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They hold our wildest dreams, keep our deepest secrets, and are our best friends when we are lonely.
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Special thanks to the St. Louis Ball Jointed Doll Group for the knowledge and inspiration.

London, 1852

“Can I see it, grandfather?” A small voice piped up beneath the sturdy oak workbench.

“Patience, dumpling, patience.” The elderly gentleman tinkered with a very special doll. The toy’s wooden limbs rolled between his fingers as he placed brass fittings over its ball joints. With deft turns of the last screw, he closed a hidden panel and held up the gift for his only descendant. Chika would be the recipient of all his worldly possessions upon his death, even if she wasn’t of his blood.

“Wow! She’s pretty.” The petite Japanese girl gazed at the doll. “She looks like me!”

“Yes, Chika, she does.” The grandfather, Mr. Jacob Wadsfellow, admired his handiwork. He’d taken care in securing a ceramic face that was molded with the slanted eyes of Asian folk. Jacob had gone to great lengths in finding suitable hair, hardwood, and fabric for the doll as well. He placed an ornate blue embroidered robe on the doll that was as beautiful as the child he’d adopted.

“Now, before I let you look at her, you must promise me,” Jacob put his goggles aside, stooped down in front of Chika, and hid the gift behind his back.

“Yes, grandfather.” Chika clasped her hands in excitement.

“Do not lose your dolly. Ever. Understood?” 

“Yes!” She squealed as if she would burst.

“In Japanese, she is ‘kicho,’ which means precious. Let’s name her.”

“Aika!” 

“Yes, Aika is a strong name. Take very good care of her. She’s as precious as you.” He handed over the doll as Chika’s eyes widened. “Look her over. Every piece of her was made just for you. Give her a little shake.”

Chika did as asked, and a gentle tapping emitted from inside the doll. 

“Hear that? It’s her heart.”

“Yes. She has a heart!”

“Of course she does. Just like you. A very special one at that, because this heart is a crown coin. And it’s been blessed to help protect you.” Jacob knelt next to the girl to show her the doll’s most important secret. “If I should leave or if you need help, you press the brass button here. Inside is the coin, yes?”

“Yes, grandfather.”

“You take it to Mr. Yoshito’s shop and give him the coin. He will help you, no matter what the circumstance. You promise?”

“Yes, I promise.” Chika ran her fingers along the silken locks of the doll. “But grandfather, what happens if she’s taken?”

“Hmm, well, let me tell you a story.” As Jacob stood, his creaky knees reminded him why he needed to have the doll finished. He was close to eighty years old. Time was of the essence.

He shuffled to his favorite rocking chair and motioned for Chika to sit on his lap. “Long ago, dollies like yours were gifts to protect their owners. If given to the wrong person, the scared spirit of the doll would remind the thief that she did not belong to them.”

“And if they did not give her back?”

“The dolls would come alive and kill those who dared to steal them.” Jacob chuckled.

“Really?”

“Yes, well, the wisdom of the ancient ones tells us not to steal. Again, remember Chika, do not lose your dolly.” He squeezed the child in a warm hug and hoped that he would live long enough for her to fend for herself. Chika’s mother could not.

_________

Hong Kong, 1847

“Ugh, this place. Horrific.” Amaya wrinkled her nose in disgust. She leaned against the separating table in the backroom of a laundry. The piles of smelly clothing seemed to grow even after hours of endless washing. The putrid linens made her stomach churn. She continued to conceal the vomiting that resulted from morning sickness. She had no idea how she was going to hide her pregnancy and continue to work under such revolting conditions. 

Amaya spied at the doorway that led to the cobbled streets of Hong Kong, then listened to the front of the laundry. It seemed busy enough that she could escape out the back for a moment. She ran out into the near dark, braced against the outer wall of the laundry, and let her bile fly into an ash pit. A scared cat hissed and shot away through the cluttered alley. Her shirt and apron were soaked from the humidity of the laundry. She gathered an edge of her apron to wipe her equally sweaty brow. Why was life so unfair? Her mind fogged over.

Blocks away, Jacob Wadsfellow hurried along as quickly as he could. The carriage he’d hired wouldn’t go further into the slums. He had to find the lost daughter of a fallen princess before the warring factions of the Chinese would fight over Hong Kong. It was his last foreign mission from the Society to do so. Months of searching had led him here. 

Jacob had inherited his father’s cobbler business. It was a shop that had long been a part of a large network of underground spies, the Society, which worked for the greater good. His trade made him comfortable with those who worked for the East Indies Trading Company. His English looks of pale pink skin and grey hair hid his knowledge of Asian ways and customs. 

The young woman he intended to collect, Amaya, was in danger, of that he was certain. Her background, however, was questionable. 

Jacob had reviewed her history again before this latest search. Amaya’s parents, Ming and Chin, had been linked to Japanese royalty and each spiritually gifted with visions. But favor with the Emperor was lost. Ming became pregnant around the age of sixteen. Rumors abounded that Chin had been Chinese. The two escaped to Hong Kong. It was easier to hide in a large city teeming with trade. Or so they thought. Shortly before their daughter Amaya’s birth, Chin dreamt that the samurai had come for them. Once Amaya arrived, she was sent to a convent and granted protection from the Society. Ming and Chin vanished into the American Wild West never to be seen again. 

“Such a tragedy to be without motherly love,” Jacob muttered as he caught his breath in the darkness. “And to have such need of help.”

Amaya was a curious child and gifted like her parents. However, her inquisitive personality proved to be her downfall. Early in her adolescence, she escaped the convent and found comfort in the tawdry opium dens that quieted her gifts. A visiting missionary was sent out to reclaim Amaya. Instead, he was captured by Amaya’s beauty and impregnated her. 

“Fool.” Jacob cursed the Member who had put his charge into such danger. “Hopefully, I’m not too late.”

Amaya returned to the slums, worked whatever jobs she could find, stole opium, and wondered how she was going to handle a child on her own. These very thoughts continued to cloud Amaya’s mind as Jacob approached her at the laundry.

“Hello, Miss.” Jacob’s voice startled the young woman.

“If you have laundry, you can drop it off in the front.”  Amaya stood tall even though she was lightheaded. She reminded herself that she needed to be careful. Who knows who the convent would try to send? 

“Are you Amaya?” Jacob could see the worry in her eyes.

“Who wants to know?” She tried to sneer, but it came out in a whimper.

“My name is Jacob Wadsfellow—”

“Are you with the convent?” Amaya braced to run even though her stomach was flip-flopping again. 

“No, but I am here to help you.”

“I—I don’t need any help.” Bile and more of the fruit she’d tried to eat crept into her throat.

The laundry manager burst into the alley. “Amaya? You lazy girl! Outside again? I’ll cut your pay. And who is this man?”

Despite her best efforts to combat her nausea, Amaya vomited again but this time it splattered all over the manager’s expensive leather shoes.

“Ah, no pay! None. This is a disaster. You go and never come back!” The manager spat and slammed the door behind him, leaving the elder Englishman and the wayward young Japanese woman alone in the dark alley.

“Change your mind?” Jacob teased.

“Okay, I’ll go with you. But if we end up anywhere near the convent, I’ll run.” Amaya smirked.

Hours later, Amaya was fast asleep on a plush bed in an expensive hotel in Hong Kong, her belly filled with nourishment. In the adjoining room, Jacob messaged his superiors about their impending trip to London. At last, he had found the young woman that many had been searching for. He’d even usurped the missionary who’d seduced Amaya. 

That young man, Brother Evan, wasn’t clergy. He’d infiltrated the convent and had planned on taking






















































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





