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      Ezra,

      It is long past the time you should have paid me a visit in London. The weather isn’t ideal, but when is it, anyway? I have a new exhibition that opens in two weeks and I insist you attend. I can’t imagine there is much to behold in the Liverpool art scene.

      Of course, my home is open to you, as it always is. Bring a friend, if you want.

      Julian Smythe
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      Ezra Thaddeus stood outside his ground floor flat’s front door, bracing himself. His gloved hand clutched a brass key, but he couldn’t bring himself to fit inside the lock just yet. On a whim, he pressed his ear to the door and strained to hear something of the inevitable chaos his new housemate was bound to be causing.

      His only reply was silence.

      He sighed. Quiet chaos was the worst. At least the door was cold, which meant the flat wasn’t on fire. Again. He unlocked the door and cautiously stepped inside. “Claudia?”

      A crash sounded in the kitchen. There weren’t any accompanying screams, flames, or flooding water, which Ezra cautiously took as a good sign. He put away his coat in the foyer closet, and market bag forgotten on the tile floor, he strode to the kitchen to see what she had got up to this time. “What was that? You haven’t tried to cook again, have you?” He found Claudia on her hands and knees in the kitchen, covered in white. He blinked, as if he couldn’t believe his eyes.

      She looked like an illustration in a children’s book of a snow queen, albeit one who was melting in the sun. White dusted her shirt and trousers, was smeared in her long dark hair. When her guilty eyes looked up at him, he saw it streaked across her face. Not snow. Flour, presumably from the giant copper container of it his housekeeper set up on the counter. A container that had recently been refilled and now lay on its side, spilling its contents everywhere in puffs of white. “Sorry,” said Claudia. “It just happened now.”

      “And you were scooping it up with your hands?” Relief flooded him at the knowledge that it was merely a mess he came home to.

      “I … well, not to put it back in the box.” He and Claudia had had a few conversations about food and what to do with it after it fell on the floor.

      “Why not use the broom to sweep it up?”

      She stood and dusted flour off her loose brown trousers. “Where is it?”

      Of course, Claudia wouldn’t know where the broom was; she and Ezra seldom did their own housework. He’d spent their first few weeks of living together keeping her from trying to walk through walls and experimenting with matches. He opened a closet door inset into the wall, revealing a trove of cleaning supplies. He removed a broom and dustpan.

      Before he could sweep up the mess, Claudia took them from him and did it herself, depositing the flour in the rubbish bin.

      “What happened?” Ezra asked when she put them away. She reached for the carpet sweeper and pulled it out, fascinated.

      He quickly rushed to her side and put it away, then closed the door.

      “Mrs. Green uses that to clean the rugs,” she remarked, sidestepping his question about the flour. “How does it work?”

      “Suction and steam. Claudia, what were you doing with the flour?”

      “Oh, that.” She picked up the flour can and returned it to the counter. “It was an accident.”

      “Sober adults don’t usually go about dropping it on the floor for fun, so I assumed it was.” He squinted at her, searching for signs of intoxication. “You didn’t get into my whiskey again, did you?”

      She gave him her best withering look. “I did not. I was looking to see where you hid the biscuits and it fell over. You startled me when you came home.”

      “I didn’t hide the biscuits this time. We ate the rest of them last night.” Ezra hadn’t been one for sweets until Claudia moved in. “I don’t hide biscuits in baking supplies. I brought home a box of chocolates, anyway.”

      Claudia had already breezed past him before he could finish his sentence, leaving a trail of flour in her path.

      Ezra sighed and followed her. He’d have to haul out the carpet sweeper himself before his housekeeper’s next visit. She’d already dug out the red velvet-covered box of chocolate truffles from his dropped shopping bag by the time he found her in the foyer. “Are you certain you don’t want supper first? I can warm something for us.”

      She paused and considered his words. “I suppose so.”

      “Go get changed into clean clothes, and I’ll get dinner on the table.”

      He hung up his coat and, with the box under his arm, returned to the kitchen. He warmed soup on the stove and slice off some bread from a loaf Mrs. Green baked during her last visit.

      Claudia returned to the kitchen wearing a nightgown and one of his jumpers. “How was the market?” she asked brightly, helping herself to a piece of bread. She carefully buttered it.

      Ezra kept an eye on the stove hob’s tiny blue flame, waiting for the chicken soup to heat through. “There wasn’t much we needed.” Only sweets, which he’d been keeping in the house since she moved in. “Actually, I left to send a telegram.” He braced himself to deliver his news. "One of my old university friends has invited me for a visit. His first major art exhibition will be opening at the end of the month.”

      Claudia paused and set down her bread slice. “You’re going to Londinium?”

      Ezra nodded, not bothering to correct her. “Yes.”

      “What will happen to me?”

      “If Ivy and Merritt were in town, I would suggest you stay with them.” His widowed stepmother and her new husband were currently enjoying an extended holiday in Spain. They didn’t have any immediate plans to return to England.

      “But they aren’t in town.” Claudia looked at him expectantly.

      If they were, Ezra would have been reluctant to leave her with them, anyway. Chaos aside, he enjoyed her company more than he’d ever expected to. “They aren’t. I thought you might want to go with me.” He held his breath, waiting for her response.

      It was immediate. Her face lit up in excitement, color appearing on her cheeks. “Really?”

      The sight of her happiness always made his heart do a stupid little flip-flop against his ribs. “Yes.”

      “I haven’t been to Londinium in years!”

      Years was putting it mildly. As Ezra checked the soup’s progress, he wondered if there was a word for reverse exaggeration. Perhaps there was one in Latin that Claudia was familiar with. “I thought you would enjoy a trip away. I’ll book train tickets tomorrow.”

      “The train!” Claudia’s dark eyes widened.

      Ezra couldn’t keep himself from smiling. It was one thing, of which there were many, that she hadn’t yet experienced, something new she would share with him. He felt selfish at his wanting to be there with her as she learned how to be alive again, but was unwilling to step away. He never would have chosen one Claudia Drusilla Lucius, a resurrected Roman woman, to be his housemate, but here she was, and he’d found himself happier for it.

      “I thought we could take the train to London and a dirigible to come home. That way you can try land and air travel.”

      “When do we leave?”

      “We’ll leave on Thursday,” Ezra replied. “Two days from now. That will give us enough time to get you some new traveling clothes.”

      She nodded. “I suppose I’ll need something appropriate for an art exhibit. Do you think my stola would be all right?” Before he could reply, she added, “I’m not being serious. I promise I will look like a lady and I won’t embarrass you.”

      “You’re not an embarrassment.”

      “What about that time at the market?”

      Ezra nearly asked her which one she was thinking of, but stopped himself in time. “It wasn’t an issue. You didn’t know any better.” There. That answer would suffice for the first time she accompanied him there and she helped herself to an apple off a vendor’s stall. Or the time she tried to walk away with a knitted scarf without paying for it first because it was pretty. Or the incident where she climbed into a pen to play with a litter of sheepdog puppies.

      “Well, I’ll be on my best behavior, I promise.”

      Ezra ladled soup into a pair of bowls and joined her at the table.  “We’ll go to the shops tomorrow and get you something new for the exhibit,” Ezra promised.

      “Evening wear? Ivy’s evening dresses are so beautiful.”

      His stepmother had embraced her clotheshorse ways since her mourning period had ended. “I don’t see why not.”

      Delight suffused her features, and with it, a corresponding warmth spread through him. He hoped she would never lose that sense of wonder.
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      Once Claudia had remembered how to walk, then learned how to walk in the current, often-ridiculous fashions, she had taken to strolling Liverpool in the mornings, content to ruminate in her thoughts. She had spent the first few days of being alive again having to remind herself how to breathe, how to recognize when she was tired or hungry, ordinary human functions that she hadn’t thought twice about before she died over a millennium ago. She and Ezra had been pleased with her progress, with Ezra ceding to her desire to leave his flat unaccompanied after a few weeks. She understood some of his fear about her wandering alone. She supposed he respected her independence more than Merritt Sloan would, although his nervousness about it stemmed from concern. They’d been friends for years, since she haunted his flat.

      Haunted.

      Claudia didn’t like that word. She didn’t like to think of herself as haunting Merritt’s flat when she was still dead. She just preferred staying on the mortal plane with living people. It had taken over a thousand years, but her refusal to leave worked in her favor, in a way.

      Claudia strode with purpose along the sidewalks, taking care to avoid the steam-powered cabs and horse-drawn carriages that raced through the streets. The first time she had left the flat with Ezra, she nearly found herself flattened beneath the wheels of one. She couldn’t recall the last time she’d seen Ezra so distraught. Crossing the street, she recalled when. It was after that awful night last autumn during a botched séance, when they’d huddled together in the bottom of Merritt’s ornithopter’s flight basket. It was the night they met. The night she’d been resurrected, struggling to remember how to breathe, how to move in her mortal body that hadn’t felt so clumsy the last time she’d occupied it. The night Ezra had a chance to say goodbye to his late father.

      Her route was familiar, one she took a couple of times per week. She supposed it would be faster to hail a steam cab, but she still found money and budgeting a little perplexing in this weird new century. She liked the walk, besides. Now that she could remember how to do it, it had become a pleasure to do so.

      A light drizzle started to fall when she found herself at the front of Merritt’s old flat, staring at the door. Taking care on the outside steps, she rang the bell for the house’s landlady, Mrs. Malton.

      The elderly woman opened the door with a smile. “Claudia! What a sight! I’ve just brewed some tea. Come in!”

      Claudia smiled and followed her into the house.

      Mrs. Malton lived on the first floor, the largest flat in the house. When she was a ghost, Claudia had enjoyed hanging about the landlady’s home. The widow still had an active social life, unlike the house’s other residents. Claudia had been happy to sit in with her and her friends as they chatted about their grandchildren and crafted together. The flat was filled with pillows embroidered by Mrs. Malton, the walls lined with paintings of birds and flowers. It was homey, the only such spot in the house. Mrs. Malton was also convinced that the house was haunted, although it wasn’t as though Claudia could tell her that it had once been.

      Even if she didn’t like the word. There hadn’t been any other spirits in the house as long as Claudia was in residence.

      Mrs. Malton cleared away an overflowing bag of yarn from a worn blue velvet-covered chair. “Sit,” she commanded. “I have scones. Do you want a scone? They’re just out of the oven.”

      Claudia didn’t care for scones—too dry for her taste—but she nodded to be polite. “Please.”

      “Butter?”

      She smiled. “Why not?”

      Mrs. Malton retrieved a tray from the kitchen bearing a copper tea set and a pair of buttered scones on plates. “I haven’t seen you in days. What have I missed?”

      “I’m taking a trip to Londi—London.” She caught herself in time.

      “I hope you have a pleasant visit, although I have to tell you that I despise London. Are you going with Mr. Sloan?” Mrs. Malton eyed her over the rim of her teacup, mischief in her gray eyes. Merritt had introduced them when he moved out of his upstairs flat. The landlady had been convinced that they were lovers since then, despite Merritt now being married to someone else.

      “No. I think Mrs. Sloan would disapprove of such a visit. I’m going with my friend, the one you met when Merritt moved.” She stumbled over the last word, unsure of her relationship to Ezra. Housemate, certainly. Tenant? She paid no rent. Ezra wouldn’t hear of it even if she’d had the means to do so. What they shared transcended mere friendship.

      Irritation crossed Mrs. Malton’s features. “The haughty one with the superiority complex?”

      “He isn’t haughty.” At least, Claudia hoped he wasn’t. She wasn’t sure what the word meant. She made a mental note to ask Ezra.

      Mrs. Malton made a “hmph” sound but dropped the subject. “What waits for you in London?”

      She thought about her family’s estate close to the river’s shore. Her pets, a pair of cats named Fera and Cyrus. And unexpectedly Marcus, who she hadn’t thought about in years. She never thought it would be so easy to forget her reason for dying. Everything in her past life, reduced to dust and rebuilt a thousand times over.

      Mrs. Malton was waiting for an answer. “An art exhibition. One of Ezra’s friends is being celebrated for his work or some such thing,” she finally replied.

      “There are few things more intolerable than a man who thinks he’s an artist, and that’s an upper class man who thinks he’s an artist.” She gave Claudia a knowing look before delicately sipping her tea.

      Not for the first time, Claudia wondered what the late Mr. Malton had been like and how he’d treated his wife. “Ezra studied art, too, and they’re friends, so I suppose he has to be all right.”

      “I’m certain you’ll fit right in with the artist crowd. You already dress like one.”

      She looked down at her plain dark trousers. She’d picked them out in a shop shortly after she was resurrected, paid for by Ezra. According to him, her taste in fashion veered toward clothing worn by lady aviators: sensible trousers, close-fitted jackets, short scarves. Claudia liked them only because she found everything else available to women too complicated, as lovely as she found the clothing. “They’re comfortable,” she said, a bit of a lie. Her stola had been comfortable. The brown wool garment, the only remnant of her old life, was neatly folded away in her bedroom at Ezra’s, relegated to wearing around the house. “Anyway, we’re taking a train to London. I’ve never—” She caught herself before she could admit she’d never taken one before. “I haven’t been on a train in a very long time.” Excitement thrummed through her at the notion.

      “It’s better than flying, I suppose.” Mrs. Malton shuddered.

      Claudia sipped her tea, then took a bite of scone. Even buttered, it was still dry, almost stale. She tried not to cough.

      “Have you given any thought to what I said on your last visit?” Mrs. Malton asked after a pause.

      Claudia immediately knew what she was talking about. “Sort of.”

      “I think you and Hugh would get on very well. You know I’d love to introduce you two someday.”

      Since they met, Mrs. Malton had told Claudia a few stories about her nephew, a man who had spent some time abroad doing the gods knew what. He was unattached and could use a unique woman like Claudia in his life, according to her. Mrs. Malton had already written to him about her, sending letters to his rented flat in Leipzig. If she hadn’t been betrayed by Marcus, she would have let herself be intrigued, be flattered by Mrs. Malton’s matchmaking efforts and the possibility of traveling to another country. If she hadn’t met Ezra … something squeezed in her chest. She wasn’t sure how she felt about him. He’d become closer to her than anyone else ever had, including Merritt, who she had known longer than anyone, dead or alive. Her relationship with Ezra felt rare and fragile. She suspected it was untreaded territory for him. It certainly was for her.

      “You’re woolgathering again,” Mrs. Malton said.

      She did that a lot. It would take a long time before she would stop living so much in her head. “My apologies. I suppose I’d like to meet Hugh sometime.”

      The landlady beamed. “He’s promised to return home for a visit in a few months’ time. I’m certain I could arrange for us to have supper together.”

      An uneasy feeling took over her as Claudia finished her scone out of politeness. She enjoyed Mrs. Malton’s company, now that she was corporeal again. As interested as she was in meeting other people, how the hell was she going to explain her past? How could she invent a whole new person? Regret sank in as she realized what she’d done in agreeing to meet Hugh.

      At least Ezra knew what she was.
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      Ordinarily, Ezra would sigh at the prospect of a long train ride, pack a novel and some drawing paper to help pass the time, and wait for it to be over. He had a sketchbook and pencils in his bag, but that was where the commonalities between other trips and today’s ended. He was looking forward to the journey for the first time since he took off for university in London. His good mood was entirely because of the woman standing beside him, resplendent in a blue traveling dress and gray coat. Her long midnight-dark hair was held off her face in a braid, a gray hat topped with pink-dyed feathers perched atop her head. On anyone else, Ezra would have thought it looked silly, but it suited Claudia, somehow. She had described it as “festive” when she spotted it in a shop window.

      They waited now on the platform, the earth beneath them picking vibrations as the London-bound train came into view.

      Claudia started in excitement, then impulsively grabbed Ezra’s hand as it lumbered along the tracks.

      He squeezed it back, damning the barriers their gloves kept between them. The train’s whistle sounded as it pulled into the station, smoke issuing from its chimney before it came to a complete stop. Ezra had purchased a pair of first-class tickets, a luxury that would allow them their own small compartment. The carriage door opened, revealing a liveried porter who nodded in their direction and checked the tickets in Ezra’s free hand. “You’ll be upstairs,” he said crisply, before stepping off the train and picking up their luggage.

      Claudia gave Ezra a delighted smile at the mention of a private upstairs compartment.

      The porter picked up their bags as if they weighed nothing, carrying them up a winding staircase with an iron railing. Plush red carpet padded their footsteps, shockingly clean for public transport. The train’s first level was decorated with the same red carpet, its walls covered with heavy copper-colored paper on which paintings of trains and dirigibles were affixed. To Ezra’s trained eye, the artwork looked generic and soulless, but he supposed he should be pleased that the railways had made an effort at all.

      The train’s top level was divided into private compartments, each narrow door’s window covered with a small red curtain. The porter opened one marked 5B in ornate brass figures, holding it open to leave their luggage on the floor. “Refreshments will be served after the train has left London, with a light meal available at five. We expect to be at King’s Cross at half-seven,” the porter reported.

      Ezra knew this, having purchased the tickets, but instead of snapping at him for parroting back information a ticket-holder should already know, he nodded. The old Ezra would have done that, the one he’d been before the séance that changed his life. “Thank you.” He slipped the man a shilling.

      The porter nodded, giving him a knowing smile. “Much appreciated, sir. Enjoy your journey.” He closed the door behind him.

      Claudia turned around, taking in the compartment.

      It wasn’t a sleeper train; this one only embarked on day trips, so the furniture was limited to a pair of mahogany chairs bolted to the floor, a polished wooden table, and a coat rack. Ezra took off his hat and draped it over one of its hooks, then his coat. “Claudia,” he said.

      She looked down. “Oh, yes.” She unpinned her hat and unbuttoned her coat.

      Ezra helped take it off her shoulders. The faint scent of her frankincense perfume reached him, the smell of the outdoors. Of antiquity, as well. Beneath it was something that was uniquely Claudia and he could never tire of it.

      She crossed the short distance to open the window drape, letting in flat gray spring light. It haloed the wisps of hair that had come free from her braid. “Is this what all train travel is like?”

      “No. You may be disappointed by the Underground.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Subterranean mass transit in London. One of the prides of the city, believe it or not.”

      “Better than a horse and cart, certainly.” She turned around and closed the drape. A sconce on the wall dimly glowed. She touched the switch at the base experimentally, fascinated as its flame grew brighter. “Is this electric or gas?”

      “Likely electric.”

      “Huh.” She stared at it in amazement. “What a time to be alive again.”

      In all their months together, Claudia had never been forthright about what happened in her previous life, how she died, why she haunted a Liverpool flat for centuries. When Ezra thought about it, he wondered if she remembered at all. He could hardly remember his years in the schoolroom, and that was only little more than a decade ago.

      “Will we have time to see the river?” she asked. She settled into a chair and arranged her skirts around her.

      He hadn’t expected that question. “You want to visit the Thames?”

      She shrugged. “Why not? That’s where my family’s estate was.”

      He hadn’t expected that tidbit of information about her old life. “What did your family do?” he asked carefully, not wanting to pry too much. What a lie. He wanted to know everything he could about her. It was odd for him, given that he scarcely cared about others’ backstories, but theirs wouldn’t have been as fascinating as that of a woman who originally lived over a thousand years ago.

      “Farming, mostly. I lived with them longer than was usual until I had what you could call a broken engagement.” A shadow fell over her usually cheerful expression.

      What the hell? Engagement? Had she been married before she died? Before he could ask about that, the train’s whistle sounded. Vibrations ground out beneath their feet and it lurched forward.

      Claudia squealed in delight and grabbed the chair’s armrests. She opened the drape again to peer out the window as it pulled away from the platform. Ezra took the seat opposite her, the table separating them.

      “How fast does this go?” she asked.

      Who was she engaged to, why did it end? “I’m not sure.” Thirty miles an hour? Forty? How far away was London, exactly? He didn’t have a clue. The part of his brain that should have processed numbers and formulas was defective, according to his late father. It was why he’d been drawn to art in the first place. Perspective was so much simpler to figure out than how long it would take to get to London from Liverpool aboard a luxury train.

      The train picked up speed.

      Claudia cautiously rose to her feet and looked out the window. Ezra didn’t have to join her to know she was taking in a view of a dismal countryside on a gray spring day. “Tell me about your artist friend,” she said, returning to her seat.

      “Obviously, Julian is a more successful artist than I ever was, if he’s been welcomed to a gallery.”

      “Your work is beautiful and I’m certain it could be featured in a gallery, too.”

      He tried not to preen under her praise.

      “Does he paint oils like you do?”

      “Among other mediums. Julian is a sculptor, primarily, at least he was when we were at university. I suppose you would know sculpture.”

      She looked at him quizzically, raising a dark eyebrow. “Why? Because I lived during the Roman occupation?”

      “It was such a small community, considering.”

      “Life was hard in Londinium in the fourth century. I didn’t have time to stroll about museums. And I don’t think England was ever renowned for its marble supply.”

      She’d lived and died in the fourth century. That was the second personal thing she had revealed this afternoon. “Were you born there?” he asked.

      “No, but I don’t remember my life before. I think I was born in what’s now Florence, but I’m not certain. My family traveled to Londinium when I was still a baby. I was perhaps two years old when we came to England.” She shrugged. “I don’t think my family was important enough to be remembered through the ages and we didn’t keep records the way people do now. I’m not even sure how old I was when I…” She paused before she could talk about dying. “Before. Maybe twenty-two or twenty-four.”

      “No birthday parties, then.”

      She shook her head and changed the subject. “Anyway, you haven’t told me about your friend’s work. Sculpture, in the Roman style if you thought I might know something of it?”

      “That was one of his fascinations when we were at university. I’m pleased to hear it’s paid off for him.” That was a bit of a lie. Jealousy rose in him when he thought of Julian’s exhibition, the risks his friend had taken to get to that point, and the success he’d achieved. What had Ezra done since they’d left university? He sketched and painted sparingly, lived off his mother’s inheritance. He’d kept up a steady stream of mistresses, and burned bridges with his father and stepmother. Guilt twinged through him when he thought of his father and Ivy, even though they had eventually reconciled. Not to mention, there hadn’t been a mistress to speak of since Claudia crashed into his life.

      “Julian was interested in ancient Roman and Greek art,” Ezra continued. “He took a few trips to Italy and Greece when we were students. I went with him a couple of times.”

      “Have you been to Florence?” Claudia leaned forward in anticipation.

      “Rome, actually.”

      “I don’t think I’ve been.” She sighed and looked out the window. “Is there anything I need to know about artist etiquette? I don’t want to embarrass you or your friend while I’m there.”

      A light rain misted the glass in blurry streaks. “You don’t embarrass me.”

      “I did at the market and that time I nearly burned down the flat. The neighbors were not amused.”

      “You hadn’t used money in a few hundred years, so the market incident was forgivable.” There had been multiple market and fire incidents, but Ezra didn’t specify which one.

      “My father handled our money, so I wasn’t used to it.”

      “And by fire, do you mean the time you tried to smoke one of my cheroots or cook?” he asked.

      “Either one.”

      Ezra had given up smoking due to her shenanigans with fire. It was just easier that way. The urge to do so was still with him, but he’d rather contend with the cravings than see his home burned down. “You’re still learning to live in the modern era. A few mishaps with household appliances are to be expected. That fire was so small that it’s hardly worth getting upset about.”

      She smiled, the sight of which would never not make his heart skip a beat. “You’ve been very patient with me. You don’t know how much I appreciate that.”

      “I could say the same. I’ve told you things I’ve never said to another soul.” He thought about their first meeting the previous autumn, how she had materialized in front of him, unable to walk, not knowing how to breathe. How they’d held each other on the floor of an ornithopter’s flight basket, weeping over their shared terror. He’d never cried in front of anyone in his life until that night, including when his parents died.

      She looked like she wanted to reply, but couldn’t find the words. “There’s a lot I haven’t told you or Merritt. Not because I don’t want to, but I don’t know how.”

      Was she talking about her fiancé? If she was, why was he envious of a long-dead man, one who had apparently cast her away? “Why not?”

      “Because none of it is relevant now. Maybe one day I’ll find the words.”

      He tried to joke. “In English or Latin?”

      “English, of course, unless you speak Latin and forgot to tell me.”

      “Not a word.” Yet another shame of his.

      “No bother, no one else speaks it, either.”

      “Doctors and solicitors do.” At least, his father, the great Dr. Thaddeus of patent medicine fame, did.

      “Well, when I’m ready to talk about it, I’ll speak about it in English.” She leaned back against the chair.

      A crisp knock at the door interrupted Ezra before he could reply. He opened it to reveal a liveried porteress with a large brass cart next to her.

      “Tea for either of you?” she asked. The black feathers on her regulation striped cap bobbed when she tilted her head, waiting for his answer.

      “Please,” Ezra replied.

      The porteress poured hot water over leaves in a pair of heavy mugs. She set small boxes of milk powder and sugar cubes on the table between them. “Biscuits?” she asked.

      Claudia nodded eagerly and the porter set a small paper box on the table. She had yet to meet a biscuit she didn’t like since Ezra had known her. Or chocolate or tarts or cake.

      Ezra gave her a coin, which she slipped into her apron. “Thank you, sir. I’ll see you again in an hour.” She left the compartment, closing the door behind her with a click.

      Claudia opened the paper box and peered inside. “They have raisins.”

      “They’re all yours.” Ezra despised raisins.

      “Thank you.” She removed a tiny oatmeal raisin biscuit and bit into it, bliss written across her face.

      Ezra swallowed a mouthful of tea and tried not to shudder at its bitter taste. Hardly the quality of beverage he would expect aboard this kind of train, but he wouldn’t complain. He caught Claudia’s eye, and she gave him a look that said she knew how he felt about it. Not for the first time, he wondered how two people could know one another so well, yet not at all.

      What the hell happened to her a millennium and a half ago in Londinium?
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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