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Chapter One


London, England 
Wednesday, March 6, 1912 


Her breath caught as the waves of pleasure engulfed her. She 
had delayed the climax as long as possible, intent on savoring every morsel of 
delight offered by the skillful hands of her lover. Every second of their time 
together was precious beyond words, because there was no way to know how long it 
would be before they would again share each other’s company. Their relationship 
was based on stolen moments wherever and whenever they could arrange them. As 
her body quivered with the final ripple of joy she couldn’t help but wonder how 
much longer they would be able to hide their relationship. Discovery of their 
unspeakable love would mean certain disaster. Strong, loving arms pulled her 
close and held her with a gentleness that caused tears to burn her eyes. 


“I want to love you,” she whispered. As always, she was very 
aware of how quickly the afternoon was passing. “Our time is slipping away.” 


“There’s plenty of time. Let me hold you. Close your eyes. 
I’ll be here when you wake.” 


The same hands that had only moments ago brought her such 
great pleasure began to stroke her hair. She tried to fight the drowsiness that 
was overcoming her, but the soft voice in her ear and soothing hands were too 
much. Content in the knowledge that for the moment they were safe, she leaned 
into her lover and gave in to the comforting cloak of sleep. 








Bridget Sullivan woke to the sound of the teakettle and the 
rattle of china. She watched the woman she had fallen in love with two years 
ago—Ann Taylor. Simply thinking the name made a warm glow begin to burn inside 
her. 


Ann glanced up and found her watching. “So my little 
sleepyhead has decided to rejoin me.” 


Suddenly jealous of the time she had wasted sleeping, 
Bridget sat up. “I’m sorry. I can’t believe I fell asleep.” 


Ann handed her a cup of tea. “Nonsense. You were exhausted.” 
She gave a small wicked grin. 


Bridget blushed. “It’s entirely your fault.” 


“I certainly hope so.” She fluffed the pillow behind 
Bridget. “Get comfortable and enjoy your tea. I found a tin of biscuits. Would 
you like one?” 


“Yes, please. I’m famished.” 


Ann’s knowing smile brought another blush to her face. “You 
are priceless. After all this time you still blush so easily.” 


“It’s only because you make me so happy.” Bridget ducked her 
head and sipped her tea. 


“I’ll get those biscuits.” Ann kissed the top of Bridget’s 
head before walking away. 


Aware of their precious time slipping away, Bridget asked, 
“What time is it?” 


“It’s only a little after three. We have plenty of time 
still.” 


Bridget glanced around her tiny apartment that smelled of 
freshly brewed tea mingled with the earthy aroma of raw clay. 


Eight brilliantly shaded ceramic pots graced the crude shelf 
Ann had built and installed for her. The small bed and a chest of drawers filled 
one wall. Across the room sat a potter’s wheel and a battered worktable. This 
was Bridget’s home and studio. It was a rundown room located at the rear of an 
old theater, which was only open on Friday and Saturday nights. She had arranged 
with the owner to clean the theater after rehearsals and after each show for a 
small salary and the use of this room. For almost six years, the room had been 
her haven. She tried not to dwell on the fact that in gaining this place of 
safety she had lost her family. This refuge had grown even more important after 
she met Ann two years ago. 


Ann placed the plate of biscuits in Bridget’s lap and 
carefully balanced her own cup as she climbed back into bed. They sipped the tea 
and nibbled at the treats in comfortable silence for a long moment. Ann finally 
broke the stillness. “I’ve been thinking. Maybe we should leave London.” 


“Your father would never let you move away from home. 
Besides, how would we live?” She glanced at the ceramic pots on the shelf. Her 
work was just starting to sell. 


“You know it’s only a matter of time before he finds out. 
I’ve told you how deeply religious he is. He’d send me to Bedlam at St. George’s 
Fields.” 


Bridget tried to conceal her shock. “Surely your father 
wouldn’t send you to an asylum.” 


Ann shuddered slightly and rushed on without replying to 
Bridget’s comment. “We could save our money. You could continue selling your 
pots, and I could ask for a bigger salary.” She fidgeted with her cup. 


Bridget knew that from early childhood Ann had worked at the 
general mercantile store owned by her extremely devout father. Over the years, 
her responsibilities had grown from dusting the shelves to keeping the accounts. 
Her father paid her a small salary that she used to purchase her first love, 
books. 


“I know. I’ve been trying to convince him that at 
twenty-five, I’m certainly old enough to take care of myself.” She shook her 
head. “And always, he comes back with that ‘it’s not proper for a young woman to 
be living alone.’ If I’m not living in his home then I should be married so that 
some other man can take care of me.” She took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. 
“I’ve told him a thousand times that attitudes are changing, but so far he 
hasn’t budged an inch. He’s absolutely convinced that my immortal soul will be 
condemned to hell forever if I’m not under his or some other male protection 
twenty-four hours a day.” 


“We’re never going to be able to live together if you can’t 
make him change his mind.” She hated to sound like she was nagging. After all, 
Ann had used the excuse of visiting a sick friend to sneak over to see her on a 
rare weekday visit. Normally their time together was limited to a few hours on 
Sunday afternoon. On more occasions than she cared to remember, even those 
precious hours were taken from them because of some family matter Ann had to 
attend to. A secret part of her wished Ann could simply walk away from her 
family as she had done. She pushed the unkind thought away and reminded herself 
that she wouldn’t have been able to walk away so easily had her mother still 
been living. 


Bridget had never met Ann’s father, but from what Ann had 
said, she didn’t think he would ever change his mind. He appeared to be a very 
stern man, not cruel like her own father, but definitely a man who ruled his 
household with a firm hand. His strict control seemed to intimidate everyone 
except Ann’s older brother, Hayden, who had developed a serious drinking 
problem. 


Ann took her hand. “I can’t stand being away from you. It’s 
driving me crazy. I feel possessed—always plotting and scheming to find ways to 
get back over here.” She stared into her tea. “Hayden has started asking 
questions about where I’ve been spending so much of my time.” 


“Your brother is a spoiled, massive pain in the 
hindquarters.” Hayden was a spoiled man-child. He was given a much larger salary 
than Ann was, even though he seldom did any real work. Whatever money he had was 
wasted on alcohol. The constant lack of funds forced him to continue living with 
his parents. 


Ann chuckled. “No one would argue that point with you. 
Still, if he gets too curious he could cause a lot of trouble.” 


A cold tingle ran along Bridget’s spine. She’d had the 
misfortune of meeting Hayden briefly a few months earlier and had taken an 
instant disliking to him. He had been with one of his drinking cronies. They 
were both intoxicated. At first, Hayden tried to cozy up to her. When she made 
it obvious that she had no interest in him, he grew angry and insisted that Ann 
return home with him. Rather than cause a scene, Ann obeyed. That’d been the 
first time Bridget had seen any sign of weakness in Ann, and it had disturbed 
her for a long time. 


After that encounter, Ann seemed nervous about venturing out 
of the apartment. It bothered Bridget that they were forced to hide away. It 
became a growing source of uneasiness between them. Luckily, the onset of cold 
weather took care of the problem, since it more or less forced them to spend 
their time together at the apartment. 


Bridget turned her attention back to Ann. “He wouldn’t try 
and follow you, would he?” 


“I don’t think he’s that curious, yet. It’s just that he has 
started to ask questions about how I spend my Sunday afternoons when I go out, 
and he takes special notice of whenever I take off early, as I did today. I 
think he’s jealous that I might get something he doesn’t. That’s why he watches 
everything I do.” 


Bridget leaned her head against Ann’s shoulder. “You must be 
careful.” 


“I try. There’s so little time for us. I work late each 
weeknight, and Mother expects me to help at the house after the store closes on 
Saturday. Then there’s Sunday morning Mass, and you know Father would die if I 
ever tried to skip Mass.” 


“We’ll think of something.”



“Let’s sneak off to America and live in Texas.” 


Bridget blinked in surprise. “Texas. What on earth would we 
do in Texas?” 


“We could be cowboys and carry six-shooters.” 


Bridget peered up at her. “Do they still carry six-shooters? 
Even if they do, I don’t think we could be cowboys.” 


“I could be.” Ann stretched her legs. “I think I could make 
quite a handsome man. Don’t you?” 


Bridget eyed Ann’s small breasts and long lanky body. Years 
of standing and moving heavy merchandise at the store had given her muscles that 
Bridget had never possessed. “Perhaps, but I like you just as you are.” 


“It would be so much simpler if I were a man. I work as hard 
as my father does and harder than Hayden ever has. I’m as tall and nearly as 
strong as Hayden is, and I’m a much faster runner. Why shouldn’t I be allowed 
the same freedoms? I’ve heard that there are women who pose as men and live 
their lives as they see fit.”



Bridget didn’t want to venture off into that area. Ann was 
so much more sophisticated about those matters. She would occasionally want to 
try some new sexual position she had read about in one of her naughty books. 
Bridget usually complied, but most of the time she was so embarrassed that she 
could barely keep her mind on what they were doing. She couldn’t imagine how a 
woman could possibly go through life posing as a man. “I think it would be a 
hard life to always be hiding.” 


“Would you go to America if I did?” 


Bridget tried not to show her distaste. She loved London and 
was quite happy in her small apartment. “I’d follow you to the ends of the 
earth.” In truth, she had no desire to go to America or anywhere, and it 
wouldn’t matter if she did. A trip to America would require much more money than 
either of them had. But, if it made Ann happy to think of living there, what 
harm was there in the little white lie? 


Ann sighed. “I suspect that’s where you think Texas is.” 


“Honestly, it wouldn’t be my first choice of a place to 
live,” Bridget admitted. It wouldn’t even be in the top twenty-five, but she 
decided not to mention that fact. “You know I would love you no matter where we 
lived.” 


Ann set her teacup on the windowsill. “Don’t fret. It’s 
nothing more than a fantasy carried over from my childhood days. At the salary 
my father pays me, it would take me two lifetimes to save enough to immigrate to 
America.” She turned back to Bridget with a look of longing in her dark brown 
eyes that clearly had nothing to do with Texas. “Now. If you’re feeling properly 
nourished, I believe we have some unfinished business.” 



Chapter Two


The rest of the week dragged along for Bridget. She tried to 
stay busy with her pottery, but even that failed to keep her mind off Ann. She 
rose early on Sunday morning to clean the theater. It wasn’t as messy as usual 
and it only took her a couple of hours to put it back into shape. By Sunday 
morning, she was so desperate to see Ann that she considered taking a walk over 
to St. Bartholomew’s Cathedral where she knew Ann and her family would be 
worshipping. Bridget had stopped attending church after her mother’s death. She 
would gladly start going again if it provided her an opportunity to spend time 
with Ann. Aware that she couldn’t simply show up at the cathedral and start 
talking to Ann, she paced. She rearranged items on the table so many times she 
soon had them completely out of place and had to move them back to their 
original location. Just before noon, she made tea for lunch and nibbled at a 
prune Danish. As she ate, she eyed the small potter’s wheel tucked into the 
corner. She should pull it out and work or else she would have nothing to fire 
when the opportunity arose. 


She had made an agreement with Akira Tanaka, a Japanese 
potter known for his magnificent glazing techniques. He allowed her the 
occasional use of his kiln in exchange for her assisting him three mornings a 
week. She didn’t mind working for him because of the invaluable experience she 
gained. It had taken years before he even allowed her to watch as he dipped his 
pots in the secret glaze he produced. She didn’t know the portions of 
ingredients used for the glaze, but she had kept a watchful eye on the numerous 
meticulously labeled bottles he kept in an unlocked cabinet in the back of his 
studio. Careful observation had shown her which of the bottle levels dropped 
after he prepared a batch of glaze. She didn’t feel guilty about her spying 
because she knew she would never be a threat to his career. With her income, she 
struggled to save enough money to buy clay. It would be a long time, if ever, 
before she could afford to purchase the chemicals to make her own glaze. 


Too restless to work, Bridget finished her tea and rinsed 
the few dishes she had used. Afterward, she grabbed her scarf and wrapped it 
snugly around her neck before pulling on her coat and hat. Maybe a walk would 
settle her down. Ann wouldn’t be able to get away for hours yet. Her family 
always expected her to join them for a meal after church. She was in the process 
of pulling on her gloves when there was a noise at the door and Ann burst in 
laughing. 


“You’re early,” Bridget said as she flew into her lover’s 
arms before Ann could even make it into the room. 


“Father wasn’t feeling well and didn’t want to eat. Hayden 
begged off as well. I was so restless after Mother and I shared a quick tea that 
she finally insisted I get out of the house for a while.” She kissed Bridget 
again and hugged her. As she pulled away, she noticed Bridget’s coat. “You were 
going out.” 


“No.” Bridget started to unbutton her coat. “I was going 
crazy in the room missing you.” 


“Don’t take your coat off. Let’s go for a walk in the park. 
It’s a beautiful day.” 


Today Bridget didn’t want to share her time with Ann with 
anyone else. Outside the room she wouldn’t be free to touch her lover or kiss 
those beautiful full lips. Before she could resist, Ann was pulling her out the 
door. 


Once they were outside Bridget’s resistance disappeared as 
the weak sunlight began to warm her face. The air was a bit brisk, but there was 
little wind today and the sun gave promise of spring being just around the 
corner. 


Ann slipped her arm beneath Bridget’s as they strolled. 
“Don’t worry,” she whispered when Bridget tensed. “No one will think anything 
about us walking arm in arm.” 


Bridget made herself relax. Ann was right. None of the other 
strollers were paying them any mind, except for an occasional nod of greeting. 
They walked to the park in a comfortable silence. 


“The trees will be budding out soon,” Ann said as she leaned 
her head back and took a deep breath. “Did you know that in parts of Texas the 
winters are so mild the homes hardly need to be heated?” 


Bridget shrugged. “No. I can’t say that I know much about 
Texas.” 


“I’ve read that orange trees grow in people’s yards. Imagine 
how it would feel to simply walk out your back door and pluck an orange off a 
tree.” 


Bridget smiled. It wasn’t the image of herself plucking an 
orange that pleased her, but that of Ann doing so. “That would make you happy, 
wouldn’t it?” 


“Yes.” She turned to Bridget and grabbed her shoulders. 
“Promise me that we’ll do that someday—even if it’s just for an extravagant 
holiday. Promise me we’ll go to Texas together.” 


Ann’s sudden seriousness made her uneasy. She pushed away 
the rational thought that they would probably never have enough money for such a 
trip and nodded. “Of course we can.” 


“Let’s do it now.” Ann’s eyes blazed with such intensity 
that Bridget found herself shrinking away from them. “Let’s leave here today 
while there’s still time.” 


Bridget’s concern was giving way to fear. “What do you mean 
while there’s still time? We have plenty of time. We’re both young and healthy.” 
She stopped sharply. “Are you sick?” There was always some ghastly disease 
running through the city. Had Ann contracted one of them? Before her imagination 
could conjure even greater horrors, Ann stopped her. 


“I’m not sick.” She released her hold on Bridget and walked 
away quickly. 


Left with no choice but to follow Bridget rushed after her. 
“Tell me what’s wrong,” she insisted when she finally caught up. She struggled 
to keep pace. “Ann, please talk to me. You’re scaring me.” 


Ann simply walked faster. 


Bridget was practically running. Finally, she stopped 
sharply. “Ann, slow down.” To her surprise, Ann came to a halt and stared back 
at her. The look of pain in her eyes shocked Bridget, but when she saw the glint 
of tears, her heart faltered. She had never seen Ann cry. She rushed to her 
side. “Talk to me. What has happened to upset you so?” 


Ann raised her arm as she started to speak but dropped it 
aimlessly. 


Bridget ushered her to a nearby bench. “Sit down here and 
talk to me.” 


“I’m scared.” 


A cold wind seemed to blow through Bridget. She shivered and 
couldn’t stop herself from glancing around them. She couldn’t imagine Ann being 
afraid of anything—not her fearless, brave Ann. “Why?” 


“Hayden has been dropping hints.” 


Bridget sat up sharply and looked around again. Everywhere 
she looked there were people—young couples strolling with their heads held close 
in loving conversation, old men and women sitting on benches feeding pigeons, 
children running and playing. She saw no one showing any special interest in 
them. 


Ann seemed to sense her thoughts. “Don’t worry. He’s at home 
recovering from a hangover today. I checked to make sure he was sleeping before 
I left.” 


“What has he been saying?” 


Ann shrugged. “It’s not like it’s anything directly, just 
little innuendos.” She hesitated a moment. “Like the other morning at breakfast. 
Father was upset with Hayden, because he had been out so late the night before. 
Father had to make him get up. He wanted Hayden to help him uncrate a large 
shipment that had arrived the previous day. I was going to be working on the 
accounts and Mother was watching the counter. Anyway, Hayden was being more 
sullen than usual. Father became angry and started reprimanding him about 
staying out late and drinking. Suddenly Hayden jumped up and pointed at me and 
said that maybe Father should be more concerned about where I had been spending 
my time.” 


The cold in Bridget deepened. She couldn’t stop the shudder 
that ran through her. If Mr. Taylor ever learned what was going on, he’d never 
let Ann leave the house again. She didn’t even want to think about what would 
happen if her own father ever discovered her relationship with Ann. He would 
gleefully have her committed to an asylum, just to prove to her that he still 
held some power over her. 


“We must be more careful,” Ann said as she glanced around. 


Bridget busied her hands by brushing at the imaginary lint 
on her coat. She couldn’t help but feel that being careful simply meant she 
would be seeing less of Ann. The warm pleasantness of the day had disappeared 
for her. In its place was a looming sense of dread. 


Maybe it was time they started thinking of a more extreme 
way to get away from Ann’s family. It would have to be a drastic action, because 
Ann’s father wouldn’t simply let her leave on her own. He was too old-fashioned 
to accept the fact that his daughter could survive without him or some other man 
watching over her. London was an enormous city. It would be easy for them to 
disappear. She doubted Ann’s father had the financial means for an exhaustive 
ongoing search for them. Her own father certainly had the means, but he didn’t 
care what she did as long as she wasn’t asking him for money and wasn’t doing 
anything to embarrass him. She shivered again. 


Ann stood suddenly. “Let’s go back. I’m getting cold.” 


Once they were safely back inside Bridget’s tiny apartment 
they tried to make love. They both flinched at every tiny noise from outside. 
Finally, they simply lay within the comfort of each other’s arms. Bridget held 
on to Ann tighter than she normally did. She tried to loosen her grip, but the 
recurring thought that this could be the last time they would be together kept 
haunting her. 


The sun was still high in the sky when Ann eased out of the 
embrace. “It’s time for me to leave.” 


“Don’t go,” Bridget pleaded. “It’s early still.” 


Ann kissed the top of her head. “I don’t want to cause any 
undue suspicion.” After pulling her thick auburn hair back up into the severe 
bun she normally wore it in, she began to dress. 


Bridget swallowed her tears as she helped Ann with her 
corset. She would not let Ann see her cry. After tying off the corset, Bridget 
began to dress also. 


Soon they were standing at the closed door kissing good-bye. 
“I may not be able to get away next weekend,” Ann said quietly as she stroked 
Bridget’s hair. “I love your hair when it’s down.” 


The words began to eat through Bridget’s determination not 
to cry. She turned away as she tried to speak, but tears choked off the words. 
All she could manage was a nod. 


“Please don’t be angry with me. I can stand anything but 
your anger.” 


Despite her resolve, Bridget turned and threw herself into 
Ann’s arms. “I’ll move to Texas with you. Or anywhere else you want to go.” 
Tears flowed down her cheeks. 


Ann lifted her head and wiped the tears away with her thumb. 
“Don’t cry, my love. This is only for a while. If we don’t give him anything to 
latch onto, Hayden will soon turn his attention somewhere else and forget all 
about me. Then we’ll be able to see each other again.” 


For a few fleeting hours whenever you can sneak away. 
Bridget bit her tongue to keep from releasing her anger. She knew Ann was doing 
the best she could. 


With one last kiss, Ann rushed out the door. As Bridget 
watched her leave, she realized that this was how their relationship would 
always be. At least until Ann’s parents decided it was time she got married. 
Bridget closed the door. She didn’t have the energy to face that demon. 



Chapter Three


Bridget tried not to think about Ann as she struggled 
through the next week. When Sunday came and went without so much as a word, she 
grew more despondent. After only a week without Ann, working with Mr. Tanaka no 
longer held any appeal, and cleaning the theater had become complete drudgery. 
Even her apartment had lost its sense of comfort. It seemed more like a prison 
now. As her anxiety grew, it became impossible for her to sleep for more than a 
couple of hours per night. The rest of the time she flopped around in bed trying 
to find a comfortable position or sat at the tiny table with a cup of tea and a 
pad, trying to determine how many pots she would have to sell so that she and 
Ann could immigrate to Texas. The faraway place that only a few days before had 
seemed so forbidding suddenly took on the aura of paradise. But, no matter how 
many ways she looked at the figures, they would be old women before they could 
afford to leave. 


Somehow, she managed to get through the week and even 
managed to have two pots ready to fire when Mr. Tanaka told her she could use 
the kiln on Thursday. He was pleased with both her efforts, but to her they 
looked dull and lifeless. On Friday morning, she walked to the park where she 
and Ann had spent their last precious few hours together. She sat on the bench 
they had shared. As she stared out at children running in play and people 
milling around enjoying the warmth, a revelation hit her. She gave herself a 
swift mental kick before jumping from the bench and racing toward the tram stop. 
Why hadn’t she thought about it before? Her father was one of the richest men in 
London. She would get the money from him. After all, he had come by the bulk of 
his wealth through her grandfather. She was entitled to something. In her 
desperation, she didn’t allow herself to think about what she was going to say. 
There was nothing she wouldn’t do to be with Ann. 



When she reached the tall brownstone building that housed her father’s vast 
network of offices, her bravado faltered. Not only was her father, Sean 
Sullivan, among the richest men in London, he was also a cruel man who had spent 
his life forcing everyone and everything around him into submission. 


He was a man of moderate means when he married Jocelyn 
Miller, the only child of a kind-hearted and highly successful clothing 
manufacturer. Soon after the marriage, Mr. Miller began to suffer from stomach 
problems and within a year, he was dead. Sean Sullivan quickly took over the 
Miller clothing factories. He slashed wages and extended hours. If an employee 
protested the new working conditions, he was quickly replaced with a worker who 
didn’t complain. Within two years, Sean Sullivan had tripled his net worth. He 
boasted that he had never failed in anything he set his mind to. 


Bridget knew that was not true. Her father had failed to 
produce a male heir who lived long enough to take over his industrial empire. 
His first wife, Jocelyn, Bridget’s mother, had given him a daughter and two 
sons. Both sons died before their first birthdays. When Jocelyn died, he quickly 
remarried a sour-looking woman named Agatha. Bridget had been seven then and 
held only the vaguest memories of the woman. After a three-year childless 
marriage, the doctors finally concluded that she was barren. Soon afterward 
Agatha was admitted to a sanitarium and within a year Sean Sullivan had been 
granted a divorce and had remarried. He was fifty-four when he married Louisa 
Wells. She soon convinced him to send Bridget to live with his sister, Colleen, 
in Yorkshire. Colleen was married to George O’Neal, a professor who had taught 
mathematics before health issues forced him to retire. He quickly took Bridget 
under his wing, and she became his personal solitary student. 


In the meantime, Louisa bore a son, Sean Michael Sullivan, 
Junior, and a daughter, Lilly, who was only a few months old when she contracted 
measles. Sean Senior was in Liverpool on business and couldn’t be bothered by 
mundane things that he felt should be taken care of by his wife—at least not 
until he received word that his son had also fallen ill. Then he immediately 
started for home, only to arrive too late and find that his wife and both 
children had died. Life had not beaten Sean Sullivan. Still determined to have a 
son to leave his legacy to, he went in search of another wife. At the age of 
sixty-one he married Eleanor Grimes, a young woman six months older than 
Bridget, who was by then eighteen. 


Bridget returned to London to attend her father’s wedding 
and decided to stay. Although she had grown to love her aunt and uncle, she was 
ready to face the world on her own. Times were changing and the views on what 
was and wasn’t proper for women were slowly beginning to change. Thanks to 
George O’Neal’s excellent tutoring, Bridget’s education was superior to that of 
most men. And, although she would be forever grateful to him for all he had 
taught her about science, history and math, it was the love of the beauty of 
ceramics and glassware that her aunt had instilled in her that filled her every 
waking thought. 


After her return from Yorkshire, she moved back into her 
room at her father’s house. Things between her and Eleanor were tense but 
settled down some after Bridget met Mr. Tanaka and was away from the house three 
mornings a week. On one of those mornings, the rail system was undergoing 
repairs and she was forced to take an alternate route to Mr. Tanaka’s studio. 
The new route took her past a theater. In the front window was a sign 
advertising a position for a charwoman. At the time, she did little more than 
glance at it. A few days later when the real problems at home began it would 
prove to be her salvation. 


Her father had called her down to dinner, which was unusual. 
As they ate, he announced that he had decided it was time for Bridget to get 
married. She instantly told him she had no interest in marriage. Not one to be 
deterred, he ignored her objections and a few days later arrived home with a man 
nearly twenty years her senior. When her father pulled her aside and told her 
this was the man he wanted her to marry, Bridget’s anger flared. She quickly 
showed Sean Sullivan that his eldest daughter had inherited much of his stubborn 
determination. After weeks of endless battles, he came home early one Friday 
evening and called Bridget downstairs. The argument began almost immediately, 
but this time he exploded in a fit of rage and slapped her across the room. He 
declared her too ugly for a suitable marriage and then ordered her out of his 
house. 


Not willing to beg him for anything, she packed a small 
valise. As she packed there was a light knock on her door. Hoping her father had 
changed his mind, she opened it and was surprised to find Eleanor. 


“Sean has left to go back to work. He wants you to leave 
before he returns.” She looked away as if embarrassed. 


“Fine.” It was all Bridget could manage. She had almost no 
money and no idea where she would go. It was already late. 


Eleanor reached into her apron pocket and removed something. 
She took Bridget’s hand and quickly pushed the object into her hand. “It’s not 
much, but it’s all I have.” Without waiting for Bridget to speak, she rushed 
off. The object was five pounds. Combined with the two pounds she had in her 
pocket, Bridget now had seven pounds to live on. 


As she left the house, she decided to go to Mr. Tanaka’s 
studio. There was a cot in the back. Maybe he would let her sleep there until 
she could contact her Aunt Colleen to see if she could go back and stay with 
them for a while. She was almost to the studio when she remembered the sign on 
the theater. She didn’t want to leave London again. If she had a job, maybe she 
could find a small room to rent somewhere. 


At the theater she knocked on the front door. When she 
didn’t receive a response she made her way down the alley to the back door and 
knocked again. She was about to leave when the door was suddenly opened by a 
short, balding man with thick glasses perched on the end of his nose. 


“I want to inquire about the cleaning position.” 


He looked her up and down before shaking his head. “It’s not 
a job for the likes of you, lass.” His voice carried a heavy Irish brogue. 


“Mr. . . .” 


“Cleary,” he said. 


“Mr. Cleary, I really need this job.” 


He shook his head. “The pay is only ten shillings a month.” 


“I’ll take it.” 


He studied the valise she was clutching as he ran a hand 
over his head. “Are you runnin’ away?” 


She almost laughed. “No, sir. I’m much too old to be a 
runaway.” 


He chuckled. “Tis ancient you are, then.” 


She glanced down, embarrassed. This man was clearly three 
times her tender eighteen years. 


“I’ll not have an angry husband come poundin’ on me door.” 


“No one will be pounding on your door because of me. I 
promise.” 


After a long-suffering sigh, he relented. “We have a 
performance on Friday night, plus a matinee and evenin’ performance on Saturday. 
You’ll have to clean after each.” 


She smiled. “Thank you. I’ll do a good job.” She shifted the 
valise to her other hand. It was starting to feel heavy. 


He cleared his throat. “’Tis no business of mine, but . 
. .” He hesitated. “’Tis a wee bit late for a lass of your character to be 
out and about.” He pointed to the valise. “Would trouble be knockin’ at your 
door?” 


Bridget felt herself blush. “Nothing I can’t manage.” 


“Me daughter Mary is about your age.” He grabbed his head. 
“The good Lord was having a wee bit of fun when he gave me and the missus five 
girls.” 


Despite his words, Bridget saw his eyes light up when he 
mentioned his daughters. There was a stab of pain in her heart that she had 
never seen the same light in her father’s eyes. “You love your daughters a great 
deal, don’t you?” 


He seemed taken aback by her question. “What father could 
say no to such a question?” 


“Mine.” Bridget hadn’t intended to speak. The word just 
seemed to fly from her mouth. 


As he rubbed his head again, she wondered if his hair had 
disappeared from normal loss or if the nervous habit had helped it along. 


He pulled a small pipe from his jacket pocket and busied 
himself with filling it. After a long process of getting it lit and working 
properly, he cleared his throat again. “Meanin’ no disrespect, miss, but do you 
have a place . . . what I’m meanin’ is . . .” He took a long 
draw on his pipe. 


Embarrassed, Bridget tried to shrug it off. “I’ll find a 
room nearby. You needn’t worry. I’ll be fine.” 


“’Tis worried I’d be if you were me daughter Mary.” He 
rubbed his head again. “If you were willin’ to do a wee bit more work I might be 
able to help you out some.” He motioned for her to follow him. “Theater people 
are an odd lot. Most of ’em believe they’re more important than royalty, for 
sure. Before each new show we’ll be havin’ rehearsals two or three nights a 
week, and sometimes they make a bloody mess of the place. I usually have to 
clean up after ’em. I can’t afford to pay you more, but if you could see 
yourself clear of takin’ on that too, then, maybe we could do a little 
barterin’.” He stopped and opened a door. “There’s a cot in here from years back 
when I used to nip at the bottle a wee too much, but now”—he patted his 
stomach—“me constitution isn’t so good.” He flipped a switch and light filled 
the room. “’Tis not much, but ’tis yours if you like.” He pointed to the light. 
“I had the whole place fixed up with electricity.” 


Bridget glanced around the room. It was empty except for a 
few boxes and a cot. On the cot was a pitifully thin mattress that looked old 
but clean. “It’s a deal.” 


He rubbed his head again before bursting into a big smile. 
“Tonight you’ll come home with me, and the missus will take care of everything. 
Tomorrow, I’ll move this mess out, and we’ll find you a wee bit of furniture.” 


Bridget held up her hand to stop him. “Mr. Cleary, you’ve 
done more than enough already. I’ll be fine here tonight.” 


Appalled, he looked at her. “You can’t be stayin’ here and 
sleepin’ on a bare mattress.” 


She patted the valise. “I have a cloak that will cover the 
mattress nicely.” 


It took her twenty minutes to convince him that she would be 
all right. Before he left her, he showed her where the water closet was. 


Her life quickly settled into a comfortable groove and 
stayed that way for the next three and a half years. Money was always scarce, 
but under Mr. Tanaka’s occasional tutoring and a lot of practice, her pottery 
continued to improve. She augmented her meager salary with the occasional sale 
of plain, practical ceramic mugs that she sold to local mercantiles. One 
shopkeeper had even allowed her to display a few of her decorative vases on a 
tiny shelf near the rear of the store. Surprisingly, a couple had actually sold. 
Throughout this time, her father never bothered to try to contact her. About a 
year after she left, she read in the paper that Eleanor had given birth to a 
daughter they named Clara. A couple of years later she saw another notice about 
the birth of their second daughter, Elizabeth. During those long and sometimes 
lonely years she began to wonder what was wrong with her. Not only had her 
father disowned her, but she still hadn’t met a man who held her interest for 
more than a few minutes. Just when she was sure she was destined to spend her 
life alone she met Ann and gradually everything fell into place. 


Bridget had gone to the Albert and Victoria Museum to see an 
exhibit of ancient Asian pottery. Near the end of the display, she became 
completely engrossed in a beautiful collection of painted Karatsu ware from the 
late sixteenth century. She hadn’t noticed the woman beside her until she spoke. 


“Did you know that offerings of tea were once made to the 
spirits of esteemed monks in Buddhist temples?” the woman asked. 


Bridget turned and found herself staring into warm, dark 
brown eyes. To her mortification every logical thought she’d ever possessed 
disappeared. As she struggled to think of something at least halfway intelligent 
to say, the woman smiled suddenly. 


“I must confess,” the woman said. “That’s all I know about 
tea other than I could really use a cup about now. Would you like to join me 
after we finish looking at the exhibit?” 


Bridget nodded and managed to smile. 


“I’m Ann Taylor.” She offered a neatly gloved hand. 


Even through the material of their gloves, Bridget could 
feel heat radiating from Ann’s hand. “Bridget Sullivan.” 


In her nervousness Bridget missed the next several items, 
but as they made their way through the exhibit she began to relax, and by the 
time they were leaving Ann had her laughing and chatting as if they were 
long-lost friends. 


She was snapped from her reverie by a dapper-looking young 
man who had stopped to hold the door open for her. She smiled her thanks and 
rushed inside before she could change her mind. 


Since she didn’t have an appointment, it took her almost two 
hours to get in to see her father. Sean Sullivan gave no special consideration 
to anyone. When she was finally ushered into his office she was surprised to see 
how much he had aged in the almost six years since she had last seen him. 


He barely glanced up from the papers on his desk. 


“I need some money,” she said without preamble. She knew 
there was no need in beating around the bush with her father. 


“I can’t help you.” 


“You mean you won’t,” Bridget said. Her knees were 
practically knocking, but she was here for Ann, and nothing short of him tossing 
her out of the office was going to dissuade her. “All right then, I’ll settle 
for some of the money you stole from my grandfather.” She almost fainted beneath 
the steely glare he fastened on her. She couldn’t stop herself from cringing 
back into the chair when he stood. 


“I’m late for a meeting. I’m sure you can find your way 
out.” 


Before she could respond, he walked out of the room. 


She cursed herself all the way back to her apartment. What 
had convinced her to approach him for money? He had tossed her out of his house 
without a backward glance, and he did so knowing she had nowhere to go. Why 
would he give her money now? 


Her anger with her father was quickly replaced by her 
concern about Ann. When she entered her apartment, she immediately noticed a 
rather large bundle on the bed. Beside it, she found a scribbled note that she 
recognized as Ann’s handwriting. Sick that she had missed her, she dropped to 
the bed and sighed in frustration. After a moment, she read the note. Not sure 
she had read it correctly she read it again. 





Dearest Bridget, 


Inside this bundle you will find some clothes and an 
envelope containing ten pounds. If you don’t already have a traveling trunk use 
some of the money to purchase one. Pack these clothes and everything you value 
in the trunk as soon as possible and be prepared to leave. Please don’t tell 
anyone about this. I will see you as soon as I safely can. Love, Ann 





Bridget tore into the bundle and found several items of 
men’s clothing and an envelope with ten pounds inside. She looked at the men’s 
clothes, puzzled. What was Ann doing? What had she meant by she would see her as 
soon as she safely could? Was she in some type of trouble? Had Hayden guessed 
their secret and talked to Mr. Taylor? She read the note once more before 
slipping the money into her pocket. She trusted that Ann knew what she was 
doing. If she wanted her to buy a traveling trunk then that was exactly what she 
would do. Before leaving, she carefully wrapped all of the pots on the shelf and 
placed them inside a bag. Then, she walked to a nearby shop that sold used 
items. She had purchased all of her meager supply of furniture here. 


The owner, Mr. Lewis, an older man with a thick bushy 
mustache and rotund middle and who was never lacking in a smile, met her as she 
came in. 


“So you need some more furniture?”



She smiled and shook her head. “No, I’m looking for a 
steamer trunk today.” 


“Oh, you’re taking a trip.”



She started to nod but then thought better of it. “No. A 
friend of mine is going to Rome to visit relatives. She needs another trunk. I 
thought you might have a nice used one.” 


He nodded. “I have a beauty. It just came in last week. I 
don’t know much about it. There’s no label to indicate the manufacturer. But no 
matter, she’s a beauty.” He motioned for her to follow him. 


“How much?” she asked as they walked. 


He shrugged. “It’s a beautiful mahogany trunk and seems very 
well made.” 


Bridget knew he was trying to soften her up for the price. 
“Mr. Lewis, I’m sorry, but I don’t have a lot of money. In fact, I was sort of 
hoping I could barter these for at least a portion of the cost.” She held up the 
bag of pots. 


He stroked his moustache a moment before shrugging. “Let’s 
see what you have.” 


A half an hour later she was back at her apartment. Mr. 
Lewis’s nephew, who worked as his delivery boy, had hitched up the old mule to 
the delivery wagon that Mr. Lewis still used and given her a ride back to her 
room with the beautiful trunk. Mr. Lewis had taken the pots in an even trade for 
the trunk. 


Once the trunk was inside, she began to pack. She wrapped 
the pearl necklace and emerald brooch that had belonged to her mother in a 
flannel square and slipped them inside a small pocket. She packed her meager 
wardrobe and scant personal effects, but they made very little impact in the 
enormous storage spaces of the trunk. Even with the clothes that Ann left, there 
was still plenty of space. After the trunk was packed and closed, Bridget made a 
cup of tea and sat down to wait. 



Chapter Four


It was four days later when Ann finally barged into 
Bridget’s apartment. 


“Bridget, it’s time. We have to leave. Hayden knows about us 
and he’s going to tell Father.” 


Bridget could only stare. Even though she had suspected that 
this was coming, she still wasn’t ready to accept it as fact. Hayden would talk. 
Now, others would know about them. How much would Hayden remember from that 
brief meeting? Would he remember her name? Would they be able to trace her back 
to her father? How diligent would they be in their search? She hadn’t mentioned 
her father’s name to the theater owner, Mr. Cleary, but Mr. Tanaka had once 
asked her father’s name and what he did. At the time, there had been no reason 
to lie. Now she wished she had. She shook her head to clear away the thoughts. 
She was being silly. Hayden wouldn’t know anything about Mr. Tanaka—unless he 
had been following her, too. The thought caused another shiver to run up her 
spine. If her father ever found out, he would make her life miserable. 


“We can’t stay here,” Ann said. She looked around and saw 
the trunk. “Is everything packed?” 


“How did Hayden find out?” Bridget asked. She needed time to 
think. How could they possibly run? They had no money. She didn’t want to end up 
living in some rat-infested tenement. 


“I don’t know what got him started, but I was right. He has 
been following us.” She glanced toward the window nervously. “He told me he had 
even been following you.” 


Bridget followed her gaze and frowned when she saw the 
window. She had cleaned it that morning and already the ever-present soot coated 
the pane. She tried to focus on the soot, because she didn’t want to think about 
what Ann had just told her. Had Hayden been following her when she went to her 
father’s office? 


Bridget’s frown deepened as thoughts of her father returned. 
What would he do if he discovered his oldest daughter was sinning against 
nature? Not that he cared about her so much, but the embarrassment it would 
cause him would be unforgiveable. He would still be angry about her visit. He 
was not a man to forgive and forget. He might decide to use the situation as an 
excuse to have her committed. 


The smart thing for her and Ann to do was to leave London as 
quickly as possible, but to do so would mean giving up so much. She glanced at 
the potter’s wheel where the piece she had been working on earlier still sat. 


Ann seemed to read her thoughts. “You know I can’t stay 
here,” Ann said. A slight tremble in her voice betrayed her fear. “He’ll have me 
locked away. I’ve told you how he feels.” 


“He wouldn’t lock you away.” Bridget tried to sound more 
certain than she
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