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      Heaven. Surely this was heaven, I thought, drawing a deep breath of straw-speckled air. It might look and sound and smell like a horse auction to others, but to me, it was paradise on earth.

      Simon stood beside me with his arms crossed over the sales ring railing. At least a hundred other people were milling about the floor of the auction mart, or seated up in the gallery, but I didn’t recognize a single one of them. There were no parents here keeping a hawk eye on me, no disapproving acquaintances or colleagues peering down their noses at my companion. I slipped my hand around Simon’s arm and snuggled closer, basking in our anonymity.

      He turned and smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement. “If I’d known auctions would have this effect on you, I would have brought you sooner,” he said, his faint Irish accent warming the words.

      “I wish you had.”

      “Not bored, then?”

      “How could I be? There’s too much to learn.” Simon had been coaching me for the past hour on the finer points of thoroughbred conformation, of which there were far more than I’d imagined when I’d asked to join him today. “What about this one?” I asked, nodding toward the handsome bay yearling that had just been led into the ring. I scanned the catalogue in my free hand. “He seems to have an impeccable bloodline.”

      Simon studied the animal for several moments before responding. “He’s got a fine, long stride, I’ll give him that. And those powerful hindquarters will serve him well in the sprints. But look at his knees.”

      I peered at the colt’s legs as it passed in front of us. “What about them?”

      “They’re too far forward.” He leaned his head toward mine and pointed. “See how his legs bow slightly toward the front? That could set him up for a crippling injury.”

      The auctioneer started the bidding at one hundred dollars. Within moments, two eager buyers had carried the price up to four hundred dollars. Apparently not everyone had noticed—or knew enough to care about—the colt’s knees.

      “Genna!”

      My name cut through the auctioneer’s chant. Dropping my hand reflexively from Simon’s arm, I turned to see Bartie Matheson standing a dozen yards down the ring, grinning in my direction. His normally well-coiffed hair was sticking out at odd angles, his tie had come loose, and his jack-o’-lantern smile was even more lopsided than usual. I stared at him for a moment, trying to make sense of this uncharacteristic disarray—until I spotted his cousin, Otis Kruger, slouching beside him against the rail, and all became clear.

      I stifled a groan. I’d barely had any time alone with Simon in recent weeks, first because of my parents’ return from their European sojourn and the renewed constraints it had imposed, and then because of the New York State Assembly election, which had demanded Simon’s constant attention. What little time Simon could spare from promoting Tammany’s candidate he had spent upstate in Saratoga, sorting out problems at his fledgling horse farm. Today was the first full day we’d managed to claim for ourselves in ages and I was loath to share it with anyone.

      I decided to pretend I hadn’t seen Bartie and returned my attention to the ring, sneaking a glance at Simon as I did so. To my relief, nothing in his expression suggested he’d even noticed Bartie, let alone remembered having seen him before.

      “Five hundred money bid,” called the auctioneer, “now five fifty, five fifty, will you give me five fifty . . .”

      I cringed as Bartie hailed me again, more loudly this time, causing heads to turn.

      “You gonna answer that?” Simon asked, without taking his eyes from the ring.

      “I’d rather not,” I told him. “It’s an old family friend I haven’t seen in ages. If I answer, he’s sure to come over to chat, and I don’t want to speak with anyone but you today.” Of course, if Bartie came over to chat, I’d also have to introduce him to Simon, which I’d prefer not to do just now—and not only because I didn’t want to risk jogging Simon’s memory as to what he’d witnessed on the steps of the Fiske mansion last winter. Simon was Irish Catholic, a captain in the Tammany political machine, and had once been my family’s stable boy, none of which naturally recommended him to the Protestant blue-bloods I’d grown up with. Introducing him to my peers was, accordingly, a delicate matter that required some planning and tact. I’d only introduced him to a handful of my closest friends so far: all women, whom I’d rightly predicted would be able to look past his humble beginnings and appreciate what I saw in him. I didn’t trust my male acquaintances to be so immediately accommodating.

      Though his presence here was inconvenient, Bartie was indeed one of my oldest friends, and a good-hearted soul, and I believed he’d eventually accept whatever partner I chose. The revelation that I was romantically involved with a man he’d consider far beneath my station, however, was bound to precipitate some initial shock and concern. I’d prefer to tell him in private and give him a chance to get used to the idea before he met Simon face to face. Besides, it wasn’t only Bartie’s reaction I was worried about. I wanted Simon to find my long-time acquaintances worthy of his friendship, and I feared that Bartie, in his present state, might not compel such a conclusion.

      Simply ignoring him, however, was not having the desired effect. The bids were coming quickly now and the auctioneer was riding the excitement in the room. Fearing another outburst at this critical juncture, I turned and gave him a cool nod, hoping it would be sufficient to discourage additional overtures. He waved back happily, impervious to the chill.

      The auctioneer pointed his gavel at Bartie. “Seven hundred money bid.”

      I gasped. Bartie had only recently started working for a small law firm. I very much doubted he had seven hundred dollars to squander on a race horse, even one without bad knees. Since he appeared to be oblivious to what had transpired, however, I had to hold my breath for both of us while the auctioneer continued to work the room, releasing it only once a higher bid had been secured.

      “You’d better get him over here before he ends up buying the whole lot,” Simon drawled.

      Reluctantly, I turned to wave Bartie over.

      He hadn’t waited for an invitation, however, but was already lurching toward me, dragging Otis behind him. He came to an abrupt stop two feet away, swaying on his suddenly stationary feet, as Otis grabbed onto the rail behind him for support. “Genna! Fancy seeing you here!” he said, with an enormous, sloppy grin.

      I waved away the whiskey fumes that wafted toward me. “Good Lord, Bartie, you’re absolutely pickled! Isn’t it a little early in the day to be drinking?” I’d known Bartie since he was in short pants, and he was accustomed to my speaking frankly.

      His smile drooped. “It was a perfectly respectable hour when we started,” he said, raising a hand to smooth his hair. His unbuttoned coat splayed open as he did so, revealing a rumpled dinner jacket underneath.

      I gaped at him. “You mean to say you’ve been at it all night?” Even with Otis factored in, this was unusually dissolute conduct for the normally temperate Bartie.

      Otis pushed off the rail and flung an arm around his cousin’s shoulders. “Bartie passed his bar exam!” he announced, slurring the words. “Couldn’t let the ’ccasion pass without a proper celebration.”

      I swiveled back toward Bartie, remembering how worried he’d been about the exam the last time I’d seen him. “Oh, Bartie, congratulations! I knew you could do it.”

      “That makes one of us,” he said with a rueful grin. “Have to say, it came as something of a relief. Seemed like a libation or two was in order.”

      “Yes, of course.” I glanced around the auction mart. “But isn’t this a little far from your usual haunts?”

      “Otis was keen to try stuss at a place down on Broadway,” he explained, struggling to unwind his cousin’s arm from his neck. “He’s never played before, and asked me to lend him a hand.”

      A hand out more likely, I suspected. I was sure Bartie had many friends he would have preferred to celebrate with, but he was incapable of saying no to anyone, and Otis, being perpetually short on funds and confident of his cousin’s generosity, was quick to run him to ground whenever he came to town.

      Otis gave me a wolfish smile, undermined by a head-bobbing hiccup. “Lovely to see you again, Genevieve.”

      I tipped my head in reply, unable to say the same. Otis was nearly as tall as Bartie and blessed with more classically-cut features. He hadn’t half of Bartie’s self-deprecating charm, however, and despite hailing from one of the city’s most venerable families, seemed to have no ambition beyond drinking himself under a table as often as possible. I knew that several prospective mothers-in-law had him in their cross-hairs, but I myself had never seen his appeal.

      “… and then we stopped at Luchow’s for breakfast on our way home,” Bartie was saying, “and heard some fellows talking about the yearling sale. Decided we might as well look in since we were in the neighborhood. Never thought to see you here, though! Don’t tell me you’re in the market for a racehorse?”

      “Good Lord no, I’m just here to look and learn,” I told him. “Thoroughbreds are such beautiful, courageous animals; I’ve always wanted to know more about them.”

      “In that case, p’rhaps I could be of assistance,” Otis offered with an unsteady bow, spraying spittle in my direction. “As someone who’s spent a grrreat deal of time at the track myself.” He reached for my catalogue. “May I?” Pulling it from my grasp, he leafed clumsily through the pages, running a bleary gaze over the entries. “Ah! Here we go: ‘Belt of Orion’.” He thumped his finger over the listing. “Sire and grand sire’re both big winners. Dam’s no slouch, either. You wanna see what a winner looks like, tha’s your boy.” He handed back the catalogue with a flourish.

      “Thank you,” I said with a grimace, smoothing the pages, “but Mr. Shaw, here, has been kind enough to instruct me on what to look for.” I stepped back to reveal Simon at the rail on my right, aware that ignoring him any longer would be inexcusably rude, and hoping that once the cousins realized I had company they’d move along. “Bartie Matheson, Otis Kruger, allow me to introduce Mr. Simon Shaw. I’ve found him to be extremely knowledgeable.”

      Otis frowned, clearly unhappy at being upstaged. He looked Simon up and down, taking in his collarless shirt and canvas pants and chaff-covered boots. As the organizer of the first-ever New York Yearling Sale at Van Tassel and Kearney’s auction house, Simon had been obliged to arrive at the adjacent stables at dawn to help the consignors prepare their horses, and was dressed accordingly. “And what manner of horseman might you be, Mr. … Shaw, didya say?” Otis asked. “A trainer, perhaps?”

      Simon looked him up and down in return, a slight tightening of the corner of his mouth the only hint of what he thought of his interlocutor. “Among other things.”

      Simon was, in fact, a sort of equine jack-of-all-trades, having spent nearly his whole life around horses—first as a young stable boy for my family, and then through his association with the New York gambling king, Richard Canfield. One of his first jobs, after his abrupt dismissal from my family’s employ, had been to help hide the gambling equipment in secret vaults at Canfield’s 44th Street club, whenever the anti-gambling crusaders came around. Impressed by the lad’s drive and intelligence, Canfield brought him up to work in Saratoga, where he owned a second casino as well as a thriving horse breeding farm. On the farm, Simon’s unusual affinity for horses quickly revealed itself, and it wasn’t long before Canfield was relying on him to help pick out broodmares and find local trainers for the foals they produced.

      When the anti-gambling forces finally managed to shut down Canfield’s Saratoga casino, Canfield put his horse breeding operation on hold while he focused on his Manhattan interests. Simon returned to the city as well, where he quickly worked his way into the Tammany political organization. When Canfield decided to give up his horse farm for good, Simon went to see him, cash in hand. Although most of the farm’s stock was being snatched up by other well-known breeders, Canfield agreed to sell Simon two of his broodmares at a more than reasonable price, along with a small barn and a trainer’s cottage at the corner of the property, in gratitude for his loyalty and friendship. But Simon, apparently, felt no need to present these credentials to Otis.

      “Well, if you’re as knowledgeable as Genevieve seems to think,” Otis huffed when Simon didn’t elaborate, “I’m sure you’ll agree there isn’t a better-bred horse in this lot than Belt of Orion.”

      “Oh, he’s well-bred, all right,” Simon replied.

      “But?” Otis prodded, sensing reservation.

      Simon’s cool gaze assessed him. “But pedigree isn’t everything.”

      If the remark was meant as a double entendre, it flew right over Otis’s head. “Ah, but you’re wrong there,” he replied, wagging a condescending finger. “It’s all in the genes, y’ see. It’s quite simple, really: just breed speed to speed. Any good breeder’ll tell you so.”

      “Speed’s important,” Simon allowed, “but you have to consider conformation as well. A horse can have the fastest lineage in the world, but if he’s got a club foot, like Belt of Orion, his career could be over before it starts.” He paused a beat, then added, “That’s why a buyer needs to look as closely at the horse as he does at his catalogue.”

      This jibe, alas, was not lost on Otis, despite his advanced state of inebriation. Trying, but not quite managing, to pull himself erect, he sputtered, “Speaking of genes, do I detect a touch of the Hibernian in your vowels, sir? Could it be the blood of Irish dragoons running in your veins that makes you such an authority?”

      Simon glanced at me, eyebrow raised. I shrugged in apology.

      He turned back to Otis. “No dragoons in the family tree that I know of. But I have spent a fair amount of time around horses.”

      Otis chuckled. “As have we all. Even Genevieve here, I imagine. But that hardly makes her an expert on thoroughbred stock, now does it?”

      Bartie dropped a hand on his cousin’s shoulder. “Otis, I think you need some air.” Turning him toward the exit, he leaned toward Simon to say, “You’ll have to forgive my cousin, Mr. Shaw. We suspect Aunt Edith dropped him on his head when he was an infant. It’s the only thing that can e’splain it.”

      “You do realize I can hear you,” Otis grumbled over his shoulder.

      “Nothing to forgive,” Simon told Bartie.

      “’at’s very gracious of you,” Bartie said, patting his arm.

      As Bartie steered Otis toward the door, Simon turned back to the action in the ring and I followed suit, praying we’d seen the last of the cousins. But a drunken Otis with a bone to pick was not so easily deterred. Slipping out from under Bartie’s grasp, he stumbled back toward the rail and wedged himself between us. “Then which horse, pray tell, do you prefer?” he demanded of Simon.

      Simon’s shoulders rose and fell with a long-suffering sigh. He was an unusually patient man, but I suspected that if it wasn’t for my presence, Otis would be nursing a bloody nose by now. “I’m partial to Flying Finn,” he answered, still watching the horse in the ring.

      Otis grabbed my catalogue again and started scrabbling through the pages. I snatched it back before he could rip them and located the entry. “Here. Number 23,” I said, handing it back to him.

      His gaze jumped over the page. “Ha!” he barked. “Surely you jest! His dam is as old as Methuselah!”

      “I have no problem with an older dam,” Simon said, “if she’s healthy and producing well.”

      “What about his sire, then? He may have had some good races in his day, but he hasn’t produced a single stakes winner since his retirement!”

      “That’s because he hasn’t had any offspring, until now,” Simon returned. “He was bought by the owner of a stud farm out in California who died before he had a chance to breed him. The owner’s wife wasn’t interested in continuing the stud, and put him out to pasture. He was in retirement for four years before A. J. Mack tracked him down and bought him for his own farm. Flying Finn is his first foal.”

      “Still …” Otis muttered, “awfully big gamble, with no sibling track record.” He looked back at the entry. “Never heard of this ‘Fair Corner Farm’, either. Can’t imagine why anyone would pick this horse out of all the others.”

      Simon finally turned and looked at him, his eyes flinty. “Well, like I said, I’m partial. Since I’m the owner of Fair Corner Farm, and Flying Finn is my colt.”

      Otis blinked. “He’s your horse?” His face dissolved in mirth. “Well, that explains it! ‘Love is blind’  and all that. But I’m afraid you’ll find no one else is going to want a hair from his tail.”

      “Oh, I don’t know,” said Bartie, stepping up on my other side. “He sounds like a promising youngster to me. Can’t imagine someone won’t want him.” He looked around the partially filled auction hall. “Shame there isn’t a bigger turnout, though.”

      Glancing up at the gallery, Simon murmured, “I’m hoping it will be just big enough.”

      Bartie followed his gaze. “Say, isn’t that Harry Phipps?” he asked, squinting toward the upper rows.

      Simon nodded. “And Reginald Geddes, beside him.”

      I knew that Simon had purposely scheduled the New York yearling event on the day before the dispersal sale of the famous Rancho Verde stud farm, expecting that many of the country’s top thoroughbred buyers would come to the auction mart stables today to look over the Rancho Verde stallions, and betting that a few would stop in to see the New York youngsters while they were here. It looked as though his strategy had paid off.

      “Have they bought anything?” Bartie asked.

      “Not yet,” Simon said.

      “Of course they haven’t,” Otis chimed in, “because they’ve been waiting for this handsome devil!” He waved his arm toward Belt of Orion, who had just entered the ring.

      He certainly was a fine-looking animal. Though still a bit gangly, like most one-year-olds, he had all the desirable characteristics Simon had been pointing out to me over the morning: a strong neck, shoulders sloping at the proper angle, a deep, rounded girth, and a muscular rear end. If I looked carefully, however, I could see that one front foot was indeed slightly more upright, a bit longer in the heel than the other.

      Otis poked me in the ribs with his elbow. “Now you’ll see some action, mark my words.”

      The bidding did start promisingly, with some lively competition between three young men spread out along the rail. It plateaued at six hundred dollars, however, failing to meet the reserve bid, and the colt was led ignominiously from the ring.

      Otis shot an accusing look toward the gallery. “Damned waste of an opportunity,” he muttered.

      “Next up: Lot Number 23, Flying Finn of Fair Corner Farm,” called the auctioneer, as a tall black colt entered the ring.

      I caught my breath, glancing at Simon. Although you couldn’t tell from his expression, a lot was riding on this yearling. Finn comprised Fair Corner Farm’s entire crop: a tiny crop, compared to more established farms. But if this one horse was purchased today and proved worthy, it might just provide the boost that Simon’s fledgling operation needed.

      He was a spirited youngster, prancing and pulling against his lead and snorting in protest, with a sleek coat, an athletic body, and an intelligent gleam in his eye. Like Belt of Orion, he appeared to have all the traits for potential greatness, but without any discernible flaws.

      Otis sniggered. “Not very well behaved, is he.”

      “I’d have to agree with you there,” Simon said with a sigh.

      Simon had told me he didn’t like to give a horse too much schooling in its first year, preferring to let it feel its oats and test itself in play. Although a yearling’s unruly demeanor in the sales ring could be taken as a sign of a difficult temperament and deter potential buyers, Simon had said he was willing to wait for someone smart enough to tell the difference between nasty temper and youthful exuberance. I glanced up at the gallery, praying that the buyers here today would be so discerning.

      As the auctioneer started the bidding, I saw people checking their catalogues and casting curious glances at this product of an unproven sire and unknown stable. The bidding moved up slowly by small increments, stalling at four hundred dollars. I tried to read Simon’s face. The bid exceeded his reserve, but I suspected he’d been hoping for more.

      Suddenly, a voice from the gallery called out, “Five hundred!”

      We all swiveled toward its source. The voice had come from Harry Phipps, making his first, and I assumed preemptive, bid. I smothered an unladylike yelp. Phipps was a world-renowned connoisseur of horseflesh; if the colt performed well for him, word of Simon’s operation was sure to get around, increasing the odds that future consignments would be well-received. I had just opened my mouth to offer Simon congratulations when an elegantly dressed man across the ring raised his walking stick.

      “That’s Percy Joyner!” Bartie exclaimed, naming another deep pocket in the thoroughbred world.

      “Six hundred money bid,” chanted the auctioneer, pointing at Joyner. “Six hundred bid, now seven hundred seven hundred will you go seven hundred …”

      Phipps’ hand rose in the gallery.

      I scarcely breathed as the bid increased by hundred dollar increments to one thousand dollars and then jumped to fifteen hundred dollars in a dramatic play by Phipps to quash the competition. The colt was knocked down to him as applause broke out around the ring. This mart had seen much higher bids, to be sure, but Simon’s colt had just received the best price of the day.

      Simon leaned toward me across Otis, his eyes alight. “I need to go to the office to handle the paperwork. Want to come?”

      I nodded eagerly, and turned to say goodbye to Bartie. He was staring at the clock over the entry with his mouth hanging open.

      “Good God,” he exclaimed, “is that really the time?” He swiveled toward Simon. “Is there a telephone in the office I might use? We were supposed to be at my parents’ house for lunch half an hour ago.”

      Simon waved to him to join us. “Come on, I’ll show you.”

      Otis was resting his head on his arms on the railing—whether in abject humiliation, or because he’d merely dozed off, there was no way to tell. Bartie called to him that he’d be right back, and the three of us continued into the adjoining building.

      The sales office was bustling with sellers and buyers closing deals. Scraps of straw littered the worn wooden floorboards and horse portraits crowded every wall. Simon pointed Bartie toward a bank of telephones at the back of the room, then took a seat beside Harry Phipps and a Van Tassel agent at one of several desks that were scattered about the floor. I declined Simon’s offer to join them and settled onto a nearby bench along the wall, preferring to soak up this happy turn of events at a slight remove while I considered what it might mean for our future.

      When they realized I was serious about marrying Simon, my parents had begged me to at least wait until he was in a better position to support me, horrified by the idea of my living above a saloon. I’d given in on this point to appease them, privately believing that the income I’d make from my practice, which they hadn’t even bothered to take into account, would soon be swelling our joint coffers. I was discovering, however, that psychiatrists, especially lady psychiatrists, were not in as great demand as I had hoped, making the growth of my practice painfully slow. If Simon’s stable started making good money, the financial hurdle would, at least, be out of our way.

      I was still smiling to myself a few moments later, imagining a whole stable full of Flying Finns, when I glanced to my left and saw Bartie returning from the telephones with his arms hanging limply by his sides. His face was chalk-white, and his eyes stared blindly ahead.

      I sat up straighter. “Bartie?”

      He came to a stop in front of me.

      “Bartie, what is it?”

      He raised a bewildered gaze to mine. “It’s Father.”

      “What about him?”

      “He’s …” He swallowed, raking a trembling hand through his hair. “He’s dead.”
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      Five days later I was seated in church with my parents, picking at the velvet pew cushion with fretful fingers as I waited for Edgar Matheson’s funeral service to begin. Bartie had rushed out of the auction mart immediately after his telephone call, and it wasn’t until that evening that I learned the details of his father’s death. According to my parents, who heard it from our cook, who learned of it from the butcher shop where the Mathesons’ housekeeper purchased her meat, Edgar had tripped and fallen down the stairs of his townhouse late Friday night, plunging headfirst onto the marble landing below. As his wife, May, and the servants had already retired for the evening, his body wasn’t discovered until the following morning.

      I was both anxious to see the family and dreading it, wanting to comfort them but knowing there was little I could do. I glanced around the packed church as we waited for them to arrive. The two pews ahead of us were occupied by assorted Matheson relatives, including Otis Kruger and his parents. The others held a host of society and business notables, many of whom I recognized as regular members of the congregation. Two of the latter were notably absent, victims of the financial panic that was currently rocking the city: Augustus Helms, a major depositor in the Knickerbocker Trust who’d shot himself when the Trust was forced to suspend operations a week ago; and banker Charles Henderson, a pillar of the church who’d “fallen” from the third-floor window of his home a few days later, as the panic spread throughout the system. There was a palpable tension in the air that went beyond normal funereal solemnity, and I couldn’t help wondering if others from our congregation would be missing in the days to come.

      A harp was playing behind an enormous mound of lilies and orchids in the chancel, underscoring the melancholy mood. Over the plucking of its strings, I heard Mama murmur to Father, “I just hope she doesn’t have a relapse.”

      “You hope who doesn’t have a relapse?” I asked her.

      Raising a cautionary finger to her lips, she bent her head to my ear and whispered, “I’m talking about May, dear.”

      Bartie’s mother, May, was one of my mother’s oldest and dearest friends. Although May’s household staff had been directed by her doctor to refuse all visitors for the time being, Mama had been in close contact with May’s eldest son, Ned, who reported that his mother was half-crazed with grief. Apparently, she had refused to leave Edgar’s side after he was carried up to his bedroom, clutching his lifeless hand while the family doctor performed his examination, ignoring the policemen who’d been summoned by the staff, and rejecting all pleas to eat or rest. For two days and nights she had sat with him, until the coroner was finally summoned to remove the body over her tearful protests.

      “What sort of ‘relapse’ do you mean?” I asked Mama, for May had been part of my life for as long as I could remember—was, in fact, an honorary aunt—and I’d never known her to be in anything but the best of health.

      “She went through a difficult spell when Edgar’s first business went bankrupt. Things got so bad that she had to spend some time in an asylum.”

      I gaped at her. “Aunt May? In an asylum? When?”

      “Oh, it was years ago; you were just a child at the time. Edgar was originally in the citrus business, you know, before he got involved with oysters. He owned hundreds of acres of orange groves in Florida that were all destroyed in the big freeze.” She shook her head. “It was just such terrible luck, managing to keep the business going all through the last Panic, only to have nature turn on him in the end. In any event, things were very hard on the family for a while, and I’m afraid the strain was simply too much for May.”

      “But she made a complete recovery,” I prompted.

      “Yes, she seemed to. But knowing how she reacted then makes me worry it could happen again. She and Edgar were unusually close, and a sudden loss like that can be so very devastating …”

      I saw a shadow move through her eyes, and guessed she was thinking of her own prolonged depression after the death of my little brother, Conrad. She of all people knew how crippling grief could be. Indeed, it was her emotional absence during those years that had so often caused me to turn to Aunt May for support, resulting in the close bond between us.

      The harp fell silent, followed by a rustling in the back of the church. I turned and watched the bereaved family make their way haltingly up the aisle—Ned with one arm around his mother’s waist as if holding her upright, Bartie following, rumpled and hollow-eyed—and take their seats in the front pew. As the organ launched into “I am the Resurrection and the Life”, Reverend Dalton and the pallbearers started up the aisle from the vestibule. Light from the stained-glass windows fell in dancing patches across the gleaming casket as it was carried past us into the chancel and laid on a flower-strewn bier.

      I watched the family members from my seat across the aisle, my throat aching with sorrow, imagining I could read their reactions to Edgar’s death in their postures: Ned, stiff-backed and clamp-jawed, feeling all too keenly his responsibilities as the new head of the family; May slumping against him as if she’d like to disappear into his shoulder; and rubber-necked Bartie, casting worried looks at his mother every few seconds and helplessly patting her arm.

      The simple service included a warm eulogy recognizing the qualities of integrity, fair dealing and love of family that Edgar Matheson had been known for, followed by a prayer for those he’d left behind. In an apparent nod to the recent turmoil on Wall Street, the Reverend concluded with a prayer for the entire congregation, urging its members to meet whatever trials came their way with an easy heart, remembering that the value of a man’s life lay not in the abundance of his possessions, but in the richness of his deeds.

      As this last prayer came to a close, there was a commotion in the front pew. I looked over to see May speaking sharply to Ned and shaking her head. She started to rise from her seat but Bartie tugged her back down, whispering in her ear. She shook her head again, pushing him away, her voice rising in agitation. Bartie and Ned leaned across her, conferring in urgent tones, then Ned abruptly stood, lifting his mother with him, and escorted her down the aisle.

      The Reverend hastily signaled to the pallbearers, who formed again around the casket and carried it down the aisle as the organ blared back to life. An ashen-faced Bartie fell into place behind them. I tried to catch his eye as he walked past, but his gaze was fixed straight ahead.

      By the time I stepped through the church doors with my parents, the casket had been loaded into a hearse. May and Ned were seated in a carriage behind it. Bartie bent beside the carriage window to exchange a few words with his brother and then signaled to the driver of the hearse. With a snap of the driver’s reins, the vehicles rolled off toward Grand Central Station and the private train car that would take the family to their burial plot.

      Bartie, it seemed, had been elected to stay behind and receive the guests’ condolences before joining the others at the station. I watched him square his shoulders and stride back to the bottom of the church steps, where he took up position beside the rector as my parents and I joined the line of people shuffling toward him.

      “Bartie, I’m so terribly sorry,” I said when we finally reached him, giving him a fierce hug. “I can’t believe he’s gone.”

      He stood stiffly in my embrace, a shuddering exhale his only response. I stepped back, trying to read his expression, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes.

      Instead, he turned to my parents, nodding to each. “Aunt Evelyn, Uncle Hugh. I’m sorry Mother couldn’t stay to speak with you but I’m afraid she’s completely undone.”

      “We understand completely,” Father said. He gripped Bartie’s hand between both of his. “Your father was a good man, Bart. One of the best. His time came far too soon.”

      “I appreciate your saying so,” Bartie replied, although I thought he seemed to cringe at my father’s words.

      “Let us know when your mother is ready for a visit,” said Mama. “And please, please promise you’ll call me if there’s anything I can do.”

      “You have my word,” Bartie said, mustering the ghost of a smile, and turned to the next person in line.
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        * * *

      

      I was nestled in my bedroom armchair by the window a few days later, the psychology journal in my lap forgotten as my mind wandered back to the new patient I’d seen that morning. Harriet Codman, a college student in the city, had been diagnosed as neurasthenic by her family doctor due to symptoms of fatigue, insomnia, and a general unease about the future. Blaming her nervous exhaustion on the mental rigors of a college curriculum, the doctor had ordered her to abandon all academic pursuits, find a husband, and start a family as soon as possible. Harriet, however, was not so inclined, and being a young woman of unusual determination, had come to me for an alternative solution.

      Having obtained a medical degree myself, I had little patience with physicians who continued to assert that higher education harmed women’s health and deformed their brains. The fact that Harriet’s parents had withdrawn both their emotional and financial support when she insisted on attending college, forcing her to work nights and putting her ability to achieve a degree in question, seemed to me a far more likely cause of her psychic and physical distress. As was so often the case in my fledgling practice, I was moved to conclude it was the parents’ minds that needed redirecting, rather than that of my patient.

      A knock interrupted my musings. “Mr. Matheson is here to see you, Miss,” our maid, Mary, called through the door.

      The journal slid to the floor as I jumped to my feet and hurried down to greet him. I’d been brooding over Bartie’s behavior at the funeral service, thinking I must have inadvertently offended him and hoping for an opportunity to make amends.

      He was standing in front of the drawing room window with his back to me when I entered. “Bartie,” I said, starting toward him, “I’m so glad you’ve come!”

      He turned, stopping me in my tracks. He looked terrible. There were deep shadows under his eyes and lines around his mouth I’d never seen before. “Genna,” he said in a strained voice, “I need your help.”

      “Of course! Anything!” I ushered him toward the pair of armchairs by the piano.

      “First, I need to apologize,” he said, once we’d both sat down.

      “Whatever for?”

      He grimaced. “For being such an utter boor at the church, among other things.”

      “I thought perhaps I’d offended you at the auction,” I said, not bothering to pretend I hadn’t noticed.

      “Offended me! Good God, no; you were a saint to put up with me and Otis. The sorry truth is, I was too ashamed to look you in the face.”

      I frowned at him. “Because I saw you a little worse for wear at the auction mart? I assure you, there was no need. The minute I saw Otis I understood.”

      “I wasn’t just a little worse for wear,” he shot back, his face contorting in misery. “I was out carousing like a witless buffoon, while Father lay dead or dying on the floor!” He winced. “I can’t bear to think about it. Really, I can’t.”

      “Oh, Bartie, you had just passed your bar exam. Knowing your father, he would have wanted you to celebrate. Besides, if you hadn’t been out ‘carousing’ you probably would have been at home in your apartment. Your father would have fallen, all the same.”

      He shot me a look I couldn’t quite read.

      “What?”

      “It’s just that … I can’t help thinking that if only I’d asked him to come out and celebrate with me, or spent the evening with him and mother at the townhouse, I might have prevented it.”

      I silently released my breath. How rarely death seemed to ride through without leaving guilt in its wake. “You’re going to make yourself sick or mad, thinking like that. I tell you that from personal experience.” After my little brother died while under my supervision, it had taken me years to get out from under the weight of my guilt. I knew what the constant second-guessing could do to a person.

      “I suppose you’re right,” he said, without much conviction. He sighed, rubbing his face. “In any event, that’s not the main reason I’ve come. It’s Mother. I’m afraid it’s all been too much for her. Ned and I have tried our best but we just can’t seem to get through. We had hoped things would get better after the funeral, but instead she’s only become more distraught. Two nights ago, she polished off the entire batch of sleeping tablets Dr. Pitney gave her after the accident. Fortunately he’d only given her a small supply, or we might not have been able to rouse her.”

      I stared at him. “Do you think she was trying to end her life?”

      He shrugged. “She claimed she was only trying to sleep, but we couldn’t be sure, so we called in the lunacy doctors for an evaluation. They concluded that Father’s death has triggered a relapse of a nervous disorder she suffered in the past. Yesterday, on their recommendation, we drove her up to Heathcote-on-the-Sound in Mamaroneck. We’re hoping some time up there will turn things around.”

      I had heard of Heathcote. It was one of the older private sanatoria, about thirty miles east of the city, offering spacious rooms and grounds and charging accordingly. “What sort of treatment will she be receiving there?”

      “The place is known for its rest cure, apparently. The lunacy doctors felt it would be just the ticket.”

      “I see.” It was not the answer I would have hoped for. Although the rest cure was still in wide use for patients with nervous disorders, a growing number of doctors, myself included, had begun to question its efficacy. The treatment was developed by Dr. Silas Weir Mitchell during the Civil War to treat shell-shocked soldiers, whom the doctor regarded as malingerers, to hasten their return to battle. In later years, Mitchell reported that the treatment was equally successful with female hysterics and neurasthenics, those patients he described as “familiar to every physician, who go from doctor to doctor with unresolved complaints rather than attending to their duties, making themselves the pests of many a household”.

      Unlike the treatment for males with similar disorders, which included exercise, time outdoors, and a quick return to work, the cure for women was founded on absolute bedrest. The patient was confined to bed for one to three months and made to give up all physical and intellectual activity. She could not leave her bed for any reason, needing permission from her doctor to even turn over. Reading, writing, sketching, sewing or any other purposeful use of her hands or eyes was strictly forbidden. The patient’s nurse fed her, cleaned her, and managed her bed pan as if she were an infant. Daily massage or electric stimulation was relied upon to prevent atrophy of her muscles.

      Mitchell claimed that reducing his female patients to this passive, helpless state was necessary to build up their energy reserves. But in his writings he admitted to a rather more punitive motive, explaining
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