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	Tommy Jones: boy who lives with the Slaughters

	Prudence Henderson: day maid at Slaughter household

	Sir Henry Featherstone: St. Thomas’s Hospital administrator

	Hannah Featherstone: Sir Henry’s wife, former actress Hannah Fairchild

	John Addo: Sir Henry’s footman

	John Locke*: Liberal Member of Parliament for Southwark

	Sarah Parker Redmon*: American abolitionist

	Dr. William Guy*: medical superintendent, Millbank Prison

	Ebenezer Farrington*: editor of magazines

	Frederick Evans*: publisher of magazines

	Catherine Dickens*: estranged wife of Charles Dickens

	Charles Edward Pollock*: judge and Baron of the Court of the Exchequer

	Septimus Carver: head librarian at the Hunterian Museum

	Thaddeus Morton: surgeon at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Charles Woodsmith: surgeon at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Sam Wetherby: dresser (surgery assistant) at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Mary Simmons: nurse probationer at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Felix Tapper: apothecary at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Sarah Wardroper*: matron at St. Thomas’s Hospital

	Alfred Morris: watchman at Old St. Thomas’s 

	Cyril Price: actor/manager of the Surrey Theatre

	Geraldine Orson: star actress at the Surrey Theatre

	Anthony Edwards: director at Surrey Theatre

	Agnes Cook: costume designer at the Surrey Theatre

	Jo Harris: magazine illustrator, friend of Ellie and Bridget

	Bridget Williams: friend and housemate of Jo Harris
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	The milky glass skylight illuminated the room, casting an afternoon glow over the quiet operating theatre. Dust motes floated in the air. The room was large, with a horseshoe-shaped wooden seating area three rows deep, each row elevated above the one in front so medical students could have a perfect view of the surgery below. This made the back row high above the floor, near the skylight that comprised the ceiling.

	Rails in front of each section provided not only assistance in standing and getting to one’s seat on the steep rows, but also something to grip for those who might feel faint during the procedure. Eager students, thirsty for blood or angling for the clearest possible view, always occupied the front row. More squeamish students would sit higher up. But now the old hospital was closed up forever. There would be no more surgeries, no more terrified patients. Below, the double doors from the ward were closed, as was the door at the top of the back row, where students usually entered. The muted sounds of builders, hammering and carting bricks along St. Thomas’s Street, could just be heard. Otherwise, it was silent.

	The body sat upright in the second row of seats, staring downward. Inside the horseshoe, sawdust usually covered a slotted floor, so that blood and fluids could be collected. Now it was bare. In the middle of this area, a rectangular table was situated. Here patients would be strapped for the procedure. 

	 It was this table on which the dead man’s gaze was fixed.

	 

	



	
1

	The streets were wet, and Detective Inspector Cuthbert Slaughter moved slowly through the darkness. Gas lamps, he thought, were supposed to help this. Ahead he could see a pool of yellow light illuminating the next portion of pavement. Keeping London safe will require more than a few feeble flames, he mused. But at this hour, it was certainly better than relying on the light from people’s windows.

	His new overcoat felt heavy but smelled pleasantly of wet wool. He had enjoyed the evening’s lecture on the criminal mind. It was important to understand how these people thought, and it was much more scientific than the phrenology lectures he’d attended as a young constable. But he’d been embarrassed, quietly, because although he had several questions to ask of the professor, shyness had prevented him. Others were happy to raise a hand, speak loudly and clearly, and not worry about looking foolish. Perhaps someone could offer a lecture on shy police inspectors, their mentality and behaviors. 

	He turned in to Palmer Street, toward Number 14. A nice, new house, just as he’d promised Ellie she would have when he reached the rank of Detective Inspector. The area was clean and safe, and the houses, with their steep roofs, were built in an odd northern style that appealed to him. The parlor had been kept warm because she knew it was where he removed his shoes. He didn’t like wearing shoes in the house. Young Prudence had cleaned that day too, it seemed. The faded Turkish carpet was neat and squared in front of the grate. The potted plant had shiny leaves. He never could remember what kind of plant it was. Even the cushion on his wing chair had been plumped up. He hung his damp overcoat in the hall just outside the parlor door. 

	More tired than he should be since the lecture had come at the end of a long day, he climbed upstairs as quietly as possible. At the top of the landing, near one of his new shelves full of books, he noticed a copy of the Penny Illustrated Paper. Oh, dear, not again. Tommy must have brought it home from the gasworks. Ellie shouldn’t read these things; they would only upset her. The lurid pictures, the breathless reporting. Tommy should know better, but he was just a lad, and Ellie treasured him. It had been Tommy’s case that made him a full inspector, the trouble at the gasworks. It was lucky the boy had survived.

	Slaughter undressed carefully, since Ellie was asleep, and put his clothes in the airing cupboard. Tomorrow should be easier, he thought. Honeycutt will arrive from America.
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	“He’s here, Inspector Slaughter,” Constable Jones whispered. Slaughter looked up from the latest On and Off Duty. These days, the doings of Christian police organizations had begun to interest him. 

	“Why are you whispering?” he asked, suppressing a smile. Constable Jones, with his lively imagination, always added a little drama to the proceedings. He’d propped the office door open, and suddenly a very tall man appeared behind him. Jones stepped back to let him enter. 

	“Detective Sergeant Honeycutt,” Jones announced, and in one grand movement stepped out and went about his business. 

	The man who entered looked even younger than Slaughter had expected. His paperwork said he was twenty-seven years old, but he looked more like twenty. And his height bordered on the ridiculous. But it wouldn’t do to comment. Slaughter rose and moved from behind the desk to shake hands.

	“Honeycutt,” he said formally. “Nice to have you aboard. Did you have a good voyage?”

	“Fairly good, sir,” replied the young man. 

	“I hear the Great Eastern is quite a ship,” said Slaughter, motioning Honeycutt to have a seat. “Seems like Brunel outdid himself before he died. Ten days from New York to Liverpool, I heard?”

	“Yes, sir,” said Honeycutt. “But I must say for such a huge vessel it rolled quite a bit. Lost a few pounds, I think.” The man didn’t look like he had much to lose.

	“Well, I’m glad you’re here.” Slaughter realized it might take a while to get accustomed to the young man’s accent. It sounded very brash, and he had an open, honest, American face, the kind that might give things away. But he knew Honeycutt was a good man. 

	“I have Mayor Swann’s letter about you here,” he said. “He recommended you highly now that the Baltimore force will return to civilian control. He said you distinguished yourself last year in the riots.”

	“Just doing my duty, sir.” Honeycutt’s gaze shifted to his shoes. 

	“You’ll find London a bit different, I think,” said Slaughter. He didn’t want to ask the young man directly why he had applied to come over. The war must be causing many dislocations in America, and Baltimore was a border city between the two sides. Policing there could not have been easy. But there was a big difference between an American city of 200,000 people and London with several million. On the other hand, Lambeth and Southwark, the area covered by Christchurch station, was not that large. 

	Honeycutt smiled, showing straight, even teeth. Slaughter felt somewhat envious. 

	“I assume you’ll need a day or two to get your dwelling in order, open an account at a bank, get yourself situated. I believe Constable Pearson found you good accommodations?”

	“Yes, sir. I’m in Brunswick Street. Near the Rose and Crown. But sir,” he said eagerly, “I don’t need any time to get established. I’d be happy to start work straight away.”

	 

	[image: Picture 6]

	 

	Sir Henry Featherstone tested his new wheels first at home. He did not want to appear infirm or not in control of his chair when opening the new hospital. James Wright had done a fine job making the wheels easy to turn, even on carpet. The edge of the rug was tricky, though. He didn’t want Hannah worried that any of the furnishings would be damaged. 

	She came sweeping into the parlor from the garden, with her hat askew and her basket full of fresh flowers. 

	“There you are, Henry.” She leaned down and touched her cheek to his. “Is this the new chair?”

	“It is indeed. What do you think?”

	She stepped back, swinging the basket to her side. “I like the wide seat,” said Hannah. “Might be easier for when John needs to lift you out. And the padded arm rests. Is it comfortable?”

	“Not bad at all.” He looked into Hannah’s lovely face, flushed by the sun. So many years, and he still found her beautiful. 

	“I’ll take it to the hospital today,” he said. “I want to see how the rebuilding is progressing. They should have all the burnt material taken away by now and be almost finished with the floors and the moulding.”

	“Shall I go with you?” She touched her auburn hair, which was pulling out of its pins.

	“No need, my dear. I know you have your callers this afternoon.”

	Hannah delighted in having people call. She had arranged the chairs just so. Hers was slightly taller, but the smaller chairs and settee were more comfortable. She could generously take the least comfortable seat but sit just a little bit above her visitors. 

	“Yes, I had hoped some ladies from the Nightingale Fund would join me, but they might be at Surrey Gardens with you.”

	“Not today, I think,” said Henry, rolling over to the settee. He backed the chair and began the slow process of maneuvering himself over. “There is still a lot of building going on, and no one to lead a tour through.”

	Hannah began to arrange the flowers in the waiting vase by the window. She did not turn as Henry situated himself. He watched the sunlight catch her hair, remembering how its color had startled him when he first met her. The lovely actress, Hannah Fairchild. Never the star, but always the ingenue, the virgin, the magic princess. He’d come back to the theatre again and again, watching whatever play she was in. But no one need know her background, since now she was Lady Featherstone. 

	Sir Henry was in no way ashamed of his wife. Perhaps she did not always know, even now, the way a born aristocrat looks one softly in the eye. Perhaps she still used some words that were more common in Soho than here in Kensington. Her clothes, he knew, were never quite right, even though she shopped at the most fashionable places. But she was so kind, so charming to everyone they knew. And she’d pleased him in so many ways over the years. 

	“You look so lovely today,” he said. “I do enjoy it when I’m just home with you.”

	She laughed. “Oh, you say that, but I know perfectly well how you love running the hospital. I don’t think anyone could even think of the place without you. The Charing Cross Railway is still on people’s minds, you know.”

	She began placing the unused stems in her basket, and fluffed up the edges of the flowers in the vase. “Your presence creates continuity at St. Thomas’s, Henry, especially now the hospital has moved. You couldn’t just stay home.”

	He smiled. It was perfectly true, but at sixty-two years old, he had thought of retiring. Even Hannah, in her early forties, would be aging. He wanted more time together with her. Taking a sip from the glass of water that was always there for him, he took a deep breath.

	“I’ll be off, then,” he grunted, pushing himself upward and back into the chair, then wheeling toward the door. He pulled the bell on the way. 

	“I must make sure all three floors of the hospital are ready for the new beds. And we still need to set up the nursing school offices. See you this evening, my dear.” 

	John, looking burly and capable, appeared at the door to help him into the carriage.
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	“No, no, no!” shouted Anthony Edwards, slamming his script into the fifth-row seat. “You’re not a petulant child. You’re a royal personage who knows her husband is about to kill her.”

	“But I’m distressed, aren’t I?” shouted Geraldine Orson across the gap. “Don’t you want me to express that? Or is my womanly despair just too powerful for your tiny stage?”

	Anthony shook his head and looked over at Cyril Price.

	“Look, darling,” said Cyril, easing his way down the aisle. “What you’re doing is marvelous, truly marvelous. But we need to see more of that beautiful face. Try the line again, but tip your head up. Deliver to the balcony. All the way to the balcony.”

	“Can I be distressed, darling?” said Geraldine.

	“Of course. Just be distressed to the balcony.”

	Geraldine tipped her head. Her face was that of a woman mourning her lost self. He’d seen the expression before, when she’d played Medea last year.

	“For never yet one hour in his bed

	Have I enjoy’d the golden dew of sleep,

	But have been waked by his timorous dreams.

	Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick;

	And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.” 

	“So much better,” called Anthony to the stage, then quietly, “thank you, Cyril.”

	“Don’t despair,” said Cyril. “We don’t open for another fortnight. We have plenty of time. I’m going back to manage the costumes. Have Tommy get me when I’m on?”

	Anthony nodded.

	This will work, thought Cyril as he moved out of the aisle to the side door. We have time, and I am, after all, the greatest actor-manager in London. We will achieve this through the sheer force of my considerable talent. He brushed a thick lock of blond hair from his eyes.

	Backstage there was chaos. Agnes Cook caught sight of him, her steely blue eyes peering from under heavy lashes. Pins stuck out from the band on her wrist, and her red hair fuzzed out like a halo. 

	“I cannot work with these people,” she growled at Cyril. “They deliver the wrong fabric, charge me the wrong amount. How can I finish these on time?”

	“But you will, because you are a wonderful designer and seamstress,” soothed Cyril. “Every play that you have done has shined because of your work. This one will be your best ever.”

	“Even with the wrong fabric?” She crinkled her eyes, but there was the tiniest smile underneath.

	“Even with the wrong fabric, the wrong ribbons, the wrong flowers,” Cyril assured her. “No one compares to you.” He leaned down and kissed her cheek. She inhaled his scent, always a bit like musk, a bit like roses. 

	“All right,” she sighed. “For you, love. Only for you.”

	“And I’ll check on the prices. We cannot afford much more on this one.”

	He entered his dressing room, pausing, as he always did, to gaze at the etching of Edmund Kean as Richard III. Cyril had been eleven when he first saw him on the stage, carried away by the powerful voice that rose fiercely in anger only to drop softly in words of love. Kean had been a magnificent actor, calculating and shrewd. He was a man with the courage to revive the tragic ending of King Lear. He was the ideal role model. But of course, he’d never managed a theatre.
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	Jo Harris looked up from her sketch of the courtroom. Oh goodness, it was almost four o’clock. She’d never make it across town to the Women’s Reform Club if she didn’t hurry. Grabbing her blue cloak, the one she hoped didn’t have ink stains on it, she looked around for note paper. It wouldn’t do to join the meeting without both sketchbook and notepad. Snatching her hat from the bedpost, she glanced in the mirror. Wide eyes, dark hair askew, her thin lips dry from missing tea. I’m a working woman, she thought. I don’t have time for this. But she remembered to lock her room and tuck the key into her bag. 

	It was wet outside, and she’d forgotten her umbrella. The hood of her cloak would have to do. Thank goodness her bag was sturdy leather. Her father had given it to her when she left home, and it had kept rain and dirt off her drawings for years. Jo kept her head down as she tapped quickly down the street to the omnibus stop at Holborn. It was only a mile or so to the meeting house at Red Lion Square, but the streets were muddy and the bus was faster than walking. She took a seat near the door despite the rain. 

	The meetings had been well-attended and inspiring lately, she thought. Must have been the speech we heard at the Exhibition in June. Sarah Parker Remond had dazzled not only the few members of the Women’s Reform Club, but the entire International Congress of Charities, Correction, and Philanthropy. She’d come from America two years before and had been studying at the University of London. Her speech on slavery in America had been short and surprising. Jo had assumed that since the slave trade was outlawed, black slavery was on the decline. But she learned that in America, the war being fought was in many ways about the people still enslaved in the southern states. Miss Remond had made their misery clear enough.

	In response to her speech, the Women’s Reform Club had sprung into action, petitioning members of Parliament to support the Union blockade of the South. The women knew it was an uphill battle. Many M.P.s and men of business had investments connected to America. Cotton came from those southern states, produced by slaves. The war had cut off supplies to the cotton mills. Families in Lancashire were starving with the factories closing down. How could a group of women fighting to combat the evils of slavery and injustice possibly have a chance?

	The subject for today, however, was the situation at Millbank Penitentiary and the frequency of insanity in the prisoner population. The club would hear a lecture by William Guy, who had conducted his census in March and would share preliminary findings. Jo was particularly interested in hearing the physical descriptions of the prisoners. 

	As Dr. Guy talked, she half-listened from her seat at the side. She had pulled the sketchbook from her bag quietly, and a pencil. The woman next to her shifted to give her more space as she sketched the speaker, noting the flattened patch of dark hair, the thinning whiskers, and the broad nose. He would be, she thought, in his fifties. 

	“I conclude,” said Dr. Guy, “that the proportion of insanity among prisoners at Millbank far exceeds the proportion in the general population. Although we can assume that the criminal mind is more inclined to lunacy, there may be other factors to explain its prevalence at Millbank in particular.”

	Polite applause ensued, and Ellie Slaughter rose from her seat. She adjusted her skirt and turned to the audience. 

	“I’m sure we’d all like to thank Dr. Guy for his time and such an interesting report. We have agreed that he’ll be happy to answer a few questions.”

	A young woman with eyeglasses raised a gloved hand and stood.

	“I’d like to ask Dr. Guy whether he thinks the poor siting of the penitentiary, on marshy land, might be in any way related to the levels of lunacy?” 

	Dr. Guy gave a slight smile, and his mutton-chop whiskers twitched.

	“An excellent question,” he said. “As you know, Millbank has struggled with the cholera for exactly this reason. Our consultations with Dr. Snow indicated a problem for the prisoners’ physical health, and we hope to be addressing that issue. However, we have as yet found no connection between the site of the prison and the amount of insanity.”

	An older woman rose.

	“Dr. Guy, we have heard that the prison may resume transportation to Australia for some prisoners. Is that being anticipated?”

	Guy shook his head. “No, we are hoping to avoid that, except in the most extreme cases.”

	Another hand. “Dr. Guy, thank you for such an interesting talk. We have heard that you are doing some work on diet and hygiene at Millbank. Do you think this might have an effect on prisoner comfort? And might that help with behaviors one would consider aberrant?”

	Dr. Guy looked pleased to be speaking to such a well-informed audience. As he launched into a discussion of his plans for hygienic practices and proper food, and the effect of these on the mind, Jo was restless in her seat. Her question was unusual. This man appeared knowledgeable, but not particularly kind. His widely set eyes gave him a look of somewhat exaggerated patience, which she had tried to capture in her drawing. She raised her hand anyway.

	“Dr. Guy, we have heard that you have allowed no artists to come and draw the prisoners since you began your tenure as Medical Superintendent. Do you intend to change that rule any time soon?”

	Some of the women glanced back at her. As was typical, a question about drawing from Miss Harris.

	“I’m sorry to disappoint you, but no. It is my feeling that the wrong kind of visitor can be disturbing to both the prisoners and those running the system. As you know, the penitentiary was designed according to Bentham’s idea of a Panopticon. The prisoners are closely watched as it is, and don’t take kindly to being gazed at for long periods of time.”

	It’s a shame, thought Jo. They would have made excellent subjects for pictures to sell to the Illustrated London News. At least at St. Thomas’s I can draw enough to earn my keep.

	
2

	The opening of the new hospital was a quiet affair, but Hannah Featherstone was nevertheless pleased. Sir Henry Featherstone was wheeling his way among the dozens of people on the lawn, shaking hands and smiling. She had invited all the right people from the medical community. Joseph Bazalgette, mustachioed and cheerful, was happy to attend. People kept stopping him as he walked around the grounds, asking about the new sewer system that would save the city from more cholera outbreaks. Dr. William Guy was there from Millbank Prison. John Locke, Member of Parliament for Southwark, had graciously agreed to give a short speech.

	The timing had been an issue, however. Originally the opening had been scheduled for July 16th, but the complexity of preparing the wards, the nursing school, and the operating theatres all at the same time had overwhelmed the planning. Guy’s Hospital, just across the street from the old St. Thomas’s, had graciously agreed to Sir Henry’s request that they house the patients in the interim. The old hospital would be boarded up on schedule. Hannah had hastily worked on reprinting the invitations and the notes to the press.

	But now everything was ready. The wards were opened, the patients transferred. Operating equipment had been procured. Staffing was complete, with experienced Nightingale nurses on each ward, and more being trained at the school. The medical students had learned the omnibus routes and would begin attending the following week. 

	Locke stood at the top of the steps to the main entrance to address the group, which included the matron, several of the lecturers from the medical school, some wealthy patrons, and even a few porters. Hannah was pleased to see, from her vantage point in a seat near Locke, the surgeons. Dr. Morton, gruff as always and smoking his cigar, was shifting his weight from one foot to another. He seemed to be working his fingers in his pockets, as if practicing for something. He was the best surgeon at the hospital, but Hannah did not care for him. She preferred Dr. Woodsmith, who was standing humbly under a tree with his young wife on his arm. 

	Hannah rose from her chair to perform the introduction. Rather like old times, she thought, except that I am playing the wife of the director of a hospital, rather than Ophelia. 

	“Good day, everyone.” Her voice projected beautifully across the lawn. “Thank you so much for coming. I am Hannah Featherstone, president of the Ladies’ Committee of St. Thomas’s Hospital. I would like to present Mr. John Locke, Liberal Member of Parliament for Southwark, always an enthusiastic supporter of the hospital.” She sat gracefully to a smattering of applause. 

	“Thank you, Lady Featherstone.” Locke bowed, then turned to face the group. His wide mouth smiled over his graying beard. “I have the honor to welcome everyone to the opening of the temporary St. Thomas’s Hospital,” he intoned. “It has been quite a journey to get to this point, as all of you know. I voted against the Charing Cross Railway scheme, but it may have proved to be a blessing in disguise.” Several of the old staff stole glances at each other.

	 “A new site will soon be found, we hope nearby in Lambeth, or in the countryside. I’m sure everyone will have feelings on which they would prefer. Today, however, we celebrate the extraordinary achievement of converting Surrey Gardens to the hospital’s temporary location.” He gestured behind him. “What was once a large and ornate music hall, damaged by fire, is now a series of wards with hundreds of beds.” He waved his hand outward. “Various other buildings have been refitted to support the fine medical and nursing schools that St. Thomas’s has always boasted.”

	I’m so glad he agreed to do this, thought Hannah. He adds just the right note of authority and pride. Should have been on the stage. 

	“The matron and staff stand ready to tour you through the excellent facilities, including the operating theatres, dissection room, nursing school, hospital museum, and medical student library.”

	A chill wind had begun to pick up. The attendees, beginning to get restless, looked more than ready to step inside. “So, thank you again to our wonderful patrons, and to all those whose hard work has gone into preparing this excellent new hospital. May it serve our community, particularly those with lesser means, with the expertise and compassion for which St. Thomas’s has always been known.”

	Hannah looked up at Locke gratefully and led the round of applause. 
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	Surgery dresser Sam Wetherby arrived early at the new hospital, as he always did. It was Monday morning, and the sun was peeking out from behind the clouds. He strolled past the old elephant house, under the trees, and up the steps of the old music hall. He sniffed the air as he entered through the double doors. The air smelled of floor soap, a refreshing change after the odor of char. His new shoes snapped smartly on the floor as he came into the surgeons’ dressing room. His surgery coat was on its usual peg. Sam examined it closely. Yes, still clean and tidy. No need to take it to be cleaned yet. 

	This was not true of the other coats. Dr. Woodsmith’s had only a few small dark stains on the sleeve, but Dr. Morton’s had dried bloodstains on the hem and soot on the pocket. Probably from his cigars, thought Sam. It was disgusting. Had none of them read Nightingale’s work? Did they think she was simply an ordinary nurse, after what she’d achieved in the Crimea? He often reminded the physicians and surgeons to wash their hands. They usually glowered at him in return. Sam’s own hands were reddened from frequent washing. He put on his coat and went into the operating theatre to make sure all the equipment was ready. 

	The morning was occupied by tending to two surgeries, both in the same theatre, both with Dr. Woodsmith. The operations were successful, although Sam was aware you didn’t know for sure until several days afterward. The twenty or so students all had a good view and took many notes. It had taken several weeks for the students to work out that anyone standing or leaning too far forward blocked the light, for themselves as observers and for the surgeons. They were accustomed to the old operating theatre, which was flooded with light from above. It was taking some time to get used to the new conditions. The space had not been built to be a hospital, after all.

	Sam met Jo for tea that afternoon and immediately launched into a speech about the lack of hygiene at the hospital.

	“I realize these ideas are new,” said Sam, “but they do make sense, don’t they?”

	“They do to me,” said Jo. She was sitting across the table, doodling in her sketchbook as they talked. Dear Sam, with his curl of uncontrollable hair on the very top of his head, his aquiline nose, and piercing blue eyes. He looked more like an aristocrat than most of the surgeons he worked with. 

	“I read the medical papers, and the journals. They must be aware of what Pasteur is doing.”

	“Perhaps they’re not interested in putrefaction,” said Jo absently. The line of his jaw was so difficult to get right.

	“I’ve even heard that a doctor named Lister, in Glasgow, is experimenting with clean dressings for wounds. He’s soaking the dressings in phenol. If it works, perhaps our surgeons will understand.”

	“Why,” said Jo, still drawing, “can you not be a full surgeon? You read more than they do, and your hands are steadier than theirs.” 

	Sam frowned. “For the same reason you sketch for the magazines instead of showing your work at the National Gallery,” he grumbled, and stirred a third sugar into his tea.

	“You’re a woman?” laughed Jo.

	“Not funny,” said Sam, but he laughed too. He seemed to think better of his own selfishness. “On a different topic,” he said, “you never showed me the sketches from last week’s surgery.”

	Jo took her larger book from her bag and flipped to the last page. “I wasn’t really close enough, sitting up there with the students. I shall need to do more work to draw their clothing and tools correctly, but I think I captured the attitudes and postures of the surgeons, and the dresser.”

	“That’s very good! I like how the patient’s head looks noble, like in a classical painting. I’m pleased I was able to talk Dr. Woodsmith into allowing you in.” He smiled.

	“Me too, and thank you. I could hardly have passed as a medical student,” she smirked.

	“Must find yourself a frock coat sometime.”

	“Not bloody likely.”

	“Will you sell this one to the Illustrated London News?” he asked, reaching for another sugar.

	“Finish your sandwich,” said Jo, slapping his wrist away.
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	The dressing room was untidy, with various props and costume pieces scattered about. Not for the first time did the great Geraldine Orson wonder why she was still spending her time in places like this. Not that the Surrey Theatre was bad. It wasn’t. The house was a sweeping, glittering horseshoe of avid theatre goers. It was a gem of the area south of the river. The lighting had been updated, the seats reupholstered, the lobby spruced up to match anything in Soho. Cyril had done wonders. 

	The audience, of course, was hardly Soho quality. Here it was mostly sailors and dock workers, navvies, tanners, and publicans. The style of drama they preferred had even been given a name: transpontine. Those south of the river liked their stories intense, gory, and overblown. Melodrama of the most melodramatic kind. Heroes as noble as they came, and villains as dark as the bottom of the river. Audiences enjoyed booing and hissing, joining in the performance. And poor Cyril was trying to bring them Shakespeare. On the other hand, Shakespeare had catered to the same sort of crowd, and not far from here.

	Geraldine sat at her dressing table and looked in the mirror. She was aging, certainly, but those bones! Beautiful structure, caught by the footlights, wide cheekbones framed by cascading red hair. The eyes had a little too much fire, and behind them was a weariness that cried for help. Help was there, she knew. There was even a bottle of pills in her reticule. But Felix had been cagier lately about selling her the opium. The move to the new hospital had meant a dislocation of supply, and might even lead to a firmer tallying of drugs and herbs. 

	The best thing would be to find him this evening as he was finishing clearing out the herb garret. She wasn’t needed here. The dancers would be practicing tonight and would take over the stage to work on the funeral procession. No one would wonder where she was. Wrapping her thick cloak around her against the chill autumn evening, she stepped out the backstage door and walked around to the front of the theatre. There the carts and buggies were still clogging Blackfriars Road, right round St. George’s Circus. A cab came by with lanterns lit, and she waved from under a lamp-post so he would see her. 

	“Where to, Miss?”

	“The old St. Thomas’s Hospital, please.” Her voice sounded posh, and he didn’t comment on the destination.

	Most of the light had already faded, but she stared out the window anyway as the cab jostled around the circle and headed up Borough Road. The cabbie turned left up the causeway, then up Borough High Street, then right down St. Thomas’s Street. She wondered whether it would still be called that in ten years’ time. He stopped in front of the hospital church. She counted her coins before she stepped out, and reached up to pay the driver.

	“Thank you, Miss,” he said, tipping his hat. 

	Entering through the side door of the tower, she climbed the dark and narrow spiral stairs to the herb garret. Felix was there as she’d hoped, alone, carefully packing the last dried herbs into crates. He was a small man, with a fuzz of graying hair making a tonsure around the bald circle of his head. Spectacles perched on his prominent nose, he always reminded her of a startled owl. But she knew he could be devious, scheming, and unethical. It was what she liked most about him. That and the supplies he obtained for her.

	“Good evening, Felix,” she said in her most soothing, enticing voice.

	Felix peered into the shadows until he saw her. 

	“Ah, Miss Orson.”

	The light through the garret windows was almost gone, and he’d lit a single lamp to finish his work. The pool of light under the eaves created shadows in all the corners. An interesting setting for ghosts, or a murder, thought Geraldine.

	“Is the move almost completed?” She settled herself gently on one of the tall stools.

	“Yes, almost.” He was packing a large paper packet of an herb she didn’t recognize. 

	“What is that?”

	“Meadowsweet,” he said. “Very popular. Excellent for stomach and for diarrhea.”

	“Oh, lovely,” said Geraldine, “and knowing you, it has uses the doctors don’t know about yet?”

	Felix smiled, obviously flattered. “As a matter of fact,” he said confidentially, “I’ve been prescribing it for body pain. My patients tell me it is quite helpful.”

	“Not as helpful as opium, I don’t suppose?”

	His expression changed. The look on his face was almost one of pity. But perhaps it was just the light.

	“I haven’t got any for you,” Felix said, shaking his head. “Perhaps after the move is finished and I can tell how the books will have to be managed.”

	Geraldine strove to look surprised rather than despairing. “Oh? I thought the new location was already open.”

	“It is.”

	She considered making a scene where she was angry and powerful, somehow shocking him into obtaining what she needed as quickly as possible. But perhaps a more wheedling, gentle tone was needed? After all, she wasn’t completely out yet, and she had a small bottle of laudanum in reserve. 

	“With your extraordinary intelligence, I’m sure you will find a way,” she said, lowering her eyes and trying to summon a becoming blush. “I understand, of course, that the new difficulties will mean a higher price.”

	Felix looked at her expression and knew he was being managed. He really didn’t mind. Geraldine was one of the very few people he supplied, because he genuinely admired her artistry. Many geniuses required a little extra help from the herbal world. It enhanced their creativity and added an edge to their work. But as the senior apothecary at St. Thomas’s, he had to be very careful. The new conditions might cause his dispensing to be observed more closely. He was still confident that his experience and knowledge would hold sway over the younger staff, and he and Matron had an arrangement. But the surgeons had a great deal of authority.

	“Yes, I’m afraid a higher price will be necessary. But you, Miss Orson, are always first on my list.”

	“Thank you. I know the concentration I need is inconvenient for you to make.”

	“Yes, but I think I can manage the thirty percent tincture, so long as I’m the one doing the measuring. Please don’t worry too much. I might even be able to supply you with an actual order if you’d allow me to diagnose your ailment officially.” He reached for a bowl of lavender flowers, avoiding her gaze.

	“That would never do,” said Geraldine, with a wave of her hand, “but I appreciate the offer.” There was nothing to diagnose, she thought, and he knows that. I think I’ve done all I can. 

	“Best of luck on finishing the move,” she said. “From this point, I assume I should contact you through messages to Surrey Gardens?”

	“That would be best.” He tried to give her a reassuring smile, but she was already rising to leave. “I hear the new play should be a success,” he said. “Best of luck with it. You’ll be wonderful, I know.”

	“Thank you, Felix,” she said, as she headed for the stairs.
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	Young Tommy Jones had to hurry if he was going to get to the new hospital in time to help Sam set up for surgery, but he couldn’t find his boots. Had Mrs. Slaughter put them somewhere to clean? He started looking under the kitchen table, but there they were, near the door. He’d left them there with mud on them from the night before, far enough from his corner bed that he didn’t trip over them if he got up in the night. Strapping them on and tying the laces, he grabbed his cap and coat and ran out the back. It was a long way to Surrey Gardens from Palmer Street, but he knew the man who drove morning deliveries. Seeing the van heading south on Blackfriars Road, he managed to jump on the back before it really got going. 

	Half an hour later he arrived at the hospital. Holding his cap on his head, he ran. There was no time for a detour past the elephant house. He loved it there. They did dissections there now, and sometimes he peeped through the window to watch. No one ever stopped him. 

	He ran around to the side door of the surgery wing, hoping, as always, that anyone who saw him would assume he was bringing a message. He did bring messages around town, in his spare time, for the gasworks or the baker on Stamford
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