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            Chapter One

         
         
            London, England

            May 8, 1888

         

         “One first-class ticket for Liverpool, please.” Alexandra Atherton managed a smile for the ticket agent behind the window.

         
         “One way or return?”

         
         “One way.” Alexandra anxiously made her way across the busy train station, hardly able to believe she was doing this: running
            away, dressed in her maid’s old clothes, bound for Liverpool and the steamship that would take her home.
         

         
         Her escape, she knew, would cause something of a scandal. Over the past few years, whenever her name or one of her sisters’
            names had cropped up in the press, it was always followed by “the American heiress,” or “the daughter of multimillionaire
            banking tycoon Colis Atherton.” As if they were not actual people in their own right.
         

         
         Alexandra hated to feed the gossip, but after last night, what choice did she have?

         
         She had left a note explaining where she’d gone and why, which her maid Fiona was to “accidentally discover” later that afternoon.
            By then, it would be too late for her mother to prevent Alexandra from sailing. She just prayed that upon her reaching Liverpool,
            a berth would be available aboard the Maritime.

         
         The train platform was alive with the clamor of movement and conversation. Gentlemen in black frock coats and ladies in elaborate
            plumed hats darted to and fro, checking the printed timetables, studying the large clock hanging from the rafters, purchasing
            apples from a vendor and papers from the newsstand. As Alexandra wove through the crowd, she heard a high-pitched voice at
            her elbow:
         

         
         “Got a penny for a poor orphan?”

         
         She paused. Before her stood a raggedly dressed, dirty little girl. Alexandra’s heart went out to the creature, who gazed
            up at her with wide eyes, her hair all in a tangle.
         

         
         Alexandra wondered how a penny could possibly be of any help to a child in such need. Withdrawing her coin purse from her
            reticule, she offered the child a shilling. “Here you go, little one.” Suddenly, more children in similarly dirty clothing
            appeared and crowded around her.
         

         
         “Mine!” cried a boy.

         
         “No, mine!” cried another.

         
         A grubby fist flashed out and snatched the shilling from Alexandra’s grasp. She couldn’t tell if it was the first girl who
            took it or one of the boys; indeed, she wasn’t entirely sure what happened next. All Alexandra knew was that multitudes of small, filthy hands were striking at her as young voices erupted
            in raucous shouts. Her coin purse was suddenly wrenched from her grasp, and a second later her handbag was gone.
         

         
         “Wait! Give it back!” Alexandra cried, as the flock of children fled. “Help! Stop those children! They’ve stolen my bag!”

         
         No one made any move to help her. Alexandra pushed her way through the crowd, racing after the children, but the ragamuffin
            band vanished as quickly as it had appeared. At the end of the platform, she stopped to catch her breath. The whole incident,
            she saw now, had been cleverly played, the efforts of a pack of urchins who preyed on unsuspecting travelers.
         

         
         She searched for a policeman (what did they call them here? Bobbies?), but realized that even if one materialized, she couldn’t
            report the theft. She was dressed as a servant, in the act of running away.
         

         
         Alexandra stood rooted to the spot, overwhelmed by a crushing sense of horror and disappointment as the depths of her predicament
            became clear to her. Her handbag was gone. It had held all her money as well as her train ticket. She hadn’t been able to
            take anything else with her, and now had nothing left except the clothes on her back. Clearly, there would be no trip to Liverpool
            today, and no voyage to New York.
         

         
         Tears stung Alexandra’s eyes as she made her way back through the train station. What should she do now?

         
         She considered the English girls she’d met over the past five weeks of the London Season, but realized they’d be no help.
            Not a single one had responded to Alexandra’s attempts at friendship. They’d seemed to consider Alexandra too outgoing, too
            outspoken, and had eyed her with reserved and stony suspicion, as if she were there to deliberately steal away all the best
            men. The matrons Alexandra had met had all befriended her mother. Nor could she seek refuge from Rose Parker, a debutante
            from Chicago who’d landed her titled man the year before and was now the most miserable human being in creation, entirely
            under the thumb of her husband.
         

         
         As Alexandra exited through the train station’s high Doric portico, she wiped tears away. It was over. It was all over. Unless
            she wanted to starve on the street like the poor, ragged, toothless woman selling apples at the curb, Alexandra had no alternative
            but to go back to Brown’s Hotel with her tail between her legs.
         

         
         Even though it would spell her doom.

         
         Even though her mother would surely lock Alexandra in their suite again until she agreed to marry Lord Shrewsbury.

         
         Well, Alexandra told herself, as she hailed one of the waiting hansom cabs and climbed aboard, her ruse had worked this time.
            She would just have to think of something new and try again in a few days for another ship.
         

         
         “Brown’s Hotel,” she instructed the cabbie through the trapdoor near the rear of the roof.

         
         “That’ll be a shilling.” The man’s tone conveyed his distrust of such a shabby customer.

         
         Alexandra peered up at him through the tiny window behind her. “Sir, I’ve been the victim of a robbery. My handbag and all
            my money were stolen. I’ll see to it, however, that you are paid upon arrival.”
         

         
         “Cash in advance, Yank, or there’s no ride.”

         
         “Sir, my name is Alexandra Atherton. My father is a multimillionaire. If you will please take me to Brown’s Hotel, I assure
            you that my mother will pay my fare.”
         

         
         “And who’s your mother? America’s first lady?” A brief, contemptuous laugh escaped his mouth. “There’s plenty of folk who’ll
            be happy to pay in advance, girl. Go on, step down.”
         

         
         Cheeks flaming, Alexandra climbed down from the vehicle. She tried every cab in sight, but it was always the same story: no
            fare, no ride. Alexandra was incensed and humiliated. She was an heiress. She’d attended college! She’d been the belle of the ball at numerous events of the London Season. Yet she was being treated
            harshly, simply due to the clothing she wore.
         

         
         Alexandra realized she’d have to walk. How many miles lay between Euston Station and Brown’s hotel? She had no idea. During
            the cab ride that morning, she’d been so absorbed in her thoughts, she hadn’t paid attention to their route.
         

         
         Pausing at a corner, Alexandra asked a shoeshine man how to get to Brown’s Hotel. His instructions were long-winded and delivered
            in a thick cockney accent. She was able to gather, though, that it was a journey of about two miles. Following his gesticulations,
            she began walking south.
         

         
         It was a gray, cloudy spring morning with the threat of rain. Although Alexandra had always enjoyed long walks in the countryside
            growing up, she’d never been enamored of strolling in a city. The sidewalks of London were jammed with men and women rushing
            about their business, and the streets were clogged with traffic. Horse-drawn carriages of every size and description jockeyed
            for position with hansom cabs, men on high-wheel bicycles, and buses topped with crowds of people. The air, heavy with soot
            and smoke, was further befouled by the stench of horse dung and urine that covered the street and lay piled up in heaps at
            the curb. A boy of twelve or thirteen dodged among the vehicles, struggling to scoop the excrement into a bucket, but it was
            a futile battle.
         

         
         Alexandra waited for an opening in the traffic, then raised her skirts and picked her way across the street. Thank goodness
            she’d worn her oldest, sturdiest pair of walking boots, the only shoes she possessed that wouldn’t have looked out of place
            with the plain black cotton dress she wore. Even so, by the time she reached the opposite curb, she’d had to scrape off the
            filth that clung to her soles.
         

         
         She plodded on, past a street locksmith’s stall, a man towing a barrel organ on wheels, and a fancy wear dealer selling porcelain
            ornaments from a wheelbarrow. Sandwich-board men crowded the curb, wearing signs proclaiming such slogans as TRY DR. CLARKE’S TONIC AND HAIR RESTORER and DRINK COLA: IT QUENCHES THE THIRST AS NOTHING ELSE WILL.

         
         Twice more, she stopped to ask for directions. Eventually, a clock on a bank building told Alexandra she’d been walking for
            two and a half hours, and she began to wonder if she’d made a wrong turn. She should have reached Brown’s Hotel by now. At
            the very least, she should recognize something of the neighborhood. But nothing looked familiar. Instead of elegant white
            houses, she saw rows of redbrick buildings and streets lined with shops and pubs.
         

         
         “Fresh muffins!” shouted a woman in a cheap dress and dirty apron who was selling bread and pastries beneath a makeshift tarp.

         
         The aroma of freshly baked goods made Alexandra’s mouth water. She hadn’t eaten anything since dinner the night before, having
            planned to purchase something at the station. Although she’d never bought food off a city street cart in her life, she would
            have been happy to do so now, if only she had the money.
         

         
         Alexandra’s feet were beginning to hurt, and she was growing tired. She was more alarmed, however, by the darkening clouds
            and increasing chill in the air. Shivering, she noticed a chimney sweep leaning against a wall and approached him. “Is Brown’s
            Hotel nearby?”
         

         
         “Brown’s Hotel?” The sweep scratched his head beneath his cap. “Well now, miss, if you’re headed for Brown’s Hotel, you’d
            best take a cab. It’s a good three or four mile from here, and looks like rain any minute.”
         

         
         Alexandra’s spirits fell. Three or four miles! Clearly, she’d wandered very far out of her way. “I have to walk,” she replied
            with resignation. “Can you please point me in the right direction?”
         

         
         He barked out a few instructions, then indicated an alley just up the street. “You can cut through that lane beyond the Horse
            ’n’ Hound, it’ll save you ten minutes.”
         

         
         Alexandra thanked him, and they moved off in opposite directions.

         
         She turned into the narrow, refuse-strewn alley, and was halfway down it when a big man in a rough coat and cap emerged from
            a doorway and stopped directly in front of her.
         

         
         “Well, well, well, what’s the hurry, lassie?” he called out in a thickly accented voice which was slurred from drink.

         
         A foul stench emanated from his body. Alexandra wrinkled her nose, more irritated than afraid of this unexpected disturbance.
            “I’ve already been robbed once this morning,” she declared flatly, as she attempted to dodge around the man. “I have nothing
            left to give you.”
         

         
         He grabbed her forcefully by the arm, grinding her to a halt. “I wouldn’t say nothing, lassie.” With beady eyes, he studied
            her slowly from head to toe, then back up again, giving her a leer that exposed a mouthful of rotten teeth.
         

         
         Alexandra’s pulse now quickened with apprehension. “Please, let me go.”

         
         “Not until you gives us a kiss.” He pressed his free hand to her back and yanked her against his chest.

         
         “Don’t!” Panic surged through her as she turned her face away, struggling to break free.

         
         The man persisted, pressing fleshy lips against her neck. He reeked so strongly that Alexandra felt bile rise in her throat.
            Her arms were trapped, so she kicked at him, landing a good one against his shin. He roared in pain and fury. Still gripping
            her upper arm, he raised his other hand as if to slap her, when all at once the skies opened up and unleashed a sudden, cold,
            and very heavy rain.
         

         
         Her attacker started in surprise, the unexpected downpour causing him to loosen his grip. Alexandra took advantage of the
            reprieve to free herself and fled back down the alley. The pelting rain came so fast and furious that in seconds, she was
            wet through.
         

         
         At the lane’s end, Alexandra burst onto the sidewalk—and plowed directly into someone. She heard the sound of breaking glass,
            glimpsed a man’s startled face. Spinning in a half circle, she staggered backward into the street.
         

         
         What occurred next came all in a whirl: the clatter of hooves. A horse’s whinny. The sight of a vehicle bearing down on her.
            The world tilting as she dodged sideways. A sharp pain in her head.
         

         
         And then she knew no more.

         
          

         “Bloody hell!”

         
         Thomas Carlyle stared at his recent purchase, now smashed to bits on the sidewalk, the victim of a collision with a woman
            who’d raced out of the alley.
         

         
         As he stood there, pelted by freezing rain, he saw the woman careen into the street, directly into the path of an oncoming
            vehicle. He gasped in horror as the woman stumbled and fell to the ground, where she lay unmoving as the horse and carriage
            thundered past, narrowly missing her.
         

         
         Was she dead? He hoped not—the carriage didn’t appear to have touched her. A few people hurried by, huddled beneath their
            cloaks and umbrellas, paying no attention to the prone figure lying in the muck and mud.
         

         
         He ought to do the same.

         
         This is not your affair, an inner voice warned. He was cold and wet. He had work to do. He shouldn’t get involved. But another, stronger voice insisted,
            This is partly your fault. If she—whoever she was—had not run smack into him, she might not have stumbled backward into the road.
         

         
         Thomas spied a carriage rapidly headed in the young woman’s direction. She could be crushed in the next instant. With no time
            for further deliberation, he darted into the street and scooped her up. Once he regained the safety of the curb, he stared
            down at the limp form in his arms, rain dotting his spectacles as he noted several things in rapid succession:
         

         
         She was young and slender with long limbs and a pale complexion. Her black dress and worn boots marked her as a member of
            the working class. The bodice of that dress pulled tight across an ample bosom—a sight mere inches from his eyes, and from
            which he had difficulty averting his gaze.
         

         
         Those breasts, he saw now, were moving gently up and down. Thank heavens. She was breathing. She was alive. But what on earth had happened, to cause her to run full tilt like that out of the alley,
            without looking where she was going?
         

         
         Thomas peered down the alley from which she’d emerged. No one was there. He glanced back at the street to determine if she
            had dropped a handbag or any other item which might help identify her, but he saw nothing other than the sodden, trampled
            remains of a straw hat.
         

         
         The rain was coming down in buckets, rapidly washing away the street muck that had clung to the young woman’s hair and clothes.
            What was he supposed to do now? He considered dropping her off at the Horse and Hound, in the hope that someone would take
            pity on her. But no, that wouldn’t be gentlemanly. Besides, she might need medical attention. He had no idea, though, if there
            was a doctor’s surgery in the neighborhood.
         

         
         He couldn’t just stand there holding her in the pouring rain. He lived a block away. It seemed best to bring her there and
            let Mrs. Gill take over.
         

         
         When he arrived at the redbrick townhouse, unable to reach the key in his pocket, Thomas gave the dark green door a few solid
            kicks. “Mrs. Gill! A little help, please!”
         

         
         A moment later the door was flung open. His Irish landlady, her graying hair half hidden beneath a white cap, was all astonishment.
            “Mr. Carlyle! What on earth?”
         

         
         “This young woman fell in the street,” Thomas explained as he brushed past Mrs. Gill into the compact foyer. “She was nearly
            run over by a carriage and appears to be unconscious. Pray, allow me to bring her into your parlor.”
         

         
         “Of course,” Mrs. Gill cried, skirts rustling as she bustled after him. “The poor thing! Who is she?”

         
         “I have no idea. Forgive me,” Thomas added as they entered the small, overstuffed room, where a fire was blazing in the hearth.
            “We are both drenched through and dripping all over your carpets.”
         

         
         “Just you stand by the fire and wait, Mr. Carlyle. I’ll fetch towels and blankets before you set her down.” Mrs. Gill disappeared
            into the back room.
         

         
         Thomas moved to the hearth, grateful for its flickering warmth as he made a more comprehensive study of the woman in his arms.
            She looked to be in her early twenties, a few years younger than himself. She was pretty, her oval face and delicate features
            reminiscent of Romney’s early paintings of Emma Hart. Her hair, too wet to determine its true shade, had come loose and hung
            in waves to her waist.
         

         
         He guessed her to be a shop girl or seamstress, or perhaps a servant on her day off. As he gazed down at the lovely yet helpless
            form he was holding against his body, Thomas felt an unexpected spark of interest and compassion. He hoped she was going to
            be all right.
         

         
         “Here we are.” Mrs. Gill returned, her arms full of cottony fabric. She draped several towels over the sofa, and Thomas laid
            the insensible young woman down.
         

         
         She was starting to shiver now, and so was he. Mrs. Gill removed the girl’s gloves and dabbed at her with a towel, then tucked
            a blanket over her, while Thomas dried off his own face and hair and wiped his spectacles clean.
         

         
         “You’d best take off that wet coat, Mr. Carlyle,” Mrs. Gill advised, “lest you catch a chill.”

         
         He obliged, shrugging out of the sodden garment, which she took and hung over the fire screen. “Now what? Shall I fetch a
            doctor?”
         

         
         “Let’s give her a minute. She’s young and healthy-looking, no doubt she’ll wake up soon enough. A doctor would cost a pretty
            penny, which you and I can ill-afford.”
         

         
         Thomas flinched at this assessment. He had never told Mrs. Gill—nor any of his clients in town, for that matter—who he really
            was. If anyone knew, he would be treated differently; he certainly wouldn’t be able to stay here any longer, or to continue
            his work. But what she’d said was true. His finances were in a bad way. Ever since he was a child and aware of such things, he’d had the vague impression that money, for his family,
            was a problem. Now that he was twenty-eight years old and faced with all the sordid facts, his sense of mortification over
            the situation was acute.
         

         
         A soft moan issued from the direction of the sofa, interrupting his thoughts. Glancing over, he saw that the young woman was
            moving restlessly beneath the blanket—hopefully, a sign that she would soon wake up.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         Alexandra was running down a garden path, tall hedgerows looming on either side. Her head ached, an incessant throb that echoed
            the hammering of her feet. What was she running from? She couldn’t remember.
         

         
         A group of young ladies in evening gowns suddenly glided into her path.

         
         “What sort of girl marries a man thousands of miles away from home?” intoned the first lady in an upper-crust English accent.

         
         “An American girl with a heart of ice,” replied the other from behind her fan.

         
         They both sent withering glances in Alexandra’s direction. Her heart seized with indignation. Before she could formulate a
            reply, her mother stalked up, eyes glittering with anger and ambition.
         

         
         “You will marry him, Alexandra! How else are your father and I to earn a spot in Mrs. Astor’s Four Hundred?”
         

         
         Suddenly, her mother vanished, replaced by two well-dressed Englishmen smoking cigars. The first was Viscount Shrewsbury:
            middle-aged, red-faced, and so obese, the buttons of his waistcoat looked fit to burst.
         

         
         “I am looking forward to dipping my wick into that one.” Lord Shrewsbury tapped ash from his cigar as he darted a covert grin at Alexandra.
         

         
         “And looking forward to getting your hands on all that money,” declared the second gentleman with a dark laugh.

         
         Her stomach churning, Alexandra tried to dart around the two men. But as the second man disappeared, Shrewsbury dropped his
            cigar and blocked her path. “No need to be shy, Miss Atherton.” Before Alexandra could blink, one of his beefy hands pulled
            her to him, and the other fondled her breast through her low-cut gown. Then his mouth clamped down on hers as his tongue thrust
            deeply into her throat.
         

         
         Alexandra pushed him away with a choking gasp of horror. He tasted like a chimney laced with something stale and foul. “Sir,
            you forget yourself!”
         

         
         “I forget nothing.” Lord Shrewsbury smirked. “We are soon to be wed. I am simply sampling the merchandise.” He grabbed her
            again. Alexandra tried to scream, but no sound emerged from her throat.
         

         
         A woman’s voice now seemed to come out of nowhere: “I think she’s coming round.”

         
         Alexandra opened her eyes, heart pounding, her mind whirling in a fog of dazed confusion. Her first coherent thought was a
            jolt of immense relief. She’d just been dreaming. She wasn’t in that garden with Lord Shrewsbury, not anymore.

         
         But where was she? Why did her head ache? And why did she feel so cold, grimy, and wet?

         
         Alexandra took in her surroundings. She was lying on a sofa beneath a coarse blanket in a small, unfamiliar parlor. The furnishings
            were simple and looked as if they’d seen better days. Two windows draped by heavy, faded curtains looked out on a brick wall.
            It was pouring down rain outside. A kind-faced, middle-aged woman in a white cap loomed nearby, smiling.
         

         
         “There! She’s with us.” Her lilting accent was decidedly Irish.

         
         “Pray, do not be alarmed,” came another voice, a male voice, with an English accent as rich as clotted cream.

         
         A tall gentleman approached the sofa. He had a long, lean frame. His hair, cropped shorter than the current fashion, was wheat
            blond shot through with gold, as was his neatly trimmed mustache. As he crouched down beside her, she noticed that the collar
            of his white shirt was frayed.
         

         
         “Welcome back, miss.” His eyes, behind wire-rimmed spectacles, were the warmest, most captivating shade of chocolate brown
            she’d ever seen. “You fell in the street. I brought you to the lodging house where I am staying. This is my landlady, Mrs.
            Gill. How do you feel?”
         

         
         Alexandra wanted to say that her head hurt and she ached in several other places as well, but her lips wouldn’t formulate
            a reply.
         

         
         “Can you tell me your name?” he persisted.

         
         Her name? A memory presented itself: she was a young girl, playing in a garden with two other girls. “Lexie,” she murmured
            softly.
         

         
         “My name is Carlyle. Do you remember what happened to you?”

         
         Alexandra tried to think, despite the dull pounding inside her temple. The man—what was his name, Carlyle?—said she’d fallen
            in the street. She vaguely remembered that now. It had been raining. A carriage was bearing down on her. She’d stumbled, must
            have hit her head and passed out. Another memory surfaced: she’d collided with a man on the sidewalk—this man.
         

         
         Before that, she’d been running down an alley, like the one in her dream, trying to escape.

         
         Escape. With a sudden flash of clarity, the realization of who she was and everything that had happened to her came back in a rush:
            the events in the garden last night, the escape from the hotel that morning, the children who’d robbed her, her exhausting
            trek across London, the villain in the alley.
         

         
         “Yes, I remember,” she replied slowly. “I was accosted by a drunk in an alley. Then I was almost run over by a horse and carriage.”

         
         Mr. Carlyle abruptly stood, the warmth he’d formerly displayed disappearing. “You’re American.” He frowned down at her in surprise, pronouncing the last word with undisguised disdain.
         

         
         Her nationality didn’t seem to bother Mrs. Gill, who gave a short, delighted laugh. “American! Well now, who would have guessed?”

         
         “I am American,” Alexandra remarked, adding with an attempt at humor, “but don’t worry, it’s not contagious.”
         

         
         Mr. Carlyle didn’t even crack a smile, just took a step back and lapsed into silence. Alexandra had the sense that he was
            done with her. Why? She wondered if he was one of those people who thought all Americans were vulgar and obnoxious. Well, it didn’t matter. She wouldn’t stick around where she wasn’t wanted. “How long have I been out?”
         

         
         “About ten minutes or so is all,” Mrs. Gill answered. “Does your head hurt, dearie?”

         
         “Yes. But I guess that’s to be expected. Thank you both so much for your help. Now I ought to be on my way.” Alexandra flung
            back the blanket and tried to stand, but her head began to pound so violently, she had to grab the back of the sofa to keep
            from falling.
         

         
         “You’re not ready to go anywhere just yet,” Mrs. Gill insisted. “You just sit back down, Lexie, there’s a good girl.”

         
         Alexandra did as she was bidden. “Thank you.” It was strange to hear this woman call her Lexie—no one ever used that nickname
            except her sisters.
         

         
         “Is there a friend or family member whom we might contact, to let them know you are here?” Mr. Carlyle seemed anxious to get
            rid of her.
         

         
         The mention of family caused a brief flash of guilt to warm Alexandra’s cheeks. Hours ago, she would have been discovered
            missing from her hotel room. Her mother would be livid. But if Fiona had played her part and delivered Alexandra’s note, her
            mother would presume Alexandra to be in Liverpool by now, boarding the steamship Maritime.

         
         It suddenly occurred to Alexandra that the accident might have proved to be a good thing. Mrs. Gill seemed like a sympathetic
            woman. If Alexandra could just stay here for the night, it would buy her time to think, to figure out where to go next and
            what to do.
         

         
         “What’s your surname?” Mr. Carlyle asked impatiently.

         
         Alexandra hesitated. If she told these people who she was, they’d surely contact her mother, who would storm down here like
            the seven Furies and drag Alexandra back to the hotel, force her to marry that horrid man. If, on the other hand, Alexandra
            kept her identity a secret . . .
         

         
         Honesty, Benjamin Franklin had once written, was the best policy. It was a point of honor for Alexandra that she’d never lied
            to anyone. People didn’t always want to hear the truth; she’d lost friends because of it. Still, she’d clung to the principle,
            believing that life was simpler if you stuck to the facts. It pained her to even think of deceiving this kind woman who’d taken her in, and this man who’d most likely saved her life.
         

         
         But she couldn’t go back to her mother. She just couldn’t.

         
         Alexandra swallowed hard. Maybe she could just bend the truth a little.
         

         
         “My name is Lexie Watson,” she said, blurting out the first surname that popped into her head, inspired by a story by Arthur
            Conan Doyle, published the previous December. “I’m afraid I have no friends in England, nor any family to turn to.”
         

         
         “None?” Mrs. Gill was aghast.

         
         Alexandra shook her head.

         
         “An employer, then?” Mr. Carlyle prodded. “What brought you to London? Who do you work for?”

         
         So, he presumed her to be a member of the working class. She had no wish to dissuade him of the notion; it seemed like an
            excellent cover. “I’m not employed at present.” Entirely true.
         

         
         “What did you do before?” Mrs. Gill asked.

         
         Now that she’d started down this road, there was no turning back. Willing the pain in her head to go away, Alexandra thought
            fast. She needed a story that would fit with the clothes she was wearing. She considered saying that she was a lady’s maid
            like Fiona, but doubted she could portray someone of that profession or social standing with conviction.
         

         
         And the less lying, the better.

         
         In the Poughkeepsie neighborhood where she grew up, Alexandra used to read to children who were sick, and at the library.
            She’d also helped to organize summertime fetes for young people. “I worked with children.”
         

         
         “Oh, you’re a governess, then?” Mrs. Gill nodded. “I suppose you came overseas on holiday with one of those wealthy American
            couples? I hear they bring their entire staff with them to watch over their children, while they traipse all over Europe and
            God knows where looking at monuments and such.”
         

         
         Alexandra cast her eyes downward, hoping her silence evoked affirmation.

         
         “Well, what happened?” Mrs. Gill went on. “After bringing you all this way, why on earth did they let you go?”

         
         Here, Alexandra could also stick to the truth. “Last night, at a party, a gentleman of high rank tried to force himself on
            me.”
         

         
         “Dear me!” cried Mrs. Gill.

         
         “Tried to force himself . . . ?” Mr. Carlyle’s brow furrowed with reprehension.

         
         Alexandra blushed fiercely at the memory of Lord Shrewsbury’s assault. “When I reported what happened, the gentleman’s side
            was taken. Circumstances deteriorated, and I had to leave.”
         

         
         The reserve Mr. Carlyle had exhibited earlier began to fade, replaced by a hint of empathy. “I see.”

         
         “So they didn’t believe you.” Mrs. Gill sniffed with disgust. “It doesn’t surprise me; highborn folk like that always take
            the man’s side in such things.”
         

         
         “I wandered the streets for hours.” So far, except for her last name, Alexandra hadn’t uttered a single lie—and she was determined
            to keep it that way. “A band of urchins stole my few belongings. Then I was attacked by a drunk in an alley. I was trying
            to escape from him when I ran into you, Mr. Carlyle.” It was strange to think that for twenty-four years, she’d led such a
            sheltered, pampered existence . . . and now, in the space of less than twenty-four hours, she’d been robbed, physically assaulted
            by two different men, and nearly trampled to death by a horse and carriage.
         

         
         “Good heavens! What an awful time you’ve had, Miss Watson.”

         
         Mr. Carlyle frowned. “Do you truly have no one in London whom we might call?”

         
         “No. If you hadn’t helped me, I don’t know what would have happened. I’m in your debt, sir. Once again: I thank you.” Alexandra
            attempted to stand, but her head began to spin again and she had to plunk back down. “Oh. I’m sorry.”
         

         
         “No need to be sorry.” Mrs. Gill patted Alexandra’s shoulder. “You hit your head and were senseless, and that’s nothing to
            make light of. Why, I had an uncle who bumped his noggin and went right back to work the same day, then dropped dead the next
            morning! No! I won’t hear of you going anywhere—and where would you go in any case, not knowing a soul in London, and without
            a penny to your name? You’re just going to have to stay the night.”
         

         
         Success! Alexandra thought.
         

         
         Mr. Carlyle’s expression, however, implied that he wasn’t thrilled by this idea. He excused himself to go change out of his
            wet clothes, and Alexandra heard his footsteps as he hurried up the stairs.
         

         
         An hour or so later, when she felt strong enough to stand and walk, Mrs. Gill invited Alexandra to accompany her to the kitchen.

         
         “Mr. Carlyle seems to be annoyed with me,” Alexandra commented as she followed Mrs. Gill down a narrow hall to the back of
            the house, presuming that she was to be offered an early dinner. “Have I offended him somehow?”
         

         
         “Don’t worry yourself about him, dearie. He’s a strange one, for all that he’s so handsome, and the best tenant I’ve ever
            had.”
         

         
         “Strange in what way?”

         
         “Well, for one thing, he’s so quiet. Normally, I’d be grateful for that in a tenant. But just now, when he brought you home,
            that’s the most I’ve heard him say in one sitting since the day we met. All right then, here we are.”
         

         
         The kitchen was old and cluttered but clean, with a fire blazing in a large grate. Several pots were boiling on the stove,
            and the aromas of cooked beef and hot broth filled the room. A girl in a stained apron sat at a table, peeling potatoes.
         

         
         “Here’s some soap and towels,” Mrs. Gill announced, handing said items to Alexandra, “and a clean nightdress. It belongs to
            Mary, but should fit you all right.”
         

         
         Soap and towels? Nightdress? That’s when Alexandra spotted a sizeable tin tub by the fire, half filled with water. She froze in dismay. Alexandra was
            dying to wash the street grime from her hair and body, but did Mrs. Gill truly expect her to bathe here, in the kitchen, in front of the scullery maid?
         

         
         Her thoughts darted to the extravagant bathroom at her family’s new mansion on Fifth Avenue—the polished marble floor and
            walls, the luxurious claw-foot tub, the gleaming porcelain sink, the gold-plated fixtures. Every hotel she’d ever stayed in
            on the continent and in London had been first class. Even the modest bathroom she’d grown up with in their house in Poughkeepsie,
            with its tile floor and exposed pipes, had been palatial in comparison to this.
         

         
         “My lodgers are obliged to use the public baths,” Mrs. Gill explained, as if noticing Alexandra’s hesitation, “but they’re
            closed now. After falling in the road, I thought you’d be glad of a wash on the premises, as I do.”
         

         
         “I am,” Alexandra said slowly, glancing at the maid.

         
         “Mary!” Mrs. Gill cried sharply, pulling the curtains shut on the windows. “Leave the potatoes and be gone with you. Let’s
            give this young lady some privacy, shall we?”
         

         
         “Yes ma’am.” The maid wiped her hands on her apron and scooted out the door.

         
         “If you give me your dress, I’ll brush it clean as best I can,” Mrs. Gill offered.

         
         “That’s very kind of you.” Alexandra removed her dress and handed it over.

         
         “I put a pitcher by the tub for rinsing. You enjoy a good soak now. I’ll be in the front parlor when you’ve finished.”

         
         “Thank you.”

         
         Mrs. Gill left the room and shut the door.

         
         Alexandra set her shoes on the hearth, then slipped out of her undergarments, unsure what to do with them. She’d always had
            a maid to take care of such things. Noticing her gloves hanging over the fire screen, she followed suit, hanging her wet petticoat,
            drawers, stockings, chemise, and corset in a similar fashion.
         

         
         What have I gotten myself into? she wondered as, naked and shivering, she stepped into the tub and sat down. She had now descended to the lowest of the low:
            bathing in the kitchen of a London boardinghouse.
         

         
         It’s only a temporary inconvenience, she reminded herself against the dull pain that still throbbed inside her head. She’d
            find a way out of this mess, and soon. As she lathered up her hair and body with the bar of hard castile soap, and dipped
            the pitcher into the bathwater to rinse herself, she was just grateful to be warm again, and to feel clean.
         

         
          

         Thomas cursed inwardly as he bounded down the stairs. His landlady was a kind woman. Far too kind. It was bad enough that
            Miss Watson would be staying the night—most likely in the room directly down the hall from his. But knowing Mrs. Gill, it
            was entirely possible that she’d let this penniless vagabond stay for weeks on end, until she figured out what to do with
            herself.
         

         
         He couldn’t let that happen. Being around this Miss Watson for even a single day would be a constant reminder of all that
            he had suffered and lost.
         

         
         He’d thought that was behind him, that he’d gotten over it, had moved on.

         
         Clearly not.

         
         The two women looked nothing alike, although both were admittedly beautiful. But their American accents were the same, their
            voices eerily similar: a husky, melodious contralto he had once thought endearing. The moment Miss Watson had opened her mouth,
            all the bad memories had come crashing back, a stab to the gut.
         

         
         Somehow, he told himself as he marched down the hall to the rear of the house, he had to make it clear to Mrs. Gill that the
            young woman must leave in the morning, even if it meant he had to pay for her to lodge elsewhere.
         

         
         Turning the handle on the kitchen door, he pushed it open, expecting to find Mrs. Gill.

         
         He froze in the doorway. Mrs. Gill was not within.

         
         Instead, he beheld a vision of supreme loveliness.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         Miss Watson, naked and glowing, was sitting in a bathtub before the blazing hearth.

         
         Thomas knew he had no right to be seeing this. He should leave, this instant. Instead, he stood on the threshold, drinking in the sight of her, a perusal which would be forever after imprinted on his
            brain.
         

         
         She looked like something out of a painting by Botticelli. Firelight glimmered on ivory skin and round, perfect breasts with
            luscious pink nipples. Her head was tilted back, her eyes were closed, and her lips were curved in a smile of serene contentment
            as she slowly emptied a pitcher of water over herself. Rivulets streamed over her long hair and down the lush curves of her
            body. Beneath the water, he glimpsed her crossed legs and a hint of the dark patch that lay between.
         

         
         Damnation. His reaction was almost primeval. Heat consumed his face. His mouth went dry. His heart pounded like a hammer. All the blood
            in his veins thrummed through his body and arousal flared up within him.
         

         
         His conscience bore down on him as he struggled to regain his wits. He should not be staring at her like some despicable Peeping
            Tom. He had no right invading her privacy, had seen far more than was proper or decent.
         

         
         Thank heavens her eyes were still closed, and she didn’t appear to have sensed his presence. Backing away, Thomas quietly
            shut the door.
         

         
          

         Alexandra thought she heard a sound. Was it the door? With a flash of unease, she set down the empty pitcher, wiped moisture
            from her eyes, and opened them—but the door was shut, and there was no one else in the room.
         

         
         Alexandra stood and toweled off, shivering. She put on the nightgown, grateful that Mrs. Gill had also left her a shawl of
            pale gray wool to wrap around her shoulders.
         

         
         She found the landlady asleep in the front parlor, her knitting in her lap.

         
         “And how was your bath?” Mrs. Gill asked, awakening and heaving her plump form out of her chair.

         
         “Very nice, thank you.” Alexandra never would have guessed that a bath in a tin tub in a kitchen could prove to be so revitalizing.

         
         She followed Mrs. Gill up the stairs to a small bedroom where another fire burned in a tiny fireplace. The furnishings were
            simple: a bed, a dresser, a small corner table, a chair. The carpets were as threadbare as those in the hall, and the wooden
            floor equally scuffed.
         

         
         “My rooms on the top floor are all let,” Mrs. Gill explained. “I hope this will do for the night.”

         
         “It’s great. Thank you so much, Mrs. Gill.”

         
         Alexandra dried her hair by the fire and drank the bowl of soup and dose of aspirin Mrs. Gill brought up on a tray.

         
         “I hope you feel better in the morning, dearie,” Mrs. Gill said as she cleared away the tray.

         
         Alexandra climbed into bed and lay back against the pillow, weariness descending on her like a cloud. The night before, she’d
            been so tense she hadn’t slept a wink, and her long walk through the London streets, not to mention the bump on the head,
            had done her in.
         

         
         “You’ve gone to so much trouble on my behalf, Mrs. Gill,” she murmured. “I don’t know how to thank you.”

         
         “You just did.” Mrs. Gill turned down the light with a warm smile. “You get a good rest now, Miss Watson. Tomorrow is another
            day.”
         

         
          

         When Alexandra opened her eyes the next morning, to her relief, her headache was gone. A glance at a bedside clock revealed
            it to be half past eleven. Dear Lord, she’d slept nearly half the day away! As she sat up in bed and remembered where she
            was, the anxiety over her situation came flooding back.
         

         
         Her desperate attempt to run away had gone disastrously awry. In one fell swoop, she’d removed herself from all familiar comforts
            and privileges and was stuck in a frightening limbo, dependent on the kindness of strangers. As good-hearted as Mrs. Gill
            was, she likely expected Alexandra to depart that very morning.
         

         
         Which meant she was going to have to figure out her next move, and quickly.

         
         Rising, Alexandra discovered a pitcher of water and a basin atop the dresser, along with a hairbrush and a dish containing
            hair pins. All of her clothes lay on the corner chair, dry and neatly pressed, and the black dress had been brushed clean.
         

         
         Such kindness, Alexandra thought.
         

         
         A stab of guilt pierced through her. How could she ever repay Mrs. Gill? Judging by her modest home, Mrs. Gill wasn’t a wealthy
            woman. She depended on the income of boarders like Mr. Carlyle to make a living. Yet she’d given Alexandra shelter and cleaned
            her clothes without asking a thing in return.
         

         
         What had Alexandra done to deserve it? Nothing, other than to arrive on the doorstep unconscious. Then she’d given a false
            name and, hoping to gain Mrs. Gill’s pity and hospitality, had allowed that good woman to draw erroneous conclusions about
            her.
         

         
         It wasn’t right.

         
         Maybe she ought to come clean. Tell Mrs. Gill and Mr. Carlyle who she really was. Go back to Brown’s hotel, to her real life.
            That’s all it would take: a simple admission, and she would be Alexandra Atherton again, dining in five-star hotels, bathing
            in marble bathrooms, and not beholden to total strangers.
         

         
         Instead, she’d be beholden to her mother.

         
         She’d have to marry Lord Shrewsbury.

         
         No, no, Alexandra’s mind screamed. Anything but that.

         
         “We’ll start with you, Alexandra,” her mother had gloated when she first brought up this London Season nonsense, “then introduce
            Madeleine and Kathryn, one at a time. That will open every door to New York society for your father and myself!”
         

         
         Alexandra had tried to do her part, hoping she’d meet someone she could respect and perhaps love, and make her mother’s dream
            come true. But the past five weeks had been a real eye opener. The gentlemen she’d met talked of nothing but hunting and horses.
            They complained about being in debt, but did nothing about it. Compared to the men Alexandra knew in New York, who were ambitious
            and worked hard for a living, British noblemen seemed dull and lazy. She couldn’t bear the thought of spending her life buried
            in the country on some crumbling English estate with such a man in exchange for the dubious prestige of a title. Especially
            Lord Shrewsbury. Just thinking about him make her skin crawl.
         

         
         As she freshened up and got dressed, Alexandra considered what to do. She still wanted to go home. She wanted to go back to
            school. Her mother had forced her and her sisters to leave college to prepare for this title-hunting madness. Madeleine and
            Kathryn were back at Vassar now, waiting their turn for a Season, and Alexandra wanted to join them. If her father refused
            to pay for another year’s tuition, Alexandra determined that she’d make it happen. There must be someone who’d be willing to give her a loan. Her parents might try to force Alexandra to marry
            someone else someday, but she wouldn’t do it. She’d support herself if need be. How, she didn’t know—she’d cross that bridge
            when she came to it.
         

         
         In the meantime, she had to figure out how to get home.
         

         
         A second-class ticket on a steamship would cost ten pounds. Could she wire her father and ask him to send money? No, he’d
            just alert her mother to Alexandra’s whereabouts, and tell her to do whatever her mother wanted.
         

         
         The irony of her situation wasn’t lost on her. Once, ten pounds would have been such a paltry sum. All her life, whenever
            Alexandra had needed money, her mother or father had given it to her. She’d never worried about where her next meal was coming
            from, or given a thought to how much that meal might cost. Even as a child, when her father had earned a comparatively modest
            living as the owner of the local bank, there’d been enough money for anything she or her sisters wanted—a new sled and skates
            in winter, Bavarian china tea sets for their dolls in summer, the newest fashions in spring and fall. And ever since her father
            had become obscenely rich, there’d been an endless well of money at their disposal.
         

         
         Now, she was cut off, entirely on her own.

         
         To the average person, she knew, ten pounds was a great deal of money. How was she going to get her hands on it?

         
         With a sigh, Alexandra buttoned up the bodice of her black cotton dress, studying her reflection in the small looking glass.
            The dress was truly ugly, such a step down from the exquisite gowns she’d been wearing recently, created especially for her
            by Frederick Worth in Paris.
         

         
         She quickly chastised herself for the thought. At least the dress wasn’t wet or dirty anymore. For that she was extremely
            grateful.
         

         
         Picking up the brush from the dresser, Alexandra tugged it through the tangles of her long hair, perplexed as to how to style
            it. She’d never done her own hair before. Even while at Vassar College, she and her sisters had lived at their family home
            in Poughkeepsie and commuted to classes, relying on servants to take care of their every need. During the Season, an expensive
            French hairdresser had curled and woven Alexandra’s locks into elaborate styles, while she’d sat reading magazines or novels.
            She had no idea how to do this on her own.
         

         
         Her fingers were clumsy as she struggled to pin her hair up into a simple bun at the back of her head. It took several tries
            to get it looking halfway presentable. She still wasn’t satisfied with her efforts, but there was a light tap at the door.
            Alexandra answered it to find Mrs. Gill holding a tray.
         

         
         “Ah, at last you’re up! I was getting worried, and didn’t want to wait any longer. Did you sleep well? I hope your headache
            is gone?”
         

         
         “Yes to both questions.” Alexandra stood back to allow Mrs. Gill entry. “Thanks so much, Mrs. Gill, for drying out all my
            clothes and cleaning my dress.”
         

         
         “It’s the least I could do, after what you’ve been through.” Mrs. Gill set down a tray holding a cup of tea and a dish covered
            by a metal dome. “I’ve got a hot breakfast for you, for all that it’s after noon. Mr. Carlyle was finished with his newspaper
            so I brought it along, in case you wanted something to read.”
         

         
         Glancing at the newspaper, Alexandra caught sight of a small headline announcing an article to be found in the society pages:
            American Heiress Leaves Country. Involuntarily, she let out a gasp.
         

         
         “What is it, Miss Watson?”

         
         Alexandra’s mind raced. She wondered if the article was about her, and if Mrs. Gill suspected who Alexandra was. A brief glance
            at the landlady calmed her fears; the woman was merely gazing at her with concern. “It’s nothing. I’m just hungry. This smells
            wonderful.”
         

         
         “My tenants do seem to like my cooking. Well, enjoy your breakfast, Miss Watson. Set the tray on the table in the hall when
            you’ve finished, and Mary will fetch it. When you’re up to it, we can discuss what’s to be done with you.”
         

         
         “Thank you.” As soon as the door closed behind Mrs. Gill, Alexandra dropped into the chair, flicked open the newspaper to
            the society pages, and began to read:
         

         
         
            American Heiress Leaves Country

            No Word for Peer Fiancé

            Returning to New York aboard Maritime

            American heiress Alexandra Atherton, 24, who dangled her charms and fortune before the elite of London society in the first
               five weeks of the Season hoping to exchange cash for a coronet, has reportedly left London and is en route to New York.
            

            Miss Atherton is the daughter of American millionaire and banking tycoon Colis Atherton. Considered by many as a featured
               prize this season, her dowry was said to be $1 million, the equivalent of £200,000.
            

            The heiress reportedly received two proposals of marriage before her abrupt departure from these shores. The first offer,
               this reporter was told, came a fortnight ago from the Baron Reginald Waterbeach-Stokes but was refused, suggesting that Miss
               Atherton may have set her sights on landing a higher-ranking peer.
            

            That appeared to be the case, as Miss Atherton’s engagement to Viscount Shrewsbury was reported yesterday in this newspaper.

            Such transatlantic alliances have become increasingly common of late, featuring title-seeking young American women whose fortunes
               provide a much-needed injection into the estates of cash-strapped British peers.
            

            Not everyone, however, is enamoured of the trend. Some feel that this influx of Americans threatens the British way of life,
               and dilutes the blood of the peerage by producing heirs that are half-American—a people who, little more than a hundred years
               ago, declared their freedom from our country via a violent war.
            

            Other views are more personal. One debutante this season was recently overheard commenting: “What chance does a British girl
               have against these wealthy, social-climbing Americans, who can afford elaborate jewels and endless new dresses from France?
               If they continue to shuttle across the Atlantic and invade our Season, who will be left for us to marry?”
            

            Alexandra Atherton has apparently shuttled across the Atlantic in the opposite direction, without a chaperone, and with no
               word for her fiancé.
            

            According to our source at Scotland Yard, the young lady’s mother, Mrs. Josephine Atherton, discovered her daughter missing
               from their rooms at Brown’s Hotel yesterday morning. Fearing that Miss Atherton had been abducted, Mrs. Atherton immediately
               informed the authorities, who began an investigation.
            

            A few hours later, Mrs. Atherton insisted that they call off the search. A letter had apparently been discovered explaining
               her daughter’s whereabouts. Miss Atherton, it seems, made her way to Liverpool, where she boarded the steamship Maritime, bound for New York.
            

            The reason for Miss Atherton’s departure is unknown. It remains equally unclear whether or not a union between Atherton and
               Lord Shrewsbury will now take place.
            

            Viscount Shrewsbury and Colis Atherton could not be reached for comment.

         

         Alexandra flung the newspaper down on the table with annoyance. To describe her as someone who’d “dangled her charms and fortune
            before the elite” was unfair. She hadn’t come to London by choice. She’d never wanted to “exchange cash for a coronet.” It
            had all been her mother’s idea.
         

         
         The thing that really raised Alexandra’s hackles, though, was that from reading this article, no one would know how vile Lord
            Shrewsbury was. He’d been after Alexandra’s money and had tried to take physical liberties with her. She’d never even accepted
            his proposal; her mother had arranged it behind her back. This article lay all the blame at Alexandra’s feet, making her seem
            like a spoiled princess. And there was nothing she could do about it.
         

         
         Alexandra’s irritation was momentarily diverted by the aromas rising from the food tray. She realized she was famished. Lifting
            the dome, she discovered a full English breakfast: eggs, bacon, grilled tomato, browned mushrooms, and a slice of buttered
            toast.
         

         
         Alexandra picked up the fork and dug into the meal, savoring every bite.

         
         As she ate, Alexandra mulled over her situation. Her mother thought Alexandra was on board the Maritime. Presumably, her father would send someone to fetch her when the ship docked in New York in ten days. Which gave Alexandra
            ten days to come up with a new plan.
         

         
         Her best bet, she decided, would be to try to stay here until she had money and a safe place to go. This gave her three immediate
            objectives. Somehow, she had to
         

         
         1. Extend her stay at the lodging house.

         
         2. Figure out a way to recompense Mrs. Gill for room and board.

         
         3. Acquire the money for passage to New York.

         
         How was she going to accomplish all that?

         
         Could she find a job? Alexandra had never worked a day in her life. Who would hire her, and to do what?

         
         Still stewing over this dilemma, Alexandra left the room with her empty breakfast tray. Moving down the hall, she noticed
            that the door to a room across the way was slightly ajar, and a pungent odor emanated from inside.
         

         
         She paused in surprise, recognizing the smell: it was oil paint.

         
         Her curiosity aroused, Alexandra set the breakfast tray on the hall table and knocked lightly on the door. “Hello?”

         
         No answer. Unable to restrain herself, Alexandra quietly pushed the door open.

         
         The spacious sitting room clearly served as an art studio. No one was there. The two large windows were open, filling the
            room with light and admitting a slight breeze. All the tools of the oil painter’s trade were scattered about: brushes, paints,
            palettes. A privacy screen stood next to a rack of clothing. The sofa was piled high with books and props. Against one wall,
            a cream-colored backdrop hung from floor to ceiling. An inner doorway led to an adjoining chamber, where she spied a bed.
         

         
         The most arresting focal points of the room, however, were two large portraits painted in oils, standing on easels. Drawn
            like a moth to a flame, Alexandra crossed the room to study them more closely.
         

         
         The first painting—a gentleman in fine clothing—appeared to be completed. It had been rendered with such mastery and attention
            to detail, Alexandra couldn’t take her eyes off it. The subject’s expression was so real and captivating, she felt as if he
            lived and breathed. The portrait was signed in the bottom right corner: T. Carlyle.

         
         So, this was Mr. Carlyle’s room. Mrs. Gill had mentioned something about him keeping to himself and just doing his work. Now
            Alexandra knew what he did for a living. She had always admired artists, oil painters in particular. A thrill ran up her spine,
            to think that the man who’d rescued her—had carried her in, unconscious, from the street—was a portraitist. And what a tremendous
            talent he was!
         

         
         She turned to examine the second portrait. It was far along, but unfinished. It featured a tall, slender woman in a spectacular
            white satin evening gown. Alexandra guessed the subject to be in her late twenties. Small pink roses adorned the young woman’s
            upswept dark hair. Her dress was embellished by a glimmering silver sash that crossed over her chest just beneath the bustline,
            and billowed in stiff folds at the shoulder. The pale skin of her face and chest appeared almost luminescent. The subject’s
            arms and hands were as yet only hastily sketched in, as was part of the sash, and the background was still incomplete.
         

         
         “What are you doing in here?” a male voice called out crossly.

         
         Alexandra started with surprise and whirled to find Mr. Carlyle behind her, carrying a small package wrapped in brown paper.
            “Sorry, I didn’t mean to snoop, Mr. Carlyle. I was walking by and smelled paint. The door was open, and I just had to look.”
         

         
         “Well, you have looked. Now
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