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Author Note

I was excited to write a story set in Florence. I had the good fortune to teach in Florence and I love the city. Florentines will tell you that Dante could walk the city today and not get lost, so similar is today’s Florence to the city he knew. I had a great time making Florence a character in Hayes and Evelisse’s story. I hope you enjoy walking the nineteenth-century streets with them, eating breakfast with them at Gilli’s, which is still there today, and some other Easter eggs peppered throughout. The address of Evelisse’s solicitor happens to be the address of our old apartment on the Duomo Piazza. It was also fun to explore the British community in Florence during this time, which was definitely thriving. When one Florentine in the story remarks that there are more British people in Florence than Florentines, he is echoing a widely held sentiment of the time.

Ultimately, this is a story about second chances and self-discovery and the knowledge that we can’t run away from who we are. We can change locations, but we can’t change ourselves. To fall in love with another, we have to first fall in love with ourselves, and what better place to do that than Florence!
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Dedication

For Cheryl, who was very much to me as Amelia in this story was to Evelisse. Rest in peace, good and faithful servant, although you are resting much too early. The world was not ready to lose you.
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Chapter One
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Derbyshire, Early March 1820

For Colonel Lord Hayes Winterton, man of the world and war, second son of the Duke of Ravenswick, there was no more perfect morning than one spent on the River Dove with his father: the early spring waters cold and calm; grayling and barbel feeding on March Browns and Brook Duns near the hatches; the high-pitched sip-sip call of the meadow pipit and the chack and weet of the wheatears calling on the shore; the chirp and cheep of the birds, the ever-running ripple of the river. These were the songs of his childhood, the echoed summers of his adolescence, a time of peaceful days and excited anticipation for the years to come. He and his father had spent many companionable hours on this river, just as they did now, his father standing in the water a short distance from him near the Dove’s gentle curve.

When in the course of conversation Hayes was inevitably asked by a well-meaning acquaintance what he’d fought for, he’d always answered this: for King and country. What he meant was this country, with its rivers, moors and quiet mornings out of doors; for the River Dove, its brown trout and chub.

He had long ago come to understand that he was not a man made for rooms or for the kinds of activities that went on in rooms: teas, balls, perfecting the art of posturing for the approval of others and endless talk that went nowhere. He might be a man of few words but he was a man of his word, preferring action to eternal conversation. As for approval, the only approval he cared for was that of his own conscience and his father’s, whom he revered even more than he respected Wellington. Given that he’d been ready to die for the latter said much about his regard for the former.

Hayes angled his arm, making a smooth side cast in hopes of luring a brown trout out from the cool depths under the rocks. He’d been seven when his father had taught him the best way to catch fish in the cold spring rivers was to meet them where they were—in the cool mornings, that was the deep parts of the water. His father had not been wrong. It was advice that had served Hayes well over the years, not just with fish but with men—men whom he’d asked to put their lives in his hands, and women too: one woman in particular. He’d brought them—most of them—safely through the war. If only he could bring himself through peace as easily, but that was becoming quite a different task with its own difficulties.

The pleasure of homecoming had long ago worn thin for him. It had been five years since Waterloo, eight since Badajoz, and still he had not settled to this new life—the one he would live without Natalia beside him. He did not think he ever would, at least not here. The land he’d fought for had somehow become too tame for him; the life he led here too bland, a life without challenge that left too much time for the ghosts to creep in. He needed wide, open spaces—new wide, open spaces.

It had occurred to him in the dark of sleepless nights that perhaps it wasn’t England that made him restless—perhaps it was peace he could not settle to. He did not necessarily see himself as a man of war but, having seen both war and peace, had come to the conclusion that he was made for neither. He needed something in between, a challenge. It was why he liked angling—the pitting of his mind against the cunning of the fish and the idiosyncrasies of the river with its depths and delves.

Hayes’ line gave a tug at last. A surge of familiar joy ran up his arm at the pull. ‘I’m on!’ He gave the fisher’s exultant cry and began to reel. His father splashed towards him with urgency and the long-handled net as they worked in tandem to land the fish.

‘Trout. It’s a big one.’ His father clapped his shoulder in congratulations as they waded ashore. ‘Well done, we have enough for breakfast now.’ His father gave a proud grin and Hayes was reminded of why he liked these outings. It was just the two of them, father and son. The officer and the duke had been left behind for the day, along with the footmen and the grooms. Out here on the Dove, they were just themselves, doing for themselves like ordinary men.

On shore, they cleaned their own fish and spitted them over the fire they had laid before wading into the waters. A bit of fat dropped from a trout and sizzled in the flames as Hayes tucked an enamel pot of coffee amid the coals. Breakfast was simpler out here, away from the silver urns that lined the sideboard of the breakfast room, and the attentive eyes of the footmen who waited earnestly to provide one’s every need at Winterton Hall.

His father sliced bread and placed it for toasting on the grate over the flames. ‘We’ll have a real feast.’ He looked up from his task and winked. ‘Your mother would have a fit if she saw us out here.’

Mother was made for rooms—breakfast rooms, sitting rooms, music rooms, drawing rooms, and most of all, ballrooms. There’d never been a ballroom the Duchess of Ravenswick couldn’t master with a glance, a smile or a tilt of her head. Hayes had always thought she’d have made Wellington a fine commander. She had five daughters, all brilliantly married to prove it, and two perfect sons—an heir married to a duke’s daughter with a son of his own safely birthed and in the nursery, and himself, the ideal spare raised to serve the country and dazzle it with his military exploits.

But the war was over and he was England’s spare now too. He was a man for whom the country no longer had need, just as his family no longer needed him as an heir-in-waiting should his brother falter. He was thirty-two and it seemed both his careers were finished.

The fish were finished too. His father assembled their plates, placing the toasted bread alongside the trout while Hayes poured hot coffee into tin camp cups. ‘I suspect this is your idea of perfection.’ His father smiled and traded him a plate for a cup. ‘It would be mine, too, if your mother liked the outdoors a bit more.’

Anyone who knew Ravenswick knew that his happiest places were wherever his duchess was. Hayes had grown up surrounded by that love and the evidence of it—six siblings with whom to share Winterton Hall, to share his parents. As the third of seven, he’d secretly delighted in the fact that his older brother did not like to fish. The river was his place to have his father to himself for a few hours, just as his brother, Arthur, did when their father took him to tour the estate that would one day be his.

‘We’ve had a lot of good times out here over the years. Even when you were home on leave, we had time to fish,’ his father began, and Hayes was instantly wary. Meet fish and people where they are most comfortable… Was his father using that strategy on him?

Hayes gave a chuckle. ‘Is that what this morning is about, Father? Are you meeting me where I am most at ease?’ He should have seen it earlier. He was losing his touch—another way in which life after the wars was making him soft. Skills atrophied without use.

His father sat back on his elbows, his demeanour casual—too casual, Hayes thought.

‘Maybe I am. But I also wanted some time with you.’

Now that he’d recognised the stratagem, Hayes was concerned. What did his father have to share? He hoped it wasn’t bad news. Fear tried to nibble at him. His mind raced through the possibilities: his nieces and nephews; were they well? Was Mother well? Surely it wasn’t finances? Father and Arthur were excellent caretakers of the ducal funds. A pit formed in his stomach. That only left Father. Was something wrong with him? No, it couldn’t be. He could not fathom that.

‘Soon, your mother will be packing us off to London. Parliament will require my attention, as will your mother’s social schedule.’ Hayes had tried not to think about that, about the Season, about young girls in white dresses wielding their ostrich fans with the precision of cavalry sabres in the hope of spearing a husband.

His father laughed. ‘You shuddered. Not looking forward to the Season, or your mother’s matchmaking efforts? She thinks Salton’s daughter will suit you, by the way. The girl is young, pretty, fresh.’

Was his father fishing for a reaction or offering inside information? A warning perhaps of what waited for him in London? ‘I do not think she would suit.’ None of them would. He didn’t want a blank slate for a wife. He wanted someone who could think for themselves, someone who was brave, kind and passionate. Natalia had been that woman, but she was gone now, sacrificed to the caprices of war. It had taken time to accept that; time to protect himself from such sacrifices affecting him so deeply again.

His father nodded. ‘I told your mother you’d say that. What if I could get you out of London, out of England?’ he added thoughtfully. ‘I know you’ve been restless, son.’ He sat up and waved a hand. ‘Don’t apologise for it. There’s no shame in it and I don’t need to know why. That’s your business. War and travel change a man. I cannot expect you to simply put your uniform away and limit your forays to ballrooms and the people you might meet there.’

They both knew when he said ‘people’ he was referring specifically to women. It made Hayes wonder how much his father guessed. ‘You’ve seen the breadth of Europe, son, got an education that far exceeds anything Oxford could give you, for better and for worse. You’ve seen things, done things, the rest of us can only imagine. But I am thinking we could use that experience for the family, if you’re willing?’

Hayes leaned forward. His father certainly knew how to lay an argument. His interest was definitely piqued. ‘What did you have in mind?’

‘Florence, Italy.’

The two words sizzled like the fish fat in the fire. Hayes’ blood began to thrum at the prospect of a trip, of having a task. After Badajoz, he’d been reassigned and spent a year under General Bentinck in Italy—Genoa specifically—with diplomatic trips to Florence after Genoa had been liberated.

‘There’s a vineyard I want you to purchase for us outside of the city. I was thinking of getting into the wine business—vin santo, particularly.’ His father reached for the food hamper, pulling out two small glasses and a bottle. He poured them each a sampling taste.

Hayes sipped the amber liquid, tasting the caramel amid the sweetness of dried fruits. ‘It’s smooth. It burns less than brandy.’

His father reached into the basket again. ‘A nice dessert wine for gentlemen, even for some intrepid ladies. Try it with these almond biscuits.’

Hayes took a bite of the crunchy biscuit and sipped. ‘Oh, this is heaven.’ He dipped the biscuit again. ‘Are you thinking of importing?’

‘Yes, I believe there is an elite market for it. People are hungry for new experiences after years of deprivation thanks to Napoleon.’ The wars had made trade and travel almost impossible for nearly two decades. A whole generation of young men had forgone the Grand Tour and young women had forgone French silk and fashion. ‘People want more choices in their drink than sherry and brandy. They want something new, something they can make their own.’

‘And after the purchase, what then?’ Hayes asked. For him, Italy had been a place of healing despite the war and the socio-political upheaval left in Napoleon’s wake. He’d made friends there, put himself back together there mentally after Badajoz, after losing Natalia. He’d not spoken of his time in Italy with his family much except to say that he’d enjoyed it. Had his father somehow divined more? The idea that his father had, touched him.

His father held his gaze. ‘That’s up to you. You can come back. There is always a place for you here, although I do not know it will make you happy. Or you can stay in Italy, take on the running of the vineyard and the Italian end of the business for me. The property will be unentailed so it can be yours at some point.’ His father smiled. ‘Your eyes are all lit up. I haven’t seen them like that since the night you left with your regiment. I think the idea appeals. Although, I will miss you if you choose to stay in Italy.’

‘They have rivers in Tuscany.’ Hayes grinned, warmed at his father’s affectionate compliment. ‘You will come and visit.’

‘I would like that.’ His father smiled. His father could afford to be freer now, to roam further from home, in the knowledge that Arthur could look after the estate and the succession was secure. ‘I’m glad the opportunity appeals.’

‘It does.’ Hayes smiled back. Perhaps this was the challenge he was looking for: a new task to turn his hand and his mind to. He didn’t know the first thing about grapes, but he could learn, he would learn. That was half the fun of any new adventure.

‘You won’t be alone,’ his father offered.

‘I know.’ Hayes nodded. ‘There’s a strong British community in Florence. I will not lack for company,’ he assured his father, but something in his father’s eyes stopped him.

‘Of course, but that’s not what I meant. You won’t be without family.’

Hayes was instantly alert. What family could that be? His nephews were too young to travel and his sisters were busy with their families. ‘Alistair will accompany you. Your uncle has asked if the two of you could travel together. He has a family commission for your cousin to carry out in Naples.’

Hayes raised his eyebrows and schooled his features to hide his unfavourable reaction. ‘Cousin Alistair? I had hoped to go alone. I will make better time.’ He did not like this idea at all. He and Alistair were of the same age but that was where the similarities ended. Even though they’d been closer in childhood, they’d always been polar opposites growing up, one of them a rule-keeper the other a rule-breaker. That had not changed in adulthood, although it had caused them to drift apart. While he’d been serving his country and fighting abroad, Alistair had been raking his way through London, living profligately, as if there hadn’t been a war on. Perhaps for Alistair there hadn’t been a war; perhaps Alistair hadn’t even noticed.

‘Father, Cousin Alistair and I, we don’t suit as companions. He is reckless,’ Hayes began, fully ready to outline Alistair’s shortcomings, of which Hayes was convinced there were many. Alistair had a reputation for being an accomplished but careless whip, an inveterate gambler who unfortunately won more than he lost, making it hard to teach any lesson about the vices of the tables. And then there were the women.

‘I think you exaggerate. I can’t believe your uncle would raise a son who was as bad as all that. You haven’t seen him for years except for a few brief meetings in Town.’ His father gently dismissed his misgivings. ‘I’ve already told your uncle the two of you can go together. If you’re worried about reckless behaviour, you can look out for him as far as Florence,’ his father said firmly, and Hayes understood the discussion was closed. Being a nursemaid to Alistair Burke-Price across the Continent would be the cost for escaping London and the Earl of Salton’s eligible daughter.

Hayes nodded and set aside his disapproval. Cousin Alistair was the last person he wanted to travel with, but Hayes knew his duty. An officer accepted his orders; he didn’t argue even if he disagreed with them, which in this case he certainly did. ‘When do we leave?’




Chapter Two
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Florence, Italy, six weeks later

Today was the day his life would start again. Even the bells of Giotto’s campanile seemed to toll the summons to morning lauds with an eagerness that matched Hayes’ brisk step as he strode the via Calzaiuoli. The local bells joined Giotto’s until the city was a cacophony of church chimes carolling the call to rise, to worship and to live. Even a man of modest religious leanings could not help but be impressed by the sound of the city waking up.

Hayes smiled to himself. The tintinnabulation brought to mind the children’s rhyme about the bells of London and how each line supposedly imitated the sound of each bell’s pealing rhythms. ‘Oranges and lemons,’ say the bells of St. Clement’s. ‘You owe me five farthings,’ say the bells of St. Martin’s. There were others who argued the rhyme was a parable against avarice, which was perhaps an apt reminder for himself as people hurried past him to morning prayers at the Duomo. He was not up early for prayers but for business.

He and Alistair had arrived yesterday afternoon and, in his eagerness, Hayes hadn’t wanted to wait a moment more for putting the next step in motion. He’d immediately sent a note to the solicitor, Mr. Davies. He’d been rewarded with a prompt reply: Mr. Davies would be happy to show him the property tomorrow. Hayes had risen early, well in advance of the eight o’clock appointment, in order to enjoy a reacquainting walk around the city—in part because of his own anticipation and also because he needed some distance from Alistair after six weeks of living in each other’s pockets on the road. Their suite at Hadfield’s on Via Santo Spirito was lavish and large, but Hayes still found it confining when shared with Alistair, whose personality was also lavish and large. Alistair was enjoying the near non-stop conviviality of Englishmen abroad in Hadfield’s lobby.

He stopped before a small shop and looked up to read the sign: La Bottega Dei Pani Dolci. This was it—the sweetmeats shop he’d frequented on his diplomatic visits during the war. He’d been such a regular customer that the owner, Luigi Gilli, had come to know him by name and they’d struck up a friendship. He wondered if Luigi would remember him now, five years later. Perhaps it was arrogant to assume the brief friendship had meant as much to the shopkeeper as it had meant to him.

Hayes pushed open the door and stepped into the warm shop, letting the comforting smells of fresh baked goods fill him with peace and memories. He could almost taste the cream-filled maritozzi, almost feel the light flakiness of Luigi’s wife’s cornetti on his tongue. He spied his old friend behind the counter, busy with a tray of freshly made maritozzi in the glass case. ‘Buongiorno, Luigi.’

Luigi looked up, wiping his hands on his apron, a smile of disbelief and surprised recognition spreading across his face. ‘Buongiorno, Colonel Winterton. You’ve come back. I said you’d return and you didn’t believe me.’ Luigi came round the counter and embraced him, kissing his cheeks.

‘It’s good to see you too. I am back—perhaps to stay this time, if all goes well.’ Saying the words out loud as he stood in this place with his friend made the possibility concretely real in a way it had not been before. He could make a life here. The thought served to heighten his anticipation of the morning’s impending meeting. The long journey was about to pay its dividends.

‘Two maritozzi and two cornetti, si?’ Luigi winked, filling a plate with Hayes’ usual order. ‘And the coffee. I haven’t forgotten a thing.’ Luigi slid the plate towards him and leaned on the counter. ‘What brings you out so early in the morning—amor o denaro?’

‘Denaro,’ Hayes laughed. Luigi firmly believed all things in life came down to love or money, and sometimes both. ‘My father has a business interest he wants me to look after for him. I have an appointment with a solicitor at eight, and we will ride out to see a property.’

‘A British solicitor, no doubt. No Florentine solicitor is going to start work so early in the morning. Only butchers and bakers are up unless one is going to prayers.’ Luigi chuckled. ‘An English solicitor is not so much a novelty any more. There are more British folks in Florence these days than Italians. That reminds me: there’s a young English couple, the Nortons; very artistic. They have a gallery on Via Ghibellina. They are always hosting parties.’ He gave another grin. ‘I know because they order sweets for their parties from me. You should meet them.’

‘They sound more like my cousin’s type,’ Hayes politely declined, noting something in Luigi’s tone that bordered on frustrated dismissal with regard to the British presence. ‘The British are good for business, are they not?’ Hayes enquired.

Luigi gave a noncommittal shrug. ‘At a price. They spend their money, but they also interfere. The war is over. There are those who wish the British would go home and leave Italy to the Italians.’

‘You mean the Carbonari?’ They were a secret liberal society not opposed to fomenting rebellion—a proposition that was becoming more popular after the Congress of Vienna had restored many of the independent principalities but at the price of placing much of Italy under Austrian control, including Tuscany.

There was another shrug from Luigi and he dropped his voice. ‘Nationalists. And those who are tired of living under an absolute monarchy. But we will not talk of such things just yet. You said “we”. Have you come with family, then?’ Luigi enquired. ‘That is good.’

‘Just my cousin, Alistair, but I am not sure it’s “good”. Alistair and I are not that much alike. The artistic crowd will like him, I am sure.’ Alistair was a non-stop party, a fact driven home countless times over the past six weeks.

The trouble was that people liked Alistair. It was an enviable trait, really. Hayes knew he could come across as commanding on first impressions, which did intimidate at times—a quality that had served him well in the Army. But Alistair was everyone’s friend, approachable and easy to talk to. Barmaids from Calais to Marseilles told Alistair their romantic woes, and businessmen invited him to join exclusive ventures on a moment’s notice, which Alistair always politely declined.

And Alistair seldom slept alone, another annoyance that had made the trip seem interminable, especially when there was only one room available at an inn. Hayes was certain even now, while he was up conducting business, Alistair had a woman in their suite.

‘Your cousin knows how to live la dolce vita.’ Luigi grinned and then suddenly straightened, his demeanour changing, becoming proper and formal as the shop door opened, the bell announcing a new customer. ‘Buongiorno, signora. Come sta?’

‘Sto bene, grazie.’ The voice was at once feminine and firm, and it was definitely attention-worthy, given that it was also foreign. Despite the woman’s ease with the Italian language, her accent marked her as English. Hayes stepped back from the counter, breakfast in hand, and turned to take in the newcomer who had wrought such an immediate change in his faithfully married friend.

‘Stunning’ was the first word that came to mind. She was tall and lithe of limb, elegantly put together from the flat, black wide-brimmed hat that sat at an artful tilt on her head to the fitted jacket of grey silk, tight at the waist before draping over her hips in a subtle flare that accented the dark skirt beneath—a well-made but unornamented garmented, not that anyone would notice.

The jacket, the hat and the face were all spectacular but it was her face that transfixed Hayes: the cool, intelligent grey eyes with a slight almond shape to them set above the most exquisite cheekbones Hayes had ever seen—cheekbones that ought to give her a delicate cast but somehow managed to give her a look of strength instead, a look that proclaimed her a woman of the world, a woman of education and experience. The word ‘refined’ also came to mind, although in his experience refined women were also restrained. Something in the point of her chin suggested this woman would not be.

‘Buongiorno, signora.’ Hayes made a small bow, holding her gaze a moment longer to indicate his appreciation while noting she had done the same, those grey eyes lingering on him before their gazes parted. ‘Scusi, signora.’ He moved past her to the door and found a table outside where he could enjoy the pastries and coffee and review his thoughts ahead of the meeting with the solicitor. There would no doubt be some negotiating on the price of the property and he wanted to be prepared.

One might argue the morning’s meeting was one of the most important in his life because it would mark a turning point—a place from which his life might go forward. This property would mark the beginning of a new life for him, one that would satisfy his need for a challenge, his need to build something of his own. In time, this could be the place where he finally settled, where he found the peace that had eluded him at home.

Florence had healed him once; perhaps this time it might finish the process, whatever that might be. He was under no illusion that broken things ever returned to their former condition; there would always be a scar, a scratch, where the break had been. People were the same. He’d spent too much time checking on his men in the field medical tents during the war to think differently. His wounds might not be physical, but they’d left scars of their own, and he would not be the same because of them.

He would no longer love so freely, so fully, as he had with Natalia. It had been an excruciating lesson in the dark side of love. Loving her had made him vulnerable. Losing her had brought him to his knees in ways he’d not thought possible. Even now, with eight year’s distance from the campaign in Spain, looking back at those dark days was painful. It was painful to see his weakness, how he’d not been able to function, to do the simplest of things, to make the most basic of decisions. It had taken removing himself from Spain to regain his toehold in the world he’d known. Joining General Bentinck in Genoa had been the new start he’d needed to reset, to re-engage, to move forward, just as Florence was giving him another chance to move forward today.

Hayes took a sip of the coffee, breathing in its strong aroma and letting it focus him. He was not naïve enough to believe new starts changed everything. New beginnings changed the scenery, the external, but in some ways they were lies. There were no truly new starts in life, not entirely. One’s history followed them. The exterior of one’s life could be changed but not the interior. Hayes had learned a man could not run away from himself. A man had to live with himself and what he’d become every day.

Hayes was still learning, still struggling, with who that man was. In many ways, he knew himself well: he was a leader of men; he possessed the ability to command; he preferred the outdoors; he felt caged by rooms; he liked to fish; he loved his family.

And therein the contradictions started. He’d always imagined having a family of his own—sons to fish with, daughters to dote on the way his father had doted on all of them. Included in that dream was a wife to love, to build a life with as his father had built a life with his mother. But how did one do that without opening oneself up to the impossible hurt that came with such love? For surely, his dream could not be built without it—the one thing he did not wish to experience again?

Was there some middle ground? Some deal that might be struck with Fate in which he could have the life, the family, without the pain? Or had his dream been sacrificed along with Natalia, both needlessly, senselessly lost?

A firm, feminine voice interrupted his thoughts. ‘May I join you?’ The woman stood before him, pastry in hand, a polite smile on her lips and an invitation in her eyes, even though she was inviting herself to his table, to his spare chair.

Hayes was immediately alert in the most masculine of ways. Coffee with a beautiful stranger; how could he refuse? The day was getting off to a phenomenal start despite the slightly maudlin direction his thoughts had taken a few moments ago. Hayes stood and held the chair for her. Alistair wasn’t the only one who knew how to live la dolce vita.

She gave another smile as he re-took his seat. ‘I couldn’t help but recognise a fellow Englishman abroad. I must warn you, though, I cannot stay long. I have an appointment. I do not want you to think I am rude when I have to leave soon.’

No, never that, Hayes thought. But she was blunt, straightforward, like her clothing. She’d seen a man who interested her, and she’d not hesitated to act on that interest, no games, no subterfuge. Such directness was its own aphrodisiac even at half-past seven in the morning.

‘It is no trouble. I have an appointment as well, so we shall keep our conversation brief. For now.’ He matched her bluntness with his boldness, letting his eyes hold hers longer than necessary, her own eyes answering with another lingering gaze of her own. The interest was mutual and confirmed.

‘Perhaps we will have a longer conversation later.’ In Italy, men and women both might venture more than they would otherwise amid the confines of English society. Hayes was already certain drinking coffee together would not be enough. She was unique, a true original, a fact subtly signalled by her attire. Her clothing was not the fashion, it was her fashion. Women spent a lifetime trying to cultivate such a look, and quite often failed.

‘Have you been in Florence long?’ she asked, taking a delicate bite of her maritozzi, leaving behind a tiny dollop of cream on her lips.

‘I just arrived yesterday afternoon. But I have been here before, after the siege of Genoa. It was a diplomatic mission. I was with the British Army under General Bentinck,’ Hayes explained.









































OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Author Note



		About the Author



		Booklist



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Note to Readers



		Dedication



		Contents



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Epilogue



		About the Publisher











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/chorn.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.png
BRONWYN SCOTT





OEBPS/images/pub.png





