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ISABELLE TRIED NOT to run out of the church. She tried not to cry.

She succeeded at the first, but watching the wedding and the bride—her cousin—and her groom ride away for their honeymoon was too much. Tears filled her eyes. You are a fool, Isabelle. How might things have gone differently if she’d spoken up, told Edwin she loved him?

Should she have?

Something in her said she was a fool both not to act on it and to consider it. He was more than a decade her senior, after all.

Now, it was too late. He and Jera headed off to their honeymoon.

Honorine threaded an arm around her. This, her sister, was the only one who knew she loved Edwin.

“Don’t fret, Belle. I’m sure you’ll find someone.”

“How do you know?”

Sympathy filled her amethyst-colored eyes, and Isabelle felt stupid for snapping at her. If anyone knew her pain, it was Honorine. If anyone knew broken hearts and how they mended, it was her sister. “Finding someone to distract you now would be nice, wouldn’t it? Or something to distract you.” Honorine nudged her fondly. “Shall I race you home?”

“Mother will scold us.”

“I’m sure she will.” Honorine gave her the usual mischievous smile she wore when she teased, still playful though she was out and married to Wallflower’s assistant stationmaster, living in their own flat closer to the Wallflower Subway Station. Isabelle missed plotting with her sister like this on a regular basis.

Her grandmother straightened the ribbon laced through her locks. “Now that this is over, my dear Belle, you might think more about what you’re going to tell the Women’s Auxiliary Committee, which abilities you want to highlight when you meet with Mrs. Furse.”

Which skill do I have that they’d need? At eighteen, she’d only so far focused on helping her older sister, her family, in their endeavors. Her sister was married now, and a student at the women’s college. She had her own life, and Isabelle floundered, looking for her own. “Grandmother, did you have to push through my application?”

Her grandmother patted her hand. “I know, dear. You’d much rather spend your time chasing ... what is it you do, my dear? Running for your father’s trains?”

Isabelle huffed and scooted away. “It was one time.”

“Talk to Mrs. Furse, and take copious notes.”

Honorine nudged her. “There. That’s something she’s good at, Grandmother.” Their grandmother frowned. Honorine ignored her. “You can offer your services as their secretary.”

“I will tie you to the tracks if she does—for making such an appalling suggestion of your sister.” Grandmother turned her attention back in Isabelle’s direction. “Belle, I want to hear everything you and Mrs. Furse talk about. If nothing else, tell your father to visit me at lunch and report.”

His lunch was usually grandmother’s dinnertime, but there was no point refusing. “Yes, Grandmother.” Isabelle wasn’t looking forward to this meeting at all and wished her grandmother had spent more time thinking about Jera, this last year, than her future. “Perchance, are you and Grandpa still planning to go to Crete in August? I think I’d like to go with you.”

A young man stood outside the church, a perplexed look on his handsome face.

“We’ll see.”

“I have an idea.” Honorine weighed the small bag of rice in her hand. A mischievous smile lit up her pretty, heart-shaped face.

Isabelle studied her. What’s she thinking?

Honorine threw the rice at her. Isabelle sidestepped.

Isabelle poured out a handful of her own. Honorine ducked away behind cousin Theodora. Isabelle threw the rice at her.

“Oh, my word!” cursed a deep male voice.

Shock filled Isabelle too as the rice slammed into a young pedestrian’s face. The same pedestrian they’d watched a moment ago. Now here the young man was, approaching them, only for her to throw something at him.

“Goodness!” Honorine leaped into action. “I’m so sorry, sir. I believe my sister was aiming for me.”

He was red-haired and almost as tall as Shane, but thinner than her brother-in-law. With Shane, his father, and Edwin around, she was used to men of Celtic features and height. Dark eyes peered at them. But he was thin, and suntanned. Unusually so for the weather this close to London.

“Blame her, not me, please.” Isabelle twisted the top of the rice bag in her fingers, wishing she might disappear.

“It was entirely my fault.” The gentleman tipped his bowler hat. “My pardon, ladies, I hope you don’t mind the trouble, but I’m looking for the abodes of Franklin and, or rather, Everett Camden. Do you happen to know where I might find them?”

He had a nice smile, Isabelle thought, but how young he was... he seemed only her age, maybe nineteen but she doubted it.

Oh Lord, another man. Another man she didn’t need.

“You’re looking for our father and uncle?”

“Yes, miss.” One lone grain of rice nestled above his ear. “He’s your father?”

Again, Isabelle wished for a train to roll by and squish her.

“Father!” Honorine called out for him, but Isabelle kept her attention on the stranger.

Father strode up to them, handsome in his dark brown coat and slacks, his mustache curled for the wedding, his cheeks bright from a tipple of wedding wine. Despite their maid’s best efforts, though, she still smelled a touch of coal smoke to his clothing. “Why are you shouting for me, my dear?”

Mother trailed behind him. “Why are you shouting at all?”

Isabelle answered for her. “Papa, this young man would like to talk to you. Mr....”

“McFadden.” The fellow watched her a moment more before turning his attention to her father.

Papa shared a glance with her mother. “What’s this about?”

Aunt Viola, her cousin Silas, and the younger children, waited by the church door. Uncle Franklin, holding Viola’s arm, watched them curiously.

He nodded to Franklin. “Your brother spoke to me recently of your—” Here, he looked at her father.

“—station, and I find I was intrigued. Might I ask you a few questions about it?”

Isabelle looked to her sister, curious. Honorine shrugged.

“Are you a reporter?” Mother asked.

“No. Oh! That’s right. You were having some trouble with those varmints.”

Isabelle giggled.

“Lyall McFadden, at your service, Ma’am.” He looked back to her father. “If you wouldn’t mind, sir, I need a bit of advice on plans for my own station.”

Father launched into an introduction and Mother sighed. Father patted her arm. “Go on, dear. I’ll be along directly.”

McFadden tipped his hat to them and followed him.

Isabelle watched him go. As the stranger spoke with her father, Isabelle tugged Honorine’s hand. “Who was that?”

Honorine and her mother shared a glance, and turned the question on their Aunt Viola.

“Viola,” Mother said, “do you know that man?”

“I’ve never seen him.”

“You haven’t?”

Viola ran the length of a blue ribbon trailing from the sash of her lavender dress along in lithe fingers as she considered him. “Never.”

“I met him while I was away in Dublin,” Franklin said. “But I never expected he’d visit Wallflower.”

“Dublin?” Mother said. “So he too is an Irishman.”

But now that Isabelle thought of it, she didn’t think her mother’s guess correct. “His accent didn’t sound Irish. I wonder who he is.”

Franklin explained that the young man showed interest in Edwin’s property, but on his second day of negotiations for the property, he learned the young man gave up his attempt to purchase it. He didn’t know why.

Isabelle didn’t know what to do with that information so filed it away as an interesting tidbit and wondered if she’d see him again.

The wedding played in her mind, Edwin taking his vows to another, and Isabelle found herself wide awake that night, and crying.

Why didn’t you speak up about your feelings for him? That could have been your wedding.

Frustrated, and with the moon’s light keeping her up that night, she sat in her window, gazing at the sky, trying to place where Orion’s Belt was. Since her sister had married, she’d found herself studying the sky more at night. The configurations of the stars intrigued her.

After a fitful rest, and waking too early, she dressed herself, missing Honorine’s assistance putting up her hair. The maid set tea out on the breakfast table as she entered. Mother hadn’t emerged from her bedroom yet. Isabelle poured herself a cup of tea and carried it into the parlor. Here, she opened the desk in the corner and retrieved stationery and one of Father’s newfangled fountain pens to write a note to her cousin Jera. By the time she finished, her governess, Miss Pett, emerged from her room. Isabelle shoved the note into an envelope.

“Can you deliver this for me?” she asked father’s valet who followed the governess from the opposite doorway.

“I’ll put it in with the others for this morning’s delivery, miss, if you’d like.”

“What was that, dear?” Mother asked, watching her thank the valet. “Why are you bothering Oscar so early, this morning? 

As she considered the question, heat warmed Isabelle’s cheeks that had nothing to do with the summer sun coming in the windows. Maybe she was remiss. The old fellow had barely had his arm in his livery jacket when she accosted him as he emerged from his room.

“And it only a Monday, too!”

Isabelle made a face at her mother’s joke. “I wanted to send a note of congratulations to Jera.”

She didn’t lie. She had ended the note with congratulations. But if she’d asked their plans, her mother didn’t need to know that. She folded her hands around her teacup. “Miss Pett, what lesson are we working on today?”

“Something succinct for today, Miss Pett,” Mother said. “I thought I might take her on my morning visits.”

The governess nodded. “Very well, Mrs. Camden.”

Mother indeed jaunted around town, first to Mrs. Sheedy’s, then to a visit to the pastor’s wife, and then they went round to the visit the teacher who helped with Honorine’s Christmas party. “I promised to have tea with her after Honorine’s party last year,” mother sighed. “I only meant to go once.”

Once had turned into once at Valentine’s, then at Easter, and now, here, in June. They took tea with the woman, and then at three, made their way home. Isabelle convinced her to stop by the bookshop and she left with a new tome of Keats poetry.

Home, Miss Pett accosted her for a lesson in advanced geometry.

Isabelle wrinkled her nose. Geometry was a subject she still struggled with; couple that with trigonometry, and her head swam with numbers. Not as romantic as the stars themselves.

Jera had spoken of wanting to attend the Season, last spring. Perhaps Grandfather would take her to one of the parties this year. That should add some romance to her life!

If he felt up to it.

Even though not once, in her seventeen years, had her grandparents made any plans to attend those events. Grandmother had her own dinners at home, and only sent maids and couriers to London for her, when she felt the need. Everything local seemed more to her tastes. Grandfather was a viscount, yet he agreed with her sentiments.

Isabelle didn’t understand them. She wished they would take her to a Season. She was old enough.

Maybe they would this year.

Or maybe Jera would throw one of her parties, when she and Edwin returned home. Maybe Jera would place a scientist on the guest list. Such a fellow would be a nice substitute for ... her former crush.

A knife turned in her heart and Isabelle wasn’t sure she’d want to attend one of Jera’s salons so soon. Maybe not for a long time to come.

“Miss Isabelle, are you listening to me?”

Isabelle blinked and looked to her book, then to Miss Pett. The governess folded her hands on the top of her own book and watched Isabelle over the top of her wire-framed glasses.

Isabelle skimmed the page. “I think I lost you after the Conjecture of this problem. Forgive me. Would you mind repeating what you said a few moments ago?”

The lesson continued for another hour. Isabelle found herself staring at the windows, wondering about myriad things: Father’s acquaintances and dealings with the station, the angle of the sun, Aunt Viola’s last garden party; her cousin’s friends. Why didn’t she set her sights on one of them?

The simple answer was because they were his friends and she remembered the lot of them chasing each other in games as children. When they’d run races together, she beat them to their random markers nearly every time. She remembered how they’d all balked at her victories. Still, anyone of them would be a better fit than stupid old Edwin.

She finally put the lessons away for the afternoon and Isabelle turned to her mending. As Miss Pett stepped into the kitchen, she saw Agatha—who had the dual job of their maid and cook—standing at the back door, talking to Mrs. Tandry. Mrs. Tandry slightly older than Agatha and showing signs of arthritis in her hands, where Agatha still retained her youthful vigor, even at forty.

Seeing Shane—and now Honorine’s—housemaid, Isabelle took up her paper and pen again and scribbled a note to her sister.


It was good to see you yesterday. When are you going to come home to visit us?

What did Jera tell you about their plans?


When are Jera and, more importantly, Edwin coming home was a question she wanted to ask, but on the other hand, she knew she had no right to pry into Jera’s business that far. She hoped her sister wouldn’t put her question down to anything more than curiosity.

Searching for a way out that wouldn’t make her sound so desperate, Isabelle added,


I think I might have an idea for her next salon.





What would she tell Jera if Honorine conveyed the possibility of an idea to her? She scanned her family’s bookshelves.


I wonder if she might consider a reading of Little Women, sometime.



Simple enough, and at least it wasn’t something as telling as if she’d suggested a romance like Henri Meilhac’s Frou Frou, or Romeo and Juliet.

An hour later, her sister sent back an answer:


Jera and Edwin are going to France, Germany, Norway, and Jera hoped the Orient, I believe she said. On the way back, they plan to visit Rome.



That would add another few weeks to their journey, then.

So Isabelle opened her map. She might miss them in France and cut across southeast, now, to Rome and from there, Crete. If I time it right...The thought of not seeing Edwin again tugged at her heart. Happy for them both she may be, it was too soon. The thought of Jera’s affection for him, and he for her, made tears well in her eyes.

Why didn’t you tell Edwin you loved him before now?

Their age difference was the barrier. If her mother balked at Shane’s age, surely she would faint if Isabelle spoke of her love for Edwin.

A trip wasn’t in her father’s budget—especially now. However, she had no doubts her grandmother wouldn’t really mind if she insisted on the trip.

That in mind, she retrieved a fresh sheet of stationery and composed a second note outlining a possible itinerary.


Dear Grandmother...



Maybe, instead, she and Annie would take the trip. She had her own dowry. Her grandmother’s solicitor might be persuaded to loan—

No, Edwin had worked in that same profession. Surely, if she asked for a loan enough to travel, they’d gossip about her, and Edwin and Jera would soon know she was traveling, too, and they’d detour to meet up with her.

Wouldn’t they?

Her mother knocked on her bedroom door, and Isabelle looked up to see the sun setting across her room. When had the day flown by?

“Is everything all right, dear?”

Her question focused Isabelle’s attention on her mother’s concern. Mother squinted at her, as if script of the most damning colored her skin and she read all the thoughts in her mind.

“It’s time for dinner.”

“Is it?” Isabelle snatched the small watch from Honorine’s vanity—her vanity now. Eight o’clock. “Oh.” Of course it was. Her father wouldn’t be home for hours but Mother always kept a semblance of a respectable schedule for the girls.

“Didn’t you hear Agatha call you?”

“Yes, Mother.” Isabelle set her note and plans aside. “I’m coming right down.”
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[image: ]


LYALL HADN’T A WORD from Mr. Camden since Sunday.

Not only had it been church he’d interrupted, but a family wedding. Fool of you to accost him at church, Lyall. Don’t you know any better?

In his defense, he had no idea he was interrupting a wedding.

And as everyone piled out of the church, said-wedding must surely have ended. But Camden shunted him off fast enough.

You didn’t play that introduction well at all, Lyall. What’s wrong with you?

Lyall frowned at the doors of Wallflower Subway Station.

I didn’t know of what his day’s plans consisted, after all.

And besides, whatever else had happened that day, Mr. Camden had invited him to the station.

Whether or not he means to boot your harebrained self onto a train out of town is another matter.

Lyall hoped to make amends here today. The man had been receptive enough to at least listen to the short version of his proposal. If he weren’t at least half-interested, Lyall thought Mr. Camden might not have extended the invitation, and he’d be standing on a platform now headed elsewhere, instead of the stairs leading up to the gentleman’s office.

The office neither he, nor his assistant stationmaster were currently in.

“Mr. Camden?” The young lackey he’d stopped stared at him. “You’ll find him around somewhere, sir.”

“Somewhere?”

The young man scanned the station below them and Lyall did too. A wide open space lay out before them, the space broken by turnstiles, ticket booths, and a hundred or more people skittering across its marble floor like manic rats. What the young man saw in that crowd, Lyall wasn’t sure. He himself saw no one resembling the man he’d met yesterday.

The young man blinked at him. “Wait here, if you please, sir. I’ll see if I can find him for you.”

Even as Lyall nodded, the man shot off like a rabbit spooked by a gunshot’s echo. Meanwhile, Lyall crossed into the main concourse, and studied a notice board closest to the staircases. Someone had handwritten the times of departure and arrival here, with the stations along Wallflower’s route as well in chalk. He made out the ghosts of several other listings underneath today’s schedule. If he needed any further proof of the busyness of this little town’s subway station, it was here for all to read.

“McFadden?”

A new voice called his attention from the schedule board. Mr. Everett Camden strode toward him, his bushy mustache not as finely kept as yesterday, smudges of coal on his hands, forearms, and cheeks. A slight pinkness colored his broad neck.

Behind him, another man followed, the sleeves of his white shirt rolled up and similar coal streaks on his arms. Lines of sweat were visible on his light forehead, as well as strands of red hair matted to it. The man’s graceful neck proved more sunburned than his colleague’s, but he didn’t seem to complain, his steps light as he ran up the stairs behind Camden.

Lyall offered his hand. “Yes, sir. Did I disturb you?”

“Not at all. I forgot the time.”

His companion had the grace to look abashed, or maybe that was due to the sunburn. “My fault, sir, I was supposed to alert him.” He offered his hand. “McFadden, is that Northern Irish or Scottish?”

“A little of both.”

“I confess, it’s nice to meet another countryman.”

Lyall was surprised to hear the man speak Gaelic and by his Gaelic last name when Camden introduced them. “You’re from Ireland?”

“Aye, me da dragged me over from Ballycastle and I’ve never gone back,” Shane said, still in Gaelic. “Where might your family be from?”

“Da’s from Port Ellen. But me grandmama’s side hails from Near Draperstown.”

Shane flicked a glance to Everett. “He says he’s originally from Draperstown, in Northern Ireland, sir.” Everett nodded and Shane addressed Lyall again in English this time. “A heritage similar to mine. Me ma is a Scot. You’ve no accent from either. That’s funny.”

“I’ve spent most of my life in Arkansas,” Lyall said.

Shane’s nose twitched. “Sure, you can’t be a famine child. You’re too young.”

“You are?”

“Aye. A bit of misfortune, that.”

Mr. Camden cleared his throat. “MacIntyre?”

Shane left off his next question. “Sorry, sir. Come in, McFadden.”

Elegant chaos of clutter described their office, yet they’d allowed enough space for Camden, MacIntyre, and a visitor. “I regret interrupting your work, sirs.” Lyall tucked his hands behind his back, studying the two men as they studied him. “As much as I regret having interrupted your worship yesterday.”

Mr. Camden waved off the apology. “It was a wedding, son. People were coming and going all morning. But I’ll bet you guessed that, since my youngest pummeled you with the rice.”

Lyall thought surely Mr. Camden wasn’t the groom. That left only Shane. “Congratulations are in order?”

Shane blinked in answer to his question. “Me? You missed mine last year, but you’ve met my lady wife yesterday.”

The idea of which she might be confused him and that seemed to make Everett laugh. 

“You’re not the only one our family puzzles. You met my daughters yesterday. He stole Honorine, my eldest, from me.”

Honorine being... not the one who pelted him with rice, he assumed.

Shane dipped his head in what Lyall took as reverence. “With your permission, sir.”

“Barely. Sit, McFadden.”

Shane plucked a pile of papers from the third chair. “What can we do for you?”

“Sir, I’m here for your expertise.”

Shane shared a glance with his superior. “How so?”

“He’s not taking up poetry.” Everett winked. “He’s interested in this place.” He waved his hand around the room.

“Right so, sir. I’ve read about what you’ve done here.”

Shane drooped. “What the papers say about us, of late, can’t be trusted. The subway accident deaths have colored their perceptions of the underground. I assure you, it’s the safest way to travel.”

Lyall opened and closed his hand. “I didn’t mean to reference your troubles.”

“Things like this happen, even if we don’t hear about it often.” Shane seemed to droop even more, hands fisted on the desk, until he took a breath and with will, forced his hands to relax. “If you’re not here about the crash, then your interest is in...”

“The running of a place like this.” There, now you’ve done it, McFadden. Before either man examined him too closely, and scoffed, “But you’re a boy”, he forced the explanation from his mouth. “My uncle took over the running of our station in Camden, Arkansas. One he inherited when my father, the Duke of Huntersvale, died. I was too young at the time to take it on.”

“You’re a duke’s son?”

Though that news made Mr. Camden sit up straighter, Lyall scolded himself for mentioning it. “A poorer son.”

“Forgive me, Lord McFadden. We didn’t know.”

Lyall waved off their homage. He was, in point of fact, no doubt as rich as the men responsible for the major development of Wallflower Station. Back home, his bankers tallied his family’s holdings into the billions. His meaning was that, in terms of affection, he and his father had a poor relationship.

Yet he wasn’t comfortable with these men enough to disclose his full bank ledgers or more of how he felt about his father.

“I wouldn’t say so, as your father’s demise bequeathed you the title.” Everett shuddered a little and Lyall wondered why.

“Only because he had no other heirs save me.”

Again, Everett seemed to chew over that fact. “I think I understand.”

He noticed a little dip in the mood of the room.

Lyall rolled his fingers. The men seemed to take the news of his inheritance well.

“Trains, though, I well understand the appeal,” Shane said. “And your town is named Camden?”

“Strange, isn’t it? Your brother’s name, that’s what piqued my interest.” He nodded to Everett. “How ... auspicious, I thought, and had to speak with him.”

“He never mentioned that part about you.”

Lyall nodded. “My parents met on t’other side of the Atlantic. Ma lived in Arkansas, at the time, sir. Truth to tell, I’ve spent most of my life there. I’ll skip the rest of the story and get right to business, if you’d rather, sir. What you need to know is that I have my eye on a station in Petworth.” His eye and his finances. “But don’t think that means my station’s ready to open today.”

“I think I understand,” Shane said. “You don’t want to build it, necessarily, but see it thrive.”

“That’s it exactly, sir.”

“Petworth.” Everett tapped his fingers together and harrumphed. “My niece owns property there. It’s an up and coming little village.”

“I hope so, sir. Between it and our holding in Arkansas, I hope to have something to leave my sister, if the need arises.”

“God forbid. Most girls aren’t interested in trains,” Everett said.

“Not Katrine.” He shrugged. “She’s enamored of trains.”

“A lady after my own heart.”

“Girl, sir. She’s young, only ten years old.”

“I see.” Everett paused and tapped a pencil on his desk in time with a rumble that Lyall supposed was the arrival—or maybe the departure—of another subway train. “So you want to build a subway. For all I know of Petworth, I assume it’s no trouble.”

“Unless of course your property is too close to wells,” Shane said.

“I doubt that’s an issue. This isn’t Arkansas. What I hoped in barging in on you? I hope that learning from you will save me whatever trouble might come to a lesser prepared man.” Lyall shook his head. “I’ve seen men lay tracks, and I’ve seen my uncle bicker with them while they work, but all as far as an aboveground railroad goes. I imagine a subway presents a whole different host of troubles. I’d love to bypass those troubles, and make mine as successful as yours.”

Shane opened his mouth.

Lyall held up a hand.

Shane even then cut him off. “Whatever else we are, now, I can’t argue with you that we had some success before all our trouble.”

“So Mr. Camden told me.” Lyall folded his hands. “What else I need to know, that’s why I’m here.”

They explained all about the tunneling out procedure and how long and how much money it took to lay the tracks across Wallflower and connect to London’s other lines. They explained how many times they had to sit down with investors. He thought he’d known that but scribbled out everything they had to tell him. He wrote down names of people here in town he should talk with, and Mr. Camden promised to introduce him to as many as possible while he was here. With any luck he might actually go home with some investors here in town. If not, he at least now knew what to say to the ones he would have to talk to back home. So they wouldn’t treat him like a fool. The track builders he knew in Arkansas and had spoken to them directly so had come to Britain with a clear idea of what he might have to do in Petworth. But several of them had laughed at him when he said where he wanted them to lay the tracks. Perhaps, with Mr. Camden’s expertise behind him though, the men of Petworth would take him more seriously.

They spent half the day giving him notes and guidance and Lyall wondered if his head would ever stop spinning.

Lyall took all the notes they were willing to share with him, punctuated now and then by interruptions by their assistant. It was only when Everett realized he was out of tea that they finally noticed the time. “Six o’clock? Katrine will be expecting me.”

Everett opened a drawer and removed one of his business cards to give Lyall. “Your mother must be proud that you dote on your little sister so much.”

Lyall’s heart stuttered. “Yes, sir. I hope so. She passed a while ago.”

They offered condolences and Lyall followed as Mr. Camden and Mr. MacIntyre led him to the station concourse. Here, Lyall approached a ticket counter.

“What? Do you think we’d make a colleague pay?” Mr. MacIntyre stopped him and leaned into the ticket window. “Give our friend a ticket to...” He met Lyall’s gaze. “Where are you headed, McFadden?”

“In London. Near Lincoln’s Inn Fields.”

“There, please Alfred.”

The man nodded, said, “Yes, sir,” and scribbled off a ticket.

MacIntyre handed it to him. “Here you are, Lord McFadden.”

Lyall blinked at it. “Sir?”

“With my compliments.”

“I can’t.” He nodded to all the potential passengers standing behind them. “It wouldn’t be fair to the others.”

“I insist.”

But he noticed Mr. MacIntyre too paused. Was he reconsidering? Lyall spied a pretty, older woman passing by, in not the newest or richest clothes. She even stopped, opened her reticule, and considering the boards, looked anguished as she read.

Lyall held up a finger. “Here, what do you say we compromise? I pay for that woman’s ticket and then I’ll take yours.”

“Ah.” A hint of a smile twitched Mr. MacIntyre’s lips. “I’m not sure she’s here to actually ride, but I’m interested to see if she’ll accept.”

Lyall did a double take, studying the woman. She was a little too thin, but maybe that had to do with how tight she’d tied her corset to accentuate her bosom. The ruffles at her cuff and around her bustle had seen better days, as he supposed had the lady wearing them. The deep red rouge on her lips gave him a clue. However, he thought she was in need, no matter what trade she used to pay her way. He approached the woman and gave her a little bow. “Where might you be going, miss?”

Closer now, the woman didn’t seem as old as he first suspected. Young enough to know how to play coy, she batted her eyelashes. “Where might you want me to be, sir?”

“Wherever makes you most comfortable.” He held the ticket out to her. “I have a ticket here I find I have no need for, at the moment. You’d want to be going where?”

She closed her reticule, the strings making an audible zip along the body of the knitted purse. “I don’ need charity.”

“Call it a gesture of good will, then. A gift, from me, to someone who might have better use for it than I?” He folded the ticket into her hand. “Where would you go if you had the choice?”

She blinked at him, then to Mr. MacIntyre. “‘s he serious?”

Mr. MacIntyre nodded. “I believe so. Where to, ma’am?”

The woman pursed her lips, looked to the ticket taker, and then to the exit. Finally, she approached the counter, if cautiously and glanced again, hesitant Lyall thought, to him. “If I could?”

Lyall nodded.

“Then, York.”

Mr. MacIntyre took the ticket from her and handed it to the bewildered man behind the counter. “Exchange this for the lady, Alfred. And have better care with that ink. I can barely read this meself.” He smiled at the lady. “I thought this said Lincoln’s Inn Fields. Not York.”

The ticket taker mumbled, “Yes, sir.” And tossing the ticket to the side, scribbled out a second. “One ticket to York for train number twelve, sir, er, ma’am.”

The woman took it, and eyed Lyall as she passed him. “Bless you, sir.”

Lyall tipped his hat to her. “Now, if you have an extra one for Lincoln’s Inn Fields.”

Mr. MacIntyre’s look was full of appreciation. He pointed the woman to the right platform, then turned back to the ticket taker who handed over a newly printed pass.

The rented rooms to which Lyall returned that evening were never so welcome. His little sister bounced up from her dolls as he entered. Her blond braids showed as much shred as he thought his thoughts might, were one to lay them out on the table for examination. Her sheet music lay in a jumble in one of the chairs—and half stuffed into her flute case. There was dirt under her short fingernails and on her frock. Some dirty footprints led across the parlor’s sky blue rug. “What on earth have you been doing with yourself, Katrine?”

“What you asked me to do.” She ticked the items off on her fingers, still chubby with baby fat, for all that she’d past her tenth birthday in March. “I read through the chapters in Voltaire you asked me to.”

“Oh?” He hung up his hat and slipped off his coat. “And what did you think of them?”

“Voltaire’s a boring old sod, is what I think.”

“Language, Katrine. What would mum say if she heard you call him that?”

Katrine kicked at the carpet. “My apologies, brother. I don’t care for his writings at all.”

“Tomorrow, read four more chapters in his book then.”

Katrine scoffed and whined. “Do I have to?”

He eyed the carpet stains. At least she hadn’t spread any of it to the upholstery. “You had the choice to spend the rest of the day cleaning these rugs, but you didn’t.”

“Me? Why should I clean ‘em?”

“They need it, by my estimation.”

The girl whined more.

Lyall ruffled her hair. “Come now. If you’re going to make such a mess of things, things you know I can’t afford to have others clean, you can at least oblige me and tidy up before I get home.”

The girl stepped away, making a face at him. “You can afford it.”

Perhaps, but she also needed a lesson.

The house he’d procured for their stay here didn’t need a terribly thorough cleaning. “Just that stain, not the whole apartment.”

Small though that was, she still complained.

“At least you have sense and didn’t get a mansion.” She complained but indeed picked up a few of her toys.

He tried not to smile as he teased her. “Next time, I’ll plan your punishment before I rent a space. Would you like to clean fifteen rooms instead of one?”

Selecting a larger apartment might have been a good idea, but Lyall didn’t want to give Mr. Camden the wrong impression. Still, though, he never was one to flaunt his wealth. Such behavior had gotten his father into all sorts of trouble, and he’d be damned if he’d follow in the old man’s footsteps.

As he flipped through the notes he’d made this afternoon, Lyall scolded himself. Lyall, you fool, why don’t you get a job with the Metropolitan as an overseer, like Mr. Camden? Or better, go back home and work at the Camden depot? I’ve no doubt a managerial position there would be far easier than this.

The idea of seeing the tunnels dug out was a nightmare. Seeing it done under his name? Every time he thought of it, he knew he’d had no idea that rivaled this one.

Even if his uncle called him a fool to suggest it.

The sane side of Lyall agreed dealing with an existing train station would be best.

The memory of watching the subway route Mr. MacIntyre had sent him through on his way home lingered, like the scent of the coal smoke still sticking in his nose. Another point against it? Poor ventilation in the tunnels. Is there anything that can be done about the smoke? Lyall made a note to himself to investigate the matter.

Something crashed in the parlor, and a maid screeched. Lyall dropped his notes and charged out of his den. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to drop it.”

His sister knelt by the window seat, gingerly plucking flowers from a shattered flower vase. That Kat was alone told him their maid had rushed off for something. The women chattering excitedly from the other room said she’d briefly explained the mishap to another staff member.

Lyall dismissed the gossip to circle his sister. “What did you do now?”

The girl’s blue eyes widened, seeming to stretch her oval face a bit more. No hint of shame marred her round cheeks, however. “I was only carrying the vase from the pianoforte to the window. To give the chrysanthemums more light.”

Lyall looked to the closed curtains. “More light? The sun has already set.”

“I know.”

“And?” Lyall nudged the broken vase with his toe.

“The vase slipped out of my hands.” With no care at all, she snatched up a piece of shattered glass and threw it into the wastebasket by the piano’s leg. “It’s not very expensive. I’m sure the landlord can get me another.”

“What we’re paying him to rent these suites is a concern.” But not his, Lyall thought. “I’m sure you can pay the landlord for the destruction of his property out of your pin money.”

Katrine blew a raspberry at him. “There’s no call to cut into my pin money.” She stepped around the maid who scooped the rest of the broken crystal into a dustpan. “Write to Uncle Alton. I’m sure he’ll pay the bill.”

Uncle Alton would likely do so and laugh while patting her on the head. That was no way to teach a girl a lesson! “Which would take time and I think the hotel deserves compensation straightaway.”

Grumbling to herself, Katrine flounced to the piano bench, plopped down, and played Mendelssohn’s Piano Concerto 1 in G Minor, striking the keys hard.

Lyall sighed and returned to his office, collected his money pouch, and gave Katrine her allowance, minus what he thought the vase might cost. “That’s all you’re getting this week, and don’t fuss about it.”

The girl looked to the pile of coins he set on top of the piano, sniffed, and hit a wrong chord.

“Maybe she should skip dinner tonight too.” He glanced at the maid who was carrying in a fresh vase of flowers. “Miss Pickens, what do you say to taking my sister’s dinner portion home to your mother?”

Miss Pickens dipped her head as she set the flowers in the window.

Katrine struck another wrong cord. “Miss Pickens can have your portion.”

“I’m not the one who has a debt to pay.”

“You’re the fat one of us.”

Lyall raised a brow, directed that look at Miss Pickens. The maid shook her head, flushed. “A third of her dinner, then, Miss Pickens. I regret I can’t send your mother more.”

Sending Katrine to her room seemed a tad too strict for what she’d done. Instead he crossed out of the room and stood by the door. Katrine grumbled, calling him an utter cad and “No wonder you’re not married. Who’d want to marry my brother?”

Lyall blinked. Who in the world said anything about marrying?

“He didn’t even let me tell him about Mrs. Bean’s invitation. And well, he doesn’t deserve to know!” He pictured her talking to her doll. “I’ll go by myself and tell Miss Camden he’s a thief and a cheat. He doesn’t need to know she’ll be there. That will be a lesson to him.”

Intrigue lit along Lyall’s nerves. What was that about Miss Camden?

Heavens, he didn’t want her to think the mischief his sister was about to spread was true. If she did, surely she’d tell her father. He grabbed the banister in a stranglehold. He wouldn’t let his sister ruin his relationship with the family so soon!

He stalked to the table by the door where he spotted an invitation to dine with one Lady Bascomb. He groaned. Oh fine. The illustrious mothers of Wallflower already knew he was here.

Annoyed, Lyall put the rest of Katrine’s allowance on top of the mail. If she didn’t find it before the valet or maid did, it would be her own fault.
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THE FIRST THING ISABELLE had done on sitting down to breakfast was to splash juice on her bodice. Oh for goodness sake! What a way to start the day.  She rushed into the kitchen. “Agatha, do you have a sponge I may use?”

She caught the maid mid-yawn even as she pulled scones from the oven. “Oh, you poor thing! What happened?”

“I suppose I wasn’t awake enough to feed myself.” Agatha smiled a little, set the pan aside, and pumped out water onto a cloth. As she did so, Isabelle remembered her sister Honorine making a similar mess one morning, and splashing the extra on her. The memory made Isabelle smile. Oh, Honorine, I miss you.

Isabelle dabbed once more and studied her handy work. “You’d don’t think Mother will scold me, do you?”

“I doubt so, miss. The spot is hardly noticeable.”

This huge blotch of wet on her chest wasn’t noticeable? Isabelle doubted it. “Maybe I should just change.”

Footsteps in the dining room and a loud yawn told her that her father was already awake. He’d spent all summer and autumn working with the young man from Arkansas. The few times he’d invited the fellow to dinner between then and now, she’d found him polite and personable enough. But he was no Edwin.

Yet, still, they worked with her father and Shane advising him.

Unbelievable that October was already approaching and they still worked. October. She’d expected Jera and Edwin home by now, but at their last dinner with Aunt Viola she said they’d decided to go to Ireland for a while.

Isabelle didn’t want to think more about Edwin. She patted at her bodice once more and folded the cloth into Agatha’s hands. “Thank you.” She snatched up the maid’s tray. “Don’t worry. I’ll serve my father this morning.”

One more glance to her damp bodice and she breezed out the door. “Good morning, Papa.”

Her father smiled, though his eyes were tired and she’d caught him tying his dark tie. The matching jacket he’d left somewhere upstairs, no doubt. “There’s my princess. What is that you’re doing?” he asked, watching her set the tray down and pour his tea. “Are you playing Cinderella?”

“Of course not, Father. I was getting myself some tea.” She put the cup down in her usual spot, blinked. “Don’t tell me you wanted some too.”

Father chuckled. “Perish the thought.”

As they continued breakfast and her mother entered the dining room with her usual greeting, Isabelle wondered what her sister was doing this morning. Feeding Shane, no doubt, or maybe already running off to her first class.

After breakfast, she scampered away for her room. Miss Pett had discussion planned on another chapter of Voltaire and Isabelle opened the book, only to check the notes she’d made so far.

Ugh. How dull. Maybe if she waited here long enough the governess would forget the lesson. If I tell her I’ve plans with Annie Gordion to visit the market, that will deter her from boring me.

Mendelssohn’s Piano concerto 1 in G Minor played in her head for some reason. When was the last time I heard that song?

At Annie’s last weekend?

Or did Jera play it at her wedding?

Isabelle frowned. No. Of course not there. Perhaps it was at Aunt Viola’s luncheon before the wedding.

Jera’s and Edwin’s wedding.

Isabelle sighed and tried to think of another song to wipe that song out of her mind. Mozart’s Flute Concerto. There. That was better.

The Mendelssohn soon replaced it and she sighed and took her copy of Voltaire downstairs and dropped it in front of Miss Pett.

Her governess blinked at her from behind round glasses. “I’m wondering what he meant by saying ‘the Circassians give their daughters to Turkish Seraglios’. That’s not true, is it?”

They discussed the French philosopher for two hours, stopping only for more tea and to say farewell to her father. Then they switched over to a Latin text Isabelle had recited many times, already, until her mother entered with a reminder of a previous engagement. “We’re having tea with Mrs. Bean.”

Isabelle squinted at the clock. “Heavens, eleven-thirty already?”

“I’m afraid so.” Mother angled her head to read over Isabelle’s shoulder. Her nose twitched and her fingers strayed to Isabelle’s hair. “Dear, is that what you want to wear to visit her?”

This wasn’t the kind of dress for such a visit, her mother was right. Isabelle escaped to her room and opened her wardrobe. She donned the underskirt of off white pleats poking out from beneath the blush pink and peach-striped overskirt and bodice; comfortable walking boots came next. Standing before her vanity, Isabelle braided her hair (missing her sister’s help there, too). Who would be at this tea? she wondered as she braided. The family, of course. Did Mrs. Bean have others on the guest list?

What if it’s Mr. McKinnon?

Isabelle groaned to herself. Would he ask about her cousin? If so, Isabelle, be polite, but don’t give away too many details. Not that she had many. She’d never heard either one say they loved each other before February. Funny that they’d suddenly become engaged this spring.

Isabelle frowned at her own reflection. At least Jera loved him. That was the best part in all this... this mess.

Maybe Mrs. Bean’s cousin had come in from Somerset. As she recalled, he was a bit older—the same age as Edwin? No. He was twenty-two or twenty-four; she couldn’t remember which. But last she’d heard, the gentleman wasn’t married. And he was studying chemistry.

An appreciation for the young man’s mind bloomed. I suppose he does sound charming.

Stars were intriguing. Chemistry, however, she didn
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