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      A magnificent bomber’s moon shone over the city of London, illuminating it as a perfect target for German planes hell bent on destruction. It would be hours before the sun would rise and free the city’s inhabitants from yet another tense night of air raid sirens and incessant bombing.

      Emma Bradley silently thanked fate for the bright moonlight as she hurried across Cumberland Road. Like her fellow Londoners, she’d learned to find security in the nighttime darkness that offered protection from enemy aircraft. Tonight, however, she was fleeing the city she loved and the man she hated. The moonlight was a gift.

      The sound of raucous, slurred singing reached Emma’s ears only seconds before three soldiers turned the corner and headed toward her. Fighting a raising panic, she tightened her hold on the baby in her arms. She glanced around quickly, looking for a doorway or a place to hide.

      There was nowhere safe.

      As the soldiers grew closer, and Emma could see they were more drunk and far rowdier than she’d first thought, a wave of fear washed over her. She squared her shoulders and drew the blanket over the baby’s face. “Everything will be fine, little one,” she whispered to the sleeping newborn. She’d make sure of it.

      Only a few hours earlier Emma had carefully selected a few items to take out of London with her, knowing full well the most she could manage to carry would be the baby and one valise. The rest of her possessions she’d given away to neighbors or left in her rented flat for the landlord to sort out. What she’d given up, she didn’t care about. It was what she stood to lose that mattered.

      She looked up at the three men who now blocked her way.

      The soldier closest to her gave a low whistle. “What’s this? A lovely lady looking for an escort home?”

      Emma moved to pass the man, but he reached out and grabbed her. “We aren’t going to hurt you, lady. What’s the matter with you?” He pulled her closer to him. The smell of ale on his breath was overwhelming. “We just want to spend a little time with you.”

      “Let me pass,” Emma commanded. She wrenched her arm free of his grip. She’d give them just the one warning. No one, certainly not a few drunken soldiers, would get anywhere near the baby. Not while she drew breath.

      The man reached out to grab her again as the other two men closed in. Emma backed up, instinctively pulling the baby to her chest.

      “I’ll scream bloody murder if you don’t get away from me this instant.” Emma heard the fear in her voice as she spoke. She took a deep breath. Now was the time to be brave, to sound strong. “You’re drunk, the lot of you. Go on your way.”

      “Shut up,” the taller soldier snapped. His eyes settled on the bundle in her arms. “What’s this then? What are you trying to hide?”

      He reached out a hand to touch the baby but Emma slapped it away.

      “You little bitch--”

      His tirade was cut off by a low growl emitting from a dark shadow behind him.

      Emma’s cry of surprise caught in her throat. The two other soldiers slowly backed away, their eyes wide. As desperate as she was to keep the soldier from touching her baby, she could only pray that this enormous shadow of a man wasn’t a worse threat than the soldier before her.

      In an instant, swiftly and silently, the man in shadows grabbed ahold of the soldier in front of her and slammed him up against the building. “I’m going to let you go so that you can apologize to the lady.”

      Emma stared, transfixed, as her rescuer abruptly released his hold. The soldier stumbled before finding his feet. He took a deep shuddering gasp of air. The bright moonlight illuminates his frightened features. “I’m sorry, so sorry, ma’am,” he stammered. “I meant no harm.”

      “Get out of here. Now.”

      The soldiers needed no more prompting than that. They took off running without a backwards glance to see if she would be safe with the man who so clearly terrified them. When they were out of sight, she turned back to the stranger.

      But he wasn’t beside her. “Wait a moment, Sir, please,” she called to his retreating back.

      He continued walking as if he hadn’t heard her.

      Emma hesitated. She needed to thank him. God only knew what he had just saved her from. But she hesitated. What if he had been sent by Malcolm?

      But that made no sense. If Malcolm had sent the man, then why had he come to her defense? And why would he walk away if he had been sent to bring her back? Her fear was making her delusional.

      Was she going to live this way forever? Were Malcolm’s threats going to wield control over her, leaving her always fearful? Emma looked down at the baby and caressed his sweet soft cheek.

      Malcolm could rot.

      “Wait, please,” she called to the stranger’s retreating back. “Please allow me to thank you for what you did for me.”

      The man stopped walking and turned to face her. “Do you need assistance returning home?” he asked.

      He had an accent. Somehow that surprised her. It shouldn’t though. Since the war started all manner of foreigners were about. But she couldn’t quite place it. He wasn’t American, nor did he sound German.

      “I’m not going home.” She walked toward him. “I’ve a train to catch at Paddington in two hours.” Emma couldn’t make out his face in the shadows yet her fear abated as she drew closer.

      “Perhaps it is safer if I were to walk with you?” His voice was low and cautious but far less gruff  than the tone he’d used with the soldiers only moments before.

      Emma hesitated. Surely walking the darkened streets of London with this man couldn’t be any more dangerous than walking alone?

      She glanced around. The streets were deserted. The skies were quiet. She knew that air raid wardens were on duty throughout the city but would they hear her if she called for help? Probably not.

      The man held out his hand and nodded towards her valise.

      She handed it to him. Doing so left her better able to hold the baby, which was what truly mattered, that she keep the baby safe and away from Malcolm.

      “Thank you,” Emma said as she shifted the baby from her left shoulder to the crook of her right arm. He was still asleep, which she considered a blessing. She prayed it was a sign of a smooth journey to their new home.

      The man began walking and Emma fell in step beside him. He was far taller than she was, and his stride so much longer than hers, that she struggled to keep up. She was reluctant to ask him to slow down though. He’d done enough to help her for one night.

      The sound of Emma’s heels on the sidewalk filled the space between them. The man beside her didn’t seem inclined to talk. Her arms grew numb from holding the baby, but her heart lightened with each step she took. For days she’d expected something to go wrong, waited for some obstacle to present itself that would prevent her from leaving London. But, finally, she dared to hope that she and the baby were on their way to safety.

      The wail of an air raid siren shattered the quiet of the night, startling the baby into a frightened cry. Emma silently cursed the Luftwaffe. Why now? She glanced up into the darkened sky. How far were the incoming planes from the city?

      Her companion turned to her. “You need to find a shelter.” He looked around. “Are you familiar with this part of the city?”

      “No. I mean, yes, I am,” Emma had to raise her voice to be heard over the siren. If she joined the people filtering out of their homes and into the air raid station, heaven only knew when the all clear would sound. It could be hours, time she couldn’t spare. “I’m not going into a shelter.”

      His frown was swift and ferocious. “You need to take the baby to a safe place.”

      “That’s exactly what I’m doing.” Emma ignored his words and reached out a hand for her valise. “I thank you for your help earlier but I need to catch my train. I can’t stay here.” Not if she wanted the baby to be safe.

      “Foolish.”

      Despite the siren’s warning wail, she heard him clearly enough. Surprised, she glanced up. This time the moonlight favored her with a clear view of his face.

      His jaw was strong and square. His nose was long and straight, and his hair was a shade of blonde. He radiated a quiet strength. But it was his eyes that captivated her. They were light colored, blue or green, she couldn’t be sure in the moonlight, but they were arresting. Emma could see wary uncertainty in the way he looked at her.

      An elderly woman bumped Emma’s elbow as she passed by, startling the baby into an angry cry. Emma closed her eyes against the madness of the moment. The baby’s cries, the siren’s incessant wails, the laughter of small children heading towards the shelter, the adults attempting to quiet them; it all juxtaposed into a surreal insanity.

      Emma longed to be free of the noise, the crowds, the threat of falling bombs, and the overwhelming, constant sense of impending doom. Nazi aircraft had dropped bombs for seventeen straight nights and who knew when the bombardment would end? Was she meant to wait days, weeks, or even months for there to be a quiet night so she could travel? No. Waiting was out of the question. There was a safe place near the seaside waiting for her and the baby. All she had to do was get there.

      She looked up into the man’s eyes again. He hadn’t taken his gaze from her, and it left her feeling suddenly self-conscious. She shook her head. There was no time to debate this. “I’m going on to the train station. You don’t need to understand. No one does.”

      Instead of answering, he put a hand under her elbow and guided her through the throngs of people heading into the underground station. She breathed a sigh of relief when she realized he wasn’t guiding her toward the shelter, but away from it. To her surprise, Emma found she didn’t fear his touch. Heaven only knew who he was, but for tonight she’d consider him a guardian angel if he helped her get to the train station on time.

      They continued along the way, passing dozens of people in various states of dress, most staggering half-asleep on their way to a shelter. Many women were carrying a baby or were shepherding several small children.

      How frightening must it be to care for children in a city under siege? She thanked heaven she wouldn’t have to find out. She’d been initially resistant to the idea of leaving London, adamantly refusing to give the Nazis the satisfaction of driving her out of her home. But she had more than herself to think about now.

      If she stayed, the first sounds her baby would hear in life would be that of shattering glass, enemy aircraft overhead, and ambulance sirens. His tiny lungs would fill with smoke from the bombs that dropped around them.

      But most worrisome of all, was knowing she’d constantly be looking over her shoulder for fear that Malcolm would find them.
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      The woman had to be mad. Sheer lunacy alone would explain why she was walking unaccompanied through the streets of London in the middle of the night. He glanced sideways at her. Hardly alone, was she? She held a tiny babe in her arms, which only made it harder to understand why she was not seeking shelter in the underground like any other reasonable woman would.

      Not that he was an expert on reasonable women. Or any other sort of woman for that matter. Before the war he lived the life of an internationally renowned concert pianist. From Paris to Madrid, Toronto to Buenos Aires, he had been surrounded by beautiful women wherever he performed. But spending time with a woman, and understanding her, were two different things altogether.

      He glanced sideways. Next to her he felt tall but it was she, in truth, who was quite petite. Petite and lovely.  He hoped that she hadn’t been able to read his expression when he’d looked at her. She was enchanting, the picture of loveliness. Her husband was a fortunate man indeed.

      Andrej was grateful not to have to think of what to say because she lobbed questions at him, one after the other, but he kept his answers as short as possible. His reticence, however, did nothing to silence her because she began to share her opinions of each and every member of the new Prime Minister Churchill’s cabinet. Was she always this talkative or was her chatter a result of her nervous state?

      What didn’t escape his notice was that she spoke not a single word about herself. Her refusal to seek shelter told him that she was both determined and single minded. And desperate. Why else would she be walking through the darkened streets, alone except for the baby in her arms?

      “What did you think about the Under Secretary’s decision?”

      Andrej stopped walking and looked down at her. “What is your name?”

      “Emma,” she said after a moment’s hesitation. She began to walk and he fell back in step with her.

      Emma. It suited her, he thought.

      Fortune was with them as they made their way through the darkened streets. They didn’t encounter a single air raid warden, which allowed them to continue on without anyone questioning why they were out so late.

      Andrej’s thoughts turned to the news he’d received the day before. After months of looking for suitable employment that would accept a non-British passport holder, he’d finally secured a position in Brighton for the duration of the war. He knew little about the work he was to do except that his ability to read and write several Slavic and Scandinavian languages had secured him the job.

      Truthfully, he didn’t care what manner of work it was. He just wanted to be a part of the war effort in some way. His passport was Dutch but his life involved so much travel that he didn’t consider himself a true citizen of any one country. The outbreak of war in Europe had curtailed his nomadic lifestyle. Wealthy patrons of his had encouraged him to come to America to wait out the war in New York but he’d been strangely reluctant to leave Europe. The response of His Majesty’s subjects throughout Britain had inspired him to be a part of something more than his music. Finally, here was his chance to be someone other than a gifted, celebrated musician who, at the end of the day, belonged nowhere and with no one.

      All that he had to do was get to the train station, see this lovely but stubborn woman safely on her way, and then catch the train that would take him to the seaside and his new life.

      “I hear planes,” Emma’s voice interrupted his thoughts.

      Andrej stopped and strained to listen. She was right. The sounds of their engines were faint but they were growing louder. He glanced around their surroundings and noticed a flight of steps that appeared to lead down to a basement flat. There were only eight or so steps but some protection was better than none.

      “Come this way.” He placed a hand on Emma’s back and guided her toward the stairwell. Once they were at the bottom of the steps he set her valise down and motioned for her to have a seat on the bottom step.

      The baby began to fuss and Andrej watched as Emma shifted the now wiggling bundle from one shoulder to the other. She cooed and made soothing sounds but the baby continued to cry.

      Andrej searched for something reassuring to say as Emma’s earlier bravado had clearly faded away. He had no experience with children. In fact, he did everything he could to avoid them. He couldn’t even remember the last time he had actually seen a baby, he knew for certain that he’d never held one.

      Avoiding children was how he avoided painful memories. Yet here he now was, standing in a tiny stairwell with a woman and child. As he watched Emma’s attempts to soothe the baby he couldn’t help but wonder if his mother had ever done the same for him. An all too familiar coldness spread through him. “You should have gone to the shelter,” he said.

      Emma looked up at him. “The all clear sounded.”

      “Judging by what we hear, I’d say that was a tad premature, wouldn’t you?” He listened for the sound of aircraft. Although he heard it, it was impossible to judge how far away the planes were without knowing how many of them there were.

      “If something happens to me tonight I need you to promise me something,” Emma said.

      Andrej looked down at her and felt an unfamiliar tightness in his chest. He could hear the fear in her voice. “You will be fine.”

      “You don’t know that.” Emma moved to his side. “If I’m hurt I need you to take my baby--”

      “This isn’t the time to grow hysterical,” he interrupted her, his words sharper than he intended.

      She clutched his arm. “You don’t understand. I’m all my baby has. If I’m not here, take the baby out of London. Wales perhaps, anywhere you find an orphanage.”

      He stared at her, shaken by her rising panic. “Tell me where your family lives.”

      She shook her head resolutely. “There’s no one. The baby and I are alone in the world.” Her eyes filled with tears but her voice remained tight and controlled. “You need to take him as far away as possible. Promise me.”

      Silence wasn’t the answer she needed. He knew he ought to tell Emma to control herself, to calm down, but instead he nodded his agreement.

      Emma took a deep steadying breath. “Thank you.”

      A rush of tenderness such as he had never felt before washed over Andrej as he looked down at her hand resting on his coat sleeve. He wanted to reassure her but he didn’t trust his voice not to betray him. What was it about this woman that she affected him so?

      The drone of aircraft engines grew closer. Only a fool wouldn’t grasp the serious threat of planes as close as these were. “Go sit on the bottom step, hold the baby close to you,” Andrej instructed her. He shrugged out of his overcoat and place it over her in the hopes it would protect her and the baby from shattering glass. He settled on the step above them, positioning his body as best he could to shelter her.

      The only thing left to do was brace for an explosion.

      They didn’t have to wait long before the low whisting sound warned the bomb was on it’s downward path to destruction. The ensuing thunderous blast was immediately followed by the sound of shattering glass and then far-off ambulance sirens. From where they were hunkered down, Andrej was unable to see anything. But the fact he couldn’t smell smoke meant that the bomb had dropped a relatively safe distance away.

      Andrej lowered his coat. “You and the baby are safe, Emma.” He slipped a steadying arm under her elbow and helped her to her feet.

      She turned her face up to him. Her eyes searched his. “Thank you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

      Andrej didn’t know what possessed him but he reached out and tucked a strand of her hair that had come loose back into place. When she didn’t flinch at his touch, his chest tightened and he drew in a deep breath. “Come. Let us get you to the rail station.” Once they were back on the sidewalk, he scooped up her valise with his right hand and offered her his other arm. She smiled gratefully as she slipped her arm through his.

      As they walked in silence, Andrej realized that just this once, just for tonight, he hadn’t been hurt by taking a chance on caring for someone other than himself. Even if it was a woman he would momentarily say goodbye to and never see again.
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      Emma pulled the edges of the crocheted blanket closer around Patrick’s little body, snuggling him inside her half-buttoned jacket in an attempt to keep him warm. She loved the feel of his tiny heartbeat so close to hers.

      The chilly September wind cut through the crowded train station. Lacking the warmth of the sun, the dawn was no warmer than the night had been.

      She scanned the passengers milling about before she checked her watch again. Ten more minutes and the train would pull away from London and take them toward the safety she so craved. If, of course, her traveling companions were on time. She bit her lip. Where were they?

      Her eyes continued to search the platform for a sign of them.

      She did a double take when she glimpsed the man from last night. He stood at the opposite end of the platform under a light reading a newspaper. Only his profile was visible but she was certain that it was him. His height and the breadth of his shoulders set him apart.

      Was he waiting for the same train she was? Emma frowned. Last night she watched him leave the station. When saying goodbye, they’d faced each other for a long moment before, ever so quietly, he’d whispered, “Goodbye, Emma.” His eyes held a kindness that she hadn’t been shown in such a long time, and she’d become so overwhelmed with emotion that she’d barely been able to offer her thanks before he walked away.

      But what was he doing here now? She didn’t even know his name. She considered again the notion that he could be working for Malcolm but just as quickly she thrust the thought aside. The people Malcolm surrounded himself with were a coarse, uncaring, blood thirsty lot. This man had treated her with great kindness. No, the idea they were somehow related was ludicrous.

      The respectful way she’d been treated the night before seemed a heaven sent reminder that there was such a thing as a man who wasn’t cruel, violent or hateful. She needed to remember that, especially if she were going to raise little Patrick to be totally unlike his twisted father.

      “The six-thirty morning train for Brighton is now available for boarding at platform eight,” a rail attendant called out as he walked the length of the platform. The noise in the station swelled as passengers said their good-byes.

      Emma stomped her feet to try to keep some feeling in them. The cold she could manage to keep at bay, her fear wasn’t so easily banished. What on earth was she meant to do if they didn’t arrive?

      “Emma?”

      She spun around, hugely relieved to hear a familiar voice. “Thank goodness you’re here. I was starting to worry.” Emma’s smile faded as she took in the other woman’s tear-stained face and swollen eyes. “Oh, heavens, Laura, I’m so sorry.”

      Laura nodded. “I didn’t mean to give you a fright about being late, but it’s just been so hard to face sending the children away,” her voice broke on the last two words.

      Emma glanced down at the two young children standing beside their mother. Seven-year-old Peter kept his eyes downcast. His older sister, Lily, stood stoically on the other side of her mother. Emma smiled as reassuringly at the little girl as she could. Lily didn’t smile back.

      The platform was rapidly emptying. An elderly porter bustled toward them, a sympathetic expression on his lined face.

      Laura nodded. “I know. It’s time now.” She bent down and gathered her son and daughter into her arms. “This won’t be forever my little loves. The moment it’s safe for you to come home, I’ll send for you straight away.” She stood and looked both children in the eyes. “You must promise to be brave and strong until it’s time to come home.”

      Peter nodded but didn’t speak. He gazed from his mother to Emma, confusion playing across his face.

      “Mummy, you mustn’t worry about us,” Lily said in a voice that was doubtless meant to be reassuring, but sounded young and vulnerable to Emma’s ears. “We won’t be any trouble. You’ll come to visit us though, won’t you?”

      “I’ll try, love. I promise, but you know the hospitals are full and all the nurses are needed here in the city.” She smoothed her daughter’s hair affectionately. “If I can get any weekend leave I’ll come down to visit.”

      Laura grabbed Lily and held her tight. Peter threw himself at his mother and sister, and they embraced him.

      The touching sight tore at Emma’s heart. “I’ll protect them with my life, Laura.”

      “Ladies,” the porter interrupted them apologetically. “I’m sorry to hurry you along but it’s time to board now.” He took up Emma’s valise and the two small satchels that they’d brought with them. “Come along, children.”

      Laura kissed each child quickly and motioned for them to follow the porter. “Go on then, loves, it’s time to start your adventure. Mummy will write to you, I promise.”

      The two women watched as they followed the porter up the steps and onto the train. Laura waved goodbye until the children were out of sight. She then turned to Emma, tears streaming down her cheeks.

      “I’ve given Lily an envelope for you with information about the children that might be helpful.” Laura looked at her pleadingly. “You’ll write to me, won’t you?”

      Emma swallowed the lump in her throat and nodded. “Yes, of course, Laura. I’ll let you know how they’re getting on.” She glanced over her shoulder to the porter who was beckoning her.

      There was so much she wanted to say to her friend, so much reassurance she wanted to offer, and promises she wanted to make, but words failed her. She reached out for Laura’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly. After a quick hug, she hurried toward the train. The porter pulled the steps up behind her and gave a signal to the platform manager.

      Emma made her way to where Peter and Lily sat waiting for her. She settled in the seat across from them. Finally being off her feet felt heavenly, knowing she was only moments from leaving the city was blissfully reassuring, but watching the children with their little faces pressed against the glass waving goodbye to their mother, was painful.

      As soon as the station was out of sight, both children sat back in their seats and looked expectantly at Emma. What could she possibly say to ease the heartache so clearly etched on their little faces?

      The enormity of what she’d taken on when she’d agreed to watch them suddenly hit her. She’d only met the children once before. Laura worked with Emma’s cousin Patricia in a surgery quite close to the Whitehall office where Emma worked, and the three women often shared tea breaks. Until, that was, Patricia’s funeral several weeks earlier, when Emma had confided in Laura of her plans to take Patrick, her cousin’s baby, and find work outside of the city.

      Three days later Laura had come to Emma with a proposition. If Emma would agree to take her two children out of the city, Laura’s brother-in-law would use his connections to obtain Emma a position with a guaranteed billet for herself and the three children.

      The offer had seemed heaven sent. When they’d met at Hyde Park for an afternoon out, the children had struck Emma as well mannered and easygoing. Now, sitting across from them, their intent little eyes upon her, Emma wasn’t so sure if she was up to the challenge. But after her cousin’s death, Emma hadn’t thought herself up to raising Patrick alone either, had she? Yet here she was. Here they all were, and there was nothing for it but to forge ahead.

      “We’ll do our best to be happy until it’s time to come home,” she finally managed to say. “I think the best way to pass the time is to try to be as busy as possible each day until your Mummy and Daddy come for you.”

      “Daddy’s missing,” Peter said in a near expressionless voice. His gaze never left Emma’s face.

      Her heart sank. Oh, these poor children. Poor Laura. Emma struggled to keep her face composed because Lily and Peter were both watching her closely.

      Was this what it meant to be a mother? Keeping one’s own emotions carefully in check so that your child would be comforted and reassured by your every word?

      “Mummy just received word last week that Daddy’s been reported as missing in action. We don’t know more than that, but Mummy says we mustn’t give up hope,” Lily said, her voice quite matter-of-fact. She looked at Emma with a seriousness that belied her small porcelain face and long brown braids. “I heard Mummy tell Gran it’s likely an error of some sort. And then Gran told Mummy that if anyone could mix-up important information, it would be the French.”

      “Oh, Lily, I’m so sorry to hear this.” Emma laid Patrick down on the empty seat beside her in the makeshift nest she’d made for him with her coat before she turned back to the children. “I agree with your Mum and Granny that it could well be an error. We’ll have to wait and pray every day until the war is over and your father returns home.”

      Lily nodded. “You sound like Mum.”

      “Do mothers always know what to say?” Peter asked. He looked over at Patrick. “Oh, you haven’t been a Mum long at all have you, Mrs. Bradley?”

      Emma winced at the unfamiliar moniker, but she needed to get used to it. Now that she had Patrick with her, people would quite naturally ask questions about the non-existent Mr. Bradley. “Would you find it agreeable to call me Aunt Emma, perhaps?”

      When both children nodded, Emma was relieved. Maybe this wouldn’t be as difficult as she’d first thought.

      “We can help with the baby,” Lily offered. “Mind you, I doubt Peter will be of much use. However, I’m sure there’s plenty I can do to help.”

      Peter frowned at his sister before he turned to Emma. “I can so help. I can do anything Lily can.” He paused and wrinkled his nose. “Except for nappy changes, of course.”

      Emma laughed. “I will handle all of the nappies, you needn’t worry. However, I do need some water for Patrick’s bottle. Do you think you could find a steward and ask them for hot water?”

      Peter shot a triumphant glance in his sister’s direction. He reached out for the glass bottle Emma offered, nodding his understanding that he mustn’t drop it. After Emma gave him instructions, he headed confidently in the direction of the beverage car.

      “Do you think he’ll be all right?” she asked Lily.

      “Peter’s always fine,” Lily said in a tone that was equal parts annoyance and pride.
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      Andrej accepted a cup of tea from the steward with a grateful nod. Most of his thirty-eight years had been spent living around the globe. However, since the outbreak of war in Europe, he’d lived exclusively in Britain. Somewhere during that time he’d gone from considering a cup of tea a quaint local custom to a daily necessity.

      He took a slow sip and savored the strength of the brew. Granted, he’d have liked it laced with cream and sweetened with sugar but this was war time after all. Such luxuries would have to wait until Hitler was defeated.

      Andrej glanced over his shoulder as two women walked through the beverage car, but he knew without looking that Emma wasn’t one of them. One wore far too much perfume and the other laughed too loudly. A desire to see her again tugged at him but he knew he was safer staying where he was. In a short few hours together the evening before, Emma had made a powerful impression on him, unlike any woman before ever had.

      Something troubled him though. Earlier, when he settled into his seat, he’d glanced out the train window and had seen Emma speaking with another woman. A woman she obviously knew well from the way she was appearing to comfort her. Hadn’t Emma said she and her baby were all alone in the world?

      He shook his head as if to dismiss Emma from his thoughts. He wasn’t going to see her again, and undoubtedly this was for the best.

      A school age boy stepped up to the beverage counter. He lifted a baby bottle and set it on the counter, then hoisted himself into the seat adjacent to Andrej’s. The boy looked around for a steward, and when he failed to find one, he turned expectantly to Andrej.

      “Good day, Sir.”

      Andrej suddenly wished the drink in his hand was a good deal stiffer than tea. Children unnerved him. This one, judging by his confident air and the way he looked Andrej straight in the eye, might well prove to be especially unsettling.

      “Hello.” Perhaps if he said as little as possible the boy would wander back from where he came.

      “Have you seen a steward about?”

      Andrej took another sip of tea before answering. “He’s just stepped away but I imagine he’ll return shortly.”

      Silence. That wasn’t what he expected. Andrej looked over and met the boy’s stare. He lifted an eyebrow in question.

      The boy swallowed hard but didn’t look away. “Are you traveling home, Sir?”

      “No.”

      “So, you live in London then?”

      Andrej shook his head. Where was the blasted steward anyway?

      “Interesting,” the boy said solemnly. “My name is Peter. That’s an English name.” He waited several moments before he spoke again. “Is your name English?”

      Andrej set his tea cup down and turned to face the boy. “No. It’s not.” What on earth else was there to say? He couldn’t remember the last time he’d sat and conversed with a child, but he found it far more taxing than conversing with an adult. “Did you need something?”

      “Yes, of course, I’m meant to fill this with hot water but I don’t see the steward.” He leaned forward in his seat and propped his elbows on the counter. “I daresay it’s best to just wait here.” He looked expectantly at Andrej.

      So it was his turn now. Perhaps he was safest just turning the lad’s questions back on him.

      “Are you traveling home
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