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Chapter One

	Emma O’Sullivan hurled herself on the floor of the train compartment and covered her head as the shrieking whistle of the approaching bomb filled her ears. Sweat beaded on her upper lip. She cringed and pushed herself further underneath the seat. 

	Her first mission to England, and she was going to die? The Army Medical Corps hadn’t wanted to send her overseas, but she was their last resort to set up the new convalescent hospital. Who would do the work if she was killed?

	Time seemed to stand still as the screeching drew closer. A baby cried out, and its mother sobbed in response. Emma squeezed her eyes closed and held her breath. Is this how You’re going to take me home, Lord? Make sure Mom and Dad know I love them.

	A muffled explosion sounded, and the car jolted and bucked its way off the track. Windows shattered, and glass fragments shot through the air. Passengers screamed, and the infant began to wail. Emma shuddered and fought the urge to cry. The little one wasn’t the only person frightened. Two days in England, and Emma experienced the trauma many Londoners had endured for months - unavoidable bombing. Maybe she should have stayed in Baltimore instead of insisting she could handle the assignment. How had she put it? With one arm tied behind my back. That might happen after all.

	Gray smoke rolled through the jagged openings and filled the train car. Emma climbed to her feet and coughed. Her eyes burned as she surveyed her fellow passengers. “Is anyone hurt? I’m a doctor.”

	“Over here. It’s my mother, she banged her head--”

	“I’m bleeding--”

	Emma searched for her black leather bag. Dropping to her hands and knees, she rummaged under the paraphernalia that had fallen from the overhead racks. She shoved aside each item and finally found her satchel buried beneath a battered carpet-bag and a pristine Louis Vuitton suitcase. 

	After crawling to the closest victim, she opened her medical kit. Would she have enough supplies to handle all the wounded? Lord, help me.

	Blood flowed from a gash on the young woman’s arm. Emma patted her shoulder. “I’m Dr. O’Sullivan. I’ll fix you up, right as rain. What’s your name?”

	“Uh…Maggie Burns.” She raised tear-filled eyes to Emma’s face. “Will there be a scar, miss…I mean, doctor?”

	“The cut is long, but doesn’t look very deep. I’ll do my best.” Emma unscrewed a bottle of hydrogen peroxide. “This will hurt a bit, but it’s necessary to prevent infection.” 

	Nodding, Maggie pressed her lips together and whimpered quietly when Emma splashed some of the liquid over the laceration before swabbing the area with Dakin’s Solution. She pressed a sterile bandage over it and raised the arm to see if any blood soaked through the gauze. When none appeared, she wrapped the arm with a strip of linen and tied it off.

	“You’re being very brave.” Emma smiled and brushed a stray blonde strand away from Maggie’s face. “When you get to your destination, you should change the dressing periodically.”

	After settling Maggie next to an elderly woman who assured her she’d take care of the girl, Emma made her way through the car examining each person. The smoke dissipated as she worked. When she reached the back of the car, she sighed. Her skirt was smudged with rust-colored bloodstains, and her uniform jacket had a tear on one side. Two of the four brass buttons were missing, and a third dangled by a thread. She certainly wouldn’t pass inspection in this state.

	Touching her head, she grimaced. Her hat was long gone, lost in the blast. The pins had fallen out of her regulation bun, and her hair tumbled down her back. She finger-combed the tresses then tucked them behind her ears. That would have to do for now. Surely there were more wounded in the other cars.

	She peeked inside her bag. Good. A decent amount of bandages, sulfa, and other supplies were still nestled in the bottom. Emma climbed out of the train and gasped. Slate-colored smoke billowed toward the overcast sky filled with angry, black clouds. Wreckage was strewn up the hill and down into the ravine. The passenger cars zig-zagged along the track like a giant game of dominoes. Men, women, and children dotted the landscape. Some sat in dazed confusion, others seemed to wander with no purpose, and a few took charge and created order out of chaos. 

	Squaring her shoulders, Emma set off toward the nearest car. It straddled the railroad ties and listed at a thirty-degree angle. Careful of the glass shards and twisted metal, she hiked across the uneven ground, her two-inch pumps sinking into the grass. When would the Army devise a woman’s uniform that was actually practical?

	The bottom step was missing, so she grabbed the handrail and tried to hoist herself to the next tread. Her narrow skirt trapped her legs, and she grimaced. Glancing right and left, she confirmed no one seemed to be watching her, so she tugged the garment above her knees and pulled herself inside the train nearly losing a shoe in the process. Despite the chill in the air, perspiration broke out along her hairline. 

	Her gaze searched the dim interior. At the far end of the car a large, bearded man moved among the dozen or so passengers. His white shirt was torn in several places, and blood saturated his right sleeve. Gray tweed slacks that looked as if they were hand-tailored to fit were rumpled, and his highly-polished, black wingtips bore scuffs and gouges. Smudges of dirt on his swarthy face gave him an air of piracy. He knelt and examined the cut on a small boy.

	There were other people to tend to, but the man seemed to be losing blood at an alarming rate. She threaded her way to his side and held up her bag. “Sir, it appears you may need stitching. I’ve got supplies here and could do that for you.”

	He swung in her direction, and the gaze from his cobalt-blue eyes pierced her face. His forehead wrinkled, and his mouth was a thin slash. “I’m fine. I don’t need some nurse practicing her sewing skills on me. There are others more seriously wounded. See if you can do anything for them.”

	She faltered. Why did every man she met assume she was a nurse? Not that there was anything wrong with nursing, but she was a full-fledged doctor and had the credentials to prove it. Graduating almost at the top of her class at Johns Hopkins Medical School had proved her detractors wrong.

	“Sir, your arm needs to be tended to, and I’m quite capable--”

	Looking her up and down, he sneered. “An American, are you? Listen, girlie, I don’t take orders from a woman, even if she is wearing a uniform.” He shook his head. “What was Roosevelt thinking when he agreed to allow you women in his Army and Navy?”

	“He was thinking we could get the job done.” She stamped her foot and reached for his sleeve.

	Batting her hand away, he rose to his full height. “Let me make myself clear. Push off and go do your nursing in another car. I do not need some upstart, Johnny-come-lately American girl to treat me or my fellow passengers.” He turned away and bent over an elderly man who held a scrap of blood-stained cloth against his forehead.

	Emma pressed her lips together. Fine. Mr. Upper Crust was on his own. If he bled to death, it’d be his own fault. With any luck, the rest of England’s men wouldn’t be as infuriating. But without a doubt, few would be as good-looking.

	



	
Chapter Two

	“Will that be all, sir?”

	Archie Heron turned from the window and nodded to his manservant. “Yes, Heath. Have one of the lads take the suitcases to Sparrow Cottage. I’ll head down later today.”

	“Very good, sir. I’ll leave you to it.” He closed the door with a discreet thump.

	Archie pivoted on his heel to gaze outside again. Puffy, white clouds drifted overhead. Surrounded by walled gardens, the manicured lawn was still a vibrant green despite the cool autumn temperatures. The few staff who were too young or too old to enlist or be drafted worked like yeoman to keep the grounds in pre-war condition. How long could that last?

	The sound of rumbling engines and squealing brakes filled the air. Archie lifted his eyes toward the meandering driveway. Like a line of lumbering elephants, olive-green, panel trucks marked with red crosses, jeeps, staff cars, and canvas-covered lorries rolled up the macadam path toward the house. 

	“And so it begins.” Archie sighed. The requisition order had arrived only three days ago. Not much time to uproot oneself for the unforeseeable future. A guest on his own property. How would that play out? It was bad enough to lose the house to the war, but did it have to go to the Americans? 

	Rubbing the back of his neck, he shrugged. As Mum used to say, ‘no use crying over spilt milk’.  He swallowed against the lump in his throat. Only two years since she died
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