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Arthur John Davenport and Genevieve Catharina deVries m. 1872

children:

Arthur, Catherine, and Sarah
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The cousins' generation:
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Arthur John Davenport II and Josette Warren m. 1893

children:

Faith Genevieve Davenport

Arthur John Davenport III
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Catherine Isabella Davenport and William Travers m. 1894

children:

Ruby Noelle Travers

Genevieve Catharina Travers
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Sarah Grace Davenport and Samuel Duncan m. 1894

child:

Thomas Ryan Duncan
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Chapter One
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April 1915

Evie Travers huddled close to her cousin Faith, although the private train compartment had plenty of room for her to relax along the padded seat.

The neighboring compartment carried precious cargo, one who had been too quiet for the last hour, and the firmness of her cousin’s grip told her Faith was worried about Claudia as well.

“I’m sure the nurse gave her something to help her sleep, ladies. It won’t do for the two of you to upset yourselves and become ill as well.”

The gentleman on the bench across from them smiled encouragingly, and if Evie didn’t know him better she might be irritated he was making light of the situation. 

But he was concerned for them, and he had taken the time to accompany their small party to New York so the girls wouldn’t be on their own for the short trip. 

Evie smiled at Constantine Billows, who preferred to be called Connie, although she was sure the gesture looked forced.

“Thank you for being here. I hope your time with us doesn’t inconvenience you in any way.”

She glanced at Faith, who stared out of the window silently.

Her cousin was pale, her perfect skin mottled by splotches of pink on her cheeks, and the skin under her eyes was puffy. 

“Not at all, Evie. Anything I can do to help, don’t hesitate to ask, either now or while you’re in town. My office, as well as my home, aren’t far from yours.”

Connie adjusted his thick, black framed glasses, pushing them up firmly along the edges.

His voice was soft, as if he was considerate of someone who was asleep nearby, but Evie knew he was careful of Faith, who was lost in thought and he didn’t want to startle her. 

Claudia’s mysterious illness had taken over their lives, but no one’s more than Faith, who would be the girl’s sister in law soon. 

Evie wasn’t sure why her cousin and her suitor Nico hadn’t married already, but she didn’t doubt they would when they determined the time was right.

“We’re staying at the Davenport townhouse, not my parents’, but they’re within walking distance of each other.”

She didn’t know why she wanted to clarify this fact, because the odds were Connie would see them settled and be on his way.

But he seemed sincere, and her sister Ruby's husband Matthew had been friends with him since childhood, so she could trust him.

If Connie said he was willing to help, she was sure he meant it. 

Depending on how Claudia fared once more doctors had a chance to attend to her, Evie thought it was a relief to know someone close to their family was near, especially in case of an emergency.

“Hey, now.”

Connie leaned close as Evie swallowed against the tears rising behind her eyes, holding out his hand.

When Evie took it, he pressed her fingers gently in his own, and she sniffled.

He tugged a while folded handkerchief from his jacket pocket with his free hand and offered it to her. 

It was soft and smelled clean, like the damp laundry hanging on poles on the servant’s porch at her Newport home. 

She held it to her forehead, as if it could relieve the pressure of her worries, her distress over having no control over this situation. 

Over whether or not Claudia would survive.

“I promise to say a prayer for Claudia every day until you assure me she’s recovered.”

Connie’s words pulled her from her distressing thoughts, and she smiled her thanks. 

“That’s very kind of you, and much appreciated. I’ll tell her parents, as I’m sure they will be grateful, too.”

She couldn’t imagine how difficult this was for Mr. and Mrs. d’Amici, who cared for the most boisterous, friendly brood of children she had ever known. 

Every single one of them held their hearts, and Claudia, the youngest, was especially spoiled by their affection, even as she worked just as hard as the others in the family’s grocery and restaurant. 

When Evie was her age, she had her nose in a book so often that everyone had to watch out that she didn’t walk off a cliff.

Quite literally.

She certainly wasn’t mopping floors or scrubbing toilets, although she had done more than her fair share of serving food to hungry people and washing dishes at the family’s shelter.

“I’m told you’re a reader, so perhaps it would help, at least for now, if you did just that. Do you have a book with you?”

Evie shook her head at Connie’s question, as she had been in such a hurry, her decision to go with her cousin and Claudia to Manhattan a last minute impulse, she hadn’t grabbed her latest volume, a gift from her father. 

A children’s fantasy, at that, as if he was worried she might be reading too much that was mature or realistic.

As if he wanted to keep her a little girl, safely tucked away at home with him since Ruby had just married and was on her wedding trip with Matthew. 

But this summer she would come out with the season, and as everyone had noted, she would be available on the marriage market. 

She hadn’t wanted to be bothered with any of that fuss, but she couldn’t be happy about the manner in which she was avoiding it now.

“Here. I’m not sure what you prefer, but I’ve been a fan of Sherlock Holmes for some time now. Doyle’s mysteries are very diverting.”

Connie popped open the gold clasp of his large, dark brown briefcase, leaning over to pull out a book with figures on the dust jacket. 

Evie had, of course, read the three Holmes novels leading up to this one, but she had yet to obtain a copy of the latest.

“Thank you. I’ll return it once I’ve finished.”

She took the offered gift and set it in her lap, smoothing her fingers over the cover.

The train rattled, thudding and jerking, as Faith turned to Evie.

"I'm sorry, I was lost in thought."

She smiled faintly, as if her mind was still elsewhere. 

Was she thinking of Nico, of how much trust he and his family had placed in her and the Davenports?

It was clear the d'Amicis were setting aside their pride to accept this assistance, which was only possible through the wealth and influence of their future daughter in law's family. 

But would anyone choose pride over the life of their child?

Evie couldn't imagine it was much of a choice, not when Claudia and her siblings were so adored. 

"I understand. Connie was loaning me the new Conan Doyle."

Her cousin nodded absently, and Evie took her hand. 

"We'll be there soon, and once Claudia is comfortable, you need to rest, too. We’ll have every doctor your grandfather has recommended visiting before we know it, so it’s best you use that time to take care of yourself.”

“I’m sure you should do the same, Evie.”

Connie smiled knowingly after he spoke, and Evie shrugged.

“And I’m sure you’re right.”

He had come to Newport for his friend’s wedding and was returning to his family home and business responsibilities, so he claimed it was no trouble to travel along with the small party, but Evie imagined he might have enjoyed the short journey more if he was alone with his new book. 

The book he just gave to her. 

“Are you certain you can part with this?”

She tapped the paper cover, glancing down at the images on the jacket.

“Absolutely. And when you’ve finished, it will be a good excuse for me to visit. I wouldn’t want you to forget about me.”

Faith sat up straight beside Evie and Evie turned to face her. 

Her cousin was paying attention to them fully now, her focus on Connie as if she’d only just realized he was there. 

“We won’t forget your kindness, Connie, and you are always welcome to come by. Of course, we want the most quiet environment for Claudia, as you must understand, so we won’t be entertaining in general.”

When Faith frowned, Connie adjusted his glasses again. 

Evie wondered if he needed to have the frames fixed so he wouldn’t have to do that so often. 

“But I wonder if you mean to spend time with Evie, if you’ll forgive my plain speaking.”

For a moment, Evie wasn’t sure she heard her cousin correctly. 

Her cheeks flushed as she realized what Faith was asking, and she averted her gaze from Connie’s as he smiled unashamedly.

“I’m afraid you’ve discovered my secret, although I do enjoy your company as well, Faith, and my offer to help you both stands.”

Evie felt like they were speaking around her, as if she wasn’t here with them, and pushed her long red-gold braid over her shoulder. 

Usually she wore it in a tight bun at the nape of her neck, but in her hurry this morning she had managed a quick, loose braid that felt heavy down her back. 

“I hope this revelation isn’t troublesome, Evie. I can keep my distance if you prefer, but I’d only like to get to know you better. With your permission, of course.”

Connie’s polite yet conversational tone was hard to deny, and Evie couldn’t think of a reason to do so.

After all, they did share an interest in books, and he was quite intelligent. 

A visitor to take her mind off Claudia’s illness might be helpful, but only if Faith had the opportunity for the same. 

She nodded as Faith spoke up again.

“You and Nico will get along well, and it will be nice to have four of us for dinner in the evenings on occasion.”

Evie considered Faith’s claim, and it occurred to her that the townhouse would be overrun with d’Amicis.

She smiled at the thought of all those children, along with their parents, filling their home with laughter and teasing.

But Claudia needed rest, so perhaps they would be subdued, which would be sad to witness.

“I’ll wait for my invitation once you have Claudia on the road to recovery.”

Evie appreciated Connie’s patience, although his interest in her was surprising. 

Perhaps she should tell him outright that she had no wish to marry, but that might be presumptuous. 

After all, he hadn’t proposed or even asked to court her. 

She kept a smile on her face as Faith looked out the window, her thoughts once again her own. 

“I’ll look through some paperwork, if you don’t mind, and you can discover what our good detective has on hand while we continue our trip. I’m sure we can discuss it in a few weeks after I’ve had a chance to read it as well.”

Connie unlocked his briefcase and pulled out a sheaf of papers from a folder inside, but he kept his gaze on hers, as if asking her permission. 

“Of course. Thank you.”

Faith’s head tilted onto Evie’s shoulder, but Evie couldn’t see her cousin’s face.

Had she fallen asleep, rocked into drowsiness by the train’s movement and exhaustion from tending to Claudia these past few days?

She leaned her head onto the top of Faith’s so she could still look down at the book in her lap, and as she opened it, she took one more look at Connie, who was tapping his finger on one of his papers.

As if he could sense her gaze, he looked up at her over his glasses and smiled reassuringly.

Thank you, Lord, for guiding us to finding the best care for Claudia, and for a new friend to help us on the way.

It was a quick, silent prayer, and as she began to read the first page of her book, she couldn’t help but smile at the familiar interaction between the main characters. 

She let herself grow absorbed in the comfortable storytelling, while somewhere in the back of her mind she knew she would have to deal with Connie’s intentions. 

If indeed, he had any. 
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Chapter Two
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“He’s a hard worker, miss. I promise he’ll do a good job, no matter what you ask of him.”

Olivia, one of the younger housemaids at the Davenport townhouse, spoke excitedly to Evie, but Evie was distracted by the sight of Claudia in the nurse’s arms, followed by Faith, as they walked carefully up the stairs to the second floor.

Claudia would be resting in one of the bedrooms on the third floor, which would take the women some time to reach as they were worried about jostling the child, who was breathing fitfully in her sleep.

“Bring him around in the morning, Olivia. I’m sure we can find something for your suitor.”

Evie nodded absently as she watched Claudia’s dark braid flutter down the nurse’s back.

“Thank you, miss! Thank you so much!”

Olivia bobbed her head several times and Evie turned her gaze towards the girl, who was a year younger than she was.

The boy she had been walking with during her evenings off had lost his position in a restaurant and she was hoping the Davenports would employ him. 

For all the attention Evie had paid the girl’s explanation, that was all she could remember.

She would have to ask the housekeeper and other senior staff what they thought of . . . Benjamin, was it?

Evie shook her head to clear it. 

Ordinarily, this was something Faith would handle, but she was absorbed in something, or rather, someone, more important. 

Not that this young man’s need of work wasn’t important, too.

Olivia trotted off, skipping down the hall, and Evie couldn’t help but smile. 

Faith and the nurse, Harriett, had disappeared on the next flight of stairs, and all Evie could do was wait until her cousin returned. 

Doctors were scheduled to visit later that evening, but Evie already felt like it had been a long day. 

One eased by Connie’s presence on the trip, and his attention to ensuring they were all delivered safely to the townhouse and all of their belongings were settled inside before he left them with a brief nod to Evie.

He drove his own automobile, a rather comfortable black Lozier, which had been waiting at the station when their train arrived, his chauffeur absent. 

“I gave him a few hours off. His family lives close by, so he can spend some time with them before returning to my home.”

Connie’s explanation only showed how considerate he was, not only of Evie, Faith, and Claudia, but of his servants. 

Evie knew Faith would forget about Connie if she hadn’t already, only because she was single-minded in her concern for Claudia, and it would be up to Evie to invite their travel companion to dinner sometime soon.

She rubbed her eyes and wandered into the front parlor, where the drapes were pulled back from the window and she could gaze out into the busy square. 

Cars and carriages fought for space as pedestrians wandered on the sidewalk, some with purposeful strides and others with more serene airs. 

Perhaps once the traffic died down later tonight she could take a stroll herself and enjoy the fresh air after being cooped up in the train all day. 

“Shall I take up some tea for Miss Faith? Does the child need anything?”

Ada, the housekeeper, who had attended to their family for decades here in the city, keeping the townhouse habitable even when no one was staying here, interrupted Evie’s thoughts.

“Tea is a good idea, although I’m not sure my cousin would show any interest. The nurse will encourage her to eat, though, and I’ll go up as well to be sure she does. Are there any sugar cookies? She likes those.”

Everyone who worked here knew what kind of cookies each Davenport grandchild preferred, and the housekeeper’s small smile reminded Evie that she didn’t need to tell her. 

A heavyset man with a thick mustache and tall black hat caught her eye through the window as he stepped up to the front door, and she sighed.

Now Faith wouldn’t stop for tea or cookies, not with the parade of doctors about to begin earlier than expected.

“Please bring him up to Claudia’s room, and I’ll let Faith know he’s here.”

Ada followed Evie’s gaze and nodded firmly.

“Yes, miss.”

When Ada left the room, Evie looked back out the window, the tall tenement buildings on the other side of the square catching her eye.

She remembered how a little boy who lived there was the key in gaining Nico’s release from prison last year, and wondered how the child was doing now, and if the servants here ever saw him in the neighborhood. 

With a shrug, she dismissed the thought. 

There were so many people in the city that it was unlikely, unless there was a reason for them to meet purposefully.

She straightened her shoulders and made her way up the stairs quickly, glad she had chosen to wear a simple skirt rather than a fuller dress.

Claudia’s room was beside the nursery, one she and her sister and cousins had used when they were young, with a small bed in an alcove for the nurse.

The child was tucked under a snow white blanket, her small flushed face and black hair stark against the pillow.

“Why don’t you have a rest yourself, miss. I’ll be at her side, so you don’t need to worry.”

Harriett was patting Faith’s shoulder as Faith stared at Claudia, and as Evie stepped into the room, her cousin turned to face her. 

“One of the doctors is here.”

There was no point in telling her, as the nurse had, to leave the room, because Faith was going to want to hear every word from each doctor’s lips, from their opinions to treatment suggestions. 

Evie prayed that one of them would be able to figure out what ailed Claudia, so they could attend to her properly. 

How could she get well if no one knew what was wrong?

The evening wore on as three other doctors followed, the house a flurry of visitors as the staff hovered close by, and Faith, unfailingly polite, was frayed, the final doctor’s repetitive questions eliciting snappy responses. 

“And you, Miss Davenport? How are you feeling? Miss Travers?”

Evie frowned at the doctor, who was opposite in appearance to the first at their door. 

A mirroring frown darkened his thin, clean-shaven face.

“I don’t believe this is contagious, but in some cases it is. Highly so.”

“Do you know what it is?”

Faith’s eyes lit up, but Evie was wary. 

Hadn’t her cousin heard his question? 

If it was contagious, the two of them could have it as well. 

Anyone at Ruby’s wedding might.

“I’m fine, doctor. I can’t speak for Faith, but her weariness is nothing like Claudia’s symptoms.”

He nodded thoughtfully and in a surprising gesture, rested a hand on Claudia’s head gently.

“Meningitis. I’m sure of it, but there’s a test I can do to be certain before I begin treatment. Both the test and treatment are painful, but I don’t believe she’s fully conscious, and she won’t remember it later if she survives.”

Evie slipped her hand in Faith’s and held tight as her cousin bit her lip.

If she survives.

She resolved to be the one to call the d’Amicis, but before she could speak, someone thundered up the stairs, the weight of his step interrupting the tense silence in the room. 

“Nico.”

Faith dropped Evie’s hand and rushed to him, and as he folded her into his arms, he stared over her shoulder at his little sister.

“Ah, you must be a relation. The resemblance is striking.”

The doctor waved a hand towards Claudia and Nico nodded as Faith turned around, allowing him to come further into the room and to the side of the bed.

“I was just telling these young ladies I believe it’s meningitis.”

Evie took Faith’s hand and tugged, but Faith didn’t seem to notice as she listened to the ensuing conversation.

She pulled harder until her cousin turned to face her, and Evie tilted her head towards the door.

Faith followed her into the hall and leaned against the wall.

“I suppose we should be grateful that someone knows how to treat her, even if it sounds awful.”

It didn’t just sound awful, Evie wanted to say. 

It sounded like it might not be enough to save her. 

But she kept the thought to herself, because it wouldn’t help to upset Faith further. 

At least Nico was here now, and he would make the decisions for Claudia’s care on behalf of his parents.

“Miss, I have tea in the parlor, and Mr. d’Amici brought those pastries you like.”

Ada appeared at Faith’s elbow, and Evie smiled at her with thanks. 

Faith would eat if it was something Nico brought, for she wouldn’t want to upset him by refusing his gift. 

“We can wait downstairs.”

She patted Faith’s back, wondering if Faith was getting tired of everyone patting her today, but her cousin was the first to walk away, leaving Evie and Ada to follow her. 

The scent of roses caught Evie’s attention, and she looked around once they reached the first floor, certain there hadn’t been flowers in this part of the house earlier.

“There was a delivery while you were occupied, miss. It wasn’t for anyone in particular, but a card came with it.”

Olivia tiptoed forward, looking carefully as Faith, who was staring down the hall, before offering a tiny envelope to Evie. 

“Thank you, Olivia.”

The girl watched Faith for a long moment before Evie raised her eyebrows and Olivia noticed the movement. 

“Sorry, miss. We’re all very worried, you see. Is there anything we can do to help the little girl?”

Faith seemed to come to her senses before Evie could respond.

“Oh, Olivia. We appreciate your concern, and your prayers would be most welcome. Once the doctor gives us some directions, we’ll let you know what we need.”

Her sweet smile made Olivia sigh visibly, as if that was all she needed to ease her concern. 

Faith had a way of doing that, of making everyone feel better no matter what the situation, with her calm reassurance and focus on prayer and faith. 

Had Aunt Josie and Uncle Arthur any idea how well the name would suit their firstborn when they chose it for her?

If only I could help her the same way, Evie thought, as the two of them went into the parlor. 

A bundle of white roses filled a cut glass vase on a side table, and Faith brushed her fingertips along them with a brief glance before she sat down on the sofa.

“I’ll pour you some tea, miss.”

Olivia hurried to Faith’s side as Evie stood beside the roses, the clean, lemony fragrance of them reminding her of her Newport home. 

Of the rose garden her mother cherished, an ode to an important event in Evie’s parents’ courtship. 

She slid the tiny card from the small ivory envelope and read the words silently to herself. 

A bit of Newport for the Cliff Walk cousins, with hope and prayers your young charge is better soon. Connie.

It was an incredibly sweet gesture, one that made Evie wonder about the sender. 

He had been a dinner guest of her parents’ more than once, considering his close relationship with Matthew, and when business brought him to Newport he stopped by for a visit. 

But he had noticed the roses, clearly, and Evie wondered if she had been blind to his interest in her until today. 

Could she be imagining it?

It wasn’t as if she had experience with men and courtship, not any she hadn’t learned from between the pages of books, anyway.

“They’re from Connie, with well wishes for Claudia.”

Evie looked over to find Faith nibbling on a cannoli, the flaky crust drifting from her fingers onto a thick pink napkin in her lap. 

Faith didn’t seem to notice or care about the mess as she licked her lips. 

“That’s very kind of him.”

After she tucked the card under the vase, resolving to collect it later, Evie took a long sniff of the blooms before joining her cousin on the sofa, choosing a cannoli from a plate.

“Nico will want to see how much we appreciate his family’s generosity, so we better not leave a single crumb.”

Evie took a big bite after speaking, pleased to see the flicker of a smile on Faith’s pale face. 

But by the time Nico came into the room, her cousin had fallen asleep on Evie’s shoulder, the confectioner’s sugar on her cheeks the only indication she had indulged.

He smiled at the sight of her, but was quickly distracted by the roses as he looked from the blooms to Evie.

And frowned.
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Chapter Three
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Evie smiled and tilted her head onto Faith’s.

“I hope we can make Claudia’s recovery more comfortable here.”

She didn’t want to ask Nico what he decided regarding her treatment, as that was a family matter and she would find out soon enough anyway.

But he pointed to the flowers as if he hadn’t heard her.

“Who sent these?”

Nico had an air of determination about him, of a certain authority that was evident in all of the members of his family, and Evie knew him well enough by now to realize there would be no deterring him. 

“Connie. He sends his good wishes for Claudia.”

He tapped on the card visible underneath the vase, and Evie wished she had pushed it all the way underneath the glass bottom. 

She waited while he slid it out and read it silently.

“How poetic.”

Evie kept a smile on her face, but when she watched his gaze shift to Faith, she hurried to correct his assumption. 

“Oh, no, it’s not like that. He’s quite aware that Faith is spoken for. Believe me, everyone is.”

She tried to sound lighthearted, although she, along with the rest of her family, wondered what was keeping Nico and Faith from getting married. 

Maybe she shouldn’t have used such a casual tone. 

“You? Is he after courting you?”

A small smile changed Nico’s stony expression, and Evie could see why Faith had been drawn to him from their first meeting at the shelter.

He was strikingly handsome, although she knew Faith loved him for the qualities one couldn’t see from his appearance.

Evie sighed.

There was no reason to deny it.

“I believe so.”

She shrugged as he held the card out to her, closing the distance between them, and he lowered his voice as she took it, taking care not to disturb Faith’s slumber.

“I am sure you have many men who want to get to know you better. Are you interested in this one?”

While she did enjoy Connie’s company, she wasn’t sure how to answer. 

She didn’t feel the way Faith described her first encounter with Nico, or how Ruby gushed over her feelings for Matthew.

But that didn’t mean Evie couldn’t give Connie a chance. 

Those feelings could come later, after they spent time together.

“You shouldn’t be in a hurry, or feel as if you must oblige him out of politeness, Evie. My mama always said I would know when I found the one I was meant to live for, and she was right.”

Nico reached out as if to touch Faith’s cheek, pausing his hand a few inches from her face.

“I saw her with that baby at the shelter, the way he clung to her hair and she bounced him on her hip awkwardly, as if she had no idea how to manage him.”

Evie smiled at the image in her mind.

“And I knew. I knew she was going to be the mother of my own children one day, if God would grant me such an impossible wish.”

He sounded even more poetic than Connie’s message, but Evie kept her mouth shut as Faith’s eyes fluttered open. 

“I’m sorry, I must have dozed off. Is Claudia alright?”

Nico brushed confectioners sugar from Faith's cheek and she leaned into the palm of his hand. 

Evie watched them, wondering if she would ever feel that comfortable with Connie.

"You both need to rest. The nurse will stay with Claudia," Nico continued as Faith opened her mouth to protest. "And I am going to speak more with the doctor down here."

He kissed Faith's forehead, leaning down as she reached for him, and Evie stood up as he helped Faith to her feet. 

'Exhausting yourself won't help Claudia, so you must take better care, cara."

Nico steered Faith towards the door, and Evie followed them into the hall, where the doctor stood waiting, his dark hat in his hand. 

"Evie?"

She found herself staring at the white roses as Nico prompted her to encourage her cousin back upstairs, and she wondered if she should allow whatever might happen with Connie to take its course.

After all, true love could come from all manner of situations, as she had read in many a novel, and while she wasn't looking for a husband, it wouldn't be very brave to hide from this new experience. 

Ruby always said she preferred to live life rather than read about it, as if she was encouraging Evie to do the same by her example. 

Her sister would definitely appreciate this new development. 

She took Faith's hand and walked them both over to the bottom of the stairs. 

"We'll see you soon, Nico."

With a last look over her shoulder, Evie bid him goodbye as Faith finally turned to her, reluctantly pulling her gaze from her suitor.

"The two of you will be able to spend more time together now that we're here, although the circumstances aren't ideal."

Faith simply walked alongside her, the trek to the third floor tiring to them both as Evie realized she would be happy to sit and close her eyes for a bit.

The sun was hovering close to the horizon, its crimson waves shifting into flickers of orange and yellow, as Evie caught sight of it through a window in the hall between bedrooms. 

There was plenty of space for the two of them to sleep separately, but Faith kept her hand in Evie's as they slipped into a dark room.

One of the maids had turned the bed down, the sheets fragrant with soothing lavender, and within moments, the two girls were curled against each other, the blanket pulled up to Faith’s neck as Evie made sure her cousin was tucked in snugly.

She listened to her cousin’s even breathing as Faith fell asleep almost immediately, but Evie stared into the darkness above her for a long time before her eyes drifted closed, hoping the silence throughout the house meant Claudia was resting peacefully as well. 

––––––––
[image: image]


“DO YOU HAVE AN INTEREST in automobiles, Benjamin?”

When Olivia’s young man, a short boy with sandy brown hair, appeared on the front step at a very early hour the next morning, Evie waved Faith back upstairs, where she could attend to Claudia without worrying over household matters. 

“Yes, miss. I don’t have any experience with them, to be honest, but they’re right interesting to be sure.”

Evie folded her hands together at her waist, nodding. 

He explained that he was eighteen, of an age with Evie and a bit older than Olivia, and he lived in one of the tenement buildings on the other side of the square.

His eagerness made Evie smile in spite of the weariness that made her eyelids heavy. 

“George, why don’t you take him to the garage and acquaint him with the staff there?”

The butler stepped forward from Evie’s side, his protective stance a familiar comfort.

“Come this way, Benjamin. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

When the boy stood staring, his gaze shifting from Evie to George, she nearly backed away, the butler’s insistence on politeness an unnecessary formality to her mind. 

“Thank you, miss. You can’t know what this means to my family and me.”

George nodded in approval at Benjamin’s gratitude, and Evie turned away, leaving the butler to handle the rest of the boy’s situation. 

Dr. Graham, the only doctor who had an idea of how to help Claudia, appeared in the hallway, with Olivia a step behind.

“Please see him upstairs, Olivia. Thank you.”

She knew she sounded dismissive, but the doctor merely tilted his head politely towards her and marched ahead.

He had a larger bag with him today, and she frowned, wondering what he intended to do with the little girl.

“Miss Evie, we need to get your cousin to leave so we can attend to Claudia.”

As the tea in the parlor went cold, Evie stared out the front window until the nurse startled her, swaying on her feet at the distraction. 

“You look as if you need to sleep, too. But please, Miss Faith must let the doctor do his work, and it’s not something for a well-bred lady to see.”

What in the world was the woman talking about? 

Evie shook her head, confused. 

Surely the nurse knew Claudia had been sick with Faith at her side to see all manner of uncomfortable sights, and had more than once needed to change her clothes after holding the child.

“Is the doctor here yet?”

The telephone rang in the hallway as a familiar, beautifully accented voice called out from the doorway.

Mrs. d’Amici, with one of her older daughters in tow, peered into the parlor.

Rosetta, who was the mirror image of her mother, lifted her chin
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