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Chapter One

March 24, 1864


Clouds hung low over New York Harbor, the waters mirroring the overcast sky. Hattie Logan huddled under the eaves of the ferry terminal, her damp hair curling around her face. There was a chill in the air, and she felt colder by the minute. March was a fickle month, even back in Indiana where she’d grown up. But she wasn’t accustomed to this sort of dampness.
Despite the dismal weather, Hattie felt bright with anticipation. This was her first time in New York, and the city amazed her—more than 800,000 people on Manhattan Island alone, many of them immigrants crowded into the tenements of the Five Points district. And the Governor’s Island ferry was due to dock any minute. Aboard was Kate Warne, the Pinkerton operative who’d overseen Hattie’s spy work when she’d first come East. 
She was ready for a change, and she hoped Miss Warne would provide the opportunity. In three years of spying for the Union, Hattie had traveled to Washington City, Richmond, and Nashville. She’d decoded messages, posed as a courier’s wife, and used her acting talents to endear herself to the enemy. She’d escaped prison and thwarted a Rebel attack. She’d found and lost love. This was far more adventure than she’d have known if not for the war, and while there were a few parts she could have done without, she was eager for more. 
Having fallen in sheets only moments ago, the rain had become a steady drizzle. A bank of fog rolled in, obscuring Hattie’s view of the boats plying the harbor’s waters. All around, ships blew their horns, a cacophony of sounds emerging from the mist. As hard as the war had been on the nation these past three years, commerce appeared to be thriving. 
Then the fog thinned a bit, and Hattie saw the ferry pulling up to the dock. With her chilled fingers, she clutched the edges of her cloak, keeping it warm about her shoulders as she scanned the faces of the disembarking passengers for Kate Warne. When at last Hattie spotted her, she had to look twice. Usually, Miss Warne dressed plainly. Today she looked as if she’d stepped from the pages of Godey’s Lady’s Book. Beneath her velvet cloak, she wore a black grenadine dress with a standing collar and a fashionable black silk bow at the neck, and the edges of a white braided sacque peeked out beneath her cloak.
Other than her manner of dress, Kate Warne looked much as Hattie remembered, her features becoming and yet unremarkable, her gaze soft and unassuming, inspiring trust. This served her well in her spy work, Hattie knew. 
Spotting Hattie, Miss Warne’s lips turned in a rare smile, and her pace quickened. Approaching, she held out her arms. “My dear,” she said, pressing her cheek to Hattie’s. “So good to see you.” 
From the generally reserved woman, the greeting was effusive. Hattie knew it was an act, a show of affection to suggest the two of them were longtime friends or family. Still, Hattie’s heart warmed, Kate Warne being someone whose trust she coveted. “A delight to see you as well,” she said. “You’re looking well.”
“As are you,” Miss Warne said. “Though I fear you’ll catch your death if you stand out in this chill a moment longer.”
They linked arms, and Miss Warne set a brisk pace toward a waiting carriage. Acknowledging the operative with a nod, the driver helped them inside. To fend off the cold, they arranged a robe over their laps as the horses set off, hooves clomping toward Broadway, the main thoroughfare.
Miss Warne removed her hat and brushed raindrops from its brim. “I’m glad you could meet the ferry. There’s a chance I’m being followed, and an encounter at the ferry terminal seemed less likely than other options to arouse suspicions. I wouldn’t want you to be drawn unwittingly into my current operation.” 
“But I might want to be drawn in,” Hattie said.
Miss Warne tilted her head, gazing at her. “After working with the Army Police, you want to return to Pinkerton’s?”
“If I could be of use.” Hattie shifted in her seat. “If you’d have me, that is.” 
Miss Warne looked away. Maybe this meeting had been a mistake. Maybe Hattie was being presumptuous. Miss Warne had enjoyed a long line of successes. While with the Pinkerton agency, she’d befriended bank robbers and nabbed Confederate spies. She’d feigned injury to gain access to a suspect’s home, and she’d posed as a fortuneteller to extract information about a murder. She’d even helped thwart a plot to abduct President Lincoln. 
By comparison, Hattie felt like a failure. In her first real assignment with Pinkerton’s, she’d been arrested and imprisoned, as had her companion, Thom Welton, who she’d loved with all her heart. Unable to save Thom, she’d pursued Dr. Luke Blackstone, the man who’d betrayed them. But she’d ended up risking another man’s life, and in the end, Blackstone had gotten away. 
In light of these disappointments, Hattie had gladly stepped away from spying, accepting an offer to travel with her friend Pauline Carlton. But she’d grown restless. She knew she could do more. Not just for the Union cause, but for herself.
Miss Warne turned back to Hattie, her gaze softer now. “Of course we’d have you. Mr. Pinkerton feels terrible about what happened to you and Thom, you know. He tried everything to get you out of prison. Only…” Her voice trailed off.
“Only what?” Hattie couldn’t hide the edge in her voice. 
“Only he wonders why you didn’t come to him when you first escaped instead of going to General Sharpe.”
Hattie suppressed a sigh. Three agencies, with three men in charge, each claiming to be the nation’s secret service director, adding a layer of confusion—and competition—to their work.  
“I intended no slight,” she said. “When I got back to Washington, I went to the house where you’d kept your office. But you were no longer there.”
Miss Warne offered a rueful smile. “You’re a spy, Hattie. If you’d truly wanted to, you could have found me.”
Color rose in Hattie’s cheeks. “I had something specific in mind, and I didn’t think Mr. Pinkerton would go along with it. An assignment in Tennessee, where I’d been told I might find Luke Blackstone.”
Miss Warne’s lips turned in a slight frown. “You wanted revenge.”
Hattie nodded slowly. Stated so bluntly, the error of her pursuit now seemed obvious, especially since she’d nearly gotten her Army Police supervisor killed in the process. “I wanted to stop Blackstone from harming anyone else. I discovered he was plotting to use a chemical gas to harm Union soldiers.”
“So you had him arrested?”
Hattie jutted her chin. “I made sure the generals knew of his plans. That’s the best I could do.”
“I’ve always known you to do your best, Hattie. At times I’ve wondered what you’re trying to prove.”
That I’m competent, Hattie might have said. That I’m worthy. She sat up straighter. “So you’d give me another chance at Pinkerton’s?”
“Of course. I take it you’re no longer on assignment with General Sharpe?”
Hattie shook her head. “There were complications. I reported to the Army Police in Nashville. But the lieutenant there…” Her voice trailed off. How to explain John Elliott’s troubled past, his desire to protect her, and the affections he’d shared, when she’d vowed to stay true to Thom Welton’s memory? 
Hattie cleared her throat. “The lieutenant is a good man. But I want to do more than what he’ll allow.”
Miss Warne nodded. “I see.” 
Hattie waited for her to say more, but she was close-lipped. That’s her nature, Hattie told herself. She’s not passing judgment. 
“I thought I might be able to do something more meaningful at Pinkerton’s,” Hattie said at last, breaking the silence. “Something that would truly make a difference.”
Miss Warne gave a half-smile. “Every case we pursue makes a difference. Currently, our focus is on exposing corruption and grift. The Army’s quartermasters are uniquely positioned to profit from the war, and some are doing so quite handsomely. At Governor’s Island today, I presented myself as the wife of a businessman proposing to sell camp stoves to the army at inflated prices. The quartermaster who approved the purchase would receive a share of the profits. Sadly, he readily agreed.” Her gaze seemed to deepen. “Is that the sort of making a difference you have in mind?”
Hattie glanced out the window. To the east, she saw the tenements that housed some of New York’s poorest working-class residents. They were the city’s lifeblood, and yet she knew how they suffered as wartime prices rose and wages stagnated. For the wealthy to profit in such circumstances was egregious. Exposing their corruption would certainly be worthwhile. But it wasn’t at all what she’d had in mind.
“It sounds like an important effort,” she said guardedly.
“It’s not glamorous. Nor is it especially exciting. ” Miss Warne studied her. “I suspect you’re looking for more.”
Hattie felt the relief that comes with being found out. “Your powers of observation are as acute as ever.”
“An occupational hazard.” Kate nodded at the window. “There’s your hotel,” 
The carriage slowed, the driver steering deftly through traffic to the curb. A pang of sadness struck Hattie. For as much as she’d anticipated this reunion, it was ending all too soon, and she’d gained no real clarity about her future.
“It’s been good to see you, Miss Warne. You’ve always…” Her voice caught in her throat. “Always believed in me. I appreciate that.”
Miss Warne straightened, seeming uncomfortable at the emotion of this. “I have every confidence you’ll find your way, Hattie.”
“I appreciate that.” She wished she shared Kate Warne’s belief in her. “If I may, there’s another matter that’s been weighing on me heavily. She blinked back tears. “It’s about Thom Welton. I’ve been wondering…wondering what became of him after his death. Where he’s buried, I mean.”
“I’m told the Confederates interred him in a pauper’s grave outside of Richmond. An inglorious end, I’m afraid.”
“I’d like to see him properly buried on northern soil,” Hattie said, overcoming the wave of emotion. “It would take some effort, I know, but I could travel to Washington and make some inquiries. General Sharpe might be of assistance. Perhaps I could even get Mr. Lincoln’s attention.”
Miss Warne clasped Hattie’s hand, another unexpected gesture. “That’s kind of you, Hattie. I know Thom would have appreciated your concern. But there’s something you should know.” She paused a moment, studying Hattie’s face. “The decision about Thom’s final resting place lies with his family. With his wife.”
His wife. That couldn’t be. Hattie was Thom’s wife, in all but the ceremony. She’d repeated his words over and over in her head, more times than she could count. No matter what anyone says, you are my one true wife. 
She felt the weight of Kate Warne’s gaze, assessing her reaction, and so she took care to keep her voice measured. “Yes, of course. His wife. I’d enlist her help. Only I’m not…not sure where to find her.”
Another long moment passed. “Mr. Pinkerton reached out to her some time ago, offering his assistance. But she’s understandably upset knowing Thom was killed in his service with Pinkerton’s, and she rejected his overtures. Perhaps you’ll have better luck.” From the carriage box, she took a pen and paper. She jotted a note, then handed it to Hattie. “It’s a small town, I’m told. You shouldn’t have much trouble finding her.” 
The coachman opened the carriage door, letting in a blast of damp cold. “Ready, miss?” he asked.
Numbly, Hattie stood and gathered her skirts. She mumbled her thanks to Miss Warne, then took the coachman’s hand and descended the steps, the street a blur of horses and carriages and pedestrians intent on their destinations. She felt as if her world had been stripped away, the planet off-kilter. 
A wife. Thom had a wife. 




Chapter Two


Hattie couldn’t fathom it. Thom had loved her, and she had loved him. There had to be some sort of misunderstanding. Something she couldn’t process in her current state of shock and confusion. 
One thing she knew for certain—she couldn’t bear the thought of telling anyone what she’d learned about Thom. So when she returned to her hotel room and Pauline asked how her reunion with Kate Warne had gone, Hattie only smiled and said it had been good to reconnect with an old friend. 
She’d promised Pauline she’d go with her to tonight’s event at Barnum’s Museum, but now she was having second thoughts. She could say she wasn’t feeling well, which wasn’t far from the truth. But Pauline would only fuss over her, and that would make matters worse. 
Better to carry on as if nothing was amiss, Hattie decided. The Barnum’s lecture might be a good diversion from her reeling thoughts. Pauline was certainly excited about it. As Hattie helped her into one of her finest gowns, she jabbered on and on about how the showman P.T. Barnum was interested in her own story and how that could open doors to all sorts of opportunities to enhance her fame. 
Fastening the last of Pauline’s stays, Hattie realized she’d tuned out much of what her friend was saying as she’d turned the news about Thom’s wife over and over in her mind. She shook her head, refocusing her attention. 
“I hope he introduces his wife,” Pauline said.
“Who?” Hattie asked, shocked that Pauline seemed to have somehow read her thoughts. 
“Why, Tom Thumb, of course.” Pauline tilted her head, her dark eyes quizzical. “Surely you haven’t forgotten he’s giving tonight’s lecture.”
“Of course not.” Thanks to Barnum, the dwarf was the subject of much fascination throughout the country. “I just hadn’t realized about his wife.”
Pauline looked stunned. “Really? She’s the talk of the town.”
Hattie fumbled with the button at the base of Pauline’s neck. “I suppose she is,” Hattie said. “But you know what they say—someone’s always the last to know.”
~ ~ ~

After dinner, Hattie walked with Pauline from their hotel to Barnum’s Museum at the corner of Broadway and Ann. Plastered to an outside wall were posters advertising Three Giants, Two Dwarfs, Indian Warriors, and French Automatons, plus Dramatic Entertainments Morning, Afternoon, and Evening. 
This wasn’t Hattie’s first visit. Pauline thought Barnum’s American Museum was one of the city’s top attractions, and she’d insisted they go there on their first full day in New York to view its curiosities. It made sense since on the lecture circuit, Pauline was promoting herself as something of a curiosity, too—the actress turned spy turned Rebel prisoner. Following a harrowing escape from her Confederate captors, her health had suffered, which was why she’d asked Hattie to go along on her tour, assisting with logistics that were too taxing for her to take on herself. 
At the museum’s entrance, Hattie and Pauline paid twenty-five cents each for admission. Inside, they passed spectators gathered around the Feejee Mermaid, a dried-up creature with a fish’s tail and a monkey-like head, its mouth frozen in what seemed like horror. Pauline said she could’ve gawked at the mermaid all day.
Hattie preferred the more substantive exhibits, such as those featuring stuffed pelicans and egrets. The birds reminded her of her brother, George. He’d always loved nature. Early in the war, Hattie had lost track of him. All she’d heard was that he was somewhere in Canada. If he was, she hoped it was in a place where wild birds soared and sang.  
They proceeded past the Giant’s Chair, where people were taking turns sitting, and then past Tom Thumb’s miniature carriage. Making their way to the museum’s center, they passed wax miniatures of generals and statesmen and a gigantic aquarium where a beluga whale swam. 
Finally, they descended into the lecture hall. “Palatial, isn’t it?” Pauline said.
Hattie agreed that it was. Grander by far than any of the lecture halls on Pauline’s tour, the room was large and airy, with ample windows and doors. Corinthian pilasters separated the private boxes, and the seats were upholstered in velvet that shared its crimson shade with the damask that papered the walls. Craning her neck, Hattie recognized several familiar faces featured in painted medallions that radiated from the ceiling’s center, including President Andrew Jackson and author Washington Irving. 
Hattie and Pauline found their seats, halfway up in the center section. As they settled into them, Pauline chattered about what a clever man Phineas Barnum was. “He’s traveled all over the world, sparing no expense in his quest to inform and entertain,” she said. 
Hattie nodded along as Pauline rattled off more of Barnum’s accomplishments, but her mind kept slipping back to Miss Warne’s revelation. She had to get her mind off it, she told herself. Had to focus her attention on something else.
Within moments, the gilt chandelier’s brilliant gas light dimmed. From the orchestra section, a man began plunking a lively march on the pianoforte. Then the curtain rose, revealing a man whose dark hair curled over his high forehead in a rather disheveled way. He had a wide, prominent nose, a bemused smile, and bright, inquisitive eyes. Beside him were a tall stool and a round table covered with a cloth that matched the room’s wallpaper. 
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said in a booming voice. “Welcome to tonight’s instructive entertainment. Prepare to be delighted and amazed. I am your host, Phineas T. Barnum, the sun of the amusement world from which all lesser luminaries borrow light.”
Applause erupted from the audience. Hattie joined in, though without Pauline’s robust enthusiasm. Barnum had confidence, she’d give him that.
“Tonight, you’ll enjoy one of this venue’s star attractions,” Barnum said when the applause died down. “Throngs besieged London’s Piccadilly to see him. It was the same in Paris. A stranger might ask what had attracted the long lines of splendid carriages, what had drawn such crowds that extra policemen had to be brought on duty. The answer was always the same. Ladies and gentlemen, General Tom Thumb!”
The spotlight shifted to the right, dropping to floor level to illuminate a small man as he strutted on stage. Grinning and waving at the thunderous applause, he sidestepped toward Barnum. 
“I had no idea he was so small,” Pauline whispered in Hattie’s ear. “They say he started touring with Barnum when he was four years old. Now he’s making money hand over fist.”
Since quitting the life of a spy to give lectures and work on a book, Pauline had become obsessed with money. She only wanted to support herself, she’d told Hattie, and to be beholden to no one. But it seemed more than that. Hattie thought of the profiteers Miss Warne was investigating. In some ways, she supposed Pauline wasn’t so different, turning a profit from her wartime exploits. But while Pauline might tell some tall tales, at least she wasn’t cheating the government.
The applause receded, all eyes focusing on the stage as Barnum bent down and scooped Tom Thumb up under the arms as if he were a child. He set the tiny man on the tabletop, then sat on the stool next to him. 
“General Thumb, you are ever the sensation,” Barnum said. “Thirty-two years old, and you’re how tall?”
“Thirty-eight inches,” the little man said proudly. “And weighing only a trifle over fifteen pounds.”
“Ah, but nature has accommodated an abundance of gifts in your small body.” Winking, Barnum poked Tom Thumb’s belly as if he were a loaf of bread fresh from the oven. “And there’s now a lucky little woman with whom you share them.”
“My lovely wife, Lavinia.” Tom Thumb bowed, then gestured toward the wings. Only inches taller than Tom, an attractive woman sauntered toward him, elegant and poised in a gray taffeta skirt trimmed in blue velvet. 
“Mr. Barnum arranged their wedding,” Pauline whispered to Hattie. “And they honeymooned in Washington. Mary Lincoln invited them to the White House.”
Mr. Barnum set General Thumb down to join his wife. The orchestra struck up a tune, and the happy couple paraded about the stage, Tom singing a lively tune to his bride.
Hattie shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Far from taking her mind off the crushing news about Thom Welton’s marriage, this display of love and marital bliss only inflamed her pain. Surrendering to her thoughts, she indulged her memories. Thom Welton’s smile, his laugh, his charm. The twinkle in his eyes, the warmth of his hand, the magic of his lips on hers. 
They’d fallen deeply, blissfully in love. Hattie knew that with all her heart. And yet there had been much they hadn’t known about one another, much they were still exploring when fate cruelly separated them. But a wife? She simply couldn’t fathom it.
The tiny couple was presenting their final song-and-dance number when an explanation came to her. Thom was the consummate spy, adept at inventing identities. He must have fooled even Mr. Pinkerton and Miss Warne, telling him he was married. He would have had his reasons. Maybe he’d invented the story to assure them he could be trusted with Hattie playing his wife. 
That had to be it, she decided. Thom had invented a marriage, and everyone had believed his story. No need to breathe a word about it to anyone, or to dwell on it any more than she already had.
The Thumbs took their bows. Returning to the stage, Barnum paraded out more of what he called his “human curiosities,” among them a bearded lady and a pair of giants who, like General Thumb and Lavinia, were joined in wedlock. With that, the spectacle ended. 
Hattie rose to her feet with the rest of the audience, sending Barnum and his curiosities off with yet another round of applause. As people around them began to leave, Pauline clasped Hattie’s hand. “Come with me,” she said gleefully. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”
She led Hattie to the front of the auditorium, then ushered her backstage. To one side, the giant husband was laughing with his wife. To the other, General Thumb and his bride were squabbling over something. Pauline craned her neck, perusing the scene, then tugged Hattie toward Phineas Barnum, who was talking with the bearded lady.
Approaching them, Hattie shuddered. She understood that a war-weary nation needed distractions. But Barnum’s “curiosities” were people who loved and laughed and fought. She hated the idea of the showman exploiting them simply because they were different, all with the aim of lining his own pockets.
As Hattie and Pauline approached, the bearded lady nodded briefly at Barnum, then scurried off into the darkness. The showman turned to face them. “Well, well, well.” Voice booming, he thumped Pauline’s back. “This must be the friend you mentioned. The little lady who nursed you back to health. Poisoned, wasn’t that it?” 
Pauline nodded vigorously. “That’s right. A veiled lady brought me a basket of cakes, and not knowing they were poisoned, I foolishly ate them all.” She laughed, a little too loudly, Hattie thought. “I’ve always had a weakness for cakes.” Pauline nudged Hattie forward. “Hattie Logan, meet Mr. Barnum.”
Hattie shot Pauline a look. She knew full well that as part of Hattie’s cover as a spy, she went by the surname Thomas now. Hoping the slip-up hadn’t registered with Barnum, she offered her hand. “A pleasure to meet you. You put on quite a show.”
His smile broadened. “And it’s about to get even better with the addition of Pauline.”
Hattie drew a sharp breath, then turned to Pauline. “You’ve signed on with…this?” she asked, waving her hand vaguely at the backstage scene.
“That’s right,” Pauline said excitedly. “Starting next week, I’ll be giving lectures right here in this hall.”
“Pauline’s tale is remarkable,” Barnum said. “A female spy prowling about behind enemy lines. Of course, we’ll need to finetune the content, embellish a bit.” 
“Flourishes,” Pauline said with a grand sweep of her hand, citing her preferred term for the titillating details that crept into her accounts of her exploits. Accompanying her on the lecture circuit, Hattie had never quite gotten used to Pauline’s story changing each time she told it, making herself ever more the hero. 
“So you’re done with the circuit?” Hattie asked. “You’re staying here in New York.”
“That’s right. And Mr. Barnum has generously agreed to provide accommodations. No more hotels.” 
Barnum set his hand on her shoulder. “Pauline will have her own room right here at the museum. Only the best for my human curiosities.” He cocked his head toward the corner, where the spat between the little couple was escalating. “Speaking of which, I sense a lovers’ quarrel brewing. If you’ll excuse me, ladies.” He nodded at Pauline and Hattie, then turned and went briskly toward the Thumbs.
Leaving the museum, Hattie felt almost too stunned to speak. Outside, she took a deep breath of night air and turned to Pauline. “Are you sure this is what you want? To become a human curiosity?”
Pauline jutted her chin. “You don’t think we’re curiosities already? We’re female spies, for God’s sake.”
“Not anymore,” Hattie said as they started down the street. “You gave that up to do your lectures. And I…” Her voice trailed off. She wasn’t going back to the Pinkerton Agency, not to investigate quartermasters skimming off the top, and not after Miss Warne’s revelation about Thom. 
“Don’t get me wrong,” Pauline said. “I’ve appreciated your help. Truly.”  
“And I’ve been glad to help. But I don’t know that I want to settle into a room at Barnum’s Museum.”
Pauline laughed. “Don’t be silly. Mr. Barnum hasn’t invited you to stay at the museum. He invited me.” In the glow of the gaslights, her expression turned serious. “You don’t have to worry about me. Mr. Barnum will take care of me now. And you’re lucky, you know. You can go back to working for that lieutenant in Nashville who’s so fond of you. Me, I’ll never spy again. I’m too well known.” The pride in her voice was unmistakable. 
It would be nice to be known, Hattie thought. Nice to feel as if she’d accomplished something truly noteworthy, not to mention a welcome distraction from the secret she hoped to bury.




Chapter Three

March 26, 1864


Under other circumstances, Hattie wouldn’t have spent her last night in New York taking in another show at Barnum’s Museum. Though it wasn’t a show, Pauline was quick to remind her. It was an educational lecture featuring female scout and spy Pauline Carlton, though as Hattie sat listening, she had her doubts about the educational value. Under Barnum’s tutelage, Pauline had embellished her story considerably, adding several new flourishes. 
Barnum had opened the show with his usual self-promoting flair, introducing tonight’s featured speaker as Major Pauline Cushman of the Cumberland Army. Hattie had to wonder how this rise through the ranks would sit with Lieutenant Elliott and Colonel Truesdail of the Cumberland Army’s police, who’d supervised her and Pauline’s spying back in Nashville. Perhaps they’d take it in stride, for as P.T. Barnum noted, Pauline’s tale was bound to inspire the northern public and Union soldiers alike in what everyone hoped would soon be the waning months of the war.
Barnum had also outfitted Pauline for the part. She wore an approximation of a Union officer’s uniform, from the kepi hat to the brass-buttoned coat to the trousers. Hattie’s friend Dr. Edith Greenfield would have approved of the trousers, which the doctor herself wore, not to simulate a military appointment but as a protest against women’s fashions which she blamed for restricting their freedom of movement. 
Brandishing a sword, Pauline was an imposing figure, her dark hair curled beneath her hat, her expression solemn as she conveyed her story with more drama than Hattie had heard before—and with regard to Pauline, that was saying a lot. 
Around the auditorium, patrons listened with rapt attention to Pauline’s telling of how she’d grown up at her father’s trading post in Northern Michigan, an account Hattie had heard many times and only half-believed. Then she launched into telling how she’d come to spy for the Army of the Cumberland, giving the impression that she’d reported not to Truesdail or Elliott but directly to General Rosecrans. 
She spoke of how her landlady had been a Rebel sympathizer. “You’ll guess what I caught her doing,” Pauline said, stepping to the edge of the stage. She swiped the air with her sword. “Attempting to poison a Union soldier.”
Hattie sat up straight. That had happened, all right. But it was Hattie who’d caught Mrs. Fletcher in the act, not Pauline.
“I noticed a light on late one night,” Pauline said in a conspiratorial stage whisper. “So I crept downstairs.” She demonstrated, padding the stage with the lightest of footfalls. “There she was in the kitchen, mixing a white powder into ground coffee. Real coffee, mind you. Not the chicory stuff. I startled her, but she relaxed once I assured her I’d only come down for some cologne, as I was feeling ill. Believing I shared her Confederate sympathies, she told me her plan.”
Pauline switched to what Hattie had to admit was a fair imitation of Mrs. Fletcher’s voice. “Them tarnal Yanks are fixing to quarter wounded soldiers here. I aim for them to go out in coffins.”
The woman next to Hattie gasped.
“She showed me the packet that the white powder came from,” Pauline said. “Sure enough, it said POISON. The next day, I fairly flew to the provost marshal’s office to turn that evil woman in.”
Hanging on Pauline’s every word, the audience exhaled a collective sigh of relief. Hattie shifted in her seat. She supposed she should be angry at Pauline’s claiming the tale as her own. But it wasn’t as if Pauline had taken a true feather from Hattie’s cap. It hadn’t taken any special skill to deduce what the landlady was up to, and Hattie had never expected any credit for reporting the incident to Lieutenant Elliott. He hadn’t even bothered to arrest Mrs. Fletcher, arranging instead for Union soldiers to be quartered elsewhere.
Likewise, Hattie didn’t much mind when, later in her performance, Pauline claimed to have made a public toast to Jefferson Davis and the Confederacy. In fact, it was Hattie who’d made the toast, though to be fair, it had been Pauline’s idea. It had earned Hattie the trust of Nashville’s Secesh sympathizers, but in the end, what good had she made of that trust? Precious little.
As Pauline launched into an embellished account of her mission behind enemy lines, Hattie considered her options for the future now that her friend no longer needed her. Not that there were many. Hattie had vowed never to go back to her home in Indiana, where her parents were the town pariahs and had in any case disowned her. Nor could she return to Pinkerton’s under the present circumstances.
Maybe she could go back to Washington City, where she and her good friend Anne Duncan had once worked in Pinkerton’s mail room. Last year, when Hattie was newly escaped from prison, she’d returned to Washington. There, she’d gone to General Sharpe, head of the army’s secret service. He’d agreed to send her to Nashville, where she wanted to track down the man who’d had her and Thom arrested. 
Perhaps Sharpe would see fit to dispatch Hattie on another assignment. But with so little to show from her last pursuit—in the end, Luke Blackstone had gotten away—she felt uncertain about the prospect. Besides, there were too many memories in Washington, memories of her and Thom in happier times.
But Hattie had to do something. On the lecture tour, Pauline had been covering her expenses. Now she would be on her own, with barely enough cash to cover the cost of a train ticket and a few weeks’ lodging. In the end, she’d decided her only viable option was to return to Nashville. 
She knew Lieutenant John Elliott would help her out. He’d made known his feelings for her. But she wasn’t sure what she felt for him, and in any case, he had always been inclined to protect her. That didn’t square well with her wanting to achieve something noteworthy. Not that she wanted a stint at Barnum’s. She just wanted to know she’d made a real difference. 
If she went back to Nashville, she’d be better off connecting with Edith Greenfield, who was both doctor and spy. Steadfast, determined, and forthright, Edith was a woman Hattie looked up to despite her unconventional views and manner of dress. And Edith had said that as long as she was in charge at Nashville’s Hospital No. 11, Hattie would have a place running the hospital’s dispensary as she had last year. That would ease Hattie’s concerns about money. And with her connections in Washington, Edith might be able to get Hattie situated in a spy operation.
In the meantime, Hattie would at least have a way to support herself. Before the war, women rarely had to worry about such things, relying on their husbands and fathers for support. Hattie’s parents would have tried to marry her off to some old codger whose wealth would have enhanced the family’s fortune. But the war had upended all of that. All over the North—and the South, too, Hattie suspected—women were fending for themselves, some with much aplomb.
Which was why, when all was said and done, Hattie couldn’t fault Pauline for her flourishes and embellishments. It was true what she’d said—she was too well-known to return to spying. Not Hattie. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to be well-known, not really. She just wanted to matter.
~ ~ ~

Backstage after the show, Pauline looked both exhilarated and exhausted, her cheeks flushed and her eyes feverish. Removing her hat, she patted her curls. “I did well, didn’t I? The audience seemed attentive.”
“You were magnificent,” Hattie assured her. “They were hanging on every word.”
Pauline tipped her head as if Hattie were a mirror in which she might admire herself. “I thought so. You don’t mind me claiming credit, do you? For the poison and the toast to Jeff Davis?”
“Well, my doing the toast was your idea, even if you intended it as a way to get rid of me.”
Pauline’s eyes flashed. “That was in no way my intent.”
Hattie raised an eyebrow. “You weren’t a tad resentful of Lieutenant Elliott’s forcing his new recruit on you?”
Pauline shrugged. “Maybe a little. And the poison—well, either of us could have caught Mrs. Fletcher in the act. It just happened it was you. Mr. Barnum said it was exactly the sort of flourish to get the audience in the palm of my hand.”
“My ears are burning.” Coming around from behind them, Barnum looked from Pauline to Hattie, his eyes twinkling. “And you must admit, those flourishes got exactly the response we wanted.” He set a hand on Pauline’s shoulder. “I predict a long run of Barnum’s lectures for Major Pauline Carlton.”
“I hope so.” Pauline smiled, but in her smart uniform, her shoulders slumped.
“I’d best be going,” Hattie said, feeling every bit the third wheel now that Barnum had inserted himself. “I’m catching an early train in the morning.”
Pauline reached for her hand. “I’ll miss you, you know.” 
Hattie swallowed back an unexpected swell of emotion. “Take care of yourself.”  She thought of the three empty laudanum bottles she’d found while packing this afternoon. But she could hardly say anything about that with Mr. Barnum looking on. Besides, doctors prescribed laudanum all the time for pain, and she knew Pauline suffered more from her afflictions than she let on.
“I’ll send a card now and then,” Pauline said. “Let you know how famous I’ve become.”
Blinking back tears, Hattie squeezed Pauline’s hand. For all her brashness and flamboyance, she’d become a true friend. “The uniform becomes you,” she said, hoping to lighten the moment before she broke down entirely. “You may have missed your calling.”
“Any day now, the war will be over,” Mr. Barnum boomed. “Soldiers will be a dime a dozen.”
Hattie hoped so. But ever since the Rebel attack on Fort Sumter three years ago, people had been saying the war would end soon. Somehow, it never seemed to happen.  
~ ~ ~
Three days after leaving New York, Hattie was in Indianapolis, having dinner with her friend Anne Duncan at the home of Anne’s parents, enjoying a spread so sumptuous she could almost forget there was a war going on. After feasting on beet pickles, boiled ham, and turnips, she hardly had room for dessert. But the custard was too tempting to refuse.
To no one’s surprise, little Jo, Anne’s four-month-old, loved custard too. Jo was a big part of why Hattie had decided to stop over in Indianapolis on her way to Nashville. She hadn’t seen the child since her birth in November.
Propped on her mother’s lap, Jo gummed her spoon greedily, holding out her hands and cooing for more as it emptied.
“It’s gone, you greedy little piggy,” Anne said at last, pushing aside her empty dish.
“She can have mine,” Hattie said. “I’ve eaten a longshoreman’s share of the food here already.” 
She started to pass her custard dish to Anne, but instead, Anne plopped the baby on her lap. 
“I’ve no experience with babies, you know,” Hattie protested.
“Jo doesn’t care. She adores you. Look how she’s ogling you.”
“She’s ogling my dessert,” Hattie said, and everyone laughed. But in truth, Anne was right. Jo’s blue eyes were fixed on Hattie. Reaching a chubby hand to touch her cheek, the child offered a toothless grin. Hattie’s heart swelled. Even if no one else appreciated her, Josephine did.
“You’re a natural,” Anne’s mother said, beaming as her grandchild gobbled the spoon full of custard Hattie offered. 
“And you look quite fetching with a child on your knee,” Anne said. “It’s too bad Lieutenant Elliott isn’t here to see.”
“Have a beau, do you, Hattie?” Setting aside his empty dish, Anne’s father leaned back in his chair. “An army man?” 
If she didn’t have a baby on her lap, Hattie might have throttled her friend. “Lieutenant Elliott is my supervisor in Nashville,” she said. “Was my supervisor, I mean. Our relationship is strictly professional.”
Anne smiled knowingly. “If you say so. All I’m saying is that if you open your eyes, you might find an opportunity for marriage and motherhood yourself.”
Motherhood felt like the last thing Hattie was ready for at this point in her life. But she understood Anne wanting her to have what she did. A husband, a home, a family. 
“Speaking of marriage,” Hattie said, eager to shift the focus of the conversation. “How has Lavina handled Richard’s return to battle?” Richard was Anne’s older brother, who’d helped Hattie escape from a Richmond prison last year. He’d made his way home but then had returned to his regiment only weeks later.
“She’s a bundle of nerves, the same as I am,” Mrs. Duncan said. “If you ask me, Indiana’s 19th could have gotten on just fine without him.”
“Richard’s not one to sit on his heels and let others do the fighting,” Mr. Duncan said.
“I’d have thought he’d gotten his fill of fighting at Gettysburg.” Mrs. Duncan shook her head. “So many of his friends lost.”
Mr. Duncan wagged his finger at her. “You know what Mr. Lincoln said, dear. ’These dead shall not have died in vain, that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom.’”
Mrs. Duncan sat up straighter. “I should like to have my freedom and my sons too.”
Finished with her second round of her custard, little Jo sighed. Curling into the crook of Hattie’s arm, she batted her long lashes sleepily, gazing up at her. What bliss, Hattie thought, to know nothing of the world’s troubles. 
“At least Henry’s safe in Washington,” Hattie said. 
“Safe but distracted,” Anne said. “His letters are full of nothing but talk of him courting cousin Julia.”
“Second cousin,” Mrs. Duncan said, correcting her.
“They must be incredibly happy,” Hattie said. At one time, Anne’s earnest younger brother had been head over heels for Hattie. She’d been thrilled when his cousin Julia Trent had taken an interest in him, nursing him back from his injuries at Antietam.
Mr. Duncan harumphed. “Henry’s too young to settle down.”
This was the sort of thing people said about men but not women, Hattie thought. At twenty-three, Mr. Duncan must think her an old maid.
“And what of your plans, Hattie?” Mrs. Duncan asked. “You haven’t said what you’ll be doing in Nashville.”
“I hope to take up a position at the hospital where I volunteered last year,” she said. “And perhaps also make myself useful again as an operative.”
“I’m sure Allen Pinkerton would take you on,” Mr. Duncan said. It was through his friendship with Allen Pinkerton that Hattie and Anne had first gotten on with the agency. “I understand Pinkerton’s in New Orleans at present. I could send a telegram.”
“That’s kind of you, Mr. Duncan,” Hattie said. “But Mr. Pinkerton’s associate Kate Warne has already assured me of a position with the agency should I want it. For the time being, though, I intend to pursue other options.”
“Just don’t go taking any unnecessary risks,” Mrs. Duncan fretted. 
“I’ll be careful.” Looking down, Hattie saw that little Jo had nodded off.
Anne pressed her hand to her mouth, covering a yawn. “Jo was up at the crack of dawn. I’d best get her home before I fall asleep right here at the table.”
“You and Jo can stay the night here,” Mrs. Duncan said. “If Hattie doesn’t mind sharing the guest room, that is.”
“Not in the least,” Hattie said.
“Thanks, Mother. But Franklin would fret if he came home and found us gone.” 
As Anne pushed back from the table, Mr. Duncan shook his head slightly. Hattie wondered if, given the choice, he’d have selected someone other than Franklin Stone as his son-in-law.
Anne reached for the baby. “It’s been so good to see you, Hattie, even if it’s just for one evening.”
Hattie started to hand Jo over to her mother, but the child stirred.  “I’ll settle her in the perambulator,” she said. “Then I’ll walk you home.”
Anne smiled. “I rest my case about you and motherhood.”
~ ~ ~

If not for Jo in the perambulator, it felt almost like the old days, walking beside Anne along an Indianapolis street. The orange sun was sinking low in the west, and there was a whiff of spring in the air. 
“I’m glad you got to see Miss Warne,” Anne said. “How is she?”
“The same as ever,” Hattie said. “Calm. Precise. Mr. Pinkerton has her hunting down profiteers. She assures me it’s important work, but—”
“Not exciting enough for you,” Anne said, finishing her sentence. “You’ve always been one for adventure. I figured you’d end up in the arms of some handsome stranger while you were on the road with Pauline.”
“I enjoyed seeing places I’d never been. Detroit, Pittsburgh, Philadelphia, New York.”
“But you didn’t want to stay on with her in New York?”
“She doesn’t need me now that she’s with Barnum’s. Although I do worry over her health,” Hattie said, thinking again of the laudanum bottles.
“She won’t find a friend
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