The remaining women in the store spun around to stare.

“Ridiculous. How dare you suggest such a thing.” The man attempted to force his way outside.

“Well, my purse has gone from my basket and this young lady says she saw you take it,” the woman said. The man’s gaze fastened on me.

“She did, did she? And did anybody else see this brazen act? Did any of these other women standing in line with a good view of me?”

Nobody answered. Some women averted their eyes. The man turned to glare at me again.

“I don’t know what you hope to gain from this,” he said, “but you can wind up in serious trouble from making false accusations against upright citizens. Go on then, Officer. Search me if you must.”

“If you’d just step outside, into the light, sir, and don’t think of making a run for it. There are plenty of other officers close by.”

“I’m certainly not about to make a run for it until I’ve cleared my name.” The man stepped out through the door and spread out his arms. “Go ahead then. Search me.”

His complete confidence unnerved me. He had an insolent smirk on his face as the constable began searching. He knows the purse isn’t on him, I thought. And then in a flash it came to me: He must have already hidden it somewhere, to be picked up later.

I slipped inside the store and looked around frantically. If I were he, where would I stash a stolen purse? He could have dropped it on the floor easily enough and kicked it under one of the shelves, but he’d have to get down on all fours to look for it—which would make him most conspicuous. So he must have made good use of his height. On the right side of the aisle there were shelves of bottles and cans right up to the ceiling. I stood on tiptoe, reached up with my right hand to the top shelf that contained canned tomatoes and was rewarded as my fingers touched a softer, slimmer object. I stretched and reached even harder and managed to knock it down. Then I pushed past the women and ran outside, waving it triumphantly.

Only just in time too.

“There. I hope you’re satisfied,” the man was saying. “And believe me, your chief’s going to hear about this.”

“I’m sorry, sir, I was only doing—” the constable began as the man turned on his heels.

“Don’t let him go,” I shouted. “Here’s the purse.” I waved it at the constable, who grabbed the man by the arm. “He put it up on the top shelf where it was too high for anyone else to see it. He was going to come back for it later.”

“Very smart,” the constable said. “Unfortunately for you, this young lady was smarter.” His grip tightened on the fellow, who wasn’t looking smug any longer.

“You can’t pin anything on me. You’ve only got her word. Anyone could have taken it and put it there. She could have taken it herself,” he blustered.

“Nobody else in the store could have put it on that shelf,” I said. “I was the tallest woman in there and I had to stand on tip toe to reach that high. Everyone would have noticed me if I’d tried to reach up there. But you—all you needed to do was pretend you were adjusting your hat or brushing your mustache.”

“Come on. I’m taking you in,” the constable said. “Jefferson Market Police Station is where you’re going.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you.” The man broke away, shoved at the constable and started to run off. Instantly the constable blew his whistle. Two other policemen appeared from the direction of Washington Square. There was a scuffle and the man was grabbed and held fast.

“What’s he done, Harry?”

“Tried to steal a lady’s purse in the grocer’s shop,” my constable said, “only this young lady was onto his tricks. She’s a sharp one if you like.”

“All right, get him back to the station,” one of them said, looking at me appreciatively. “And you’d better come along too, miss, to report to our sergeant.”

I didn’t like to admit that I was loathe to go anywhere near the Jefferson Market Police Station, as I had once spent a night there, having been mistaken for a woman of a very different profession. I trotted along beside them, feeling pleased with myself. I was getting rather good at this investigation business, wasn’t I? More observant than the average person, with sharper senses and quicker reactions. It was about time the police realized how useful I was. It was a pity that I couldn’t tell Daniel Sullivan of my expertise.

“You guys is wasting your time,” the pickpocket said, reverting to a more common way of speech. “Ain’t no way you’ll make this stick.” And he glanced back at me as if giving me a warning. I met his gaze and gave him my famous Queen Victoria stare, still feeling rather proud of myself.

We crossed the square and made for the market complex on the far side of Sixth Avenue. Squashed fruit and straw littered the sidewalk and a barrow was pushed past us piled high with cabbages. In the afternoon heat the smells of rotting produce and manure were overpowering. The triangular complex housed a fire department and the police station beyond it. We were about to go in to the latter when the door opened and a couple of men came out, so deep in conversation that they didn’t notice us until they almost collided with us.

They were not wearing uniforms, but they reacted instantly to our little procession.

“What have you got here then, Harris?” one of them asked.

“Caught the fellow stealing a lady’s purse,” my constable said.

I noticed the half-amused look on the plainclothes officer’s face as he observed the prisoner, held firmly between the other policemen. “Been a bad boy again, Nobby?” he asked.

“Go boil your head,” the man said easily enough. “No way youse guys will pin anything on me. It’s only her word against mine.”

Then they noticed me for the first time. I tried to remain calm and composed, even though I had been very aware of one of them from the moment he stepped through the door. It was Daniel Sullivan, my ex-beau. Captain Daniel Sullivan, of the New York Police. I saw his eyes widen as he recognized me.

“The young lady spotted this gentleman helping himself to another lady’s purse,” my constable explained. “And she was smart enough to figure out where he’d stashed it.”

“Was she now?” I could feel Daniel still looking at me, although I didn’t meet his gaze. “All right. Take him inside and book him, boys. I’m sure he knows the way as well as you do.”

When I went to follow them inside, Daniel grabbed my arm. “Are you so cocky about your skills as a detective that you’ve decided to take over the duties of the New York Police?” he asked in a voice that wasn’t altogether friendly.

I looked up at him. “I was in a store. I witnessed a pickpocket at work. Luckily I used my wits and was able to get him arrested.”

“Not so luckily for you,” Daniel said. “Do you know who the man is?”

I shrugged.

“He’s one of the Hudson Dusters, Molly. You do know who they are, don’t you?”

I did know, only too well. There were three gangs that ruled lower Manhattan and the Hudson Dusters was one of them. I had experienced an encounter with a rival gang a few months previously and had no desire to repeat it.

“I don’t need to remind you what they’re like, do I, Molly?” Daniel went on. “And this character, Nobby Clark, is known to carry a grudge. He took a pot shot at one of our men who arrested him once before, you know.”

He continued to stare at me while I digested this. “I don’t want you to testify if it comes to trial, is that clear? I want you to make yourself scarce before he is released. He doesn’t know your name, does he?”

I shook my head.

His grip on my arm tightened. “Molly, when will you learn not to get yourself mixed up in police work?”

“Holy Mother of God, would you let go of me,” I exclaimed, shaking myself free of him. “I was only doing what any decent person would have done. If it had been my purse, I’d have wanted someone to alert me.”

He sighed. “I suppose so. And with most pickpockets that would have been fine. Trust you to find the wrong one. Come on. I’ll escort you home. We’ll leave Nobby to cool his heels in a cell for a while and then release him.”

“Release him? But he stole.”

“Your word against his, as he said. The gangs employ good lawyers. They’d get him off and he’d come looking for you. Don’t worry. We’ll catch him when it matters.”

“I suppose the Hudson Dusters pay you off, like the other gangs do,” I said.

He glared at me. “Contrary to popular belief, the New York police force is not in the pay of the gangs. We just learn which battles are worth fighting and which aren’t. If Nobby is charged with picking a pocket he’ll be away for a few months at the most. I’d rather wait to pin the big one on him.”

He attempted to steer me toward the curb.

“Wait,” I said. “I’m not going home. I still have my shopping to do.”

“I don’t want you going back to that store.” Daniel continued to scowl at me. “You go straight home and I’ll have one of our men do your shopping for you. What was it you were buying?”

I wasn’t going to let Daniel know that my finances were rather precarious recently, owing to a distinct lack of work, and that I was going to buy a couple of slices of cold tongue for our evening meal.

“It’s all right. Nothing that can’t be purchased in the morning, I suppose,” I said. “But I’m a big girl now. I can cross streets by myself.”

“Sometimes I wonder about that,” he said and he smiled.

The aggressive Daniel was easier to handle than the smiling one. I went to pull away from him. His fingers slid down my arm until he held my hand in his, examining my fingers.

“No ring yet, I see,” he said. “Not yet promised to the bearded wonder then?”

“If you are referring to Mr. Singer, we are not exactly promised but we have an understanding,” I said stiffly.

“Molly—” he began in an exasperated voice.

“And I take it you are still affianced to Miss Norton?”

“I think she tires of me at last,” Daniel said. “She told me I was boring and lacked ambition the other day. That’s a good sign, wouldn’t you say?”

“Good for whom?” I asked. “Really, Daniel, my life is too busy for idle thoughts about you and Miss Norton.”

“Are you still pursuing this ridiculous notion of being an investigator?”

I nodded. “Doing rather well at it, if you want to know. Almost as good as Paddy Riley was.”

“Paddy Riley got himself killed,” he reminded me.

“Apart from that.”

He crossed the street beside me and stopped at the entrance to Patchin Place, the small cobblestoned backwater where I lived. “I have to go back, but you’ll be all right from here, won’t you?” he asked.

“I was perfectly all right before,” I said. “I really can take care of myself, you know, Daniel. You need not worry about me.”

“But I do. And I think about you often. Don’t tell me that you never think of me?”

“Never have time,” I said briskly. “Good day to you, Captain Sullivan. Thank you for escorting me home.”

I left him standing at the entrance to Patchin Place.








Two



I did not look back as I walked down Patchin Place. I had handled that encounter rather well; in fact, I was pleased with myself. I had shown Daniel Sullivan that he no longer had a hold over me. I had come across as a confident, successful woman. Maybe I should change my profession instantly and ask my playwright friend Ryan O’Hare for a part in his next play on the basis of that convincing performance.

Because if truth were known, I wasn’t exactly flourishing at the moment. I can’t say I was making a fortune as a private investigator. P. Riley and Associates still received a good number of inquiries, but when they found out the investigator was a woman, the interest often waned. The general opinion was that you couldn’t trust a woman to be discreet. Women were known for not being able to hold their tongues. That had been Paddy’s opinion too, although I think he was changing his mind about me when he was killed. I still missed him. I was still angry that he had gone before he could teach me all the tricks of the trade.

I put my empty basket down and fished for the door key. I always felt a sense of pride when I let myself into my own house, and such a dear little house too. Now I wondered how long I’d be able to keep it. There had been no money coming in for a couple of months. Seamus O’Connor, who shared the house with me, had been laid off from his Christmas job at Macy’s Department Store. It was now May and he had yet to find other employment. His two children, Shamey and Bridie, were hearty eaters and money disappeared at an alarming rate. There was no reason why I should have been feeding children who were not even related to me, except that I owed my present life in America to their mother, who was dying in Ireland, and I had grown fond of them. By now they seemed like my own family.

I let myself in and looked around with annoyance. The remains of a meal littered the kitchen table—the bread sliced crookedly and drips of jam on the oilcloth. The children had clearly come home from school and gone out again. Well, they’d better be prepared for a good tongue-lashing when they came back. I started clearing away their mess. Seamus wasn’t home, it seemed. I had to admire the way the man tramped the streets every day, looking for work. The problem was that he still wasn’t strong enough to do the laboring jobs available to the newly arrived Irish—and not educated for anything better.

I sighed as I put the bread back in the bin. Something would have to be done soon if I was going to come up with the money for rent and food. Maybe the O’Connors would just have to squash into one room and I’d let out the third bedroom to a lodger. But the thought of a stranger sharing our home wasn’t appealing.

I could always offer my services as an artist’s model again, of course. I had to smile as I thought of Jacob’s reaction to my posing in the nude for a strange man. For all his liberalism, I didn’t think he would take kindly to that. Sweet Jacob; he was the one stable thing in my life at the moment. I had so far refused to discuss marriage with him, but I was weakening. I have to confess that the thought of being cherished and protected was occasionally appealing, even to an independent woman of commerce like myself.

Thinking of Jacob made me realize that I hadn’t seen him for a few days and I needed some cherishing at this moment. It wasn’t one of the evenings for his labor organization, the Hebrew Trades Association, so he should be home. He could take me to our favorite café, where we would have borscht and red wine. In spite of the heat that radiated up from the sidewalks, I almost ran across Washington Square, then down Broadway and into Rivington Street.

As I progressed into what was called the Lower East Side, the street became clogged with pushcarts and stalls selling everything from the lyrics of Yiddish songs to pickles, buttons or live geese. A veritable orchestra of sounds echoed back from the high tenement walls—the cry of a baby, a violin from an upper window playing a plaintive Russian melody, shrill voices arguing from window to window across the street, hawkers calling out their wares. It was a scene full of life and I savored it as I hurried past.

Jacob lived at the far end of Rivington Street, close to the East River. The pungent river smell wafted toward me on the evening breeze. He had one room on the third floor of the building, but it was big and airy, half living space and half studio for his photographic business. He was a wonderful photographer and could have made a fine living, had he not chosen to dedicate himself to social justice and thus shoot scenes only of squalor.

The front door of his building stood open. Two old men sat on the stoop, long white beards wagging as they gestured in earnest discussion. They frowned at me as I went past them. I was on my way to visit a young man, unchaperoned. Such things were unheard of in the old country. I grinned and bounded up the stairs two at a time.

At the top I paused to wipe the sweat from my face and to tame my flyaway hair. I could hear the sound of voices coming from inside his door. I tapped and waited. The door was opened.

“Jacob, I’m starving and I wasn’t allowed to buy anything for dinner because…,” I started to say, when I realized I was staring at a strange young man. He wore the black garb and long curls favored by the stricter Jewish males and he was looking at me in horrified amazement.

“Oh, hello,” I said. “I came to visit Mr. Singer.”

The eyebrows rose even higher. “Mr. Singer. Not here,” he said in broken English, the straggly beard quivering as he shook his head violently.

“Oh. When will he be back?” I asked.

He didn’t seem to understand this. I had no idea what he was doing in Jacob’s room, and who else was in the room with him, but clearly he wasn’t going to let me in. I was about to admit defeat and go home again when boots clattered up the stairs and Jacob’s face came into view.

“Molly!” He sounded surprised, pleased, but wary. “What are you doing here?”

“Do I need an appointment to visit you these days?” I asked, my eyes teasing.

“Of course not. It’s just that”—he paused and glanced up at the black-garbed young man watching us—” It’s rather difficult at the moment.” He turned to the newcomer and spoke quickly in Yiddish. I had come to understand a few words of that language, but not spoken at any speed. The young man nodded and retreated. Jacob closed the door, leaving us standing outside.

“Who is that?” I asked, giving him an amused look. “Don’t tell me it’s someone sent from the rabbi because you keep company with a Shiksa?”

“I’ll walk you downstairs again,” he said and firmly took my arm. The afternoon seemed to be a progression of men taking my arm and walking me in directions I didn’t want to go.

“What’s this all about, Jacob?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, Molly, I really am,” he said, talking under his breath even though there was nobody to hear us in the stairwell. “It’s just that—it’s awkward at the moment.”

“You’ve already said that once,” I reminded him. “What’s going on, Jacob?”

He glanced up the stairs again. “That man, he’s my cousin, arrived out of the blue from Russia. There are three of them, actually. My cousin and two friends. They had no money and nowhere to go, so naturally I had to take them in. In other circumstances I would have introduced you, but, as you saw, they are rather rigid in their religious views. Bringing an unescorted girl—correction, an unescorted, non-Jewish girl—into my living quarters would shock them beyond belief. So just for the time being…”

“You want me to stay away.”

He looked at me with gratitude in his eyes. “I think it would be wiser. You know how I feel about all these antiquated traditions and customs, but they are newly arrived here. I can’t spring too much on them, too soon.”

“So how did you explain me away?” I asked icily. “The madwoman from the floor below? Come to borrow a cup of sugar?”

He looked embarrassed now. “I said you were one of our union workers.”

“I see.” I turned away from him, feeling the flush rising in my cheeks.

He put his hands on my shoulders and tried to turn me back to face him. “Molly, I’m sorry. It was stupid of me. I just couldn’t think of a way of introducing you without upsetting them.”

“And upsetting me? That doesn’t matter to you?”

“Of course it matters. I thought you’d understand.”

“And is it always going to be like this, Jacob?” I asked coldly. “If we did get married, would I have to move out of the house any time your relatives came near? Or hide under the bed? Or have to live my life pretending to be one of your union workers?”

“Of course not. Everyone who has a chance to know you likes you. My parents like you.”

“Your parents tolerate me.”

Jacob sighed. “These things take time. When you have been raised in one culture and are suddenly thrust into another, with a completely different set of rules, it is not always easy to change. Me, I am a modern thinker. I am all for change. Many Jews are not.” His grip on my shoulders tightened. “And forgive me. I haven’t even asked you why you came to visit. Nothing’s wrong, is it?”

“In your modern way of thinking is a young lady never allowed to visit her gentleman friend? Does she always have to wait for him to call upon her at his convenience?”

He laughed uneasily. “No. Of course not. On any other occasion I would have welcomed your presence.”

“On any occasion unless one of your relatives or friends was visiting.” I lifted his hands from my shoulders. “I’ll leave you to your entertaining then, Jacob, and I’ll see you when it is convenient to both of us.”

I pushed past the old men who were still deep in earnest discussion on the front stoop.

“It’s only for a little while, Molly. Just until I’ve found them a place of their own,” he called after me.

I kept on walking. He didn’t follow me. Anger was boiling inside me. I had first been attracted to Jacob because I saw him as a fellow free spirit. He was not bound by stupid rules of society. He wanted to change things for the better. Now it seemed he wasn’t quite the free spirit I had thought him to be.








Three



I walked fast, pushing my way through the evening crowds along Rivington. As I came toward Broadway the street was completely blocked by a white wagon drawn by two horses. I drew level with it and saw the red cross on the side. An ambulance. You didn’t see many of those on the Lower East Side. Most people here couldn’t afford to be sick in a good hospital that cost money, and wouldn’t want to go to a charity hospital, where they were liable to get even sicker. They stayed home and either got well or died. A couple of men in white uniforms were keeping the crowds back as a stretcher was carried out of the building.

“Another one,” I heard someone saying. “That makes three on this street alone.”

“What is it?” I asked.

The woman had a dark shawl draped over her head, in spite of the heat.

“Typhoid,” she whispered as if saying it out loud would bring bad luck. “Dropping like flies, they are. They get taken off to the isolation hospital, but it’s too late by then, isn’t it? The damage is done.”

Wailing came from the doorway as the stretcher was bundled into the back of the ambulance and the driver cracked his whip to clear the crowd blocking the street. They parted, suddenly silent, as if wanting to distance themselves as far as possible from the disease. I noticed some women had their shawls wrapped over their mouths now and others pulled the sheets up over the heads of their babies in their prams. I hurried toward more sanitary areas of the city, hoping, even though I was angry with him, that Jacob would be sensible enough to stay well away from those affected with typhoid.

Twilight was falling as I crossed Washington Square. The remains of a pink glow lit the sky behind the trees, and the air was sweet with the scent of jasmine growing in one of the flower beds. I didn’t want to go home and face finding something in the larder to cook for three hungry mouths. The alternative was to visit my friends Augusta Walcott and Elena Goldfarb, usually known as Gus and Sid, across the street instead, which seemed like a much better idea. But I was halfway across the square when I heard shrieks of delight. I recognized those voices and turned around to see two bedraggled urchins, flicking each other with water from the fountain.

“Shamey, Bridie. Come here at once,” I called, and they came, heads down and giving me sheepish smiles.

“What do you think you’re doing, out this late, and running around in that state?” I demanded. When I saw them at close quarters, they looked even more disreputable. Their hair was plastered to their heads and their clothing was sodden.

“Holy Mother of God, what have you been doing to yourselves?” I demanded.

“Just playing in the fountain a little bit,” Shamey said, not meeting my eye. “It was too hot.”

“Do you take me for a complete idjeet?” I glared at them. “You’ve been swimming in that river again, haven’t you?”

“Only just getting our toes wet,” Shamey said.

“Getting your toes wet! Just take a look at the pair of you—soaked from head to toe. What did I tell you about swimming in the East River?”

“Aw, but Molly, it was hot today and our cousins do it all the time.”

“I am not responsible for your cousins,” I said. “And you know I don’t like you visiting them. They’re a bad influence. Come on. Home with you.” I grabbed their wrists and marched them across the square to the street. “And you should have known better than to take your sister,” I said to Shamey. “She doesn’t even swim properly yet. She might have drowned.”

“No, she wouldn’t. We keep an eye on her. She just holds onto ropes and bobs from the dock anyway. She don’t jump in or nothin’.”

I sighed. In spite of all my efforts, Shamey was turning into a little New Yorker. We crossed Waverly and headed for Sixth Avenue.

“I don’t jump in,” Bridie said, looking up at me apologetically. “I just stay at the edge, honest, Molly.”

“But I don’t like you in that dirty water, sweetheart,” I said, stroking back her plastered, wet hair. “God knows what is in that river.”

“Sorry, Molly,” Shamey muttered.

It was almost dark as we entered Patchin Place.

“I’m putting on hot water for a bath for the pair of you,” I said. “And then it’s bread and milk and straight to bed.”

I bustled around, heating water and then filling the zinc bath for them. I was just heating up the milk when Seamus Senior came home.

“Sorry I’ve been out so long,” he said, pausing to wipe his red, sweat-covered face with a dirty handkerchief. “I met some of the fellows I used to work with on the subway tunnel. They treated me to a couple of beers. They think it’s shocking that I wasn’t paid any compensation for getting myself buried alive. They say I should get myself a good lawyer and sue the bastards.”

He was speaking with uncustomary belligerence and I thought it was probably the beer in him talking. That’s often the way with us Irish. A couple of beers and we’re ready to take on the world, single-handedly.

“Now where would you find the money for a lawyer?” I asked, wisely ignoring his use of a swear word in front of a lady. “You just put your energies into finding a job.”

I realized as I said it that I was beginning to sound and act like a wife. I shut up instantly. Seamus still had a wife at home in Ireland, as far as we knew. And I wasn’t about to volunteer to step into her shoes.

“I promised to stop in across the street,” I said. “There’s bread and milk for the little ones, and there’s cheese in the larder if you’re still hungry after all that beer.”

Then I made my escape and rapped on the door of number nine. After a disappointing minute during which I thought they might be out, the door was thrown open and my friend Gus stood there in all her glory. She was wearing an emerald green silk kaftan with a matching band tied around her forehead and she held a cigarette in a long ebony holder in her free hand.

“Molly, my darling,” she exclaimed. “What perfect timing. I sent Sid over to fetch you but you weren’t home. Come in, come in, do.”

I was half dragged inside.

“You’ll never guess who is visiting and pining for you?” she asked.

I thought it wiser not to guess. You never knew who might be visiting Sid and Gus. She shoved me into the front parlor, which was brightly lit with candelabras to supplement the gas brackets.

“Here she is, I’ve found her,” Gus announced in triumph. “You can stop sulking, Ryan.”

I looked around me in delight. Lounging on the blue velvet sofa was my good friend Ryan O’Hare, wicked and fashionable Irish playwright. Next to him was another slim and lovely young man who gazed at me silently.

Ryan got to his feet. In deference to the hot weather he was wearing an embroidered cotton peasant shirt with frilly cuffs, opened down the front in comic opera fashion.

“Molly, my angel. I have been positively pining for you,” he exclaimed in his smooth, well-bred tones. “How long has it been?”

“At least since last week, Ryan,” I said, laughing as I accepted his peck on the cheek. “And I don’t think you’ve missed me one bit.” My gaze moved to his silent companion and Ryan laughed delightedly.

“Perspicacious as ever, my sweet. This is Juan. He’s Spanish and speaks little English as yet. I’m educating him.”

“I’ll bet you are,” Sid said dryly.

The dark young man continued to smile.

“Where on earth did you meet him, Ryan?” Gus asked.

“Waiter. Delmonico’s. Thursday last.” He patted my hand. “Juan. Mi amiga Molly.”

Juan got to his feet and bowed. I nodded in return.

“So will you stay for dinner, Molly? We’re entering a Chinese phase,” Gus said. “Sid is experimenting with duck.”

“I’d love to,” I said. “I have just escaped from domesticity across the street.”

“Very tiring. Ryan, pour Molly some ginger wine. It should be rice wine, but we couldn’t find any,” Sid said. “And excuse me if I have to return to my duck in the kitchen before it escapes from the pan.”

“It’s not still alive, is it?” I asked anxiously. One never knew with Sid and Gus.

Sid laughed. “Of course not, silly. But I’m frying it at an awfully high temperature. I should be watching it.”

“I think I’d better come and help you, Sid,” I said.

Ryan handed me the drink, then refused to let go of my other hand. “Hurry back to me, my sweet. You know I pine when you are gone,” he said.

I laughed. “Ryan, you may not sound Irish but you know you’re full of blarney. In fact you’re just like other men.”

“Don’t say that, for pity’s sake.” He gave an exaggerated look of horror. “You strike daggers at my heart.”

“Well, you are. Sweet and solicitous as anything when it suits them, and when it doesn’t suit them, then we women don’t exist.”

“There speaks a voice of bitterness, Molly. Are you referring to Daniel the deceiver?” Sid paused and looked back from the doorway.

“No, to Jacob the spineless,” I snapped.

“Jacob? Good, kind, sweet Jacob who could do no wrong? That one?” Gus asked innocently.

“The very same. I’ve changed my opinion of him.” And I recounted the incident in Rivington Street. “I’m rapidly coming to the conclusion that men are an infernal nuisance,” I concluded. “Life would progress more smoothly without them.”

“Ah, but just think how boring it would be without us around to brighten your dull little lives,” Ryan said, patting my hand.

Sid’s gaze was suddenly riveted to the window. “Speak of the devil, Molly,” she said.

“Don’t tell me it’s Jacob come to apologize!” I pulled back the curtain to look out.

“No, it’s Daniel the deceiver, about to knock on your front door,” Sid said delightedly. “Do you think he’s finally given up his betrothed and a fortune for a chance at true love?”

“I hardly think so,” I said. “I was with him only two hours ago and he was still betrothed then. Even the fastest automobile couldn’t drive to Westchester County and back in that space of time. No, I rather fear he’s come to deliver another lecture about the dangers of getting mixed up with gangs.”

“Molly, don’t tell me you’ve been doing foolish things again,” Gus said as I stood fascinated at the window, torn between wanting to know why Daniel was visiting me and not wishing to confront him again.

“Not intentionally. I spotted a pickpocket and had him arrested, only he turned out to be a gang member with a rather violent nature.”

“Trust you, Molly,” Sid said, shaking her head. “Well, are you going to go over there to confront him or do you want us to hide you?”

“I suppose I’d better…,” I began.

“No need,” Gus chimed in, joining us at the window. “Those sweet children of yours are directing him over here. Really, Molly, you must train them better in the art of lying.”

I turned my back on their laughter as I went to intercept Daniel at the front door.

“If you have come to lecture me again—” I started as I opened the door before he could knock.

“I’ve come to invite you out to dinner with me,” he said, recoiling from my unexpected attack.

“And you know very well what my answer to that will be. I’m not going anywhere with you until you are free and unencumbered. And since I don’t think you’ve learned to fly since I saw you this afternoon—”

“This is strictly business.” He cut me off before I could finish.

“Business? What possible business could you have with me?”

“I’ve a proposal to put to you.” And that roguish smile crossed his lips. “A strictly business proposition. Now do you want to hear it or don’t you?”

“I suppose I’d be a fool to turn down any legitimate business proposition,” I replied frostily.

“Come on then.” He reached out to take my arm. “I’ve a cab waiting on the street and reservations at eight.”

“You were very sure that I’d come.”

“I know you too well, Molly Murphy. I knew your curiosity would get the better of you.”

“But I need to change my clothes if we’re going out to dinner.”

“You look just fine to me as you are. Say farewell to your friends and off we go.”

He smiled as he escorted me to the waiting cab.








Four



“So what is this interesting proposition you are making to me?” I asked as the cab started off at a lively clip-clop.

Daniel gave an enigmatic smile. “All will be revealed later, “he said. “Tell me, are you really making a go of being a private investigator?”

“Why shouldn’t I?” I replied, carefully skirting around an outright lie. “I’ve got a good brain, I’m observant and fearless. Why should I not succeed?”

Daniel nodded. “I’m impressed, Molly. When you first announced this madcap idea, I’d have said it was doomed to failure. I couldn’t picture anyone entrusting a matter of great delicacy to a woman.”

I chose for once to ignore the insult. “There are times when a woman is what’s needed,” I said. “No man could have gone undercover in the garment industry, as I did.”

“You’re right,” he said, “which is one of the reasons I have an assignment I think will be right up your alley.”

“You really do have a job for me?”

He laughed. “Why do you think I invited you out—to have my way with you?”

“That might have been interesting,” I quipped before I reminded myself that this outing was strictly business.

“You’re some girl, Molly Murphy.” Daniel paused and eyed me for a moment. “Any other lady would have blushed or fainted from shock.” Then he wrenched his eyes away from me and went on. “All right. Let me ask you a question—what do you know about the Sorensen Sisters?”

“The who?”

“Sorensen Sisters—Misses Emily and Ella?”

“Never heard of them.”

“Then you must be the only person in New York or the entire East Coast who hasn’t,” Daniel said. “They caused a sensation when they came on the scene a few years ago and they are still very much the darlings of society.”

“What are they, actresses?”

Daniel smiled. “Who knows. Maybe they are. What they claim to be is spiritualists—they communicate with the dead. You must be aware that this city has experienced a real craze for spiritualism in the past few years and several spiritualists have made their fortunes through their ability to contact the dearly departed.”

“How strange,” I said. “In Ireland most families have at least one member who can talk to ghosts. It’s considered quite normal.”

Daniel laughed. “Unfortunately we Americans have lost that skill and yet apparently we have a collective longing to communicate with our dead. Hence the Sorensen Sisters. They used to hold mass séances in theaters and auditoriums. Now they have become so wealthy and famous that they only hold private affairs for the idle rich.”

“And how does this concern me? Do you wish to contact a dearly departed?”

He leaned toward me and touched my hand. “I am sure they are frauds, Molly. My colleagues and I in the police force are convinced of it, but nobody has been able to catch them out. They are dashed good at what they do—the voices speaking as if from far away, the floating heads, the ectoplasm—”

“The what?”

“Ectoplasm,” he said. “It’s the vaporous, luminous substance that is supposed to emanate from a medium’s body during a trance. I’ve seen it during one of their séances. It was quite impressive, curling around them all wispy and green.”

“So why do you think they are frauds?” I asked.

“Because I don’t believe in ectoplasm, it can’t be possible to communicate with the dead, and because they have become so wealthy from taking in poor suckers.”

“What exactly do you want me to do?”

“Expose them, of course.”

The cab slowed as it was caught in the heavy theater traffic along Broadway. Bright lights flashed from marquees. The sidewalks were crowded with pedestrians.

I swallowed before I spoke. “And how do you think that I could expose them when the entire New York police force was apparently unable to?”

“For the very reason I just explained to you. They now only conduct their séances in private homes, where it should be easier to observe them at close quarters.”

“And how do you propose I get myself invited to a private séance? Do you want me to enter a household as a maid?”

“As a guest, my dear,” Daniel said.

I laughed. “Oh yes. I’ve a whole mantelshelf full of invitations from Vanderbilts and Astors.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll arrange everything. You’ve heard of Senator Flynn, I take it?”

“I’ve read of him in the newspapers. He’s supposed to be young and dashing, isn’t he?”

“He looks a little like me,” Daniel said, “though not quite as dashing.”

“The conceit of the man!” I went to slap his hand, then remembered and withdrew at the last second.

Daniel peered out of the window. “Why aren’t we moving? I declare the traffic in this city is becoming impossible. Has everyone in the world decided to attend the theater tonight?” He rapped with his cane against the roof of the cab. “Let us out here, cabby. It’s quicker to walk.”

“Very good, sir.” The cabby jumped down and opened the door for us. Daniel stepped out first, then assisted me down the steps. The whole of Broadway was a seething mass of people, many of them finely dressed for the theater or restaurant. But at the edge of the curb beggars hovered, some selling things, some of them pitifully deformed and holding out twisted palms in desperation. I shuddered and averted my face. When I first arrived in this city, I could so easily have ended up as one of them. Had they come here with the same hopes and dreams?

Daniel finished paying the cabby and took my arm, steering me past toffs and beggars.

“So why were you telling me about Senator Flynn?” I asked.

“I have an assignment for you that involves him,” he said. “Patience. All will be revealed when we reach the restaurant.”

He guided me skillfully through the crowd until we came to a halt outside a discreet entrance flanked by potted palms. There was an awning over the door and the sign read MUSCHENHEIM’s ARENA. I was wondering what an Arena might be, since the only connection the word conjured up was gladiators and lions.

“Is this the restaurant?” I asked.

“This is it. One of the more fashionable establishments in the city.”

“You didn’t have to go to this trouble. An ordinary café would be enough for me.”

“I want you to become accustomed to fine dining,” Daniel said, “since you’ll soon be dining at Senator Flynn’s mansion on the Hudson.”

“Senator Flynn’s mansion?” I had to laugh. “And how do you propose to get me invited there?”

“You will be introduced as Senator Flynn’s long-lost cousin from Ireland,” he said.

“Buy a flower for the lady sir?” A half-starved-looking girl in pitiful rags blocked our way to the restaurant door, holding out a rose, her eyes pleading.

I thought I had noticed her among the beggars when we got out of the cab and admired her tenacity at following us this far.

Daniel was about to brush her aside, then relented. “Oh, very well.” He chose a rose for me and a buttonhole for himself and paid the girl. She didn’t take her eyes off our faces for a second and was all thumbs as she fumbled over Daniel’s coins.

“Oh, just keep the change.” He brushed her aside impatiently. “Really, the poor thing is a half-wit.”

“Maybe she doesn’t get enough to eat,” I said, glancing back at her. She was staring at us with a strange expression on her face.

Then the door was opened by a man in smart livery and we passed through. Inside was another world from the bustle and beggars of Broadway. It was a scene of comfort and elegance—white-clothed tables lit by tiny frilled lamps and the sparkle of glass and silver. An electric fan was turning in the ceiling, but it was still noticeably warm inside and Daniel requested a table by an open front window to catch what little breeze there was. He ordered what seemed to be a most extensive meal for us, then he was handed the wine list.

“A French champagne, I think,” he said, handing it back without opening it. “Your best.”

“So go on about Senator Flynn,” I said, after the champagne had been brought, tasted and poured, and I had tried to give the waiter the impression that sitting in such establishments with a glass of French champagne in front of me was an everyday occurrence in my life. “I am intrigued. Has he something to do with the spiritualists you were telling me about?”

“You must be aware of the Senator’s great tragedy?” Daniel asked. “I am sure it must have made the newspapers in Ireland. It was all the talk here for months.”

I shook my head. “We had no money for newspapers, so I doubt that any news short of a French invasion would have reached County Mayo.”

“It was about five years ago now,” Daniel said. He paused, raising his glass to me. “Your very good health, Molly. Here’s to success in all your ventures.” We clinked glasses.

“Go on,” I said, because any hint of intimacy was unnerving.

“Barney Flynn was running for the United States Senate for the first time. In the middle of his campaign his infant son was kidnapped.”

“How terrible,” I exclaimed. “The poor man. Was the child ever returned?”

Daniel shook his head. “No. It was most tragic. The ransom note announced that the child had been buried in a secret hiding place, somewhere on the Flynns’ estate.”

I gasped. “Buried alive?”

He nodded. “In a special chamber with a vent to provide oxygen. Barney Flynn gave instructions to hand over the money, no questions asked. Anything to get his son back. But he made the mistake of alerting the police. An overzealous policeman shot the kidnapper as he came to retrieve the ransom money.”

“So they never found the hiding place of the child?”

“Never. They searched exhaustively with dogs, all over the estate, but the child was never found. The estate is huge, of course. Hundreds of acres of woodland and rocky mountainside.”

“There was only one kidnapper then? He had no accomplice?”

“The police investigated thoroughly and no second kidnapper came to light, although it was suggested that the child’s nurse might have been in on the plot. It was the Flynns’ chauffeur, you see. And the child’s nurse had been walking out with him.”

“But she didn’t know anything of where the child might have been buried?”

“She denied all knowledge of the entire scheme.”

“How awful, Daniel. How very tragic for the Senator and his wife.”

“Very.” Daniel sighed. “Senator Flynn has thrown himself into his political work with extra vigor, but his poor wife has never really recovered from the shock.”

“Did they have any more children?”

“A little girl, a year or so later, but the mother still grieves her lost son. She has recently turned to the Sorensen Sisters and has invited them to the house this summer, so that she can communicate with little Brendan.”

“Ah.” I looked at him over my champagne glass. “And you would like me to be there, as an observer.”

“It’s a perfect opportunity. I couldn’t do it myself, as I am known to the Misses Sorensen, and to the Flynns. Splendid. Here comes the soup.”

We broke off while we worked our way through a creamy oyster stew, then a salad, then a dish of smoked fish.

“Now how am I to pass as the Senator’s cousin?” I asked in the pause before the main course was brought. “Surely he knows his own cousins?”

“Luckily for us,” Daniel said, “the Senator comes from a very large Irish family. He was born over here, of course. His parents came over in the famine with nothing. Barney grew up in the worst slums of New York. Truly a self-made man. His fortune started when he hired a barge, sailed it up the coast to Maine and returned with it full of ice. He also played Tammany politics to perfection—going from ward boss to state Senate. And with Tammany’s help he cornered the ice trade in the city.

“Now of course he’s a millionaire. He married money, which didn’t hurt either. But he has a reputation of being generous to any of his relatives who arrive from the old country.”

“Yes, but surely such a shrewd man would do a little checking if I landed on his doorstep and claimed to be his long-lost cousin?”

“Of course he would, which is why your visit will be preceded with letters of introduction. I’ll provide you with a complete family background and history. You must do your homework so that you don’t make a slip. I have no doubt you can pull it off.” Daniel toyed with his fork as a roast chicken was brought to the table and dismembered in front of us. It was accompanied by tiny new potatoes, pearl onions and peas. A generous portion was placed in front of me.

“Holy Mother. This is a feast,” I exclaimed, before I remembered that I should be playing the successful lady detective for Daniel—used to the good life. “And as a matter of interest, who will be paying my fee if I agree to accept the assignment?”

“The city, of course—just as the police pay for any undercover work.”

“And you will be providing a retainer, if I take on the case?”

“Naturally. Fifty dollars up front, the rest when you return. A bonus if you succeed in exposing the sisters.”

“It does sound very tempting.” My mind went to that empty larder and next month’s rent bill.

“Then be tempted for once. It’s not often that I can tempt you these days.”

His eyes met mine as he paused with a forkful of chicken just below his lips.

“This is a strictly business dinner, remember,” I said.

Daniel grinned, that wicked, attractive grin. The first glass of champagne was going to my head. Champagne was still such a novelty to me that it had a strange and overpowering effect.

“Of course,” Daniel said. “Strictly business.”

I concentrated on attacking my chicken.

“This meal will seem like a light snack when you dine at the Flynns’,” Daniel said, eyeing me with amusement. “They like to eat well, I seem to remember.”

“Am I supposed to be used to such meals or am I a poor relation?”

“The relatives who stayed behind in Ireland are humble folk. But you shouldn’t appear too much of a peasant, or Theresa Flynn won’t take to you. It’s important that you get along well with her, or she won’t ask you to be present at her séances.”

“Theresa—that’s Barney Flynn’s wife? Is she Irish also?”

“Yes, but her family came over to America before the Revolution. They own plantations in Virginia, so she was brought up as a spoiled Southern miss. One gathers that they weren’t too thrilled about her marrying a peasant like Barney.”

“So I have to become the bosom pal of Theresa. When is all this to start?”

“The Sorensen Sisters are invited to the mansion the second week of June, after Barney comes home from Washington for the summer recess. If you arrive around the same date, that will give us sufficient time to collect all the information we need from Ireland, and write the necessary letters to secure you an invitation. I’m thinking also that the excitement of having the Sorensen Sisters in the house will subject you to less scrutiny.”

“Very good,” I said. The way I was feeling at this moment, bubbling with my third glass of champagne, I was ready to tackle anything. “And what should I do if I spot the sisters cheating?”

“I’ll give you a telephone number where you can leave a message for me at all times. Call me right away. I’ll come to the house myself.”

That statement should not have made me absurdly glad, but it did.

“Would you believe it?” Daniel said. “We have got through a whole bottle of champagne. You’re turning into quite a drinker, Molly Murphy.”

“It was you who kept filling my glass,” I said. “And you should know that it’s having no effect on me whatsoever.”

Daniel smiled. “I think maybe a little ice cream and a coffee will restore both of us to sobriety.”

“I’ve never been known to turn down ice cream,” I said.

The ice cream was delicious but it didn’t do much to counteract the champagne. I still felt only vaguely tethered to earth as I floated out on Daniel’s arm. I spied the flower girl, standing in the shadows beside the potted palm as Daniel hailed a cab. She was still staring at us and I wondered if she was recalling better times in her own life.

“A very satisfactory evening, Molly,” Daniel said as he climbed into the cab beside me and slipped his arm around my shoulders.

“I really don’t think that’s proper, Captain Sullivan.” I attempted to move away.

“Just to make sure you’re not swung around too violently, Miss Murphy. I’ll wager the dreary, earnest Mr. Singer doesn’t take you out to dine at places like this.”

“Let’s not discuss my relationship with Mr. Singer,” I said. “My personal life can be of no interest to you while you are engaged to someone else. We’ve been through this a thousand times, Daniel.”

“It is of concern to me and you know how I feel about you,” he said. “Dash it, Molly, you said yourself that you can’t just shut off feelings for another person. You must still have feelings for me.”

Without warning he took me in his arms and was kissing me with abandon. I knew I should tell him to stop, but the champagne had numbed my limbs. It had also dulled my willpower and I had always liked Daniel Sullivan’s kisses.

“See, I knew it,” he whispered as we broke apart at last. “You do still have feelings for me.”

“What do you expect if you ply a girl with champagne.” I attempted to recover the last of my dignity. “You don’t play fair, Daniel. Stop the carriage. I’ll get out and walk the rest of the way home.”

He grabbed my hand as I reached up to attract the cabby’s attention.

“You’ll do no such thing. All right. I promise I’ll behave myself for the rest of the journey. It’s just too tempting, sitting here in the dark beside you. It’s been too long since we’ve been alone together.”

“And it won’t be repeated in the near future. Next time you invite me for a business meal, I’ll come in my own cab and I’ll drink water.”

“Think of tonight as good practice for Barney Flynn,” Daniel said. “I understand he’s something of a ladies’ man himself.”

“Surely not, with his wife present?”

Daniel just grunted.

“And you have no qualms about sending me into such a lion’s den then?”

“If anyone can handle Barney Flynn, you can. And you are a cousin, after all.”

The cab slowed and came to a halt. “I’d rather not take the horse up the alleyway, if you don’t mind, sir,” the cabby called down to us. “He don’t like backing up.”

“That’s fine. I can easily walk the rest of the way,” I said.

Daniel helped me down. “Allow me to escort you to your house.”

“Probably better if you don’t,” I said. “You have a history of not taking no for an answer.”

Daniel laughed. “Are you sure you’re steady enough to walk on your own?”

“Quite steady. Not intoxicated at all. I’ll look forward to your next instructions then, Captain Sullivan.”

I started out and heard Daniel’s laugh behind me as I teetered.

“It’s these narrow heels on the cobbles,” I said with cool dignity and made it safely down the rest of Patchin Place. He stood there watching me as I successfully negotiated my door key into the keyhole and let myself in.

“Good night, Daniel. Thank you for a lovely dinner,” I called.

Thank heavens I hadn’t let him accompany me. The way I was feeling at this moment I might well have weakened and let him come inside…

I put my purse down on the kitchen table. The lamp was still burning in the parlor and I saw the back of a head in our one armchair.

“You didn’t have to wait up for me, Seamus,” I began and then stared as the man rose to his feet.

“Jacob,” I stammered. “What are you doing here?”

He came toward me. “I came to apologize for my behavior earlier this evening,” he said in a voice that was frigidly polite. “I thought that the brusque manner in which I turned you away had upset you badly. However, I see now that I need not have worried. I obviously don’t have the claim on your affections I had believed.”

“I have just returned from a business meeting,” I said.

“Really, Molly. I am not completely naive,” he said. “Please don’t lie to me.”

“I’m not lying.”

“You come home tipsy and in the company of your policeman friend and tell me you’ve been to a business meeting?”

“Believe it or not, it’s true,” I said. Part of me whispered that I should smooth things over, but the champagne was all for a good fight. “I thought you were the one who promised not to put me in a cage. You loved my free spirit, I seem to remember.”

“I didn’t think your free spirit extended to midnight outings with other men.”

“We are not engaged, Jacob.”

“No, but I thought we had an understanding.”

“We do. Although if you are going to question and mistrust me every time I leave my front door—”

“Surely I have a right to question and mistrust your assignations with other men?”

“No,” I said. “You have no right at all. Either you trust me or you don’t. I thought you were different, Jacob. I liked you because you respected my right to be an independent person. You didn’t want to keep me wrapped in cotton, the way most men do. But in the end you are just like all the rest—devoted when it suits you, free-thinking when it suits you.”

“If that’s the way you feel…”

“I do.” I held the door open for him. “I think you should leave now.”

“Very well.” He bowed stiffly. “Good evening, Miss Murphy.”

With that he marched to the door. I experienced a strange mixture of sensations watching him go—indignation, guilt and maybe just a touch of relief. I wanted to get far, far away—away from Jacob and Daniel and all the complications in my life.

This assignment on the Hudson River could not start soon enough for me.
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