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  One


  The prescribed period of laying-in after the birth of a child is two weeks, according to my mother-in-law, who is a self-proclaimed authority on such things. Getting on one’s feet too soon results in bleeding to death at worst, lack of milk production at least. I know my own mother didn’t follow such advice—each time she gave birth, she was back at work a day or so after the baby came, as far as I can remember. Well, she had a husband and other children waiting to be fed. But then her last delivery had killed her, so I thought I had perhaps better follow my mother-in-law’s advice after all. The trouble was, I felt recovered and raring to go within a day or so after Liam’s birth. The ordeal hadn’t been nearly as bad as I had expected, and my son was a fine, healthy boy with a good set of lungs on him. Daniel’s mother, Mrs. Sullivan, had arrived to take charge of the household before I went into labor, and we had also hired a mother’s helper named Aggie, whom I had rescued from a home for unmarried mothers after she was forced to give up her own child. I had taken her on out of pity but, having grown up as the eldest of ten children, she proved to be a willing little worker with a magic touch when it came to my crying baby. So here I was, confined to my bed with nothing to do except nurse my child every four hours, eat plenty of nourishing food, even drink the occasional beer to help the milk come in. And of course I was bored. Mrs. Sullivan tried to encourage me to knit little garments for the baby, but my knitting skills were still sadly lacking. Besides, she herself had made enough clothes for a young princeling, and Sid and Gus, my neighbors across the street, had been more than generous in their gifts. So I did some reading. I chatted with Sid and Gus when Mrs. Sullivan allowed me visitors, and the rest of the time, I looked out of the window.


  Not that there was much to see. Patchin Place was a quiet little backwater amid the hustle and bustle of New York City—ten redbrick row houses, five on either side of a narrow cobbled cul-de-dac. At the far end of our little street, where it joined Greenwich Avenue, there was life a-plenty—the Jefferson Market with its early morning fruit and vegetable vendors, the police and fire stations with clanging bells and rumbling fire wagons, students hurrying past to classes at the nearby New York University, artists from the growing bohemian community. But from my bed I could only catch the briefest glimpses of all this, fleeting vignettes flashing across a screen like those in the moving pictures that were now the rage. In Patchin Place itself there was rarely anything worth watching. Sid and Gus, who lived directly opposite me, were always on the go, waving up at me as they emerged from their front door, but apart from them the inhabitants were sedate, predictable, and quite reclusive. There was an elderly professor from the university on one side, a poet on the other, a distinguished-looking doctor with a haughty patrician wife, and an old German immigrant lady who walked her dachshund. The remaining inhabitants were middle-aged couples with husbands who left for their jobs early in the morning and wives who sometimes stood together gossiping, but rarely acknowledged me with more than a nodded “Good day, Mrs. Sullivan. Pleasant weather for the time of year.”


  No children, no laughter or squeals. None of the teeming life you’d find if you strayed over to the Lower East Side. Not that I’d have wanted that amount of noise and dirt and risk of disease, but it would have been pleasant to hear the sound of children’s voices chanting as they jumped rope or shouting as they played ball. Poor Liam would be wanting for playmates if we continued to live here, I thought.


  So I was intrigued one day when Sid and Gus came up to see me, bringing fresh croissants from the French bakery around the corner. “You’ll never guess who we’ve just seen in Patchin Place,” Gus said, perching herself on my bed without waiting for permission. “A negro. Imagine.”


  “Look out of your window, Molly. He may still be there.” Sid went around my bed and pulled back the curtain. “Yes, there he is. Walking away. See.”


  I looked and saw a slim, young man with light brown skin—a man of mixed race that I believe are called mulattos here in America. In Ireland they had no name—I had never seen a colored person before I came to New York. He was dressed in a bright blue jacket and cream-colored pants. He paused just as he reached the end of Patchin Place and looked up at the houses on my side of the street. He had a handsome face with well-sculpted features. Then he turned and was gone.


  “What could he have wanted here?” Gus asked. One saw negroes in the city, but they usually kept to themselves in the upper streets beyond Central Park, and they were enough of a novelty to make even worldly travelers like Sid and Gus curious.


  “I don’t know,” I said. “Did he come out of one of the houses?”


  “Not that we saw. He was just standing, staring and loitering when we came along,” Sid said. “I asked him if I could be of assistance, but he thanked me kindly and said he must have gotten the address wrong.”


  “Interesting,” I said. “I’ll be on the lookout in case he comes back.”


  But he didn’t.


  ***


  It was only after Sid and Gus had gone that it occurred to me he might have had something to do with Mrs. Emory. She was the only other young woman on the street. She and her husband had moved in a few months ago and I had hoped to make a friend nearer my own age, since Sid and Gus were away and occupied so much. So I had taken the liberty of knocking on her door and introducing myself, bringing a plate of freshly baked soda bread. She was a pretty, dainty little thing, with big dark eyes that flashed when she was amused or excited. She invited me in and made me a cup of coffee in a rather austere parlor that didn’t seem to go with her flamboyant personality. I wasn’t too surprised when she told me she was from New Orleans, since she had a slightly exotic look about her that I associated with Southern climes.


  “I expect you find New York very different,” I said. “You must miss your home.”


  She nodded silently. “There was always so much going on,” she said, toying with one of those dark curls as she spoke. “I used to love the balls and parties. We played charades and there were tableaux and amateur theatricals. Dressing up is such fun, isn’t it?” She spoke in a slow, Southern manner that made her even more exotic in my eyes.


  “It must be,” I replied. “I’ve never had the chance to try it myself. I grew up in Ireland where it was work, work, and more work. No time for fun and games.”


  She made a face. “That’s rather how Mr. Emory is,” she said. “He sees frivolity as the work of the Devil, but that’s silly, isn’t it? One is supposed to have fun and laugh occasionally, don’t you think?”


  “Definitely,” I said. “You must meet our neighbors Miss Walcott and Miss Goldfarb. They are always enjoying themselves.”


  She frowned again. “I’ve heard about them, but my husband has forbidden me to associate with them, given their reputation. Such unholy alliances are the work of the Devil, he says.”


  “That’s too bad, because you wouldn’t find kinder and nicer people than Sid and Gus,” I said. “I really value their friendship.”


  “Sid and Gus?” Those dark eyes opened wide in surprise. “That’s what they are called?”


  I laughed. “They insist on being called by their nicknames. Their real names are Elena and Augusta. I suppose they are rather…well, unusual.”


  She shook her head. “I’m afraid Mr. Emory is very rigid in his beliefs. And he likes to be obeyed.”


  I looked at her with interest. She was dressed in an elegant turquoise gown, embroidered with blue flowers and edged with fine lace. It was now a little old-fashioned in the cut of the sleeves, but had clearly been both fashionable and expensive once.


  “So tell me,” I said, “Is Mr. Emory also from the South?”


  “Oh no. He’s a New Yorker.”


  “Then how did you meet?”


  She paused, sighed, then said, “He’s a distant cousin of my stepmother. He came to New Orleans on business and paid the family a courtesy call. He seemed so distinguished and well-traveled. My stepmother hinted that he was far richer and more important than was really true. She was dying to get me off her hands, I see that now. At the time I was eighteen and so naïve.”


  “So Mr. Emory was falsely represented to you,” I said. “Was your father in favor of the marriage?”


  “My father is dead,” she said. “My own mother died when I was four. My stepmother favored her own children and when my father died she couldn’t wait to get rid of me. Unfortunately my father’s will didn’t settle any money on me, so I couldn’t make the good match I deserved. And I was recovering from a broken heart—a silly, girlish, and utterly hopeless romance—so you can see how I viewed Mr. Emory as a godsend.” There was a long pause during which the only sound was the chiming of a little travel clock on the mantle. I didn’t quite know what to say. My own marriage could not have been happier, and I tried to imagine being chained to a man you did not love.


  “It was only when he brought me to New York and we lived in a little apartment above a bakery that I discovered he was only a clerk for a law firm and not at all well off. Also that his brand of religion was strict and narrow.” She looked at me. “I notice, if I may be so bold, that you are to have a child,” she said. “Maybe if we’d been blessed with children it would have been different. But five years of marriage without a child leaves me in a bleak, lonely position.”


  “You must feel free to come and visit me whenever you choose,” I said. “We’ll go on excursions. We can take the trolley together up Broadway to Macy’s new department store.”


  Those dark eyes flashed momentarily, then she shook her head. “Mr. Emory would not approve,” she said. “He gives me no money for frivolities. When I told him I needed a new dress he came home with five yards of dark gray serge and said I should make one myself. Dark gray serge—can you imagine?”


  I smiled and shook my head. “Then at least we’ll enjoy each other’s company when we do our grocery shopping together.”


  “Yes,” she said with enthusiasm. “Surely he can’t find anything wrong with that.”


  But apparently he did. When I heard nothing from her for a few days I called at her house to ask if she’d like to accompany me to Wannamaker’s Dry Goods, as I was planning to buy fabric to make bedding for the baby.


  Her face was an expressionless mask. “I’m afraid I’m too busy today but thank you kindly for the invitation,” she said.


  I considered this as I walked away. Had she decided that she didn’t like me? Was I beneath her socially? Or had Mr. Emory ordered her to avoid my friendship for some reason—because I associated with Sid and Gus, perhaps?


  After that I saw her occasionally when I was out shopping. We’d pass each other at the butcher’s and she’d give me a polite nod. But there was something wistful in those dark eyes that made my heart ache for her. Of course she wanted friends. She was lonely. I vented my opinion strongly to Daniel and Sid and Gus.


  “I’ve a good mind to go round to see that Mr. Emory and tell him what I think of him,” I said.


  Daniel told me not to interfere, and Sid suggested that my visit might only make things worse for his wife. “He may chastise her physically, Molly,” she said. “His sort of person takes delight in inflicting punishment, especially if he believes he has God’s sanction for it.”


  So I left the Emorys alone. I had plenty to keep me occupied that summer and was away at my mother-in-law’s house in Westchester County during the hottest months. When I returned I glimpsed her from time to time, walking down Patchin Place with her dainty Southern parasol over her head. I only saw them go out together on Sundays. Then she’d be dressed in black, presumably going to church.


  I could not have been more surprised, therefore, when there was a loud knock at our front door one evening toward the end of my two weeks of laying-in. I heard a deep voice at the front door and had already put on my robe when my mother-in-law appeared at my bedroom door.


  “There’s a man here from down the street,” she said. “He seems very anxious and asked for Daniel. Perhaps you’d better come down and speak to him.”


  “I’ll get dressed and be right down,” I said. “Did he say his name?”


  “A Mr. Emory, he said. “Your neighbor.”


  Two


  I dressed in a hurry and came down to find my mother-in-law perched upright on the edge of the sofa while Mr. Emory prowled up and down across the fireplace like a caged tiger.


  “Mrs. Sullivan,” he said, turning to face me as he heard me coming down the stairs. “Forgive me for this intrusion. I would not have troubled you, but I know your husband is a member of the police force and I thought he might be able to advise me in how to proceed.”


  I had never really had a chance to examine him close up before. He was tall and lean with a gaunt, severe face and a neat little dark beard. He was dressed in a black suit with a high collar and black ascot. The height of propriety. But his dark, sunken eyes darted nervously.


  “I’m afraid my husband is not home yet,” I said. “And I can’t tell you when he might return. As you can imagine he does not keep regular hours. Is there anything I can help you with?”


  Mr. Emory was wringing his hands now, clearly agitated. “My wife is missing,” he said.


  “Missing? How long has she been gone?” I asked.


  “Since yesterday. She received an invitation to visit our former pastor and his wife. He retired from ministering to our flock here in New York and they moved out to Long Island to be with their son. The pastor’s wife had been most kind to Francine when she first came to New York and knew nobody, and Francine had grown fond of her, so I was happy to give her permission to make the journey.”


  He paused, started to pace again, then checked himself. “But she didn’t come home last night. Naturally I thought that perhaps the weather had been inclement and they had persuaded her to stay. By this afternoon I was getting worried and sent them a telegram. I just received a reply to say that they had not seen my wife. She had not been to visit them after all.”


  “How very worrying,” I said. “Is there anywhere else she could have gone? Any friends or relatives?”


  He shook his head. “She has no friends or relatives in this city. She is from the South, from New Orleans.”


  I took a deep breath before I dared to ask the next question. He was, after all, quite a formidable-looking man. “Is it possible that she might have run away, back to her home and her family?”


  There was a long pause, then he said, “I suppose it is not beyond the realm of possibility, but when we first married she confided to me that she had not been very happy at home. Her stepsisters are now married. Her stepmother has remarried. The old family home has been sold. Where would she go?”


  “If she ran away yesterday, would she have reached New Orleans yet?” I asked.


  “It depends how she chose to travel. One can make the whole trip by train, or, more pleasantly, by train and paddle steamer. Either way I don’t know where she would have found the money to embark on such an undertaking. I only give her an allowance that covers her household expenses. I am not a rich man, Mrs. Sullivan. I have tried to impress upon my wife the need to live prudently.”


  “Perhaps she had some jewelry that she pawned?” I suggested.


  He winced. “Was she that desperate to escape from me? I have tried to provide well for her, within my means. She felt cramped in our apartment so I moved her into this house, but of course I do not move in circles that allow her the balls and festivities of her childhood. Nor would I want to move in such circles of depravity. No, if she was lonely it was her own fault—I encouraged her to go to Bible study at the church, to do good deeds among the poor. But she was raised only to think of herself and her own pleasure.”


  His voice had risen in volume and intensity as he spoke. When he finished there was a profound silence in the room.


  “So what would you want my husband to do?” I asked quietly.


  “First, I want to know if any young women have come to a bad end in the past two days. I have to ease my mind on that subject. It is just possible that my wife set off on her visit to Long Island and for some reason did not reach her destination. There are villains and rogues enough in this city and she is particularly naïve and susceptible. She could have been lured astray and…” he broke off abruptly as a spasm of pain crossed his face.


  “Mr. Emory, it seems to me that the first thing to do is to send another telegram to New Orleans, to your wife’s stepmother, asking her to make inquiries.”


  “Another telegram?” He ran his tongue over his thin lips and I could tell he was weighing the cost of a telegram all the way to New Orleans with the desire to have his wife returned to him. “Yes, of course. That would be a sensible thing to do,” he said.


  “If she ran away she would have taken her belongings with her, wouldn’t she?” I said. “You must have noticed if her wardrobe was empty.”


  “I—I didn’t really check,” he said. “Would you be good enough to take a look for yourself? A woman would know if items had been removed.”


  I was conscious of my mother-in-law watching me from the sofa, but told myself that my two weeks of rest were almost up and I could certainly walk a short way down the street.


  “I’ll get my shawl,” I said.


  “I’m most grateful,” he replied. “I am beside myself with worry, or I would not have troubled you.”


  I went over to Mrs. Sullivan, who was now pretending to rearrange flowers on the adjoining table.


  “Mr. Emory has asked me to accompany him, Mother Sullivan,” I said. “If Daniel returns home, please ask him to join me right away.”


  “If you are sure you’re strong enough?” She asked, her eyes holding mine. “And make sure you keep your shawl wrapped well around you. The night air is already cold for this time of year and you haven’t been out in quite a while.”


  “You have been ill, Mrs. Sulivan?” Mr. Emory asked.


  “I gave birth to a child, but am quite recovered, thank you,” I replied, glancing at my mother-in-law, who said nothing.


  “A blessed event. How fortunate you are. My wife and I have not been similarly blessed.”


  I took down my shawl from its peg in the hallway and threw it around my shoulders. “There’s still time, Mr. Emory,” I said. “Do not give up hope.”


  “No,” he said in a voice clipped with emotion. “One should not give up hope.”


  ***


  There was indeed an icy wind that sent leaves swirling as I followed Mr. Emory down Patchin Place. His house felt cold and empty after the warmth of my own. It was almost like a house that has been abandoned by its owners, or never fully lived-in.


  “She left you no note?” I asked and my voice echoed up the stairwell, bouncing back from the white plastered walls. “Don’t you think she would have done that if she’d run away?”


  “She left nothing,” he said. “No clue as to where she had gone.”


  “But she left food for you in the larder,” I said. “I saw the butcher make a delivery yesterday.”


  “The butcher? A delivery?” He sounded surprised. “We have nothing delivered. My wife is an able-bodied young woman. Exercise and fresh air are good for her. There is no need for extravagances.”


  I frowned, thinking, trying to remember. I had seen the butcher boy’s bicycle on our street early yesterday and I was fairly certain the delivery had been to the Emory’s.


  He walked ahead of me into the kitchen. “I can check the meat safe,” he said, going through to the scullery, “but I think you’ll find you are mistaken. Ah yes, you see. The remains of Sunday’s roast. That’s all.”


  “Then I was wrong,” I said. “I can’t see our own side of the street clearly from my window.”


  He nodded curtly as if accepting my apology. “If you’d be good enough to follow me upstairs.” He went up at a great pace. I came more slowly, my legs weak from lack of exercise. In fact I felt a little dizzy by the time I reached the top.


  “In here, if you please,” he called. He took a match and lit the gas bracket on the wall. It hissed into life, illuminating the room with soft yellow light as I entered. It was a front bedroom that, in contrast to the austere feel of the rest of the house, was in a certain amount of disarray. A lady’s dress and stockings lay over the back of a chair. A hairbrush on the seat of the vanity stool beside a hat. I felt horribly uncomfortable—an intruder in this intimate setting.


  “Surely you can tell better than I if any of your wife’s clothes are missing?” I said.


  He shook his head. “What she wore was of no interest to me, Mrs. Sullivan. I tried to break her from her frivolous past but she refused to dress as befits a married woman of dignity.”


  There was a heavy dark wood wardrobe against one wall. Its door hung half-open. I opened it fully and looked inside. A couple of hangers had no garments on them. I couldn’t see the pretty blue dress that she had worn when we first met.


  “Do you remember if your wife was wearing her blue gown yesterday?” I asked. “It had little flowers embroidered around the neckline.”


  He frowned. “I don’t think so. In fact I instructed her to wear something suitable to visit our pastor. Not one of those New Orleans fripperies, I told her. Not that she had many suitable clothes. She had never bothered to make up the material I bought her. I don’t even know where it is. She never thanked me for it.”


  After the wardrobe, I opened drawers, one by one. Some items did appear to be missing, but I found myself feeling increasingly uneasy. There was no rhyme or reason to what had been taken. If the blue dress was gone, then why not the matching underslip with the same embroidered flowers? It was chilly outside so why not her good winter coat and stout shoes? And underwear—wouldn’t she have needed all her underwear and nightclothes? Yet those two drawers were almost undisturbed.


  I prowled around the room, stopped short, went to say something and then held my tongue. Did he think I wouldn’t notice? Because something was not right. I began to think that Mrs. Emory had not run away after all.


  Three


  I tried to betray no emotion as I bade Mr. Emory good-bye and promised to send over my husband as soon as he returned. He thanked me profusely for my effort and my concern.


  “So it appears she did take some of her things,” he said as he accompanied me to the front door. “More than she would have needed for one night.”


  “It does appear that way,” I said guardedly.


  My heart was beating rather fast as I left. I answered my mother-in-law’s questions in an offhand fashion, but my brain tried to process what I had just seen while I ate the stew she put in front of me for my dinner. “You might as well have your meal down here, since you’re determined to wait up for Daniel,” she had said, giving me a critical frown.


  I tried to remember exactly what I had seen on the street the day before. The butcher boy making a delivery. And another delivery later…the laundry cart. Again that could have been to the Emory’s. The rest of the traffic had been the usual daily run—old Mrs. Konigsberg walking her dachshund at precisely eleven o’clock as always. The wives doing their morning marketing. And then Mrs. Konigsberg going out again, just as twilight was falling—without her dog. That was not part of her normal routine, but not in any way suspicious. The one person I hadn’t seen at all was Mrs. Emory, and I certainly hadn’t seen her leaving with a valise.


  Of course I hadn’t been looking out of the window all day. I got up to attend to Liam. I attended to my own toilette. But I saw most things that happened on Patchin Place. Perhaps Sid and Gus had observed Mrs. Emory leaving, but I suspected they hadn’t.


  It was fortunate that this was one of the evenings when Daniel wasn’t working until all hours, because the suspense was killing me. I’ve never been known for waiting patiently. My own mother was always scolding me for it, and I guess I hadn’t improved that much over the years. Daniel turned up about eight o’clock and a big smile crossed his face when he saw me up and dressed.


  “Well, here’s a sight for sore eyes,” he said, coming over to me with his arms outstretched. “My wife up and dressed and looking positively blooming. Motherhood agrees with you, my dear. How is my precious son?”


  “Fed and sleeping again,” I said. “Growing chubbier by the minute.”


  “I told Molly she should be back in her bed,” Daniel’s mother said, coming out of the kitchen as Daniel took me in his arms. “Too much excitement will curdle her milk.”


  “Excitement” Daniel released me. “What excitement is this?”


  “You had a visitor,” Mother Sullivan said before I could answer. “A man from down the street. He was in a great state. Thinks his wife has run off and left him.”


  “What’s this?” Daniel turned to me.


  “Mr. Emory,” I said. “You know, the couple who moved in this summer.”


  “The wife you tried to befriend and the husband who keeps a tight rein on her?”


  “That’s right. She has been missing since yesterday,” I said.


  “He’s worried that she’s come to a bad end,” Mother Sullivan said. “Supposed to pay a call to folks on Long Island but never got there. Molly thinks she might have run away.”


  Daniel looked at me long and hard. “He came wanting to talk to you,” I said. “Something’s clearly not right there, Daniel. I think you should go over to see him right away.”


  “Not until he’s got some food in his stomach,” Mother Sullivan took his arm and attempted to lead him over to the table. “Have a heart, child. The man’s been working all day. Let him eat first. I’ve made your favorite Irish stew, Daniel.”


  Daniel glanced at my face again then he said, “No, thank you, mother. I think I’d better go to see Mr. Emory before anything else. The stew will keep. I won’t be long.”


  “And I’m coming with you,” I said.


  “Are you sure you should be running around in the night air?” Mother Sullivan demanded. “You’ll catch pneumonia if you’re not careful in your weakened state.”


  “I’ll be fine.” I took down the shawl again. “It’s only three doors down the street.”


  Daniel closed the door behind us. “What is it?” he asked. “I could see in your face that there’s more to this than you were saying.”


  “I think there has been foul play, Daniel,” I said. “I couldn’t say it in front of your mother, but something’s definitely not right. Mr. Emory asked me to see if she’d taken any of her clothes with her. Now why would he do that? Couldn’t he look at her wardrobe himself and see that items were missing? It’s my belief he wanted me to think she’d run away.”


  “Why would he do that?” Daniel asked.


  I leaned closer to him. “Because he’d killed her,” I whispered.


  “Killed her?” Daniel reacted sharply. “Molly, that’s a terrible accusation to make. What makes you come to that conclusion? Isn’t perhaps your past experience as a detective letting your imagination run away with you?”


  “Have my detective skills served me well these past few years, Daniel Sullivan?” I demanded. “Haven’t you yourself admitted that I’ve a good eye for detail?”


  “I have, and I have come to value your judgment,” he said. “but I’m concerned that you’ve never liked the man, and you’ve suggested before that he abuses his wife, even though we have no evidence of that.”


  “Then I’ll give you my evidence of this,” I said. “First, the clothes that were supposedly taken made no sense. If you were going to run away, would you take a silk afternoon dress but not the matching under-slip? Would you leave your winter coat when the weather is turning cold? And your stout shoes? And would you not bother with underwear or nightclothes?”


  Daniel shrugged. “She might have bought new clothes to take with her and left her old life behind.”


  “He gives her no clothing allowance, Daniel. He himself said he didn’t know how she found the money to run away. But there’s something more…” Again I leaned closer. “I saw traces of blood on the bedroom washbasin and what looked like spots of blood on the carpet.”


  Now he really was paying attention. “Blood? Are you sure?”


  “The light isn’t the best in that room, but it certainly looked like blood,” I said.


  An icy blast swept down Patchin Place, sending dead leaves swirling again. Daniel frowned. “If he killed her, what do you think he has done with the body?”


  ‘That’s what your men will have to find out,” I said.


  We had reached the Emorys’ front door. “All right.” He took a deep breath. “Let’s go and take a look, shall we?”


  He rapped on the door and Mr. Emory opened it. “Oh, it’s Officer Sullivan. How good of you to come.”


  “It’s Captain Sullivan,” Daniel corrected. “My wife tells me your own wife is missing.”


  “I don’t know what to think,” Mr. Emory said, ushering us into his front hallway. “I’ve been beside myself with worry. She was supposed to visit friends on Long Island yesterday, you see. When she didn’t return by nightfall, naturally I assumed they had persuaded her to stay. You’ll remember we did have an unpleasant bout of rain yesterday evening. But when she hadn’t returned and there was no word from her today, I sent our friends a telegram and they replied that she had never arrived at their house.”


  “Worrying indeed,” Daniel said. “Is your wife prone to taking off on a whim?”


  “Absolutely not. She is required to obtain my permission before she leaves the house, and until now, she has given me no cause for alarm.”


  “Does she perhaps have other friends she might have decided to visit instead?” Daniel asked. “Or relatives nearby?”


  “She is not from here,” Mr. Emory replied. “She came from New Orleans and knows nobody in the city apart from members of our church, to whom I introduced her.”


  “Then is it possible she has returned to her former home?”


  “I hardly think so,” Mr. Emory said. “As I explained to your wife, her former home is no more. Her stepmother has remarried, her stepsisters are now also married and living in their own homes. And from what my wife told me, she had no great affection for any of them.”


  “I see.” Daniel sucked through his teeth. “So what exactly would you like me to do, Mr. Emory?”


  “Find my wife and bring her back.” He snapped out the words. Then he paused and a spasm of pain crossed his face. “Or if something untoward has happened to her, I need to know.”


  “Untoward?” Daniel asked.


  “This is a city of crime and danger, Captain Sullivan. It’s just possible that she fell among evildoers on her way to Long Island. She’s an innocent, unworldly little thing, and easily led astray.”


  “We are talking about a journey in broad daylight on public transportation, Mr. Emory,” Daniel said. “A train ride to Long Island?”


  “Who knows where evil lurks,” Mr. Emory said. “I want your men to find her for me.”


  “That’s quite a tall order, Mr. Emory,” Daniel said. “Anyone who wanted to stay hidden in this city could do so easily, and if she has fled beyond the city…well, America is a big place. But I will try. All I can do is the obvious—post her picture at our police precincts, check the bodies of young women brought to the morgue.”


  Mr. Emory gave a sort of hiccupping cry. “I need to know, Captain Sullivan. However painful the news, I need to know.”


  I touched Daniel’s arm. “Perhaps you should also take a look upstairs in her room and see if you can glean anything from the clothes she took or didn’t take.”


  “Very well.” Daniel’s voice displayed no emotion. “If you permit, Mr. Emory?”


  “By all means. Anything that will help.”


  We trudged back up the stairs. The house felt cold and I shivered. I pictured the lively Mrs. Emory sitting at her vanity, brushing her hair, and her husband coming up behind her with a knife in his hand or a blunt instrument and…. I pushed the thought away. I let Daniel go ahead of me into the room. He moved around, apparently showing only perfunctory interest.


  “A valise, Mr. Emory,” he said, turning back to the man who remained in the doorway. Have you checked whether a valise or traveling bag is missing?”


  “No, I…” the man began, then turned. “Our traveling bags are on top of the wardrobe in the spare bedroom. Let me see…”


  The moment he left, Daniel examined the washbasin, then looked at the floor below it. His eyes met mine and he nodded.


  “No valise appears to have been taken,” Mr. Emory said, returning to us. “I believe she had a hat box and I don’t see that, but….” Again he left the rest of the sentence hanging.


  “We can’t do any more tonight,” Daniel said. “I suggest you come down to police headquarters on Mulberry Street in the morning, on your way to work. Bring a photograph of your wife and give us a full description, plus the addresses of anywhere she might have gone.”


  “I don’t know if I can face going in to work tomorrow,” Mr. Emory said. “How can I possibly concentrate on my tasks, when all the time I am imagining the worst about my wife? But I will come to police headquarters. That’s something positive I can do.”


  Daniel started down the stairs. “By the way, Mr. Emory.” He turned back to the man. “I noticed what look like blood spots on your bedroom carpet. Are they recent?”


  “Blood spots?” Mr. Emory paused, halfway down the stairs. “My wife cut herself peeling potatoes the other night. It bled quite badly. She went upstairs to put something on the cut. I suppose blood could have dripped onto the carpet then.”


  “I see,” Daniel said. “And the washbasin in the bedroom. Do you and your wife both use that?” He continued down the stairs.


  “No, as a matter of fact I shave and wash in the bathroom, but Francine prefers to perform her ablutions using the washstand in the bedroom, as our bathroom facilities are outside and therefore rather chilly. Why do you ask?’


  “It’s of no great importance,” Daniel said. “Just trying to get a picture of your wife’s behavior.” He had reached the bottom of the stairs and started for the front door. “Well, I think that’s all I can do tonight. Try not to worry too much, Mr. Emory. These things usually sort themselves out in the end.”


  “I do hope so, Captain Sullivan,” Mr. Emory said.


  Daniel took my arm as we walked back down the street. “You are quite right,” he said. “Definitely traces of blood on the basin and on the floor. That’s why I invited Mr. Emory to come to headquarters in the morning. While he’s away my men can give the place a proper going-over.”


  Four


  Next morning I watched Mr. Emory set off down Patchin Place. Shortly after he had gone, Daniel arrived with two constables and I saw them enter the Emorys’ house. How they got in, I thought it better not to ask. They were there quite a while. My curiosity got the better of me and in spite of my mother-in-law’s warnings about the dire things that could happen to me, I dressed and went out into the street. It was a warm morning, dazzlingly bright and sunny as October can sometimes be. I knew better than to go into the Emorys’ house, but was loitering outside when I was met by Sid and Gus, coming up Patchin Place with laden baskets.


  “Molly, you’re up. How wonderful,” Sid said. “And how well you look too. Are you going for a little walk? It’s a glorious day.”


  “We could put our shopping inside and come with you,” Gus said. “We’ve just been to the market. Look at these apples and pears. Aren’t they just perfect at this time of year?” Then she added, “Is something wrong? You keep staring down the street.”


  “Sorry,” I said. “I’m keeping an eye out for Daniel. He’s searching the Emorys’ house for clues. Mrs. Emory has gone missing.”


  “I’m not surprised,” Sid said. “I’d have run away ages ago if I were she.”


  “You didn’t happen to see her leaving, did you?” I asked. “It would have been two days ago now.”


  Sid looked at Gus and then shook her head. “We haven’t seen her at all recently. Poor thing. If she’s found her freedom, I’m glad for her.”


  I nodded, not daring to tell them my fears. At that moment one of the constables came out of the Emorys’ house, followed by Daniel.


  “I think this is our cue to depart, Molly,” Gus said. “Come over and have coffee now that you are ambulatory again. And we must see that adorable baby of yours.”


  I left them and went down the street to join Daniel.


  “Did you find anything?” I asked.


  He looked grim. “It certainly seems that foul play was involved,” he said. “Remember he said that Mrs. Emory cut herself and went upstairs to dress the wound?”


  I nodded.


  “Well, there was a first aid kit in the kitchen, above the sink. Bandages, ointment, the lot. So why would she go all the way upstairs? And one more thing—we found a bloody handkerchief stuffed down behind a dresser in the bedroom. A man’s handkerchief, behind his dresser. The only thing we didn’t find is any trace of a body. Their backyard is paved. Nowhere to bury one. So the question is, if he killed her, how did he dispose of the body?”


  “The only way out is through the front door,” I said, “And I’m sure I would have noticed if—” I broke off as the thought struck me. “The laundry cart. They never send out their laundry usually, but there was a laundry cart on the street two days ago. And a big basket was carried out.”


  “Interesting,” Daniel said. “Was it possible that the so-called laundryman was Mr. Emory in disguise?”


  I thought for moment. “I suppose it is possible,” I said. “I didn’t pay too much attention, but I think he was tall and dark. With a big mustache.”


  “Mustache. Perfect disguise. Put one on and people only remember the mustache. I think I need to talk to Mr. Emory. Maybe a night in the Tombs will make him want to confess. And Barker—” He addressed the waiting constable. “Go down to the morgue. I want a report on the bodies of any young women recovered in the past two days—especially from one of the rivers. Emory should have left a photograph of his wife at headquarters.” He turned to me. “I’m going to wait here and catch Mr. Emory by surprise as he comes home. Let’s hear what he’s got to say for himself. Good work, Molly. Very observant of you.”


  It was one of the few times that he had complimented me on my detective skills, and I allowed myself a smug little smile as I walked back to the house. Aggie was changing Liam in the small bedroom that was now the nursery.


  “Oh there you are, Mrs. Sullivan,” she said. “He’s been hollering for some time. Getting hungry more often, isn’t he?” She finished swaddling him and handed him to me. “Not surprising the way he’s growing. My, but he’s a big boy, isn’t he?”


  I took him from Aggie, and his dark blue eyes stared up at me with such intensity that I was sure he could now focus on my face and recognize me. His lips quivered and without warning he let out a lusty bawl, his little fists fighting to free themselves from his blanket. I laughed, hoisted myself onto the bed and hastily unbuttoned my blouse.


  “All right, young man. You’ve made your feelings very clear,” I said.


  As I nursed him I kept watch on the street. Sure enough, the moment Liam had finished nursing and I was burping him over my shoulder, I espied the gaunt figure of Mr. Emory turning onto Patchin Place. As he reached his front door I saw him stop and look up in surprise. Daniel was walking toward him with a constable in tow. I saw them speak, then the constable took Mr. Emory’s arm. Mr. Emory didn’t attempt to struggle or to protest. He stared at Daniel and there was a look of utter bewilderment on his face. For a second he seemed to look up at my window, and although I knew I was not visible from the street below, it felt as if his eyes locked with mine before he was led away to a waiting police wagon.


  I was feeling quite strange as I handed Liam back to Aggie and she went off to change his diaper. Something about Mr. Emory’s expression made me feel uneasy. I had come across murderers before. In my limited experience they had looked either cocky or defiant, or shown no emotion at all—their faces stony masks of arrogance. But bewilderment? Either that meant he was a very good actor, or…. I toyed with the words that formed in my head. It meant he hadn’t killed his wife after all.


  Of course, we didn’t exactly know she was dead, as we’d found no body. But something strange had definitely happened. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared out of the window at the now-deserted street. A flock of pigeons fluttered down to the cobbles, their wings sounding like flapping paper. They were only there for a moment before a cat leaped out to scatter them again—a small moment proving that drama could happen on the peaceful backwaters like Patchin Place.


  Then who might have killed her? I asked myself. The butcher boy and the laundry man had come to a door that had probably been the Emorys’, but they had only stayed for a moment. Surely not long enough to gain entrance to the house, kill Mrs. Emory, and dispose of her body. I was fairly sure nobody else had come to the house after Mr. Emory left for work early that morning. Not that I had observed him leaving for work…..


  I made myself analyze the clues one by one. What had made me decide that Mr. Emory might have committed murder? The smear of blood on the washbasin. The drops of blood on the carpet. The strange deliveries to a house that never had them, especially the laundry cart and the basket being loaded onto it. Then there was the unlikely choice of mismatched clothing missing from the bedroom, the important clothes left behind. To these could be added Daniel’s discovery of the first aid kit above the kitchen sink and the blood-soaked handkerchief behind the dresser.


  If I had committed murder, I thought, would I not be sure to clean up meticulously after myself? Would I have invited a stranger to see the very room with the blood evidence in it? Mr. Emory appeared to be a meticulous sort of man. Would he stuff a bloody handkerchief behind a dresser? Wouldn’t he have wiped the basin clean? So either it was an unknown stranger who had somehow disposed of Mrs. Emory, or…I paused in mid-thought again as something more preposterous struck me: it was just possible that Mrs. Emory had staged the whole thing.


  Five


  I toyed with this idea and the more I thought about it, the more plausible it became. Perhaps Mrs. Emory knew her husband pretty much left the bedroom to be her boudoir, shaving and washing himself in the outdoor bathroom. He was not likely to check on the state of the bedroom washbasin.


  But did all that blood really come from a cut while peeling potatoes? Enough to soak a handkerchief? Then another thought struck me. The butcher’s boy. It would be interesting to see what he had delivered and who had placed the order. And the laundry cart. I created a new scenario for myself. Mrs. Emory, clearly unhappy and dissatisfied with her life, makes the decision to run away. But she doesn’t just want to make a clean break. She wants her husband to be punished for the way he has treated her.


  So what made her decide to run away now, leaving her warm coat and most of her clothes behind? And where could she have gone, now that her family home was no more and her stepmother hadn’t wanted her around in the first place? Then I found my thoughts drifting to the handsome young mulatto man I had seen on Patchin Place. When I first met Mrs. Emory, she had spoken of a hopeless romance, a romance that could never be. Was it possible that her former lover had come into her life again, and persuaded her to run away with him? Now that I thought about it, I realized that her own striking dark features might also indicate what was insultingly called “a touch of the tar brush.” Was that why her stepmother couldn’t wait to get rid of her and had tricked her into marrying Emory?


  But the big question remained. How had she escaped two days ago? In that laundry basket, perhaps? But the laundry man had clearly been middle-aged and fair skinned. So how was he part of the plot, and why should she need to be smuggled out of her house when her husband already believed she was going to visit friends that day? Then I realized that I knew the answer to that too. Old Mrs. Konigsberg going out again at dusk, without her dog. Did she ever go out without her dog?


  I couldn’t wait to find out. I re-buttoned my blouse, found my shawl and let myself out of the front door before Mother Sullivan could try to prevent me. Mrs. Konigsberg opened her door warily in response to my tap. “Ja?” she said.


  “Good morning, Mrs. Konigsberg,” I said.


  “Gut morning,” she replied, nodding as she recognized me.


  We had hardly spoken more than a few words and I hoped her English was good enough to understand me. “I hope you can help me,” I said. “Two days ago you went out in the early evening. Without your dog?”


  “In the evening?” she said, frowning as she concentrated. “I go wizzout my dog? No. I go out eleven o’clock, every day and my Fritzi comes with me. Every day.”


  “But two days ago you went out again. About six o’clock?”


  She shook her head vehemently. “No, this is not true. I do not like to walk in the dark. It is too dangerous. At six o’clock I prepare my dinner and Fritzi’s dinner.”


  “So it wasn’t you I saw on the street?”


  “No,” she said. “It was not me.”


  I thanked and left her looking puzzled, wondering, I’m sure, what on earth my reason had been for my question. But at least I had one small piece of evidence now. If Mrs. Konigsberg had not walked down Patchin Place in the early evening, then it had to have been someone disguised as her. And I remembered Mrs. Emory telling me how she had loved charades and amateur dramatics. I had spotted a box of makeup in a drawer of her vanity, and I realized now that the long, old-fashioned cape that the false Mrs. Konigsberg had worn was of dark gray serge.


  ***


  I couldn’t wait to tell Daniel. I knew I wasn’t yet feeling strong enough to walk all the way to police headquarters or to fight my way onto a trolley. So I went home and wrote a note.


  Daniel, I think we may have been deceived. I have uncovered some more evidence on the disappearance of Mrs. Emory. Can you have one of your men find out who placed the order with the butcher, and who summoned the laundry? And could someone check the Emory’s garbage can?


  Then I sent Aggie down to the police station at the Jefferson Market with instructions that the letter should be delivered to Daniel as soon as possible. Aggie shot me a worried look.


  “Me? Go to the police station? What if they think I’ve done something wrong?”


  I smiled at her anxious little face. “The letter is addressed to Captain Sullivan, Aggie. You just have to hand it to one of the officers and say that it is urgent. That’s all.”


  I had been trying to teach her to read without too much success. She took the letter from me and off she went. I waited, impatiently. Mr. Emory’s bewildered face hovered in front of me. I kept telling myself that one day in a jail cell wouldn’t do him too much harm, but in truth I felt horribly guilty because it was I who had put him there. What if Daniel didn’t believe my second hypothesis? The clues all pointed so firmly to Mr. Emory as his wife’s killer. Then I reassured myself that if no body was found, the police wouldn’t have much of a case. Surely they’d be forced to let him go.


  I ate my lunch with one eye on the street, but Daniel didn’t return. When I’d finished my meal Mrs. Sullivan came to take it away. She looked at me critically. “You’re looking quite pale and washed out, my dear. All that gallivanting around has not been good for you. Two weeks of bed rest, that’s what I said. Now if you’ll take my advice you’ll have a good sleep this afternoon.”


  Unfortunately I realized she was right. I was not as strong as I thought I was, and a nap did seem like a good idea. I let her help me into bed and fell asleep almost immediately. I awoke to the sound of the front door slamming and then Daniel’s deep voice in the hallway.


  “No, nothing’s wrong, Mother. I just called in to see Molly. Is she upstairs? She’s feeling all right, isn’t she?”


  I couldn’t hear my mother-in-law’s reply but it was probably something along the lines of “If she will get up before she should she only has herself to blame.”


  I sat up hastily, smoothed down my hair and tried to look awake and alert as Daniel came up the steps. “Ah, there you are,” he said. “Gone back to bed then?”


  “Just taking a little rest after lunch,” I said, “but I’m fine. You got my note then. I’m glad you came. Did you find out about the butcher and the laundry?”


  “I did, but what is all this about? I’m not quite sure how they apply to our investigation.”


  He perched on the bed beside me.


  “I think I might have made a horrible error, Daniel,” I said. “I don’t think that Mr. Emory killed his wife after all.”


  “What?” Daniel snapped. “But you were the one who suggested this in the first place. You yourself pointed out the bloodstains, the wrong assortment of clothes.”


  “I know I did. But I saw Mr. Emory’s face when you led him away. He looked completely bewildered, as if he couldn’t comprehend what was going on. So that started me thinking: if you’d just killed your wife, wouldn’t you make sure you got rid of any trace of evidence? If you had a bloodstained handkerchief, wouldn’t you have disposed of it? Burned it? Not stuffed it behind a dresser where it could be easily found by the police. And would you really have invited the police into the room where the evidence was so noticeable?”


  Daniel ran his hand through his thick curls. “So what are you suggesting now? That it was an intruder who killed her? The butcher’s boy, maybe?” His voice had a hint of sarcasm to it.


  “First answer me this—who ordered the deliveries? Did you find that out?”


  “Strangely enough, it was Mrs. Emory.”


  “Aha-!” I wagged a triumphant finger at him. “And did she order something like a nice, juicy steak?”


  He looked surprised. “She did. How did you know that?”


  “Because I think she wanted a nice bloody piece of fresh meat to provide the blood stains. If you test, I think you’ll find it isn’t human blood on that handkerchief or the basin.”


  Daniel frowned at me, digesting this. “You are trying to tell me that she wanted it to look as though she had been murdered?”


  “That’s exactly what I’m suggesting.” I laid my hand on his arm. “The more I think about it, the more sense it makes, Daniel. When I first met her she was clearly unhappy in her marriage. She was trapped in a loveless, childless relationship with a man who was a controlling bully. She was living a life that was so different from what she had hoped for, so different from her childhood in New Orleans…. AND she told me she had been suffering a broken heart from a hopeless romance when she met Mr. Emory.”


  “What has that to do with it?” Daniel asked.


  “What if her former love showed up to take her away and she finally had a chance to escape?”


  Daniel was staring at me now. “You saw such a man?”


  “Last week Sid, Gus and I saw a young negro standing on Patchin Place staring up at the houses on our side. He clearly wasn’t staring at Mrs. Konigsberg’s. We wondered what he was doing here. What if he had come to find Mrs. Emory again?”


  Daniel frowned. “A negro?”


  “He was light skinned and very handsome, Daniel. I could well understand a young girl falling for such a man.”


  “But such a relationship could never be sanctioned, surely. Especially not in the South.”


  “That’s why it was a hopeless romance,” I said, warming to my subject. “But what if the young man had made good, financially. He was finally able to provide for her. What if she decided that she’d rather risk happiness with him, even if they were rejected by society.”


  “Then why not just run away, instead of setting up an elaborate hoax like this?”


  “Because she wanted to pay back her husband for the misery he had caused her.”


  “But he could face the electric chair, or a lifetime in Sing Sing. Had she no conscience?”


  I shrugged. “Perhaps she wasn’t thinking of the ramifications and was only thinking of herself. While he was under suspicion of murder she knew that nobody would be looking for her. They’d be looking for her body.”


  Daniel reached across and stroked back my hair from my cheek. “My wife never fails to astonish me,” he said. “I have to admit it does make sense. But what about the laundry cart—did she escape in the laundry basket?”


  “No,” I said. “I suspect the laundry cart was just to suggest to the police how Mr. Emory might have carried out the body. But she walked out on her own two feet.”


  “She did? You saw her?”


  “She was disguised as Mrs. Konigsberg. She used to love amateur dramatics and charades. But Mrs. Konigsberg is a creature of habit. She takes her walk at eleven o’clock every day and she never goes out without her dachshund. When I saw her going out in the early evening I thought it odd, so I went to visit her and she confirmed she had not left her house that evening.”


  Daniel laughed. “And I thought you were supposed to be resting and recovering. Not running around the neighborhood. I’ll never hear the last of it from my mother.”


  “I didn’t do much running around,” I said. “Most of it was observed from right here, through the window.”


  Postscript


  Mr. Emory was released for lack of evidence, but his good name was not cleared completely until several months later, when Mrs. Emory was located in a colored settlement across the Mississippi from New Orleans. She was living in a simple shack, calling herself Madame Dupre, and was clearly pregnant. She denied ever having been Mrs. Emory from New York, of course, and no charges were filed as no crime had actually been committed.


  As for me, I was back on my feet, taking care of my husband and son, looking forward to a bright future together, and never dreaming how the events of the upcoming year would shake up our lives on Patchin Place.
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  One


  New York City, May 1905


  Like many Irish people I have always been a strong believer in a sixth sense. In fact I had prided myself on mine. I credited it with alerting me to danger more than once during my career as an investigator. So I can’t explain why it let me down on such a critical occasion, when an advance warning might have spared us all such grief. Maybe the perpetrator of this evil had not planned it in advance. Maybe it had been a last-minute order from above, so I had not been able to sense his intention or his presence … or their presence. I’m sure there must have been more than one of them. That was how they worked.


  Anyway, there were certainly no uneasy thoughts in my head that bright May morning as I fed my little one his breakfast. He was eight months old now, a strapping boy with a shock of dark curls like his father and an impish smile. Now I think back on it I wonder if Aggie hadn’t been the one with the sixth sense, although she had no Celtic connections that I knew of. She came into the kitchen while I was feeding Liam, bearing two letters in her hand.


  “Mail just arrived, Mrs. Sullivan,” she said. “Two letters for you. One with a foreign stamp.”


  “That will be from my friends in Paris, I expect,” I said, taking them from her. “How nice.”


  I took in Sid’s bold black script on the foreign envelope and noted that the other was my mother-in-law’s weekly missive. The former would wait until I had the proper time to savor Sid’s latest account of their adventures in Paris. The latter could simply wait.


  “Aren’t you going to read them?” Aggie hovered at my shoulder, still fascinated by the foreign look of the envelope.


  “Later, when I have time.”


  “If anyone ever wrote to me, I’d want to read it right away,” she said wistfully. Then she shivered and wrapped her arms around her scrawny body. “It’s awful cold in here today, isn’t it?” she said. “Cold for May.”


  “Is it? I hadn’t noticed.” I looked out of the window where early roses were climbing up a trellis. “It’s a nice bright day. You can come with me when I take Liam for his walk and you’ll feel warmer in the sun.”


  “I need to be getting on with the laundry,” she said, eyeing Liam, who now had a generous amount of cream of wheat over his front. “That child gets through more clothes than a little prince and I expect I’ll warm myself up scrubbing away at the washboard.”


  She stood there, still hugging her arms to her skinny body. Although she had been with me since Liam was born, and had an appetite like a horse, there wasn’t an ounce of flesh on her and she still looked like a pathetic little waif. I had taken her in out of pity, after she had been forced to give up the child she had had out of wedlock, but she had surprised me by being a hard worker and wonderful with the baby. She’d been the oldest of ten and had grown up taking care of the younger ones—a valuable asset to her family, but that hadn’t stopped her parents from throwing her out the moment they learned she was pregnant. She was pathetically grateful to come to us and I in turn was grateful for her knowledge in those first difficult weeks with the new baby.


  “The laundry will wait,” I said, smiling at her. “Come on, get Liam changed out of those messy clothes and we’ll go out.”


  She shook her head. “No, Mrs. Sullivan. I think I’d better stay and get those diapers out on the line, if you don’t mind. A morning like this is too bright to last. There will be rain by the end of the day, you mark my words.”


  She had grown up on a farm in the Adirondacks so I believed her.


  “All the more reason for me to give Liam his daily dose of fresh air,” I said. “It’s been a gloomy spring so far, hasn’t it? I was beginning to think summer would never come.”


  “It’s been gloomy enough around here,” Aggie said, “with Captain Sullivan going around with a face that would curdle milk and hardly a civil word in his head.”


  “It’s not for you to criticize your employer,” I said sharply and watched her flinch as if I’d slapped her. Then I relented, of course.


  “Captain Sullivan is under a great deal of worry at the moment. A policeman’s job is never the easiest and right now I think he’s battling a major problem. Not that he ever confides in me, but if his current bad temper is anything to go on, then I’d say he had a particularly difficult case on his hands. It’s our job to make sure his life is as pleasant as possible when he comes home.”


  She nodded silently as she lifted Liam out of his high chair and bore him away up the stairs. I cleaned away the aftermath of Liam’s breakfast and considered my little speech. I realized it had been a pep talk for me well as Aggie, because I had found Daniel’s current black mood hard to take. More than once I’d wondered why I ever thought that it had been a good idea to leave my life of freedom and independence as a private investigator to get married. I think I’d expected to be able to share in his work, mulling over complicated cases with him and giving him the benefit of my own experience as a detective. But that hadn’t happened. Daniel remained tight-lipped about his work. He was gone from morning till night most days and only popped in for a hasty meal. A quick peck on the cheek as he ran out of the door again was the best I could hope for. For better or worse rang through my head. That was what I’d promised at the altar.


  I sighed and put the dishes in the sink for Aggie. Then I went up to my room to change my clothes. A walk in the sunshine would soon do wonders for my current mood.


  Aggie was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs with Liam already strapped in his buggy. “You could take those letters with you to read,” she said, handing them to me.


  I laughed. “I believe you’re more interested in my mail than I am.”


  “I love hearing about foreign parts,” she said. “It’s like a fairy tale.”


  “I’ll read Miss Goldfarb’s letter to you later if you like,” I said. Aggie hadn’t yet managed to learn to read, in spite of my efforts to teach her. I put on my hat, adjusting it in front of the hall mirror, then Aggie helped me maneuver the buggy down the front steps.


  “I hope you have a nice walk, Mrs. Sullivan,” she called after me as I set off.


  I almost asked her again to come with us, but I reminded myself that she was the servant and the laundry was her job. I’d bring her a cake for tea, I decided. She loved the cakes I brought from the French bakery around the corner. As Liam and I bumped over the cobbles of Patchin Place I couldn’t help glancing across at the doorway of number 9.


  It had been two months now since my friends Elena Goldfarb and Augusta Walcott, more familiarly known as Sid and Gus, had taken it into their heads to go to Paris, so that Gus could study art with the best painters of the day. I had never thought that Gus’s talent for painting was as great as she believed it to be, but her cousin Willie Walcott had gone to study in Paris and was now apparently making a name for himself as a painter of the Impressionist school. He had promised introductions for Sid and Gus.


  From their letters they seemed to be having a roaring good time, while I missed them terribly. I had come to count on their comforting presence across the street, their extravagant parties, and their bohemian lifestyle that Daniel only just tolerated for my sake. With Sid and Gus, life was never boring. You never knew when you’d open their front door and find the front parlor turned into a Mongolian yurt or a Turkish harem.


  They never had to worry about the day-to-day trivialities of normal life. They had enough money to live as they wanted, according to their rules. This is not to say that they were always frivolous. They were keen supporters of the suffrage movement and I missed attending those meetings at their house as well.


  I sighed as I came out onto Greenwich Avenue and steered Liam’s buggy around a pile of steaming horse droppings. Ah, well. They’d grow tired of Paris and come home eventually, wouldn’t they? And in the meantime I had a husband to look after and a son to raise.


  Things could be worse. Liam leaned forward in the buggy, urging me to go faster, and babbled in delight when an automobile drove past us, its driver’s long scarf streaming out in the breeze behind him as he steered the contraption around a slow moving dray. Just like his father, I thought, smiling at his excitement. We were seeing more and more automobiles these days. I know Daniel secretly hankered after one. He was allowed to drive the police vehicle when there was a special need, but that didn’t include giving his family a ride.


  I waited for a gap in the traffic before I pushed the buggy across into Washington Square, passing beneath the great arch and into the relative tranquility of the gardens beyond. Here activity was confined to mothers pushing buggies while toddlers clung to their skirts, bigger boys bowling iron hoops that rattled over the gravel paths, and even bigger boys playing a game of kick the can. I wondered why the latter weren’t in school as it certainly wasn’t a holiday. I suppose they could have been newsboys, taking a break from long hours standing on street corners.


  I found a bench in the sun and turned the buggy so that Liam could watch the bigger children at play. He seemed more fascinated with the fountain in the center of the square and a flock of small birds that perched on the lip, daring each other to take a bath in the spray that flew out in the breeze.


  With my son content for the moment I opened my letters. I dutifully read Daniel’s mother’s letter first, as he’d no doubt want a report on her doings and she’d no doubt want a reply from me. Usually her weekly letters were a recital of what she had done around the house, what her young charge Bridie was doing, interspersed with slivers of local gossip. But today I was surprised to read, By the time you read this I shall be gone.


  My heart lurched in my chest. I have to confess that I wasn’t overly fond of Daniel’s mother, but this was so sudden. Then I read on.


  I am writing this in haste to let you know that I am about to embark on a journey. I decided not to mention this plan to you in advance as I rather think that Daniel might have tried to dissuade me. And I don’t think it would have taken that much to dissuade me since it was such a huge undertaking for me.


  You remember my friend Letitia Blackstone? Her daughter Imogen married a young engineer who is now designing a bridge across the Mississippi River. Letitia wanted to visit her daughter who has just had a baby, but was reluctant to travel alone to such wild and barbaric parts. So she asked me if I would accompany her if she paid my way. Of course I agreed.


  What an adventure at my time of life to see a little more of our beautiful country before I die. And Letitia insists on doing everything first class so I don’t expect it will be too uncomfortable or dangerous. It will also be a perfect opportunity for young Bridie. I’m taking her along as my companion as she’s been worried recently about her papa and this will take her mind off things.


  I stopped reading and stared out across the square. Poor little Bridie, whose father and brother had gone down to Panama to work on the building of the canal. None of the news that came from that hellhole had been good. Men had been dropping like flies, so it was said, from yellow fever and terrible working conditions. And there had been no news from Bridie’s father for months so we had to assume the worst.


  I read on. Martha the maid was to visit her ailing mother. The house was to be shut up and Mrs. Sullivan didn’t know how long they would be away. She sent her warmest regards and a fond kiss to her grandchild. I folded the letter and put it back in its envelope. Well, that would be a surprise for Daniel. His mother was not the kind one would expect to make rash, last minute decisions to go out into the wild west.


  I glanced across at Liam and saw that he had fallen asleep. I adjusted his pillows, covered him properly and then turned to my other letter. It was as I expected, full of exciting tidbits of news of life in Paris. Sid wrote:


  Willie has obtained an introduction for Gus to none other than Reynold Bryce. You know who he is, don’t you, Molly? He made a name for himself as part of the Boston School back in the eighties—particularly with his paintings of the young girl he called Angela. Then at the height of his fame he took off for Paris and has remained here, becoming one of the leading lights among Impressionist painters. Anyway, he is THE patron and lodestone for American artists in Paris. His salon is where one needs to be seen. He holds an exhibition every spring and if he includes your work, you are IN! Gus is hoping he’ll include her, naturally. She’s been painting some really interesting canvasses recently, although I think she may be a little avant-garde for traditionalists like Reynold Bryce. Gus says she’s not sure whether she’s a Fauvist, a Cubist, or simply a modernist, but she’s thrilled to be among artists who dare to paint with her boldness. We met a rather dashing young Spaniard in a bar. His name is Pablo Picasso and he said that Gus’s work shows promise. I’m not sure I can say the same about his daubings—most odd.


  Speaking of young painters, we have just made an astounding discovery. Remember it was Gus’s cousin who lured us to Paris in the first place. Well, it turns out that I have a relative here as well—a distant cousin. When we were about to leave for Paris my mother told me that we had family members who had settled there when the family left the turmoils in Eastern Europe. My grandfather came to America and my great-uncle’s family went to Paris. Mama had no current address for them but their last name would have been Goldfarb like ours. I asked at several synagogues but to no avail—in fact the Parisian Jews did not exactly extend the welcome mat. Well, I admit that I do not look like the good traditional Jewish woman, nor do I practice my religion, but it turned out that the cause of their caution had more to do with the current wave of anti-Semitism that has swept this city, culminating in the dreadful treatment of Captain Dreyfus—falsely imprisoned and shipped to Devil’s Island mainly because of his race.


  Having heard this, we’re not sure how long we’ll stay, though of course among the more bohemian community of artists and writers, race, gender, or even appearance don’t matter a fig. Talent is all that counts. You’ll be amazed to learn that I was the first of us to have a talent acknowledged here. We went to a soiree and were each instructed to write a poem. I read mine with great trepidation but it was pronounced good. At this gathering I was instantly drawn to a young man with an interesting face and such soulful dark eyes—clearly also Jewish. We started to share information about our ancestry and lo and behold he turned out to be my long-lost distant cousin, Maxim Noah. Apparently his mother was a Goldfarb. His parents are dead, and he lives in a studio with artist friends up on the hill called Montmartre. And the poets I met have invited me to join their group.


  It seems that in this city poetry is as important as painting. Did you ever imagine that such a place could exist on earth? If it weren’t for the anti-Semitic sentiment and for missing our delightful godson Liam, we might never want to come home!


  But I digress. As I mentioned, Maxim lives with some other young artists up in the rural part of Montmartre and invited us to visit him. “Primitive” is hardly the word to describe it, my dear. No heat, no running water, just a group of young men painting, creating, discussing. Maxim suggested that Gus and I take a place nearby, but I pointed out that we were no longer eighteen and that civilized New Yorkers needed heat and a daily bath.


  But having finally made artistic connections in the city we wanted to move closer to the hub of the current art world. We have finally found a place of our own in that general area that suits our needs. Our previous lodging was in a more genteel area near the Seine—preferable in some ways but too far from the exciting world of the arts. What’s more the landlady was a fussy old bird who objected to the smell of paint and our late hours. So we have found what we consider a wonderful compromise … a top floor atelier on a street close to Pigalle. Not as primitive as the streets further up the hill and mercifully close to a station of the Métropolitain railway—yes, dear Molly, they have a perfectly fine working subway here, making travel across the city quick and easy. There are already three lines with more under construction.


  As you can see from the address at the top of this letter, our new home is on Rue des Martyrs. I must confess we picked it for its name. Gus was tickled pink to be part of the martyrs—she said she always knew that she’d have to suffer for her art! The street itself is a good mixture of commerce and residence, lively yet not too raucous. We can take advantage of the little cafés around Pigalle and yet escape from the hubbub by climbing the five flights to our little nest whose balcony gives us a glimpse of the new church that is being built at the top of Montmartre (if we lean out far enough). I wish you could see it, Molly. You’d love it here. Do policemen ever get time off for good behavior? Would Daniel ever consider traveling to Europe? If not, please persuade him to do without you for a while. You know we’d pay for your ticket if that was a problem. We yearn to see our adorable Liam. He must have grown so much since we parted from you.


  Think of the cultural opportunities of Liam being exposed to Paris at an early age. Gus says we are to keep pestering you until you agree to come. It’s too lovely and breathtaking and exciting not to want to share.


  Gus sends her warmest regards, as do I, and a big kiss to dear Liam.


  Your friend Elena (Sid)


  I shut my eyes, enjoying the feel of warm spring sunshine on my face and tried to picture Paris. Then suddenly I was back in Ireland, sitting in the schoolroom at the big house with Miss Vanessa and Miss Henrietta. When I was ten I had rather impressed their mother, Mrs. Hartley, with my eloquence and cheek and she had invited me to join her own daughters for lessons. They clearly didn’t think much of this idea and never made me feel welcome but their governess was delighted to have a pupil who was so keen to learn. On this day she was telling us about a trip she had taken to Paris. I was plying her with questions about the Louvre and Notre-Dome when Miss Vanessa cut into our discussion.


  “I don’t see why we’re wasting time like this. It’s not as if you’re ever likely to go to Paris, Molly,” she said scathingly and her sister had tittered as if this was a great joke.


  A sudden cold breeze swept across the square, almost snatching the paper from my hands. I looked up and saw that Aggie’s prediction was right. Dark clouds were racing in over the Hudson. It would rain before the day was out. I folded the letter, replaced it in its envelope, and then stood up. I should get a move on and do my shopping for tonight’s meal now, rather than later in the day. Liam slept on blissfully as I set the buggy moving in the direction of home. Another gust of wind sent spray from the fountain in our direction.


  And then it was almost as if I was having a vision: before they left for Paris, Sid and Gus had taken me to an exhibit of Impressionist painting at a gallery in New York. I had found the paintings delightfully light and fresh and free, although others viewing them had pronounced them as shocking daubs with no substance to them. Now, as I glanced back across the square it was as if I was seeing one of those Impressionist paintings of a park in Paris—a young girl holding onto a white straw hat with red ribbons flying out in the breeze, while her small brother ran to retrieve a red ball, pigeons pecking hopefully, and sycamore trees coming into leaf and casting dappled shade on the gravel walkways. I smiled wistfully as I moved on. Such a scene in Washington Square was the closest to Paris I was likely to get.


  Two


  Clouds had almost swallowed up the sun by the time we returned to Patchin Place. The bumpy ride over cobbles woke Liam and his loud cries let me know that he expected to be fed again soon. I felt my breasts react in response. None of this newfangled bottle feeding for me, in spite of my mother-in-law telling me it was more hygienic and that ladies of quality never nursed their infants. I had not regretted my decision for an instant but the arrival of sharp little new teeth made me wonder whether weaning might be a good idea.


  “I’m home, Aggie,” I called, pausing in the front hallway to remove my hat and coat.


  Her pinched little face appeared from the kitchen. “Laundry’s all done and out, Mrs. Sullivan, but for how long, who can say?”


  “You were right about the weather as usual,” I said. “The rainclouds are already gathering.”


  “Maybe that’s why I’ve felt so cold all morning,” she said. “Could be a big storm coming.” Liam interrupted this conversation with another wail. Aggie went to lift him out of his pram, but I stopped her.


  “It’s all right. He wants feeding. I’ll take him up to the nursery.” Liam reached out to me to be picked up. I noticed how heavy he was getting as I swung him onto my hip. “I’m going to cut down your rations, my lad,” I said. “You’re getting too big.”


  “Don’t say that, Mrs. Sullivan,” Aggie said. “We never got enough to eat at my house. You don’t know what that’s like.”


  “No, I don’t,” I said, looking at her with pity. “It’s almost lunchtime. Go and warm us up some of that stew. I’ve got a nice chop for Captain Sullivan’s dinner, if he comes home in time to eat tonight.”


  “Oh, that reminds me,” Aggie said. I paused halfway up the stairs and turned back to her. “A man was here this morning asking for Captain Sullivan.”


  “What kind of man? A policeman?”


  “Oh, I don’t think so.” She chewed on her lip. “A swarthy type. Foreign.”


  “What did he want?”


  “He just asked when Captain Sullivan was likely to be home. I told him I couldn’t say, and that Captain Sullivan didn’t keep regular hours. We’d hardly seen him at all lately. He then asked about you, and I said you’d be back shortly.”


  “Did you ask if you could take a message?” I asked.


  “I did. And he said he had to deliver the message to you and the captain in person, so he’d be back when you were both home.”


  “How strange,” I said. “Foreign? I can’t think who that might be.”


  “I didn’t like the look of him,” Aggie said. “He had shifty eyes.”


  I smiled. “You think all foreigners have shifty eyes. Perhaps Daniel will know.”


  And I went on up the stairs. Liam was fed and put down for his afternoon nap. The rain started about three and we rushed to get in the line full of laundry. The rest of the day passed without incident.


  I reread Sid’s letter over an afternoon cup of tea, sharing the interesting bits with Aggie. She was duly impressed. “Imagine traveling halfway around the world and then bumping into a long-lost cousin,” she said. “And a handsome one at that. Maybe they’ll fall in love and marry.”


  “I hardly think that’s likely to happen,” I said, smiling at her naïveté. Sid and Gus lived as a couple right across the street from us, but then I hadn’t taken in the truth about their relationship when I first met them either. Such things had been outside of my sphere of experience too.


  Darkness fell early with wind moaning through the chimney. I prepared our evening meal and put Daniel’s chop out, ready to grill, in the hope that he might be home for dinner, just this once. Then about six thirty my wishes were answered. The front door opened, sending a blast of cold air right down the hall to us, and Daniel came in, his cheeks red from the wind, clapping his hands together.


  “It’s like winter out there again,” he said. “Luckily the rain has eased off. I thought I’d get drenched on the way home.” He looked around the kitchen. “Where’s my favorite son?”


  “Aggie’s just putting him to bed,” I said.


  “Good. I hoped I’d catch him awake for once.” He unwound his scarf, dropped it on a chair, and then bounded up the stairs. I heard his big voice and a baby’s squeal of delight and smiled to myself as I put his chop on the stove. By the time he reappeared his dinner was ready.


  “What a splendid sight,” he said as I placed the plate in front of him. “It feels like the first decent meal I’ve had in weeks.”


  “You’ve never been home to eat,” I said.


  He nodded, his mouth full. “It’s been a rough time,” he said at last.


  “Difficult case?”


  “More like a war than a case,” he said. “The commissioner decided the time had come to take a stand against the Italian gang that is terrorizing the Lower East Side.”


  “The Cosa Nostra, you mean?”


  “That’s what they call themselves, yes. And we thought the Eastmans were bad news. The Eastmans are child’s play compared to these new boys. Protection rackets, extortion—all the usual stuff—but done with such incredible violence and ruthlessness. Anyone who betrays them is found with his throat slit from ear to ear. And they don’t hesitate to take revenge on anyone who stands in their way.”


  “How do you plan to stop them?”


  He shrugged. “I don’t know that we can. We can slow them down, but new Italian immigrants keep pouring into the city, so they’ll have keen new members all the time. But the commissioner says we must shut them down before they become too powerful, so try we must. We’ve got their big cheese behind bars now and I think we’ve enough on him to make a conviction stick, in spite of the dearth of witnesses willing to testify against him. We’ll see if he manages to wriggle out of it.”


  And he went back to his eating.


  “I had two letters today,” I said, trying to change the subject to more cheerful matters. “One from your mother—you’ll never guess what she’s up to?”


  “She’s found a new way to make jam or she’s hosted another coffee morning?” He looked up, grinning.


  “No, she’s off on a trip out West with her friend Letitia Blackstone. They’re going to visit Letitia’s daughter—the one whose husband is building a bridge across the Mississippi River.”


  “Good God,” Daniel said. “Mother on a trip out West? I thought a journey from Westchester to the city counted as a long journey for her. I hope her health is up to it.”


  “She’s as strong as an ox, Daniel. And it will be good for her. She’s taking Bridie along for company.”


  “Amazing.” Daniel went back to eating. “I suppose it’s too late to dissuade her?”


  “Why stop her? Travel broadens the mind. One needs adventures.”


  “I suppose you’re right.”


  “And my other letter was from Sid.” I held it up to him. “They’re having a lovely time in Paris. Sid’s discovered a long-lost cousin and started writing poetry. Gus has an introduction to Reynold Bryce—”


  Daniel grinned. “I shouldn’t have thought Gus painted in a style he’d approve of. Didn’t he do all those portraits of the angelic child, copies of which now grace half the nurseries in America?”


  “He moved on and became an Impressionist, so I’m told.”


  “But Gus is certainly not an Impressionist.” Daniel chuckled. “I’m not sure how you’d define her painting. Bad, I’d say, but I suppose you’d leap to defend her.”


  “It’s not my cup of tea,” I said, loyalty struggling with honesty, “but I’m not a qualified critic of the arts. I don’t think we fully appreciate modern art, such as the pictures Gus paints.”


  Daniel snorted as he picked up his glass and took a long swig of beer. “Well, good for them. At least they’re enjoying themselves and staying out of mischief with that damned suffrage movement.”


  “Sid wanted to know if policemen ever got time off to travel,” I said. “She and Gus want us to join them.”


  “Travel to Paris? On a policeman’s salary?” Daniel laughed. “Those women have no idea what it’s like to live in the real world.”


  I chose not to add that Gus had offered to pay my way if necessary. That would only insult Daniel’s pride.


  “I’m rather glad they’re away for a while, to tell the truth,” he said. “It gives you a chance to concentrate on your husband and son, and not get any more silly ideas in your head.”


  “Daniel Sullivan, don’t you dare talk to me like that,” I said angrily.


  “I think it’s just grand to be a wife and mother, but I’ll get all the silly ideas I want, thank you very much.”


  He laughed again. “I love it when you’re angry. Actually I was afraid you were becoming too docile of late. Not the wild Molly from Ireland I first fell in love with.”


  “If you say any more patronizing things to me, you’ll still find me wild enough, I’ll warrant,” I said, giving him a challenging stare that made him laugh all the more. I came around the table to him and he grabbed my wrist, drawing me down toward him.


  “And I wouldn’t mind a good wrestle either,” he said, his face now inches from mine. “I’ve been so damned preoccupied that we’ve hardly had a good….”


  Suddenly there was the sound of breaking glass somewhere at the front of the house. Daniel and I broke apart and were on our feet instantly. “What the hell—” Daniel started to say as he made for the hallway. He had just reached the kitchen door, with me hot on his heels, when there was a tremendous boom. A great blast flung me off my feet, sucking all the air out of my lungs. As I was hurled backward I got an impression of a wall of flame, hurtling toward me before I crashed into the wall, hitting my head. Stars flashed before my eyes as a wave of pain came over me and I think I might have passed out. When I came to my senses I was lying with debris on top of me.


  My ears were ringing, my head swimming, and I was still fighting to breathe. I pushed a chair and what felt like big chunks of plaster from me and staggered to my feet. The air was so thick with smoke and dust that I found it hard to make out where I was. I felt the edge of the kitchen table, solid pine and still standing, and moved around it. In the darkness I could hear the crackle of flame but no other sound. Somewhere in that black and smoking hell were my husband and son.


  “Daniel!” I tried to shout but my voice came out rasping, like a bird’s caw. I pushed my way forward. “Daniel!” I tried again. The light from the fire, or maybe from the streetlamp outside, cast an unreal glow through the thick smoke. Where the hallway had been was now a pile of smoking rubble, and beneath it I spotted Daniel’s foot. With utter desperation I threw off one chunk of plaster after another, pieces of glass, pieces of what had once been the hallstand, a hook with my new hat still attached to it.


  “Daniel.” I dropped to my knees beside him and turned him over. His face was blackened, like a chimney sweep’s, with a nasty gash across his forehead. His jacket had been torn away and his shirt ripped. I lifted him gently and cradled his head in my hands. “Daniel, wake up, please.”


  I took his wrist and was relieved to feel a pulse. Still alive then. Must get him free of all this. Out of here. I dragged him back into the kitchen and opened the back door, letting in cold fresh air. I couldn’t wait a second longer to see if he was going to wake up. All I could think about was Liam. He’d been upstairs in his crib, in his nursery at the front of the house. As I tried to pick my way over the rubble in the hall I heard coughing behind me, a curse and a groan. Daniel was sitting up, his hand to his chest, trying to breathe.


  “Daniel.” I rushed back to him. “Get up. Help me. Liam’s upstairs. It’s all on fire.”


  He staggered to his feet. “Liam,” he gasped and came after me. We made our way down the hall, staggering like two drunks on a Saturday night. When we reached the place where the stairs should have been there was just a gaping hole with the upper steps hanging crazily over nothing.


  “My son’s up there!” I screamed, my voice coming back to me now. “And Aggie. Aggie!” I shouted her name. The only reply was the crackle of flames and the shifting of some beam.


  “Get help,” I tugged at his arm. “Get the fire brigade. A ladder.”


  Like an automaton Daniel made for the hole where the front door had been. I followed him, feeling the welcome cold rain on me. A crowd was gathering outside. I could see faces lit with the eerie red glow of the fire.


  “My baby!” I screamed, rushing up to the nearest figure in the darkness. “My baby is trapped upstairs. Get the fire brigade.”


  “I’ll get a ladder,” a man’s voice volunteered.


  “No time for that.” Daniel was already hauling himself onto a window ledge.


  “Give me a leg up, boys.”


  “You don’t want to go up there. It’s all on fire,” someone shouted.


  “My son is up there,” Daniel said grimly. “Help me.”


  “Daniel, no!” I shouted. “Be careful.”


  Two burly men helped Daniel haul himself to the top of the window frame and I watched him reach for the upper window. The glass had shattered and flames were licking out of it. Someone had started a bucket chain in a pathetically futile attempt to put out the fire.


  Each time a bucket of water was thrown through a broken window there was a sizzling noise and steam rose, but the fire didn’t subside. I watched Daniel haul himself inside, wanting him to go and not go at the same time. My heart was hammering. I found that I was holding my breath. In the distance I heard the bells of a fire engine, coming from the Jefferson Market station nearby. Then horses’ hoofs drumming on the cobbles and shouts of: “Out of the way! Stand clear!”


  And a fire engine appeared at the entrance to our alleyway. A hose was unwound. It all seemed to happen in slow motion as the firemen ran toward us.


  “What happened?”


  “There was an explosion,” someone in the crowd said.


  “Gas main blew up? Someone turned on the gas and forgot to light it?”


  Water was now being aimed at the front of our house, sending up a curtain of steam and smoke that hid the window into which Daniel had disappeared.


  I grabbed a fireman. “My husband is up there,” I said. “And my baby, and the nursemaid.”


  A ladder was placed against the wall. One of the firemen went up it and I heard him say, “Over here, sir. Come on. I’ll get you out.” And a blackened, singed Daniel appeared at the window, clutching a bundle wrapped in a blanket in his arms. He handed it to the fireman then lowered himself onto the ladder and came down. I pushed past the firemen and ran to grab the bundle.


  “My baby.” I could hear myself sobbing as I snatched him from the fireman’s arms. “Give me my baby.”


  “Just a minute, missus. Let’s take a look, shall we?” I could hear from the tone of his voice that he wanted to spare me the sight of my child, burned and dead. I opened the blanket. A pair of terrified eyes looked up at me and he held out his little arms, letting out a huge wail. I grabbed him and held him tightly to me while he cried against my cheek. Daniel joined us, wrapping the two of us in a fierce embrace.
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