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      Some of my greatest teachers have been my clients, and I will always have a special place in my heart for active duty military and veterans. This book is dedicated to the men and women who put their lives in danger to keep our country safe and suffer the consequences long after. Thank you!
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      I have treated and do treat posttraumatic stress disorder. It was a completely unheard of concept in the nineteenth century, and I had to tweak some history to make Claire’s role seem believable. The origins of our empirically-supported treatments were still a long way off, so the treatments Claire uses at Fort Daniels are not at all representative of the time or of what we do now. She barely takes the first step of establishing rapport with her patients, which is necessary but not sufficient for successful PTSD treatment. Please don’t take any of the methods portrayed in this story as accurate of what our mental health practices look like today, even though the author is a psychologist.

      I did, however, enjoy researching the medical history to see what practices were in place at the time. I would particularly like to thank the Dekalb History Center. Their Civil War exhibit, which included information on mental health care, was timely and very helpful. Freud was still a teenager in 1871, so psychoanalysis, the precursor to talk therapy, hadn’t even been invented yet. That makes Claire very ahead of her time.
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      Fort Daniels, Tennessee, 22 February 1871

      Am I seeing a ghost?

      Doctor Chadwick Radcliffe couldn’t take his eyes off the young woman who had just pushed through Distillery Hospital’s pitted wooden doors. She looked and moved so much like Claire—his Claire—down to how she shook the water out of her umbrella with three open-shut pulses. The watery light dulled her copper penny hair, but she still had the one wisp that wouldn’t stay contained in her simple hairstyle, and she wore the same rectangle-rimmed spectacles that gave her blue-gray eyes and oval face an air of perpetual curiosity.

      He shook his head. It was just fatigue and the fact he had been back in the Union States for a month and hadn’t heard anything of Claire’s whereabouts in spite of repeated letters and telegrams to his contacts in Boston. Six years had passed since the accident. What were the chances her appearance hadn’t changed? He looked back at the young woman, expecting her to have transformed into someone unfamiliar, but she glanced around, her bottom lip between her teeth in her habitual thinking expression.

      An accidental resemblance, then. His Claire would never have ventured so close to an active front, one of the few left in this stalemate between the Union States and Confederate States. Her family would never have allowed their precious daughter and niece so close to danger. He motioned to one of the nurses, who approached with swishing skirts.

      “Yes, Doctor Radcliffe?”

      “Find out who that young woman is and what she wants. She doesn’t belong here, must have made a wrong turn in town and gotten lost.”

      The nurse’s huff caught his attention. Ah, right, Nanette. The dark-haired beauty had paid extra attention to him since he arrived, but he’d ignored her. His heart was spoken for, although it would kill his beloved to claim it.

      Nanette returned with an amused expression. “She says her name is Doctor Claire McPhee. She’s the neuroticist sent by the University of Pennsylvania to help the soldiers recover from their mental wounds.” Her mouth twisted around the word, “neuroticist”.

      Chad forced his hands to unclench, but not because of his hatred for neuroticists, who had been instrumental in keeping her away from him so her injured psyche could repair itself. It was her. She had arrived to find him completely unprepared.

      “She asked for the chief of medicine. I told her it’s you.”

      “I guess I am.”

      Dammit.

      The former chief had accidentally crossed the border too close to a Fort Temperance sniper. That was how things went these days—few battles, but they picked each other off whenever they had the chance. As Chad was the only other physician there at the time—Perkins having been on a much-delayed leave—Chad had assumed the chief position. For some reason, the powers that be decided to keep him there in spite of Perkins’s objections when he’d returned two weeks later.

      Chad approached Claire with what he hoped was a professional air, but his heart beat a charged tattoo in his ribs. Would she recognize him? Would it injure her to do so? What did he hope would happen?

      Above all, he didn’t want to hurt her.

      Claire studied him with her intense gaze under a slight frown, although without a flicker of recognition.

      It wasn’t supposed to be like this. He swallowed the lump in his throat and resisted the urge to tuck that stray strand behind her ear.

      “I’m Doctor Chadwick Radcliffe, the chief of medicine. How can I help you?”

      Again, nothing except an odd, measuring gaze. “I’m Doctor Claire McPhee,” she finally said. Instead of holding out her hand for him to take it, she rubbed at her right temple with two fingers. She wore tan kid gloves that screamed “city girl”.

      “What brings you to Fort Daniels and Distillery Hospital? Were you looking for Danielsville? It’s just over the ridge.”

      “I just came from Danielsville. Is that what you call this place—Distillery Hospital?” She grinned, and her careless amusement—the same that had attracted him to her in the first place—nearly doubled him over with grief.

      Instead he straightened his spine. “Beggars can’t be choosers when you’re on a war front.” His statement came out as a growl, but he had to get away from her before he accidentally damaged her. Or shredded his heart further.

      “True.” She took a deep breath, and he knew she was about to try to convince him of something. “I suppose you got my telegram? Well, not mine. The one about me. To you, the medical director.”

      “No. It’s possible one arrived, but we’ve had some personnel changes.”

      “I see.” Another breath—even under her prim jacket he could see the movements of her chest—and she launched into her spiel. “I’m here on a grant through the University of Pennsylvania to work with soldiers who show signs of nervous disease like nightmares, feeling like they’re back in the situation, being easily startled, memory problems…” She rattled off a list of symptoms, and Chadwick had to remind himself to pay attention to her words, not her full lips. Plus, she described most of the young men who were there, their minds as broken as their bodies after years of tense anticipation punctuated with brief skirmishes.

      “Did your superiors realize they were sending you into a war zone?” he asked and gestured around him. “It’s dangerous—one well-aimed shell from just over the border, and we’re toast. Plus, we don’t have private consulting rooms here, just a surgery suite, and it’s not someplace that will speak of comfort to a soldier.”

      “Oh, I recognize that, and they knew. Sometimes you don’t have much to lose, you know?”

      Her question, more than anything, tore his heart. What did she mean? He knew her father had died, but wasn’t her mother still alive? And her evil aunt, Eliza, who adored Claire to the point of wanting to make her life perfect, at least according to Eliza’s desires?

      “Not really,” he said, hoping she’d elaborate.

      Instead, she pressed on. “The grant is to find out if we can make a difference with sympathetic conversation rather than procedures, which is the European model, and you probably know better than I how mental healing can promote physical healing.”

      More than you know. The elbow he’d landed on when he was thrown from the steamcart had refused to heal completely. It still ached on rainy days like this one, as did his heart.

      She waved a hand in front of his face. He’d drifted again, dammit. Perhaps he had some of the symptoms she’d come here to help the soldiers with, but he’d never admit to them.

      “I’m sorry, Doctor Radcliffe, but does my being here bother you? I know neuroticists still have a poor reputation in the medical world, but this work is important. This war is too close to finally being over to lose soldiers to their worst fears.”

      And I can’t sacrifice these boys to my fears. Or the mistakes they made with her. “Fine, Doctor McPhee. I can find you a spot for your work, but every soldier you treat has to be medically cleared. By me personally. I won’t let you damage them physically by digging around in their psyches.”

      “That’s fine.” Her eyebrows curved above the rims of her glasses. “Well, then, I promise I won’t get in your way. If you’ll have one of the nurses show me to the women’s quarters so I can settle my things? I can manage my own trunk.”

      Nanette hovered nearby, as always. Chadwick jerked his head at Claire. “Nanette, show her around.”

      After the nurse took Claire out, Chadwick had to breathe slowly and evenly for a count of ten. What have I done to deserve this? And how can I get her to agree to her own treatment?
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      “Women’s quarters are this way. They stick us at the end as far away from the soldiers’ barracks and prisoners as possible.”

      Nanette didn’t look at Claire as she talked. Claire trotted behind her and dragged her trunk on its little wheeled clockwork cart over as much stone-paved path as she could find. By the time they reached the squat, two-story building on the opposite end of the fort from the battle front, Claire’s arms ached, one from pulling the trunk and the other from holding her umbrella aloft against the driving wind and stinging raindrops.

      Claire sensed the waves of resentment coming from the dark-haired nurse who led her to the women’s quarters, so she didn’t ask for a tour of the fort. It seemed pretty self-explanatory, and she was good at finding her way around. Once Nanette left her to their shared room—an unfortunate happenstance that the only empty female bed was with such a reluctant roommate—Claire unpacked as quickly as she could. She hadn’t brought much, having had to sneak out of her mother’s house in Boston, now shared with her least favorite aunt. She’d had to keep her whereabouts a secret from most of her friends and acquaintances, who would have ratted her out to her family, especially her aunt and brother. Her family wanted to stick her in an uncomfortable marriage with a man she hardly knew.

      Hell, she hardly knew herself. Her memory held huge gaps from her life from when she’d been sixteen to when she’d come aware on a neuroticist’s couch in Vienna when she’d turned eighteen.

      The only thing she was sure of was that the man she dreamed about—but whose face she never saw—had existed, and she wanted to find him again. She hadn’t encountered him in her mother’s circles in Boston, so she thought he must have gone to be a soldier of some sort. She believed in the underlying order of the universe, hence why she put herself in a position to be sent to the front. She had faith she’d find him, whoever he was, if she put herself in the right place. The grant award had seemed a long shot, but she’d gotten it, so he must be here.

      Of course she couldn’t start up something romantically with one of her patients, but she knew she’d recognize him when she saw him, and she’d feel all the love and affection he’d been keeping for her these six years.

      Or maybe she was just a silly girl with a dream. Either way, she’d be helping people, which was all she’d ever wanted. Her neuroticist had told her to focus on that, not finding the man she missed but wasn’t sure why.

      She changed out of her wet clothing and into her work blouse and skirt. Hanging her clothing in the wardrobe allowed her to bring her attention to what she was doing. But thoughts swirled around in her head like the icy raindrops that had plagued her on the wagon ride from the station to the fort and after. She’d been lucky in that she’d arrived with a shipment of medical supplies, so she was able to get to the fort that day, unlucky that the freight wagon’s covering was for boxes, not people.

      And the unenthusiastic welcome from Doctor Chadwick Radcliffe hadn’t helped. She guessed that even with his apparent expertise, he’d had to fight hard to stay in his position, or perhaps he was an interim chief. As much as the Union States may embrace the idea of emancipation, they didn’t necessarily espouse the principles of equality necessary for a dark-skinned man to be accepted as a medical chief of a major fort, and she brought potential controversy with her. She wondered if he’d trained in Europe. They certainly seemed more welcoming over there, although there was still plenty of racism.

      Still, she’d been more than kind and didn’t think she’d given him any reason for his coldness.

      Not cold, exactly, but fearful. Why was he afraid of her? He certainly hadn’t been happy to see her, but nothing about what she was there to do should inspire fear, and she’d been approved by the previous director. She was there to help Radcliffe. In fact, his antipathy to her had been almost visceral, his emotions too strong to sort it out. This led to one conclusion—he, like many, had been traumatized from his time at the front. Or he was afraid she’d damage his patients. She’d have to spend more time with him to reassure him. There was no sense in getting turned away until after she’d found her hero, whoever he was.

      “Oh, there she is.”

      Claire turned around to see Nanette and two of the other nurses waiting in the front hall of the quarters.

      “Hello,” she said. “Thank you, I’m settling in nicely. Is dinner this way?”

      “You’re not going unescorted, are you?” Nanette asked. “It would be very forward of you.”

      Claire pressed her lips together so her upper one wouldn’t curl in disdain at the idea that a woman couldn’t go to dinner by herself. This was a war zone, not a society matron’s house, for goodness’ sake.

      “Are you waiting for someone?” she asked. “Perhaps I could tag along.”

      “Yes, but only three men are coming. You’d look a strange odd one out.”

      One of the other nurses, a blonde, tittered. “More than you already do. What kind of woman wears spectacles?”

      “Well, thank you for your advice, but I’m going to head along. Perhaps I’ll find my own escort on the way.”

      She thought she heard one of them say, “Not likely.” She told herself she didn’t care, that the pricking in her eyes was from the rain. How could she have made a misstep so soon?

      It doesn’t matter, it doesn’t matter. But she knew from experience it did. Alienating the nurses at a hospital was a one-way ticket to failure.

      When Claire walked out of the front door, the inviting smells of the dining hall beckoned her. Relieved that her destination was upwind so she wouldn’t have to wander around completely lost, she opened her umbrella and stalked into the rain. Whatever she did, she wouldn’t allow a grumpy doctor and resentful nurse to deter her from meal time.

      The more emotions she soaked up, the hungrier she got, and she had missions to fulfill, both personal and professional.
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      “You seem perturbed,” Patrick O’Connell said to Chad that night as they ate in the mess hall. “A waste of good food, you are. Missing the French siege diet and Ottoman spice?” He held up a beer-braised sausage on a fork, and a strand of onion dripped juice on to his arm. The Irishman licked his hairy wrist.

      “And you seem to have lost any refinement you may have gained in our travels.”

      But Chad was relieved that Patrick’s humor had returned, especially since Paris. Patrick had always been more of a doer than a traveler or thinker, and he was happiest in his workshop.

      “You’re grumpy tonight.”

      Chadwick shrugged.

      “There’s the difference between us, my friend. I don’t let gun problems ruin my appetite.” His eyebrow wiggle confirmed the double entendre. “Not that I have any.”

      “You’re stretching with that one.” Chad shook his head and pushed the greasy food around on his plate. It was fine, better than he’d expected when he arrived. The speed with which his superiors had summoned him back to the front had surprised him. But then, he’d lost track of the news in besieged Paris, and the situation in the States was becoming desperate. Public opinion was for halting the war effort and negotiating with the rebels.

      In other words, against the continued sacrifice of sons who had barely been out of diapers when the war began and the guaranteed spinsterhood of a generation of daughters.

      Like Claire.

      No matter where his thoughts started, they returned to her unexpected arrival.

      “Rough day,” he said.

      Patrick’s face fell into serious planes. “Did you lose a patient? If so, I apologize for my insensitivity. Sometimes I do forget we’re back in this hell.”

      “Thanks, but no apology needed. In fact, quite the opposite. I found someone.”

      Patrick put his fork back on his plate. “Claire?” He said her name in tones that sounded like a prayer or that he spoke of the star of a ghost story of long ago.

      “The same. She just walked into Distillery Hospital, shook out her umbrella, and…”

      “And?”

      “And didn’t recognize me.” Now the food on his plate made his stomach clench—or maybe it had been the loss of hope that she would recognize him—but either way, he was done. He pushed his plate away. “No sign at all, not even the barest flicker.”

      “That’s not surprising considering she didn’t seem to see me in Vienna.”

      “Yes, the damn neuroticists did their job too well burying the accident so far in her memory that she doesn’t remember anything about it. Or me.”

      Patrick scooted Chad’s plate closer to him. “You’re not finishing this?” It was a vaguely hopeful question.

      “No, I’m not.” He sighed. “Tell me about your gun problems.”

      Patrick lowered his voice. “Well, there’s this whore… All right, nothing like that. That weapon is working just fine. I’m having trouble with La Reine. While the professor and I managed to corral the aether into a form we could use to light the stage at the Bohème, concentrating it to the point of aiming it as a weapon is eluding me. I haven’t found the right material for the lens.”

      “That’s unfortunate, especially since it’s kept you from working on our other aim.”

      “Aether as a healing medium? How much more do you need? The preliminary experiments with the girl in Paris went well enough.”

      “Yes, but she was newly shocked and not physically injured. I dare not try it on Claire or the soldiers until I’ve refined the process, but I haven’t had the time with us being so shorthanded.”

      Patrick’s green eyes widened, and his brows crawled up his forehead. “There she is.”

      Chad looked over his shoulder and saw Claire carrying a tray from the kitchen. The rain had plastered her one stray strand to her cheek, and water speckled her glasses. She approached the nurses, who turned their backs on her and spread out so there was no room for her at their table. The medical apprentices ignored her, as did the soldiers who were well enough to eat in the mess hall.

      “Hey, that ain’t right,” Patrick drawled in a pretty good imitation of the Confeds.

      “Where did a boy from Ireland learn a horrid expression like that? You sound like one of the prisoners. Wait, what are you doing?”

      But it was too late. Even if she hadn’t seen them—unlikely considering Patrick’s flame-orange hair and beard—the Irishman made sure she’d notice them. He stood and waved his arms.

      “Hey you, girl with the glasses, come sit with us!”

      Claire’s face lit with relief, and Chad closed his eyes. I’ve missed that smile. When he opened them, he saw she stood by their table, her brows drawn down in hesitation. Chad gestured for her to join them.

      “Thank you,” she said and set her tray beside Patrick’s. “Word gets around fast.”

      “Not fast enough.” Patrick took her hand and kissed it before taking his seat again. “I had no idea our camp had been graced with such beauty.”

      Chad shook his head while studying Claire’s reaction. Patrick was laying it on thick, but as with Chad, she demonstrated no sign of recognizing the Irishman either from life before the accident or from when Patrick had asked her for directions in Vienna.

      “And brains,” Chad added. “This is Doctor Claire McPhee. She’s a neuroticist from the University of Pennsylvania. She’s going to try to help our wounded soldiers get their heads on straight while their bodies heal.”

      “Oh, a neuroticist.” Patrick covered his mouth. “I’ll be careful what I say around you, then.”

      Claire rolled her eyes. “And now I’ve diagnosed you with a bad case of unoriginality. It’s quite rude considering we haven’t been introduced.”

      “You’ve wounded me.” Patrick pretended she had just bayoneted him. “I’m Civilian Engineer Patrick O’Connell, tinkerer and designer of weapons.”

      Claire’s eyes unfocused, and she pressed her right temple. “I’m sorry,” she said, sounding as though she was speaking from inside a dream. “I get these headaches. I knew a tinkerer once. Or an inventor. There are lots of McPhees in Boston.”

      Chad rubbed his jaw to keep it from dropping. She didn’t remember her own father?

      “We tinkerers are a good sort,” Patrick agreed with a glance at Chad. “I take it you know Doctor Radcliffe?”

      “We’ve met.” She gave Chad a wry smile. “I hope your day got better.”

      “Nah, he’s still sulking,” Patrick said. “Where did you train?”

      Chad tried to kick Patrick under the table. He didn’t want to force Claire into more memory than she was ready for.

      “I worked with Doctor Charcot in France, then trained with the neuroticists in Vienna, and then I returned to the States to the neurology department at the University of Pennsylvania. I’m working on a grant.”

      “Charcot, eh?” Patrick steepled his fingers. “That’s the hypnosis guy, right?”

      “Yes, and the Vienna neuroticists are working on a new theory of hysteria and other mental problems, particularly judicious use of electricity, which has been shown effective for melancholia but not nervous hysteria.”

      “How did you get involved with them?” Chad asked to keep her talking. He had known vaguely what she’d done in Europe, but if she was going to work with his patients—and if he was going to help her—he needed to find out more. Having Patrick there was the perfect buffer. Her animated expressions and gestures dragged him into the past, when he was the focus of her attention, but seeing her gloved hands reminded him of the scars underneath.

      “Well, they don’t have a high opinion of us supposedly ‘weaker sex,’” Claire admitted. “I was first a patient of theirs, and luckily I managed to impress them enough that they kept me on.”

      Patrick nodded. “And they think getting experienced soldiers back on the field by soothing their mental anguish is going to break the war’s years-long stalemate and preserve the union. We’ll see who makes a breakthrough first, you with your neuroticist theories or me with my weapon project.”

      “Deal,” she said and shook his hand. “You’ll have to tell me about it.”

      “It’s top secret,” Chad told her.

      “But then how will I know if he won?”

      “The war will be over, of course,” Patrick said. “After one final battle.”

      “And what is the prize?”

      Now Patrick looked at Chad. “We’ll let the good Doctor Radcliffe decide.”

      Chad stood, exhausted by the day and the mental challenge of trying to dig for information without revealing too much. “If you two will excuse me, I have to round one more time before bed.” He willed it not to, but his hand found the small ruby ring in his pocket.
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      After the nice tinkerer had walked her back to the women’s quarters, which Claire now noticed was a converted hotel, Claire ran into Nanette. Claire had felt strangely comfortable with the two men, possibly due to their warm welcome.

      Or at least the tinkerer’s welcome. The doctor had seemed annoyed by her presence, but she found herself strangely glad he stayed as long as he did in spite of his evident discomfort. His emotions had again been too multilayered to make sense of, but she wanted to know more about him. She couldn’t help but notice how handsome he was with his dark skin and striking gray eyes. But then she imagined them turning steel-cold in anger and shuddered. Where had that come from?

      And speaking—thinking?—of coldness, Nanette practically pounced on her when she entered their room and told her, “Your bed is there.” She pointed to the cot, which Claire had made with the sheets provided after unpacking.

      “I guessed that.” Claire didn’t give her the satisfaction of looking wistfully at the featherbed.

      “The bathing room is down the corridor. If you snore, I will throw my dirty stockings at you. Or worse.”

      “I’m a quiet sleeper as far as I know,” Claire told Nanette’s back. Her reluctant roommate slammed the door on the way out. “Well, how’s that for a welcome?” she murmured into the vibrating air. “Note to self—apply for room change once I’m settled.” It didn’t surprise her that no one had wanted to room with the irritable nurse. Or maybe Nanette had been enough of a queen bee she’d succeeded in having women assigned elsewhere until the fort was full.

      Claire blinked back tears. Here I am, odd woman out again. Maybe I should have pretended to be a man.

      She managed to find the bathing chamber and avoid saying anything else that could possibly irritate Nanette, who huffed when she opened the door and saw Claire waiting in the hallway. Claire brushed her hair and teeth and blinked in disorientation when she exited at the rows of identical closed doors on either side of the hall. Her room—Nanette’s room—was first on the right from the stairs, or so she thought.

      “Are you lost, Miss?”

      Claire turned to see a girl of middle teenage years. She wore simple nightclothes and her hair in a wrap.

      “I think so.” Claire rubbed her right ear, which rang with a high-pitched whine. “I’m sharing a room with the head nurse Nanette.”

      “Oh, her.” The girl’s lip curled. “Poor you. It’s last on the left.”

      “Thanks, that’s what I thought.” Claire checked the position of the door and turned to the girl to thank her, but she had disappeared. The silence in the hall almost deafened Claire, and she noticed her ear no longer chimed. A draft made her shiver.

      Hmmm, she must have gone the other way. Claire crept back to her room and opened the door to the sound of a low nasal rumble—Nanette snoring. Claire closed the door, curled up on her cot, and held the pillow around her head to muffle the sound. She’d throw a dirty stocking at Nanette at some point, but not tonight, not until she could get established as an expert in her own right.

      Was there a physician’s lodging? There must be another option.

      Scenes from the day played through her mind, but at some point she fell asleep into the last thing she wanted to dream about. Her neuroticist had told her that when she had nightmares of the accident, she had likely inadvertently exposed herself to something that reminded her of it. That was why she had spent as little time in Boston as possible—being around her mother and aunt had caused nightly dreams of what she didn’t want to remember, both because the images distressed her and because they never included the details she wanted. This time she was aware of herself as an observer in the dream, although still powerless to stop it.
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      Fort Daniels, 22 February, 1871

      Chad finished his rounds and was relieved to find the barracks room he shared with Patrick empty. He slumped on the cot and moved his head back and forth, trying to loosen the tension in his neck. The hospital was intense enough without this particular wrinkle.

      He reached under his bed and found the storage locker where he kept his personal belongings. It was time to remember what he needed to do for Claire, not for himself. He pulled out the letter that had been unfolded, read, and re-folded so many times it had almost disintegrated into a deck of heartbreaking cards.

      

      April 4, 1865

      Dear Chadwick,

      Claire’s mother and I are very sorry to have to tell you this, but the doctors have said she needs to go to Europe for treatment. Her reactions to any reminders of the accident have been so severe that we and the medical professionals fear further injury should we continue our current course. The doctors have told us that any reminders of the night of the accident are forbidden at this time. As it occurred on a special night for you, this means she cannot see or communicate with you, as it might upset her already delicate state. We are hopeful Doctor Charcot will be able to treat her, but we will not know until he tries, and he may have to bury the memory of that night permanently for her to move forward. You can only imagine our pain at seeing our daughter like this and having to limit what we can say to her. Words of love are forbidden. If only I had checked the steam chamber before you two took the cart out… Her aunt always predicted something terrible would happen should I continue to “mess with God’s materials.” Luckily her other two aunts left her enough of an inheritance that she will be able to afford the best care in the world, and I have convinced the solicitors to allow her the money early.

      I have enclosed the draft of the engagement announcement and the ring. Please know that whatever loss you’re feeling is echoed within myself, as I am losing both my daughter and my most promising assistant.

      Please find yourself a nice girl without a crazy tinkerer father.

      Sincerely,

      Allen McPhee

      

      That was the last Chad had heard from Allen McPhee, who had died only a year later. It was said he never recovered from the heartbreak and self-recrimination over what had happened to his daughter. She, meanwhile, had been released to see her family eventually, but her mother had warned Chad off, saying Claire was still too fragile to handle seeing her first love and former fiancé. He’d immersed himself in his medical studies to ease his heartbreak. The military had paid for his education, and he’d gone into battlefield medicine, which included some study of nervous hysteria caused by experiencing life-threatening situations.

      Whatever they had done to her, they’d blocked more than they should.

      “Going through your nightly ritual?” Patrick poked his head around the door.

      “Yes.” Chad re-folded the letter. He needed the reminder to tread carefully. The last thing he wanted to do was cause her more pain. But tonight, instead of its usual effect of pushing him to read more, learn more, and try harder with his own patients, the letter induced a state of melancholy.

      “It’s a good thing we were there,” Patrick said. “I’ve not seen anyone get that kind of cold shoulder since we stopped bringing the prisoners in for mealtimes.”

      “Right, so much for social intervention.”

      “You’re sulking,” Patrick pointed out. “You should stop reading her father’s letter. I wish he was still around—he was famous for his experiments with lens materials. Do you think she might recall any of Allen’s work?”

      Chad shook his head. “If there’s anything in there, it’s probably locked away tight. We should leave it alone for now. Her work with him on that subject occurred at the same time I was courting her.”

      “Hence the sulking.” Patrick patted him on the shoulder. “What did they do to her over there?”

      “I wish I knew.” He stood. “I need something else to focus on. Shall we go to the workshop?”

      “Sure.” Patrick gave him a quizzical look but didn’t say anything else.

      They crossed the yard under a sliver of moon, which sliced through a break in the clouds. He’d formerly imagined it shining on Claire in some far-off land and uniting them in sharing its light, but it failed to cheer him now. Moisture from the rain seeped through Chad’s layers. He thought he could feel the cold in his bones, and his elbow twinged. All of it made him weary and reminded him he wasn’t as young as he used to be.

      Patrick unlocked the padlock that kept their private workshop safe. The only light inside until he lit the lamp was the little aether worm, as Chad thought of it, swirling in the middle of its globe like a snake pulling itself along by biting its tail. While Patrick lit the lamp, Chad moved to his aether intervention device. He wished he knew more about how the substance worked, what it did. All he knew was that it did something to people emotionally, but it was difficult to determine how it would affect each individual.

      “I need a grant to study this at my leisure,” he said.

      “I’m sure some of the boys would volunteer to be subjects for you. They seem to like you, appreciate what you do for them.”

      Chad put the device back on the table. “Too risky. Psyches and their neuroses are all unique. You remember how it had different effects on you and the professor in Paris. It seemed to bring out the worst in you and destructive melancholia in him. I shouldn’t have tried it on Amelie Lafitte—I was probably lucky that it worked as well as it did on her.”

      He turned away, and Patrick caught him by the shoulder. “And do you think it might be getting to you now?”

      “No. I wish it were that easy. This melancholia is all from seeing Claire.”

      “You won her once. You can do it again.”

      “At risk of injuring her, which I will not do.” He placed the hoses with little metal cups back in their case. “You tinker around in here. I’m going to bed.”
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      Driving through the night. We’re laughing and talking, having just come from an important party. Why is it important? I don’t know. He’s driving his new steam cart, but I can’t see his face. It’s too dark, and the lamp on the front only illuminates a few feet into the fog. The coals in the heating chamber in front of me keep my feet warm.

      Claire tries to stop the dream there, to stay in that peaceful, happy moment before all hell breaks loose, but the dream continues. She listens for the sound, the hoofbeats in the dark that draw closer and closer, bringing the moment that divides her life into before and after, the part that makes sense and the part she’s still untangling, trying to sort fragments of memory into logical sequences.

      “Stop the cart!” she wants to yell, but she’s struck motionless in that way she’s only experienced in her dreams. Even when she was injured she could move with pain, but now she’s paralyzed listening to the sound. She can’t run, can’t scream, can’t—

      

      Rough hands shook her awake.

      “You woke me with your moaning,” Nanette spat. “I’m staying with a friend down the hall. Tomorrow you’re finding another space to sleep. By the way, Chadwick Radcliffe is spoken for.”

      “What? Why did you bring up—” The words hung in the air that once again vibrated with the aftershocks of the door slamming.

      What did she—ouch!

      She pressed her fingers to her temples and massaged the sudden pain. She typically had headaches after the nightmares, but this one was particularly intense. She opened her trunk, found the small vial of laudanum Doctor Charcot had told her to use in case it seemed the blocks he installed were failing, and took two drops, all she would allow herself. She wasn’t a hysterical woman. She was a perfectly logical woman with a neurosis problem. By the time the headache subsided, she’d fallen into a dreamless sleep, but she wore dark circles under her eyes the next morning as an extra accessory under her spectacles.

      Thankfully she didn’t run into Nanette while eating salty cured meat on biscuits with jam in the former hotel’s small dining room. She wondered again about the girl she’d met in the hallway, but there was no one to ask. In fact, she found the quarters to be very quiet with an absence of the usual sounds of people moving about, and she ate alone. Had she slept that late?

      Her problems with other women were nothing new—her aunt had instilled in her a sense of her own unworthiness for being more interested in her father’s tinkering than her mother’s domestic activities—and she had bigger problems. It was time to meet the irritable Doctor Radcliffe for a tour of Distillery Hospital and to attempt to convince him of her usefulness there.

      When she walked outside, the fresh after-rain smell of the earth made her smile even as she shielded her eyes against the glare of the sun on wet ground and plants.

      Compared to my aunt, charming him should be easy.

      Radcliffe met her at the door of the hospital and looked none too pleased to see her. She sensed he wanted to get away from her as quickly as possible. Probably hates neuroticists. She wished the genial Mister O’Connell could give her the hospital tour instead. He at least seemed happy to be around her.

      “Good morning,” she said, but to her it sounded like more of a question.

      “Generally,” he agreed. “Follow me. We’ll go through this quickly. I’ve got work to do. Tell me if you need to take a rest.”

      “Why would I—?”

      Before she could finish her question, she found herself having to trot after him or lose him in the gloom. She blinked to clear the after-brightness of the sun from her vision and caught up with him to walk beside him.

      “As you can see, the hospital is a fully functioning facility.” His gesture encompassed the entire building with its exposed brick and wood beam walls. “It was a whiskey distillery, but we’ve converted it.”

      “What happened to the distillery?”

      “It was abandoned and the tanks dismantled for their metal before we arrived, but they left an entire store-room of whiskey barrels.”

      “With whiskey in them?”

      “Yes, but it’s not very good. We use it for sterilizing medical instruments before surgery and to pour on wounds. It hurts like the devil, but it keeps the flesh healthier.”

      “Yes, I’m familiar with Lister’s work.” She looked up at him and was again struck by the irritability of his expression. “I’ve heard of some places boiling the instruments.”

      “The distillery is built on a stream, but most of the water goes to the steam weapons and machinery, then the horses, and then finally for drinking and bathing. We’re all on water rations because the stream only flows so fast, and there isn’t a good place to dam it for a reservoir in this terrain.”

      “So these soldiers rank below horses and machines.” Claire frowned. “That hardly seems fair.”

      They walked into the post-surgical area and spoke quietly. Nurses moved among the patients, but thankfully Nanette was not in sight. Claire tried not to wrinkle her nose against the hospital smells, made sharper by the wet wood odor of the building itself. Only half the beds had occupants, and Claire imagined a blanket between her emotions and theirs. It was the best way she had to think of what she did to get shadows of feelings—enough to sense the shape and form but not be overwhelmed.

      “I’ve been thinking about why you’re here,” he said and turned his intense gray gaze on her. “Look at these men. They’re barely more than boys, and all of them poor. These are the ones whose families can’t afford to bribe the draftsmen. We’ve been at war for a decade, and the supply of young men is running out.”

      She looked at the patients more closely and rubbed her temple, which had throbbed at the word draftsmen. Unlike the ones she’d worked with in Pennsylvania, most of these soldiers had the scraggly whiskers of middle adolescence and the hard expressions of children who had been forced to grow up too quickly.

      “They don’t talk of this on the continent or further away from the lines.”

      “No, because both the Union and Confederate State governments keep it quiet. It’s generally frowned upon to make children fight your wars. Or force them back into situations that almost destroyed them.”

      She straightened her shoulders and lifted her chin against his implied censure.

      “I see why I was sent here. These boys need help.”

      She followed Radcliffe from the ward to a small office, and he opened the door. The desk bowed under the weight of charts, and books on a variety of medical topics leaned at all angles on the bookcase. She wasn’t surprised to see a lack of titles by famous neuroticists.

      “This is your office?” she asked.

      “I share it with the night nurse in charge, but we’re rarely here simultaneously. Please, have a seat.” He gestured to the chair behind the desk.

      “Where will you sit?”

      “I’m fine. Feeling jumpy today.”

      He did, indeed, seem disturbed. He wouldn’t meet her eyes, and he kept running his hand over his dark hair, which looked like it hadn’t seen a barber in a few months. She liked how it curled softly, and—

      “Ouch,” she hissed and massaged her temple with two fingers.

      “Are you all right?” he asked.

      “It’s something to do with the blocks Doctor Charcot installed when he hypnotized me. From what he told me, the accident was so traumatic I reacted badly to any reminders of it. He made it so cues wouldn’t trigger the hysteria reaction.” She opened her eyes to find him standing in front of her. “But I don’t know why it’s happening so much here. Maybe it’s being in a hospital. They said I was in one for a long time after I was hurt, but I don’t remember much, just flashes.”

      “Maybe.” He didn’t sound convinced. “You had a long journey yesterday and need to rest.”

      She stood. “You’re not my doctor.”

      “No, but I—” He opened the door. “I have enough sick people here that I’m not going to add another one. Rest today and report tomorrow. You can give me the details of the treatments you want to try then.”

      Claire sensed he wanted her to leave and nodded. “Perhaps I am somewhat tired.” She’d barely stepped out of the office before the door shut behind her with the emphasis but not force of Nanette’s door slams.

      She pondered the situation as she wandered around the fort to familiarize herself with its layout. These people liked their doors. They especially liked her on the other side of them. She knew there was a lot of bias against the mental sciences, psychiatry and her specialty of neurotology in particular. She would just have to convince them of her usefulness. It seemed the handsome but irascible Doctor Radcliffe could benefit from it, too. If only he didn’t dislike her so much.

      A familiar sound drew her to a building in the center of the fort, the armory. She leaned against a small tree, closed her eyes, and allowed the memory to nudge at her consciousness. She was a little girl, and she went to see her father in his workshop. He was at his forge hammering at something.

      She sighed and opened her eyes. Her mother had told her he was away fighting the war, but she felt the lie and the grief underneath it.

      Everyone thinks I’m too fragile to handle the truth, but I don’t know if I should believe them.

      She didn’t want to dwell on dark thoughts, so she listened to the men’s voices. People’s talk always fascinated her, and she was a shameless eavesdropper. One shout startled her with its force.

      “Watch where you’re going with those, you daft pecker! They’re worth more than your hide and mine put together.”

      She’d heard that voice before. Ah, right, it wasn’t from distant memory but rather the night before, Patrick O’Connell. She’d spent enough time around men that she wasn’t put off by their cursing, and she was curious as to what he was working on. And maybe he could escort her to lunch. She suspected the snooty nurse wouldn’t be impressed by Claire coming in with a tinkerer, but she might be if Doctor Radcliffe joined them.

      With that decided, Claire walked around the building and saw O’Connell standing by an anvil, hammer in hand. A wave of déjà vu swamped her, and she stumbled into the path of a cart.
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      Distillery Hospital, 23 February 1871

      After Claire left, Chad sat at the desk and put his head in his hands. He pressed the heels of his palms to his eyes until he saw stars, but they didn’t erase the pained look on Claire’s face when the headache struck her. As much as it hurt to have her near, he enjoyed her quick mind and humor. She’d preserved those, at least, even if she’d lost so much else. Including her memories of him.

      It just didn’t make any kind of logical sense. But then, very little since the start of this War Between the States, as it was called in the newspapers, did. The seven months he and Patrick had spent in Europe and then the five weeks in the Ottoman Empire seemed like dreams at this point. Or maybe that time was real, and this was the nightmare.

      A knock on the door interrupted his rumination.

      “Come in!”

      Nanette opened the door. She looked unhappy, as usual, but with an extra twist to her lips.

      “That neuroticist needs to go,” she said.

      And here’s another problem. “Why?” he asked with a sigh to tell her he didn’t have time for her petty squabbles.

      “The women’s quarters are full—the only spot left is with me—and she woke me with her moaning last night.”

      “Moaning?” Now this was interesting. “Did she say any words?”

      “One that sounded like Chad but nothing intelligible.” Nanette put her fists on her hips. “But that’s not the point. I need to rest to do my job, but there’s nowhere else to put her. We can’t have any more disruptions at night than we already do, and the building was particularly noisy last night.”

      “Wait, what disruptions are you talking about?”

      Nanette looked around and shut the door. When she turned, she’d dropped the disdainful expression and instead looked truly worried. “The girls are getting nervous. For the past month or so, there have been strange noises, and a few girls have seen things that shouldn’t be there.”

      “You’re telling me the women’s quarters are haunted.” The absurdity almost made him laugh, but he didn’t want to make her feel ridiculed. Not that he was that concerned for her feelings, but he knew her to be a vindictive sort, and he didn’t want her taking her revenge at an inopportune time for a patient.

      “I’m telling you that there’s something strange. None of us have been sleeping well, and having her there only made it worse.”

      “Then I’ll have her moved to the guests’ quarters.”

      “Wait—she gets to move to the General’s House, and we’re stuck in a haunted old hotel? That’s hardly fair!”

      She was going to argue with him no matter what he suggested, so he told her, “Discuss it with the quartermaster. Perhaps he’ll have a solution.” And I’ll give the man a bottle of good whiskey later for his trouble.

      “Fine.” She flounced out of his office. It occurred to him for not the first time that perhaps the former medical director had ridden across the border intentionally to get away from such personnel issues. Not that he would do such a thing, and he shouldn’t discredit his predecessor with such uncharitable thoughts. The general and quartermaster managed who and what were stored where on the fort grounds, but he’d found that the medical director managed hospital personnel.

      I have to focus on my first priority. Chad had rounded that morning and had a few cases he wanted to check up on further.

      When he walked into the general ward, he saw Nanette talking to a young man they’d picked up at the border who had a broken leg and other injuries that spoke of a fall from a spy balloon. He had been unconscious at the time, but when he’d awoken delirious, his speech said he was from the wrong side of the border but with an interesting drawl that the Tennessee and Mississippi boys who fought for the Union didn’t have. He almost sounded like a Yankee, or at least someone from the mid-Atlantic states. It wouldn’t surprise Chad if he was. The war had shown everyone’s mixed loyalties.

      Chad wouldn’t deny the young man care of course, and General Morley would want to patch him up and use him for a potential prisoner exchange. They had plenty of foot soldiers, but spies were worth more. Once he got out of him what the rebels were looking for, of course. Now Chad had to dance the fine line between keeping the general happy but not letting the young man go too early. They’d all heard what happened on the other side to spies who came back in disgrace, although he suspected a lot of it was rumors used to vilify the Confederates and turn them into monsters.

      It was easier to fight monsters than children.

      Seeing Nanette with the patient reminded Chad that whatever her faults, she was a good nurse, and the patients responded well to her. In fact, this young man looked up at her with a sort of adoration. When Chad approached, the young man’s expression twisted into haughtiness.

      “I’d heard you used slaves up here as doctors but didn’t believe it,” he said. “I don’t want that Negro anywhere near me, Miss Nanette.”

      “Now don’t be ugly,” she said in a surprisingly maternal way, and Chad thought he heard a little drawl come through her words. “His daddy was as white as you and me, and his mama was a free woman.”

      “But did she do that hoodoo thing? Is he a witch doc—?” Coughing interrupted his words, and he held a handkerchief over his mouth.

      “Don’t worry, I’m right here,” Nanette said. “I won
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