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“Fondly do we hope—fervently do we pray—
that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away.” 


President Abraham Lincoln
2nd Inaugural Address
March 4, 1865






Chapter One

October  2, 1864


Strolling under a starry sky with Lieutenant John Elliott at her side, Union spy Hattie Logan could almost forget the country was at war. For October, the air felt close to balmy, and the easy rhythm of their steps on the boardwalk added to the comfort of having enjoyed a fine meal—fine for wartime, at least—with the man Hattie was coming to love. 
“When do you think you’ll recover your taste for port?” John asked. Illuminated by the gaslights along the street, his gentle smile added to her contentment.
“When the war ends,” Hattie said. After a harrowing escape from a Rebel who’d tried to take over a Union gunship by serving the crew drugged alcohol, she’d lost her taste for wine.
John pressed his hand over hers. “So much will be different then,” he said.
“So much will be better.”
“Provided the outcome is as we hope.”
“But General Sherman has taken Atlanta, and we’ve got control of the Shenandoah.”
“For the moment.”
She smiled up at him. “You do know how to ruin a lady’s good mood, Lieutenant Elliott.”
“Sorry. It’s just that when everything seems to be going well, there’s always a chance that disaster lies right around the corner.”
“That’s quite enough talk of disaster,” she said. “I for one am putting my hopes in the future.”
“And what, pray tell, will that entail?”
You, she almost said, but she checked the impulse. She’d known John Elliott for nearly two years. He’d supervised her work as a spy in Nashville, and together they’d survived an attack by the Rebel guerilla who’d killed John’s wife. But until recently, she’d kept him at arm’s length as she struggled with her feelings for her first love, a fellow spy who’d been captured and executed. 
Now she felt as close as she might ever come to making peace with her memories, and she was glad to be here in Nashville, strolling beside the handsome and kind lieutenant. But John Elliott was a prudent man, steady in ways she was not, and he had his own memories to contend with. They would take things one step at a time.
“My future?” she said. “I suppose what I want most is a fresh start. A new beginning.”
“No more spying? Somehow I can’t imagine you not snooping around in things.”
She swatted his arm. “You of all people should know it’s not snooping. And I like to think my work will hasten our victory, even if only in some small way.”
“I wouldn’t call thwarting a Rebel plot to take over Lake Erie a small accomplishment.”
“I had help, you know.” But even as she said this, Hattie couldn’t suppress the swell of pride she felt at having achieved something meaningful for the Union cause. Not that she intended to crow about it as some did. That would mean giving up spying, and she intended to do her part to make sure the war came to an end sooner rather than later. 
“Having help diminishes nothing of what you did. Working with others is the nature of our enterprise. Which is why I’m glad you’re staying on in Nashville to help with our Army Police work.”
“Staying on for a while,” she said. “If I’m needed elsewhere—“
“You are a restless one,” he interjected.
“Not always. At the moment, I’m feeling quite content. Only…” Her voice trailed off.
“Only passing along rumors gleaned from Nashville’s Rebel sympathizers isn’t the sort of spying you signed up for,” he said.
“I know it’s important,” she said. “Or at least it can be, every now and then, when something a woman whispers about at the market or in a shop or a hotel lobby turns out to have merit. It’s just that I’m…impatient.”
“You want more.”
She squeezed his arm. “No more than what I’ve got right now.”
Rounding the corner, they fell silent. Ahead, the street was ablaze with light. Hundreds of men—and some women and children too—came marching past them, a sea of black faces. Each marcher wore an oil-cloth cape, protection from the open flames of the torches they carried. 
Hattie slowed her steps, taking in the spectacle. Beside her, John slowed, too. Side by side, they stood among a group of spectators, listening as a song erupted from the marchers. 
We’ll join in the struggle with hearts firm and true
We’ll stand by our chief and the red, white, and blue

Hattie recognized the words to President Lincoln’s campaign song. “It’s a show of support for Mr. Lincoln in next month’s election.” 
“Yes, and they’re also petitioning Governor Johnson to proclaim their emancipation here in Tennessee just as President Lincoln did for Negroes in the Rebel states.” John pointed into the night. “See how they’re turning toward the Capitol?”
Indeed, the marchers at the front of the parade were veering off toward Capitol Hill, the highest point in Nashville. “I hope the governor grants their request,” Hattie said. “Slavery is an abomination no matter where it’s practiced. And we Northerners owe a debt to the Negro soldiers who’ve joined the Union cause.” 
A lump formed in her throat as she thought of Samuel, the Black soldier who’d given his life to save hers during the Rebel attack on Fort Pillow last spring. After all he’d done, she’d never even learned his last name. He’d had a wife and a baby girl, he’d told Hattie. She felt horrible knowing they’d never see him again.
The end of the parade neared, the marchers singing the final lines of the song:
We never will falter, our watchword will be
The Union, the hope of the brave and the free

As the last word reverberated, a dark object flew through the air in front of Hattie. One of the marchers ducked, narrowly missing being hit by the projectile, but his steps never faltered. 
Another missile flew. Hattie whirled around to see one of the bystanders, a bearded man wearing dungarees and a straw hat, clutching a large rock in his raised hand.
She stepped toward him. “Drop that right now.”
He leered at her, eyes narrowed. She smelled liquor on his breath. “You gonna make me, missy?”
“If I have to,” she said.
John Elliott stepped between them. “Army Police,” he said to the man. “You’re under arrest.”
The man looked him up and down. “You ain’t no police,” he said. “Got no uniform.”
John gripped his arm. “You’ll see my uniform in the morning. From your jail cell.”
The man dropped the rock. It hit the ground with a thunk. “You can’t throw me in jail. Just taking in the spectacle, same as you. Damned n—“
Hattie slapped his face. “You pelted rocks at those people. You could have killed someone.”
“And what if I did?” The man spit on the ground, barely missing the hem of her skirt. “One less of ’em won’t hurt nothing.”
John tightened his grip on the man’s arm. “We don’t take kindly to murder in these parts. Or to assault. Come along now.”
Hattie followed John as he dragged the man, cursing and stumbling, to Nashville’s Army Police Headquarters two blocks away. The contentment she’d felt, her hopes for a bright future—these felt all but erased. 
It was only one man, she reminded herself, and a drunken one at that. But her unease remained. 
She waited outside John’s office while he handcuffed the man and handed him off to the lieutenant working the evening shift. Only when she heard John returning, his footsteps firm and sure in the darkened corridor, did her spirits lift.
Reaching her, he touched her cheek. “You’re all right?”
She nodded. “A bit shaken, that’s all.”
The corners of his lips turned in a smile. “Not too shaken to let that man know what you thought of him.”
“I was thinking of Samuel,” she said. “The Negro soldier who died while saving me during the Fort Pillow raid. He told me he was willing to do anything to elevate himself and his race. That’s all those people are trying to do out there tonight. They shouldn’t be attacked for it.”
“They shouldn’t.” John took a set of keys from his pocket. “But I fear there are thousands more like that man I arrested, bent on punishing Negroes for pursuing the same liberties the rest of us enjoy.”
“All the more reason for the Union to prevail in this war,” she said.
“Victory is a good first step.” He turned a key in the lock and swung open the door. “But even with the nation reunited, healing may be a long time coming.”
She followed him into his office. He lit the gas sconce nearest the door, which spit and sputtered as he adjusted the wick. 
“I’ve got to write up a report on that rascal,” he said. “Don’t want anyone turning him loose for lack of paperwork. It won’t take long. Then I’ll walk you back to your hotel.”
“I can find my way, you know.”
“And meet up with another like him? The next ruffian you slap might not back down.”
“I suppose you’re right.” The streets of Nashville weren’t as safe as they’d once been, and while she’d fended for herself in a good number of situations, she knew there were plenty of men about the city who’d prey on a woman if given the opportunity. 
Smoothing her skirts, she sat in the chair beside John’s desk. He settled into the larger chair behind it, then took up his pen. As he began to write, she looked about at office walls, which were nearly bare. Like most everything related to the war, Nashville’s Army Police headquarters had been set up hastily, with everyone hoping for a swift end to the conflict. But the war had dragged on three and a half years now, and much as Hattie longed for it, the end was not yet in sight.
Her gaze returned to John. He sat square-shouldered, penning his words in careful, slanted script. She loved the way he looked when he was fully concentrating on a task, intent and engaged. It was the same concentration with which he listened when she had something to explain, as if she were the only person in the world that mattered.
He kept a tidy desk, its surface polished, the papers atop it stacked in neatly squared piles. She noticed an envelope at the far corner of his desktop. She couldn’t read the address, but the stamp caught her eye.
“John, what’s that letter?”
He looked up from his writing. “Sorry. Say again?”
“That letter at the corner of your desk. It has an odd postage stamp. Where’s it from?”
“I have no idea. The clerk must have delivered it after I left for the day.” He set down his pen and reached for the envelope. “No wonder it attracted your attention,” he said, looking it over. “It’s addressed to you. And the postmark is stamped Montreal.”
“Canada!” Her heart leaped. She took the envelope from his outstretched hand.
“From your brother, you think?”
“I hope so. There’s no return address.”
He handed her a letter opener. “How would he know to write you here?”
“Murray Wilson.” She slid the opener beneath the envelope’s flap. “The gunner who helped ensure the Rebels didn’t take over the USS Michigan. The captain sent him to Canada on the trail of the renegades. I gave him this address and asked him to give it to George if he happened upon him there.”
John took up his pen again. “That seems unlikely,” he said, ever logical. “Canada’s a big country.”
“But if I’ve been told correctly, George is a spy there.”
“Ah, now I remember,” John said. “With Lafayette Baker’s National Detective Police, right?”
“That’s what I was told.” From the envelope, she pulled a sheet of paper folded in thirds. “If they’re both hunting down rebels, Murray Wilson may well have crossed paths with him.”
She unfolded the paper. Recognizing George’s handwriting, rounder and looser than John’s, she scanned the words:
My dearest sister,
You have no idea the joy I experienced when Mr. Murray Wilson stood before my desk and delivered news of you. After all these years apart, to think that you are engaged in an enterprise similar to mine!
We have much to catch up on, dear sister, far more than a letter can contain. I enclose here a ticket. Please come at your earliest convenience. Ask for me at the Bank of Ontario, Montreal.
Your loving brother, 
George
She reached into the envelope and found the ticket. Printed in an arc near the top were the words Grand Trunk Railroad. At the bottom it said Until October 31, 1864, followed by an illegible signature and Railroad President. In the middle, next to the abbreviated Pass., someone had penned her own name, Hattie Logan.  
“Is it news from your brother?” John asked. 
“Yes. It’s been more than three years since I’ve heard from him.” Scarcely able to believe her eyes, she scanned the page again. “He sent a ticket. He wants me to come to Montreal at my earliest convenience.”
“Then you must go,” John said.
She smiled. “You can’t get rid of me so easily, you know.”
“Nor would I want to.” He reached for her hand, squeezing it. “Just promise to hurry back.”
“I will,” she said. 
Close as they’d been during their difficult childhood, she could hardly wait to see George again. Images of a joyful reunion tumbled through her mind. However her future unfolded, she hoped he’d be a part of it too. 




Chapter Two

October 5, 1864


Anxious to see George, Hattie set out three days later, traveling from Nashville to Louisville and then on to Detroit and Montreal. All told, the trip took more than two days, and though she felt weary by the time her train approached Montreal, her excitement at seeing George buoyed her spirits. Growing up in a town where their family was shunned, he’d been her only companion, and she’d missed him deeply these past three years.  
It wasn’t only the war that had kept them apart. It was also their parents. Though they lived in Indiana, the older Logans supported the South, where Hattie’s mother had grown up and where her father, Hattie discovered, was smuggling grain. They were unpleasant people, and George had been only too happy to enlist in the Union Army and leave home, causing his parents to disown him. 
After George left, the Logans had shipped Hattie off to the Ladygrace School for Girls in Indianapolis, where they hoped she’d learn the refinements necessary to marry well. Instead, Hattie had run off with her friend Anne to Washington City to work for Allan Pinkerton’s Detection Agency. She’d been spying for the Union ever since, and that was more than enough for the Logans to disown her too. The rejection stung, and without George, she’d felt untethered. 
But that was all behind her now. Approaching Montreal, she imagined George as she’d last seen him, going off to join his regiment, tall and wiry, a sternness in his blue eyes until, spotting Hattie, he’d broken into a lop-sided grin and waved goodbye.
He'd have changed, she reminded herself. War did that to people. But he was alive, and she was eager to catch up on all that he’d been up to. To think that you are engaged in an enterprise similar to mine, he’d written. He sounded impressed. As the younger sister, she’d coveted George’s esteem more than anyone else’s, and it felt good to think she might have earned it.
Framed by the train’s window, the Bonaventure Station loomed large, its stone walls, tall windows, ornate detailing, and steeply sloped slate roof giving it a distinctly European feel. The wheels screeched as the train slowed and then stopped. Hattie gathered her belongings and, filled with anticipation, joined the line to get off. A porter carried her satchel to the curb where an omnibus waited. She told the driver her destination, and he helped her inside, where she took a seat near a window. After other passengers filled the omnibus, the driver hoisted himself to his rooftop seat and set the horses in motion.
Like the train station, the city Hattie saw through the window made her think of pictures she’d seen of European cities. The homes and buildings she passed were mostly tall and narrow, casting long shadows in the late afternoon light. Most were made of stone, with steep roofs of slate or metal—for sloughing off snow, Hattie realized. The road they were traveling was paved with stones, too, as were many of the side streets. The boardwalks were bustling with people. Compared to American cities, where reminders of war were everywhere, the atmosphere seemed almost jovial. 
As Hattie was taking it all in, the driver stopped in front of a three-story building with arched doorways and windows. Jumping down, he opened the omnibus door and called out, “Bank of Ontario.”
The driver helped her down from the bus. At last, she would see George. Taking up her satchel, she had a moment’s hesitation. What if he’d changed? What if something had transpired these past few days, and he wasn’t here anymore?
Approaching the bank, she shook off her worries. She asked the doorman where she might find George Logan. 
“You must be the sister he’s said so much about,” the man said. She’d expected a French accent, given Montreal’s history, or perhaps British, since Canada was now a British colony. Instead, the doorman had the gentle, rolling speech of a Southerner. She’d been told the Confederates had a strong presence in this part of Canada, but she hadn’t expected to encounter evidence of it so readily.
The doorman led her past the tellers’ windows to a small office in the back of the bank. The man at the desk looked up as Hattie approached. A wide, familiar grin broke over his face. “Hattie! You came.”
“Of course I came,” she said, meeting his smile with her own. “When have I ever not done as my big brother asked?”
She let go of her satchel as he stood, crossed the office, and drew her into a hug. In his arms, she felt almost like a child again, safe and loved by the one person she’d always known she could count on.
He pulled back, hands on her shoulders, and looked her up and down. “This beautiful lady can’t be my sister. What happened to the freckled, knock-kneed little tomboy I left behind in Indiana?”
“I never had knocked knees,” she said. “It was only you who said so, to get my ire up.”
“Well, you were a tomboy. You must admit that.” Letting go of her shoulders, he leaned close. “And I believe I detect a few freckles beneath your face powder.”
“A gentleman wouldn’t look so closely,” she teased. “But then you never passed for much of a gentleman.”
“Ah, but that was years ago.” He took up her bag. “Let’s get you checked into a hotel.” He waved a hand at his desk, which was cluttered with papers. “I’ve had enough of numbers for one day.”
Following him into the bank’s main lobby, she had a million questions, not the least of which was why her brother, like the doorman, spoke with a Southerner’s drawl. She’d done the same, more than once, so she could mingle among Confederates and learn their secrets. So that must be what he was doing, too, here in Montreal. 
The bank was hardly the place to speak openly of such things. She followed George across the lobby to a larger office. George’s office door had been unmarked, but on this one, the words Chief Teller were written in gold letters across the glass. Inside, a balding man with a walrus mustache and long, curly muttonchops looked up from a stack of receipts.
“Mr. Campbell, my sister has arrived.” George fairly beamed as he spoke. “With your permission, I’d like to clock out early and get her settled into her hotel.”
The chief teller looked up from his work. “Arrived from where?” 
A strange greeting, Hattie thought, but she answered, “From Tennessee, sir.”
“And what news do you bring of the war?” Campbell asked.
The question took her aback. In Canada, she hadn’t expected to be quizzed on the war, and with Campbell’s accent distinctly British, she had no idea which side he favored. 
“Only that people on both sides are eager for the war’s end,” she said.
“It won’t do to hurry it along.” Campbell made a shooing gesture with his hand. “Get going, Mr. Logan. I’m sure you and your sister have much to catch up on.”
They left the teller’s office. As they exited the bank, Hattie said to George, “Bit of an odd one, your boss.”
“I suppose he is,” George said. “But to his credit, he juggles quite a lot. You should see the money that comes through the bank.”
“You were always good with numbers, even if you tried to pretend otherwise with Father. But I never thought you’d end up working in a bank, in Canada of all places. You must tell me how it is you came to be here.”
“All in good time, Sis.”
He started down the street, but Hattie stopped short, staring up at the most magnificent church she’d ever seen. Two massive towers stretched toward the sky, adorned all the way to the top with arched stained glass windows. Between them were three open archways that led to the cathedral’s entrance.
Seeing she’d stopped, George circled back to her. “Notre Dame Basilica,” he said. “Quite something, isn’t it?”
“Spectacular.”
“And wait till you see inside. But come along now. You stand there gaping, and everyone will know you’re from out of town.” 
The hotel, St. Lawrence Hall, was only a stone’s throw away. “Finest hotel in the city,” George said as they entered the sumptuous lobby. “Only the best for my little sister.”
He marched up to the registration desk She started to say she was perfectly capable of checking into a hotel on her own. But then she realized how long he’d been away. He wouldn’t know how she’d grown up, wouldn’t know to what extent the war was putting women in situations they’d not dreamed of before. Besides, this was his city. Why not let him exercise a little brotherly authority? 
He requested a quiet room for her. “People come and go at all hours in this hotel,” he said. She saw that this must be true as the lobby buzzed with the sounds of guests milling about. The Southern drawls she’d heard at the bank seemed even more prevalent here. 
“I feel as if I’m back at Grandpa’s plantation,” she said as the clerk fetched her key. 
“Grandpa would feel right at home,” George said. “Southerners keep this place busy.”
She was dying to ask what all the Southerners were doing here, but then the clerk returned with her key. She signed her name—her real name—in the guest registry. It was the first time in a long while that she hadn’t signed as Hattie Thomas, the alias she’d used in much of her spy work. It felt good just to be herself, and even better to be here with George.
At George’s suggestion, she left her satchel for the bellman to deliver to her room. “Let’s get some dinner,” George said. “There’s a restaurant next door. Food’s as good as any you’d get in Paris. Most folks staying at the Saint Lawrence dine there.”
She’d skipped lunch on the train, and hunger now gnawed at her stomach. But if they dined among so many Confederates, she wouldn’t be able to ask all the questions she had for George, nor could she speak frankly of her own activities these past few years. 
“Before we eat, I’d love to see the inside of the basilica,” she said. 
George tipped his head, looking at her as if she represented a species of bird he hoped to identify. “As I recall, you hated going to mass with Mother.”
“That’s more about her than about her church. She found fault with everything I did.”
“Understood.” He pulled his watch from his pocket, checking the time. “We’ve got thirty minutes or so before the dining room fills up. Time for a quick look, anyhow.”
~ ~ ~ 

Approaching the church, Hattie craned her neck to see the three large statues ensconced above the portico. 
“Saint Joseph, the Virgin Mary, and Saint Jean-Baptiste,” George said.
He pulled open a massive wooden door, and Hattie stepped inside. The pews were intricately carved, likely of mahogany. Massive paintings adorned the limestone walls. Overhead soared a ribbed vaulted ceiling, with three octagonal skylights illuminating a painted nave. But what took Hattie’s breath away were the glowing blue hues that permeated the church. A gleaming blue floor led down the cathedral’s center to a massive altar that was spired and carved in the gothic style. Light filtered through colorful stained glass windows, contributing to the overall blue effect.
“Stunning,” she said in a hushed voice. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”
“They say there’s room for thousands to worship here,” George said as they started up the center aisle. Nearing the front, they passed a handful of worshippers kneeling at their pews, eyes closed in prayer as they fingered the beads of their rosaries. 
Here, Hattie saw more clearly the intricacies of the blue and gold artwork on the church’s columns and arches. Towering over the altar was a painted statue of the Virgin Mary, serenely posed with a mass of roses clutched to her chest. Filled with reverence and awe, she could have gazed at the altar for hours. But not wanting to try George’s patience, she circled around to the back with him.
“Let’s sit a moment,” she said as they neared the exit.
George nodded, and they slid into a pew. After a moment’s silence, Hattie spoke, taking care to keep her voice quiet. “Tell me about your work.”
He shrugged. “Not much to tell. I process checks, balance the books,” he said, speaking as softly as she did. 
“For Lafayette Baker?” she asked, naming the head of the Union’s National Detective Police.
He straightened, his blue eyes taking on a new intensity. “Who told you about Baker?”
“A man from your regiment. Franklin Stone. He married my best friend.”
“Stone. I remember him. Rather full of himself as I recall.”
“That’s Franklin.” Hattie hesitated, wondering if she should try to explain her involvement in Franklin’s having plunged into Lake Erie last month. But it was a long story, and for the moment, she wanted to keep the focus on George. “He told me Mr. Baker embedded himself with the troops and had you arrested as a traitor. I assured him that was impossible.”
“I always could count on you to stick up for me.”
“He also said there were rumors that some relative of Mr. Baker’s—a cousin, as I recall—got you out of prison and set you up in Canada to spy on Mr. Baker’s behalf.”
“I don’t know how that would’ve gotten spread around.”
“Nor do I,” she said. “But I’m glad it did, else I’d have remained sick with worry over you. I went straight away to see Mr. Baker in hopes of learning whether the rumor was true.”
George frowned. “You shouldn’t have done that, Hattie.”
A familiar irritation rose in her. As much as she appreciated George looking out for her, he’d sometimes taken it too far, not trusting her as he should. But she curbed the impulse to point this out, not wanting to spoil their happy reunion. 
“No harm came of it.” Knowing it would only worry George more, she chose not to mention the advances Lafayette Baker had made when she was alone with him, grabbing at her breast under the pretense of showing her how he caught female spies. “But he refused to confirm that you were in his employ, much less tell me where I could find you.”
“That was for the best, Hattie. Knowing too much could have put you in danger.”
“I understand that,” Hattie said. “As Murray Wilson told you, I’ve worked as a spy myself.”
“As a courier, you mean, carrying messages in your skirts. That’s what women do.”
“I’ve carried a message or two, but what I’ve done mostly is spy. That’s how I met Murray Wilson, intervening to stop the Rebels from taking over his gunship.”
“To hear Wilson tell it, he rather singlehandedly saved the ship.”
An old woman who’d been praying in a front pew shuffled by them. Hattie waited for her to pass before she replied. Murray Wilson wasn’t the first person to exaggerate his role in the work she’d done. Her friend and fellow spy Pauline Carlton was doing the same as she traveled the country giving lectures about her adventures. 
“We can take that matter up with Murray Wilson another day, assuming he’s still in Montreal. At present, I’m wondering what you’re doing for Mr. Baker here. I assume your work at the bank involves gathering information. There certainly seem to be enough Confederates—" 
He pressed his finger to his lips. “No explanations, Hattie. I mean it. The less you know about what I'm doing here, the better.”
“But in your letter, you said we’d have much to discuss.”
“Things have changed,” he said. “No comparing notes. No discussions. A friendly visit. That’s all you’re here for. Nothing more”
The church bell began to clang, filling the sanctuary with sound. Hattie swallowed back her frustration. She should be happy just to be here with George. But she wished he would trust her, wished he’d realize she was more than just the little sister he needed to protect.
Abruptly, George stood. “Five o’clock. We’d best get to the restaurant, or we’ll be waiting hours in line.”
He turned to leave, and Hattie followed, a familiar pattern. George led, she followed. It would be hard to convince him it should be any other way.




Chapter Three

October 6, 1864


With George’s work at the bank, whatever it was, Hattie was on her own in Montreal until evening. He’d promised to give her a proper tour of the city on the weekend. In the meantime, she set out to explore.  
The day was bright, the air cool, and she was glad for the light cape she wore. She started toward the river, a pleasant breeze tingling her skin. Reaching the harbor’s edge, she stood on the walkway admiring the ships. Montreal’s harbor seemed busier even than the harbor she’d seen in New York, tall masts crowding the sky. She wondered what sort of commerce was transacted here. She’d have to ask George. Maybe he’d at least be forthcoming about that.
She turned north, strolling along the harbor. Happy as she was to see George, she wished he’d take her more seriously. He seemed unable to imagine she’d done anything more than run letters for the Union. Murray Wilson hadn’t helped, claiming he’d been the one to thwart the Rebels taking over the USS Michigan when in fact Hattie had been at the center of it. 
No matter, she told herself. It was enough to be here with George in this beautiful city. 
She came to a striking silver-domed building, its façade reminiscent of the United States Capitol in Washington. Proceeding inside, she discovered an indoor market space where vendors were selling meat, fish, and vegetables. Compared to markets in the war-torn US, this was a cornucopia of food. No wonder the meal she’d shared with George last night had been so delicious.
Leaving the market, she looped back in the direction she’d come. After passing through an expansive grassy park edged with cobblestones, she came to the Theatre Royal, another building in the classical style. Stepping up to the front portico, Hattie studied the playbills. From childhood, she’d loved the theatre. As she grew older, she’d even done some acting herself, reveling in the freedom she enjoyed onstage, becoming another person altogether. 
Her acting skills had come in handy with her spy work too. Moving in Rebel circles, she’d played the role of a courier’s wife, a Rebel sympathizer, and a seamstress. Most recently, she’d played the part of a sickly heiress, endearing herself to the Rebel captain who’d tried to take over the Lake Erie gunship.
Toward the top of the announcements was one for The Hidden Hand, billed as a drama of the Old South. Given how many Southerners there were in the city, an enactment featuring plantation life no doubt drew a crowd. But what got Hattie’s attention was the mention of the show’s stars, John McCullough and Alice Gray.
Alice. Hattie had met her years ago when she was performing at Grover’s National Theatre in Washington City. Briefly in Mr. Grover’s employ, Hattie had helped the actress through some temporary voice problems, and the two had become friends. Hattie had even toyed with the thought of trying to join her acting troupe. 
What fun it would be to see Alice again! But across the announcement was a notice that tonight’s show would be the final performance. 
The box office was open. Hattie had barely enough cash in her purse—Canadian money George had insisted on giving her for any trifles she might wish to purchase—to buy two tickets for tonight’s performance. She slipped the tickets into her purse, then hurried across the Place d’Armes to tell George.
Entering the bank, Hattie saw the doorman was absent, perhaps escorting someone to an office as he’d done with her yesterday. No matter. She knew where to find George. 
But when she got to his office, she found his door closed. She knocked. Getting no answer, she tried the knob. Locked. 
Turning to leave, she came face to face with Mr. Campbell, the chief teller George had introduced her to yesterday. 
“Mr. Logan is indisposed.” Campbell looked down at her over the top of his spectacles, his muttonchops waggling as he spoke,
“I see.” She stepped aside, wondering whether his proximity was meant to intimidate her. “Where can I find him?”
“You may return in an hour. Perhaps he’ll be back then.”
“I suppose I could wait.”
“You may return.” Campbell gestured toward the exit.
Why did he insist on her leaving? It wasn’t as if she intended to rob the place. But the chief teller’s expression was stern, and rather than risk getting George in trouble with an impudent remark, she turned toward the exit. Still, sensing Campbell gazing at her as she retreated, she took her time crossing the lobby. 
Nearing the door, she passed a veiled lady, dressed in black and standing at a teller’s window. Beside her was a man Hattie instantly recognized. His physique was slender, and he dressed smartly in a dark coat and red ascot. His features were handsome, and atop his high forehead, his dark hair was thick and wavy. But what made her certain she knew him was the intensity of his eyes, which made him seem almost angry even as the teller counted out bills. It was a gaze she’d never forgotten. But clearly he’d forgotten her, for when he glanced in her direction, he showed no sign of recognition.
Just as well, she thought. Her last encounter with John Wilkes Booth, a fabled actor from a family of fabled actors, had been an unpleasant one. At the time, he’d been Alice Gray’s sweetheart. Maybe he still was. That would explain his being in Montreal. But if he was with Alice, who was the veiled woman at his side?
Slowing her steps, Hattie fiddled with her purse as if looking for something she’d misplaced. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the teller hand Booth what looked like a cheque, followed by a wad of bills. Booth folded the check and tucked it into the inner pocket of his coat. The cash he handed to the veiled lady, who slipped the bills discreetly into her purse.
Her curiosity roused, Hattie watched as the pair left the teller’s window. 
The doorman from yesterday came alongside her. “Help you, miss?”
“I came to speak with my brother,” she said. “But I understand he’s out.”
The doorman glanced at the clock on the wall above the tellers. “Mr. Logan will be back soon, I expect. Any message you’d like me to convey?”
“Not at present,” she said. 
Reaching the exit, Booth held the door open as the veiled lady glided from the bank. Stepping out, he shut the door behind him. 
The doorman shook his head as he and Hattie started for the door. “Folks start letting themselves in and out, I’ll find myself without a post.”
“Have you seen that man before?” Hattie said, keeping stride.
The doorman shrugged. “Once or twice.”
“He’s a well-known actor.”
“Is he, now? Well, all sorts come and go from here.” They reached the door, and he held it open for her. “Good day, miss.”
She wished him a good day, then ventured out. Ahead on the boardwalk, Booth and the veiled lady approached a street corner. 
Silly to go after them, she told herself. All she’d seen was an ordinary transaction with a bank teller. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was amiss. If Booth was two-timing Alice in broad daylight, Alice had a right to know. 
As Booth and the lady turned the corner, Hattie hurried toward them. Ahead was the basilica she’d marveled over yesterday. Maybe they were only sightseeing, she told herself. But then they turned into a squat stone building with signage that read Martin & Carroll, Imports.
Curious, Hattie thought. What business would a famous actor have with a Canadian import firm? 
She turned back to the bank. After tonight’s performance, she hoped to slip backstage and see Alice. When she did, she’d ask about Booth. Assuming he and Alice were still together, she was inclined to tell Alice about the veiled lady. Alice deserved better than a man who, however handsome, womanized at every opportunity.
As Hattie neared the bank, she saw her brother standing outside. With him was a red-bearded man Hattie recognized—Lafayette Baker, head of the National Detective Police in Washington City. George had more or less admitted to working for Baker, but it struck her as odd that a man of his importance, with so many responsibilities, would travel all the way to Montreal to check in on someone in his employ. 
Mindful of her last unpleasant encounter with the detective, she veered toward the Place d’Armes, thinking she might cross over the plaza to her hotel before either of the men noticed her. 
But she’d taken not three steps in that direction when George called out to her. “Hattie!” Turning, she saw him waving. “There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”
Puzzling. Yesterday George had expressed alarm at her having asked Mr. Baker about him. Now he wanted them to meet again? 
As she neared the men, Baker reached a hand to touch her shoulder. “So this is the little sister who’s come to visit.” 
Offering a polite smile, Hattie slipped past him to stand next to George. At least Baker didn’t recognize her. Their previous encounter had been brief, and she had a feeling she wasn’t the only woman he’d ever accosted.
“Mr. Baker, may I present my sister Hattie Logan,” George said.
Dipping her head, she extended her hand, a proper lady. “A pleasure, Mr. Baker. I trust you’re enjoying your time in this lovely city.” 
“Yes, yes,” Baker said. “Rare for me to get this far north.” He lifted an eyebrow. “I don’t suppose George has said much about my work.”
“My brother is reserved by nature.” Glancing at George, she could see he was pleased with her response. “He says little about his own work, much less anyone else’s.”
“Good, good.” Baker thumped George on the back. “Well, I must be going. Heading to Niagara tomorrow. Have you been, Miss Logan?”
“No,” she said. “But I hear the Falls are spectacular.”
“They are. George will vouch for that. You should visit at the first opportunity.” He waved, then turned from them and walked briskly off.
“What is Mr. Baker doing in Montreal?” she asked George.
“Checking up on me,” he said. “Someone has to, you know.”
“I’m surprised you wanted us to meet,” she said. “You seemed concerned I’d gone to him back in Washington.”
“Better to put you in plain sight, my fair lady.”
She wasn’t sure what he meant by that, but she decided not to press the matter. “Speaking of fair ladies.” She reached into her purse and took out the theatre tickets. “My friend Alice Gray is performing at the Theatre Royal tonight. I bought us tickets.”
“You’re friends with the leading actress? How did you manage that?”
“A little side venture I took in Washington, running the box office at Grover’s National Theatre. Alice was with a traveling troupe that performed there, and we found we enjoyed one another’s company.”
Smiling, he shook his head. “My little sister. You truly are all grown up.”
“I am,” she said firmly. But she knew it would likely take more than a passing acquaintance with an actress to truly convince him.
~ ~ ~

That evening, the sun setting behind them, Hattie and George made their way up Saint Urbain Street toward Theatre Royal. 
“This is a charming city,” Hattie said. “I’d love to see more of it.”
“And so you shall,” George said, “when we make our tour this weekend.”
“You seem at home here,” she said. “Will you stay on after the war?”
“No,” he said. “Comfortable as I am here, it’s not the sort of place I envisioned settling down.”
“Surely you won’t return to Indiana,” she said. “I visit my friend Anne there, but it’s the last place I’d want to settle. Too many bad memories.”
“I share your sentiment. Know where I’d actually like to go?” He leaned close, looking puckish as he had when they were young and he was proposing some outlandish adventure. “Oregon Territory.”
“It’s Washington Territory now,” she said, proud to show she paid attention to such things. “Oregon has become a state.”
“Either way.” He flung his hand in a flourish. “You should hear what folks say about Oregon. Trees so big three men stretching hand to hand can’t reach all around. Rivers choked with fish. “
“You always did like nature,” she said.
“There’s opportunity too. When the war ends, people will be streaming West. I’d like to be at the front of the pack.”
“They’ll be needing houses,” she said. “And people to design them.”
“Exactly. I’ll just need to find someone looking for an architect’s apprentice.”
“Like you always wanted.” She envied George. Even when they were young, he’d known what he wanted, had a plan. She’d been the impulsive one, as prone to follow her feelings as anything, something he’d often chided her for. “I don’t suppose you’d want your little sister tagging along to Oregon.”
He grinned. “Nothing I’d like better.” He paused. “Well, maybe one thing I’d like better. A wife. Hearth and home and all that.”
She shouldn’t be surprised. Even before leaving home, George had shown a fondness for the ladies. “Have you met someone?”
He shrugged. “A few someones. But none who’ve stuck. Unlucky in love, I’m afraid. How about you, Sis?”
She couldn’t suppress her smile. “Well, there’s a certain lieutenant with the Army Police in Nashville. I’ll confess to having thought of him now and again while I’ve been away.”
“I knew it!” George said. “You’ve got a glow about you, the kind women get when they’re in love.” He shook his head. “Sadly, not something I know from personal experience.”
“I don’t believe that for a moment,” Hattie said. “I was old enough when you left home to know you’d broken a few hearts in LaConner.”
“Not the same as love,” George said. “Not that glow.”
“I suppose I should be flattered that you find me glowing, but frankly it makes me feel a bit like a firefly.”
“The glow’s about your face,” George insisted. “Not your…” He gestured to the rear. “…posterior.”
“Such manners you have. No wonder the ladies shun you,” she teased. “In any event, I’m not ready to admit to being fully in love. Not yet, anyhow.”
A carriage rattled by, leaving them momentarily silent. After it passed, George said, “I don’t suppose you’ve been to see our parents.”
“Only once,” she said. “I went there hoping to find some news of you. I know you didn’t part on the best of terms, but I figured you’d write to them. Mother wasn’t exactly happy to see me.”
“What about Father?”
“He wasn’t home. But he sent a letter disowning me.” She lowered her voice a notch. “Because of my spying.”
“Not exactly die-hard supporters of the Union, those two. But, yes, I’ve written them, and they’ve written back.” 
“So I was right. Mother knew where you were all along.”
“More or less. I suppose once I wasn’t fighting for the Union any longer, she and Father were willing to entertain a word from me now and then, even if we weren’t regular correspondents. In her last letter, Mother said Father has been unwell. Quite unwell, actually. I’ve been wondering if I should take a few days to go back and see him. He may be dying. That can’t be easy.”
Hattie tipped her head, gazing at him. “It’s not as if Father has ever gone out of his way to consider your feelings. Or mine.”
“He’s an unhappy man,” George said. “I see that more clearly now that I’ve been away. I’m not sure he had the capacity to give us any more attention than he did.”
“Or
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