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      To my brilliant and utterly fabulous friend Eloisa. If I may paraphrase E.B. White: “It is not often that someone comes along
            who is a true friend and a good writer. Eloisa is both.”

      
      Love always,

      
      L.K.



   

      
      Prologue

      
      
         Captain Christopher Phelan

         1st Battalion Rifle Brigade

         Cape Mapan

         Crimea

         June 1855

         Dearest Christopher,

         I can’t write to you again.

         I’m not who you think I am.

         I didn’t mean to send love letters, but that is what they became. On their way to you, my words turned into heartbeats on
               the page.

         Come back, please come home and find me.

         —[unsigned]



     

      Chapter 
One

           Hampshire, England


      Eight months earlier


      It all began with a letter.


      To be precise, it was the mention of the dog.

“What about the dog?” 
Beatrix Hathaway asked. “Whose dog?”


      Her friend Prudence, the reigning beauty of Hampshire County, looked 
up from the letter that had been sent by her suitor,
                 Captain 
Christopher Phelan.


      Although it wasn’t proper for a gentleman to correspond with an 
unmarried girl, they had arranged to send letters back and
                 forth with 
Phelan’s sister-in-law as a go-between.


      Prudence sent her a mock frown. “Really, Bea, you’re displaying far 
more concern over a dog than you ever have for Captain
                 Phelan.”


      “Captain Phelan has no need of my concern,” Beat rix said 
pragmatically. “He has the concern of every marriageable miss in
 
Hampshire. Besides, he chose to go to war, and I’m sure he’s having a lovely 
time strutting about in his smart uniform.”


      “It’s not at all smart,” came Prudence’s glum reply. “In fact, his new regiment has dreadful uniforms—very plain, dark 
green with black facings, and no gold braiding or lace at all. And when I asked 
why, Captain Phelan
                 said it was to help the Rifles stay concealed, 
which makes no sense, as everyone knows that a British soldier is far too brave 
and proud to conceal himself during battle. But Christopher—that is, Captain 
Phelan—said it had something to do with… oh, he used some French word …”


      “Camouflage?” Beatrix asked, intrigued.

           “Yes, how did you 
know?”
 “Many animals have ways of camouflaging themselves to keep from 
being seen. Chameleons, for example. Or the way an owl’s feathering is mottled 
to help it blend with the bark of its tree. That way—”


      “Heavens, Beatrix, do not start another lecture on 
animals.”

           “I’ll stop if you tell me about the dog.”


      Prudence handed her the letter. “Read it for yourself.”

 
“But Pru,” Beatrix protested as the small, neat pages were pushed into her 
hands. “Captain Phelan may have written something personal.”


      “I should be so fortunate! It’s utterly gloomy. Nothing but battles and 
bad news.”


      Although Christopher Phelan was the last man Beatrix would ever want 
to defend, she couldn’t help pointing out, “He is away
                 fighting in the 
Crimea, Pru. I’m not sure there are many pleasant things to write about in 
wartime.”


      “Well, I have no interest in foreign countries, and I’ve never 
pretended to.”


      A reluctant grin spread across Beatrix’s face. “Pru, are you certain 
that you want to be an officer’s wife?”


      “Well, of course… most commissioned soldiers never go to war. 
They’re very fashionable men-about-town, and if they agree to go on half pay,
 
they have hardly any duties and they don’t have to spend any time 
at all with the regiment. And that was the case with Captain Phelan, until he 
was alerted for foreign service.” Prudence shrugged. “I suppose wars are always 
inconveniently timed. Thank heavens Captain Phelan will return to Hampshire 
soon.”


      “Will he? How do you know?”

           “My parents say the war will 
be over by Christmas.”
 “I’ve heard that as well. However, one wonders if 
we aren’t severely underestimating the Russians’ abilities, and overestimating 
our own.”


      “How unpatriotic,” Prudence exclaimed, a teasing light in her eyes.


      “Patriotism has nothing to do with the fact that the War Office, in its 
enthusiasm, didn’t do nearly enough planning before
                 it launched thirty 
thousand men to the Crimea. We have neither adequate knowledge of the place, nor 
any sound strategy for its capture.”


      “How do you know so much about it?”

           “From The 
Times. It’s reported on every day. Don’t you read the papers?”


      “Not the political section. My parents say it’s ill-bred for a young 
lady to take an interest in such things.”


      “My family discusses politics every night at dinner, and my sisters and 
I all take part.” Beatrix paused deliberately before
                 adding with an 
impish grin, “We even have opinions.”


      Prudence’s eyes widened. “My goodness. Well, I shouldn’t be surprised. 
Everyone knows your family is… different.”


      “Different” was a far kinder adjective than was often used to describe 
the Hathaway family. The Hathaways were comprised of
                 five siblings, the 
oldest of which was Leo, followed by Amelia, Winnifred, Poppy, and Beatrix. 
After the death of their parents, the Hathaways had gone through an astonishing 
change of fortune. Although they were common born, they were 
distantly related to an aristocratic branch of the family. Through a series of 
unexpected events, Leo had inherited a viscountcy for which he and his sisters 
hadn’t been remotely prepared. They had moved from their small village of 
Primrose Place to the Ramsay estate in the southern county of Hampshire.


      After six years the Hathaways had managed to learn just enough to 
accommodate themselves in good society. However, none of
                 them had 
learned to think like the nobility, nor had they acquired aristocratic values or 
mannerisms. They had wealth, but that was not nearly as important as breeding 
and connections. And whereas a family in similar circumstances would have 
endeavored to improve their situations by marrying their social betters, the 
Hathaways had so far chosen to marry for love.


      As for Beatrix, there was doubt as to whether she would marry at all. 
She was only half civilized, spending most of her time
                 out-of-doors, 
riding or rambling through the woodlands, marsh, and meadows of Hampshire.
Beatrix preferred the company of animals to people, collecting injured and 
orphaned creatures and rehabilitating them. The creatures that couldn’t survive 
on their own in the wild were kept as pets, and Beatrix occupied herself with 
caring for them. Out-of-doors, she was happy and fulfilled. Indoors, life was 
not nearly so perfect.


      More and more frequently, Beatrix had become aware of a chafing sense 
of dissatisfaction. Of yearning. The problem was that
                 Beatrix had never 
met a man who was right for her. Certainly none of the pale, overbred specimens 
of the London drawing rooms she had frequented. And although the more robust 
men in the country were appealing, none of them had the unnameable 
something Beatrix longed for. She dreamed of a man whose force of will 
matched her own. She wanted to be passionately loved… challenged… overtaken. 

 

      Beatrix glanced at the folded letter in her hands.


      It wasn’t that she disliked Christopher Phelan as much as she 
recognized that he was inimical to everything she was. Sophisticated
 
and born to privilege, he was able to move with ease in the civilized 
environment that was so alien to her. He was the second son of a well-to-do local 
family, his maternal grandfather an earl, his father’s family distinguished by a 
significant shipping fortune.


      Although the Phelans were not in line for a title, the oldest son, 
John, would inherit the Riverton estate in Warwickshire
                 upon the earl’s 
death. John was a sober and thoughtful man, devoted to his wife, Audrey.


      But the younger brother, Christopher, was another sort of man entirely. 
As often happened with second sons, Christopher had
                 purchased an army 
commission at the age of twenty-two. He had gone in as a cornet, a perfect 
occupation for such a splendid-looking fellow, since his chief responsibility 
was to carry the cavalry colors during parades and drills. He was also a great 
favorite among the ladies of London, where he constantly went without proper 
leave, spending his time dancing, drinking, gaming, purchasing fine clothes, and 
indulging in scandalous love affairs.


      Beatrix had met Christopher Phelan on two occasions, the first at a 
local dance, where she had judged him to be the most
                 arrogant man in 
Hampshire. The next time she had met him was at a picnic, where she had revised 
her opinion: he was the most arrogant man in the entire world.


      “That Hathaway girl is a peculiar creature,” Beatrix had overhead him 
say to a companion.


      “I find her charming and original,” his companion had protested. “And 
she can talk horses better than any woman I’ve ever
                 met.”
 

      “Naturally,” came Phelan’s dry rejoinder. “She’s more suited to the 
stables than the drawing room.”


      From then on, Beatrix had avoided him whenever possible. Not that she 
minded the implied comparison to a horse, since horses
                 were lovely 
animals with generous and noble spirits. And she knew that although she wasn’t 
a great beauty, she had her own charms. More than one man had commented 
favorably on her dark brown hair and blue eyes.


      These moderate attractions, however, were nothing compared to 
Christopher Phelan’s golden splendor. He was as fair as Lancelot.
 
Gabriel. Perhaps Lucifer, if one believed that he had once been the most 
beautiful angel in heaven. Phelan was tall and silver eyed, his hair the color 
of dark winter wheat touched by the sun. His form was strong and soldierly, the 
shoulders straight and strong, the hips slim. Even as he moved with indolent 
grace, there was something undeniably potent about him, something selfishly 
predatory.


      Recently Phelan had been one of the select few to be culled from 
various regiments to become part of the Rifle Brigade. The
                 “Rifles,” as 
they were called, were an unusual brand of soldier, trained to use their own 
initiative. They were encouraged to take up positions forward of their own front 
lines and pick off officers and horses that were usually beyond target range.
Because of his singular marksmanship skills, Phelan had been promoted to a 
captaincy in the Rifle Brigade.


      It had amused Beatrix to reflect that the honor probably hadn’t 
pleased Phelan at all. Especially since he’d been obliged
                 to trade his 
beautiful Hussars uniform, with its black coat and abundant gold braiding, for a 
plain dark green one.


      “You’re welcome to read it,” Prudence said as she sat at her dressing 
table. “I must repair my coiffure before we go on our
                 walk.”
 

      “Your hair looks lovely,” Beatrix protested, unable to see any flaw in 
the elaborately pinned twist of blond braids. “And
                 we’re only walking 
to the village. None of the townspeople will know or care if your coiffure isn’t 
perfect.”


      “I’ll know. Besides, one never knows whom one might 
encounter.”
          


      Accustomed as she was to her friend’s ceaseless preening, Beatrix 
grinned and shook her head. “All right. If you’re certain
                 you don’t 
mind my looking at Captain Phelan’s letter, I’ll just read the part about the 
dog.”


      “You’ll fall asleep long before you get to the dog,” Prudence said, 
expertly inserting a hairpin into a twisted braid.


      Beatrix looked down at the scrawled lines. The words looked cramped, 
tight coils of letters ready to spring from the page.


      

            Dear Prudence,


         I’m sitting in this dusty tent, trying to think of something 
eloquent to write. I’m at wit’s end. You deserve beautiful words,
 
but all I have left are these: I think of you constantly. I think of this letter 
in your hand and the scent of perfume on your wrist. I want silence and clear 
air, and a bed with a soft white pillow …
 
         Beatrix felt 
her eyebrows lifting, and a quick rise of heat beneath the high collar of her 
dress. She paused and glanced at Prudence. “You find this boring?” she asked 
mildly, while her blush spread like spilled wine on linen.


         “The beginning is the only good part,” Prudence said. “Go on.”

 


      
                 … Two days ago in our march down the 
coast to Sebastopol, we fought the Russians at the Alma River. I’m told it was a 
victory for our side. It doesn’t feel like one. We’ve lost at least two thirds 
of our regiment’s officers, and a quarter of the noncommissioned men. Yesterday 
we dug graves. They call the final tally of dead and wounded the “butcher’s 
bill.” Three hundred and sixty British dead so far, and more as soldiers succumb 
to their wounds.


         One of the fallen, Captain Brighton, brought a rough terrier named 
Albert, who is undoubtedly the most badly behaved canine
                       in 
existence. After Brighton was lowered into the ground, the dog sat by his grave 
and whined for hours, and tried to bite anyone who came near. I made the mistake 
of offering him a portion of a biscuit, and now the benighted creature follows 
me everywhere. At this moment he is sitting in my tent, staring at me with half-
crazed eyes. The whining rarely stops. Whenever I get near, he tries to sink his 
teeth into my arm. I want to shoot him, but I’m too tired of killing.


         Families are grieving for the lives I’ve taken. Sons, brothers, 
fathers. I’ve earned a place in hell for the things I’ve done,
                       and 
the war’s barely started. I’m changing, and not for the better. The man you knew 
is gone for good, and I fear you may not like his replacement nearly so well. 



         The smell of death, Pru… it’s every where.

                 

         The battlefield is strewn with pieces of bodies, clothes, soles of 
boots. Imagine an explosion that could tear the soles from
                       your 
shoes. They say that after a battle, wildlflowers are more abundant the next 
season—the ground is so churned and torn, it gives the new seeds room to take 
root. I want to grieve, but there is no place for it. No time. I have to put the 
feelings away somewhere.


         Is there still some peaceful place in the world? Please write to me. 
Tell me about some bit of needlework you’re working on,
                       or your 
favorite song. Is it raining in Stony Cross? Have the leaves begun to change 
color?


            Yours,


            Christopher Phelan

           


      By the time Beatrix had finished the letter, she was aware of a 
peculiar feeling, a sense of surprised compassion pressing
                 against the 
walls of her heart.


      It didn’t seem possible that such a letter could have come from the 
arrogant Christopher Phelan. It wasn’t at all what she
                 had expected. 
There was a vulnerability, a quiet need, that had touched her.


      “You must write to him, Pru,” she said, closing the letter with far 
more care than she had previously handled it.


      “I’ll do no such thing. That would only encourage more complaining. 
I’ll be silent, and perhaps that will spur him to write
                 something more 
cheerful next time.”


      Beatrix frowned. “As you know, I have no great liking for Captain Phelan, but this letter… he deserves your sympathy, 
Pru. Just write him a few lines. A few words of comfort. It
                 would take 
no time at all. And about the dog, I have some advice—”


      “I am not writing anything about the dratted dog.” Prudence gave an 
impatient sigh. “You write to him.”


      “Me? He doesn’t want to hear from me. He thinks I’m peculiar.”
 



      “I can’t imagine why. Just because you brought Medusa to the picnic 
…”


      “She’s a very well behaved hedgehog,” Beatrix said defensively.


      “The gentleman whose hand was pierced didn’t seem to think so.”


      “That was only because he tried to handle her incorrectly. When you 
pick up a hedgehog—”


      “No, there’s no use telling me, since I’m never going to handle one. 
As for Captain Phelan… if you feel that strongly about
                 it, write a 
response and sign my name.”


      “Won’t he recognize that the handwriting is different?”

 
“No, because I haven’t written to him yet.”
 “But he’s not my suitor,” 
Beatrix protested. “I don’t know anything about him.”


      “You know as much as I do, actually. You’re acquainted with his 
family, and you’re very close to his sister-in-law. And I
                 wouldn’t say 
that Captain Phelan is my suitor, either. At least not my only one. I certainly 
won’t promise to marry him until he comes back from the war with all his limbs 
intact. I don’t want a husband I would have to push around in an invalid’s chair 
for the rest of my life.”


      “Pru, you have the depth of a puddle.”


      Prudence grinned. “At least I’m honest.”

           

      Beatrix gave her a dubious glance. “You’re actually delegating the 
writing of a love letter to one of your friends?”


      Prudence waved her hand in a dismissive gesture. “Not a love letter. 
There was nothing of love in his letter to me. Just write
                 something 
cheerful and encouraging.”


      Beatrix fumbled for the pocket of her walking dress, and tucked the 
letter inside. Inwardly she argued with herself, reflecting
                 that it 
never ended well when one did something morally questionable for the right 
reasons. On the other hand… she couldn’t rid herself of the image her mind had 
conjured, of an exhausted soldier scribbling a hasty letter in the privacy of 
his tent, his hands blistered from digging the graves of his comrades. And a 
ragged dog whining in the corner.


      She felt entirely inadequate to the task of writing to him. And she 
suspected that Prudence did as well.


      She tried to imagine what it was like for Christopher, leaving his 
elegant life behind, finding himself in a world where his
                 survival was 
threatened day by day. Minute by minute. It was impossible to picture a spoiled, 
beautiful man like Christopher Phelan contending with danger and hardship. 
Hunger. Loneliness.


      Beatrix stared at her friend pensively, their gazes meeting in the 
looking glass. “What is your favorite song, Pru?”
          


      “I don’t have one, actually. Tell him yours.”

           “Should we 
discuss this with Audrey?” Beatrix asked, referring to Phelan’s sister-in-
law.


      “Certainly not. Audrey has a problem with honesty. She wouldn’t send 
the letter if she knew I hadn’t written it.”


      Beatrix made a sound that could have either been a laugh or a groan. “I 
wouldn’t call that a problem with honesty. Oh, Pru, please change your 
mind and write to him. It would be so much easier.”
          


      But Prudence, when pressed to do something, usually turned intransigent, and this situation was no exception. “Easier for 
everyone but me,” she said tartly. “I’m sure I don’t know how
                 to reply 
to such a letter. He’s probably even forgotten that he’s written it.” Returning 
her attention to the looking glass, she applied a touch of rose-petal salve to 
her lips.


      How lovely Prudence was, with her heart-shaped face, her brows thin and 
delicately arched over round green eyes. But how very
                 little of a 
person the looking glass reflected. It was impossible to guess what Prudence 
truly felt for Christopher Phelan. Only one thing was certain: it was better to 
answer, no matter how ineptly, than to withhold a reply. Because sometimes
silence could wound someone nearly as badly as a bullet.


      In the privacy of her room at Ramsay House, Beatrix 
sat at her desk and dipped a pen nib into a well of dark blue ink. A three-
legged
                 gray cat named Lucky lounged at the corner of the desk, watching 
her alertly. Beatrix’s pet hedgehog, Medusa, occupied the other side of the 
desk. Lucky, being an innately sensible creature, never bothered the bristly 
little hedgehog.


      After consulting the letter from Phelan, Beatrix wrote:


      Captain Christopher Phelan
1st Battalion 
Rifle
Brigade 2nd Division Camp, Crimea


      17 October 1854


      Pausing, Beatrix reached out to stroke 
      Lucky’s remaining front paw with a gentle fingertip. “How would Pru start a letter?” 
she wondered aloud. “Would she call him darling? Dearest?” She wrinkled her nose 
at the idea.


      The writing of letters was hardly Beatrix’s forte. Although she came from a highly articulate family, she had always valued 
instinct and action more than words. In fact, she could learn
                 far more 
about a person during a short walk outdoors than she could by sitting and 
conversing for hours.


      After pondering various things one might write to a complete stranger 
while masquerading as someone else, Beatrix finally
                 gave up. “Hang it, 
I’ll just write as I please. He’ll probably be too battle weary to notice that 
the letter doesn’t sound like Pru.”


      Lucky settled her chin beside her paw and half closed her eyes. A 
purring sigh escaped her.


      Beatrix began to write.


      

            Dear Christopher,


         I have been reading the reports about the battle of the Alma. 
According to the account by Mr. Russell of The Times, you and two 
others of the Rifle Brigade went ahead of the Coldstream Guards, and shot 
several enemy officers, thereby disordering
                             their columns. Mr. 
Russell also remarked in admiration that the Rifles never retreated or even 
bobbed their heads when the bullets came flying.


         While I share his esteem, dear sir, I wish to advise that in my 
opinion it would not detract from your bravery to bob your
                             head 
when being shot at. Duck, dodge, sidestep, or preferably hide behind a rock. I 
promise I won’t think the less of you!


         Is Albert still with you? Still biting? According to my friend 
Beatrix (she who brings hedgehogs to picnics), the dog is overstimulated
 
and afraid. As dogs are wolves at heart and require a leader, 
you must establish dominance over him. Whenever he tries to bite you, take his 
entire muzzle in your hand, apply light pressure, and tell him “no” in a firm 
voice.


         My favorite song is “Over the Hills and Far Away.” It rained in 
Hampshire yesterday, a soft autumn storm that brought down
                             hardly 
any leaves. The dahlias are no longer in stem, and frost has withered the 
chrysanthemums, but the air smells divine, like old leaves and wet bark, and 
ripe apples. Have you ever noticed that each month has its own smell? May and 
October are the nicest-smelling months, in my opinion.


         You ask if there is a peaceful place in the world, and I regret 
to say that it is not Stony Cross. Recently Mr. Mawdsley’s
                             donkey 
escaped from his stall, raced down the road, and somehow found his way into an 
enclosed pasture. Mr. Caird’s prized mare was innocently grazing when the ill-
bred seducer had his way with her. Now it appears the mare has conceived, and a 
feud is raging between Caird, who demands financial compensation, and Mawdsley, 
who insists that had the pasture fencing been in better repair, the clandestine 
meeting would never have occurred. Worse still, it has been suggested that the 
mare is a shameless lightskirt and did not try nearly hard enough to preserve 
her virtue.
 

         Do you really think you’ve earned a place in hell?… I don’t 
believe in hell, at least not in the afterlife. I think hell is
 
brought about by man right here on earth.


         You say the gentleman I knew has been replaced. How I wish I 
could offer better comfort than to say that no matter how you
 
have changed, you will be welcomed when you return. Do what you must. If it 
helps you to endure, put the feelings away for now, and lock the door. Perhaps 
someday we’ll air them out together.


         

            Sincerely,


            Prudence


         


      


      Beatrix had never intentionally deceived anyone. She would have felt 
infinitely more comfortable writing to Phelan as herself.
                 But she 
still remembered the disparaging remarks that he had once made about her. He 
would not want a letter from that “peculiar Beatrix Hathaway.” He had asked for 
a letter from the beautiful golden-haired Prudence Mercer. And wasn’t a letter 
written under false pretenses better than nothing at all? A man in Christopher’s 
situation needed all the words of encouragement one could offer.


      He needed to know that someone cared.


      And for some reason, after having read his letter, Beatrix found that 
she did indeed care.
 
 

      
      
      Chapter Two

      The harvest moon brought dry, clear weather, and the Ramsay tenants and workers reaped the most abundant yields in memory.
         Like everyone else on the estate, Beatrix was occupied with the harvest and the local festival that followed. A massive al
         fresco dinner and dance was held on the grounds of Ramsay House for more than a thousand guests, including tenants, servants,
         and townspeople.

      
      To Beatrix’s disappointment, Audrey Phelan had not been able to attend the festivities, as her husband John had developed
         a persistent cough. She had stayed home to care for him. “The doctor has left us with some medicine that has already helped
         John to great effect,” Audrey had written, “but he warned that uninterrupted bed rest is important for a complete recovery.”

      
      Near the end of November, Beatrix walked to the Phelans’ house, taking a direct route through woodlands populated with gnarled
         oak and wide-gesturing beeches. The dark-branched trees seemed to have been dipped in crushed sugar. As the sun cracked through
         the veneer of clouds, it struck brilliant glints on the frost. The soles of Beatrix’s sturdy shoes bit through the frozen
         mush of dried leaves and moss.

      
      She approached the Phelan house, formerly a royal hunting lodge, a large ivy-covered home set among ten forested acres. Reaching a charming paved path, Beat rix skirted the side of
         the house and headed toward the front.

      
      “Beatrix.”

      
      Hearing a quiet voice, she turned to behold Audrey Phelan sitting alone on a stone bench.

      
      “Oh, hello,” Beatrix said cheerfully. “I hadn’t seen you in days, so I thought I would …” Her voice faded as she took a closer
         look at her friend.

      
      Audrey was wearing a simple day gown, the gray fabric blending into the woods behind her. She had been so silent and still
         that Beatrix hadn’t even noticed her.

      
      They had been friends for three years, ever since Audrey had married John and moved to Stony Cross. There was a certain kind
         of friend one only visited when one had no problems—that was Prudence. But there was another kind of friend one went to in
         times of trouble or need—that was Audrey.

      
      Beatrix frowned as she saw that Audrey’s complexion was bleached of its usual healthy color, and her eyes and nose were red
         and sore-looking.

      
      Beatrix frowned in concern. “You’re not wearing a cloak or shawl.”

      
      “I’m fine,” Audrey murmured, even though her shoulders were trembling. She shook her head and made a staying gesture as Beatrix
         took off her heavy wool cloak and went to drape it over Audrey’s slender form. “No, Bea, don’t—”

      
      “I’m warm from the exertion of the walk,” Beatrix insisted. She sat beside her friend on the icy stone bench. A wordless
         moment passed, while Audrey’s throat worked visibly. Something was seriously wrong. Beatrix waited with forced patience, her
         heartbeat in her throat. “Audrey,” she finally asked, “has something happened to Captain Phelan?”

      
      
      Audrey responded with a blank stare, as if she were trying to decipher a foreign language. “Captain Phelan,” she repeated
         quietly, and gave a little shake of her head. “No, as far as we know, Christopher is well. In fact, a packet of letters arrived
         from him yesterday. One of them is for Prudence.”

      
      Beatrix was nearly overcome with relief. “I’ll take it to her, if you like,” she volunteered, trying to sound diffident.

      
      “Yes. That would be helpful.” Audrey’s pale fingers twisted in her lap, knotting and unknotting.

      
      Slowly Beatrix reached out and put her hand over Audrey’s. “Your husband’s cough is worse?”

      
      “The doctor left earlier.” Taking a deep breath, Audrey said dazedly, “John has consumption.”

      
      Beatrix’s hand tightened.

      
      They were both silent, while a chilling wind crackled the trees.

      
      The enormity of the unfairness was difficult to grasp. John Phelan was a decent man, always the first to call on someone when
         he had heard they needed help. He had paid for a cottager’s wife to have medical treatment that the couple couldn’t afford,
         and had made the piano in his home available for local children to take lessons, and invested in the rebuilding of the Stony
         Cross pie shop when it had nearly burned to the ground. And he did it all with great discretion, seeming almost embarrassed
         to be caught in a good deed. Why did someone like John have to be stricken?

      
      “It’s not a death sentence,” Beatrix eventually said. “Some people survive it.”

      
      “One in five,” Audrey agreed dully.

“Your husband is young and strong. And someone has to be the one out of the five. It will be John.”

      
      Audrey managed a nod but didn’t reply.

      
      
      They both knew that consumption was a particularly virulent disease, devastating the lungs, causing drastic loss of weight
         and fatigue. Worst of all was the consumptive cough, turning ever more persistent and bloody, until the lungs were finally
         too full for the sufferer to breathe any longer.

      
      “My brother-in-law Cam is very knowledgeable about herbs and medicines,” Beatrix volunteered. “His grandmother was a healer
         in his tribe.”

      
      “A Gypsy cure?” Audrey asked in a doubtful tone. “You must try anything and everything,” Beatrix insisted. “Including Gypsy
         cures. The Rom live in nature, and they know all about its power to heal. I’ll ask Cam to make up a tonic that will help
         Mr. Phelan’s lungs, and—”

      
      “John probably won’t take it,” Audrey said. “And his mother would object. The Phelans are very conventional people. If it
         doesn’t come from a vial in a doctor’s case, or the apothecary’s shop, they won’t approve.”

      
      “I’m going to bring something from Cam all the same.”

Audrey leaned her head to the side until it rested briefly on Beatrix’s
         shoulder. “You’re a good friend, Bea. I’m going to need you in the coming months.”

      
      “You have me,” Beatrix said simply.

      
      Another breeze whipped around them, biting through Beatrix’s sleeves. Audrey shook herself from her dazed misery and stood,
         handing back the cloak. “Let’s go into the house, and I’ll find that letter for Pru.”

      
      The interior of the house was cozy and warm, the rooms wide with low timbered ceilings, thick-paned windows admitting the
         winter-colored light. It seemed every hearth in the house had been lit, heat rolling gently through the tidy rooms. Everything
         in the Phelan house was muted and tasteful, with stately furniture that had reached a comfortably venerable age.

      
      
      A subdued-looking housemaid came to take Beatrix’s cloak. “Where is your mother-in-law?” Beatrix asked, following Audrey
         to the staircase.

      
      “She went to rest in her room. The news is especially difficult for her.” A fragile pause. “John has always been her favorite.”

      
      Beatrix was well aware of that, as was most of Stony Cross. Mrs. Phelan adored both her sons, the only children she had left
         after two of her other children, also sons, had died in their infancies, and a daughter who had been stillborn. But it was
         John in whom Mrs. Phelan had invested all her pride and ambition. Unfortunately no woman would ever have been good enough
         for John in his mother’s eyes. Audrey had endured a great deal of criticism during the three years of her marriage, especially
         in her failure to conceive children.

      
      Beatrix and Audrey ascended the staircase, past rows of family portraits in heavy gold frames. Most of the subjects were Beauchamps,
         the aristocratic side of the family. One couldn’t help but notice that throughout the generations represented, the Beauchamps
         were an extraordinarily handsome people, with narrow noses and brilliant eyes and thick flowing hair.

      
      As they reached the top of the stairs, a series of muffled coughs came from a room at the end of the hallway. Beatrix winced
         at the raw sound.

      
      “Bea, would you mind waiting for a moment?” Audrey asked anxiously. “I must go to John—it’s time for his medicine.”

      
      “Yes, of course.”

      “Christopher’s room—the one he stays in when he visits—is right there. I put the letter on the dresser.”

      
      “I’ll fetch it.”

      
      Audrey went to her husband, while Beatrix cautiously entered Christopher’s room, first peering around the doorjamb.

      
      The room was dim. Beatrix went to open one of the heavy curtains, letting daylight slide across the carpeted floor in a brilliant rectangle. The letter was on the dresser. Beatrix
         picked it up eagerly, her fingers itching to break the seal.

      
      However, she admonished herself, it was addressed to Prudence.

      
      With an impatient sigh, she slipped the unopened letter into the pocket of her walking dress. Lingering at the dresser, she
         surveyed the articles arranged neatly on a wooden tray.

      
      A small silver-handled shaving brush… a folding-blade razor… an empty soap dish… a lidded porcelain box with a silver top.
         Unable to resist, Beatrix lifted the top and looked inside. She found three pairs of cuff links, two in silver, one in gold,
         a watch chain, and a brass button. Replacing the lid, Beatrix picked up the shaving brush and experimentally touched her cheek
         with it. The bristles were silky and soft. With the movement of the soft fibers, a pleasant scent was released from the brush.
         A spicy hint of shaving soap.

      
      Holding the brush closer to her nose, Beatrix drew in the scent… masculine richness… cedar, lavender, bay leaves. She imagined
         Christopher spreading lather over his face, stretching his mouth to one side, all the masculine contortions she had seen her
         father and brother perform in the act of removing bristle from their faces.

      
      “Beatrix?”

      
      Guiltily she set aside the brush and went out into the hallway. “I found the letter,” she said. “I opened the curtains—I’ll
         pull them back together, and—”

      
      “Oh, don’t worry about that, let the light in. I abhor dark rooms.” Audrey gave her a strained smile. “John took his medicine,”
         she said. “It makes him sleepy. While he rests, I’m going downstairs to talk with Cook. John thinks he might be able to eat
         some white pudding.”

      
      
      They proceeded down the stairs together. “Thank you for taking the letter to Prudence,” Audrey said. “It’s very kind of you
         to facilitate a correspondence between them.”

      
      “Oh, it’s no bother. It’s for Christopher’s sake that I agreed. I will admit to being surprised that Prudence took the time
         to write to Christopher.”

      
      “Why do you say that?”

      “I don’t think she gives a fig about him. I warned Christopher about her before he left, actually.
         But he was so taken with her looks and her high spirits that he managed to convince himself there was something genuine between
         them.”

      “I thought you liked Prudence.”

      “I do. Or at least… I’m trying to. Because of you.” Audrey smiled wryly at Beatrix’s
         expression. “I’ve resolved to be more like you, Bea.”

      
      “Like me? Oh, I wouldn’t do that. Haven’t you noticed how odd I am?”

      
      Audrey’s smile broadened into a grin, and for a moment
      
      she looked like the carefree young woman she had been before John’s illness. “You accept people for what they are. I think
         you regard them as you do your creatures—you’re patient, and you observe their habits and wants, and you don’t judge them.”

      
      “I judged your brother-in-law severely,” Beatrix pointed out, feeling guilty.

      
      “More people should be severe on Christopher,” Audrey said, her smile lingering. “It might improve his character.”

      
      The unopened letter in Beatrix’s pocket was nothing less than a torment. She hurried back home, saddled a horse, and rode
         to Mercer House, an elaborately designed house with turrets, intricately turned porch posts, and stained-glass windows.

      
      Having just arisen after attending a dance that lasted until three o’clock in the morning, Prudence received Beatrix in a
         velvet dressing gown trimmed with spills of white lace. “Oh, Bea, you should have gone to the dance last night! There were
         so many handsome young gentlemen there, including a cavalry detachment that is being sent to the Crimea in two days, and they
         looked so splendid in their uniforms—”

      
      “I’ve just been to see Audrey,” Beatrix said breathlessly, entering the private upstairs parlor and closing the door. “Poor
         Mr. Phelan isn’t well, and—well, I’ll tell you about that in a minute, but—here’s a letter from Captain Phelan!”

      
      Prudence smiled and took the letter. “Thank you, Bea. Now, about the officers I met last night… there was a dark-haired lieutenant
         who asked me to dance, and he—”

      
      “Aren’t you going to open it?” Beatrix asked, watching in dismay as Prudence laid the letter on a side table.

      
      Prudence gave her a quizzical smile. “My, you’re impatient today. You want me to open it this very moment?”

      
      “Yes.” Beatrix promptly sat in a chair upholstered with flower-printed fabric.

      
      “But I want to tell you about the lieutenant.”

      “I don’t give a monkey about the lieutenant, I want to hear about Captain Phelan.”

      
      Prudence gave a low chuckle. “I haven’t seen you this excited since you stole that fox that Lord Campdon imported from France
         last year.”

      
      “I didn’t steal him, I rescued him. Importing a fox for a hunt… I call that very unsporting.” Beatrix gestured to the letter.
         “Open it!”

      
      Prudence broke the seal, skimmed the letter, and shook her head in amused disbelief. “Now he’s writing about mules.” She rolled her eyes and gave Beatrix the letter.

      
            Miss Prudence Mercer

            
            Stony Cross

            
            Hampshire, England

            
      
               7 November 1854

            
            Dear Prudence,

            
         Regardless of the reports that describe the British soldier as unflinching, I assure you that when riflemen are under fire,
            we most certainly duck, bob, and run for cover. Per your advice, I have added a sidestep and a dodge to my repertoire, with
            excellent results. To my mind, the old fable has been disproved: there are times in life when one definitely wants to be the
            hare, not the tortoise.
        

         
         We fought at the southern port of Balaklava on the twenty-fourth of October. Light Brigade was ordered to charge directly
            into a battery of Russian guns for no comprehensible reason. Five cavalry regiments were mowed down without support. Two
            hundred men and nearly four hundred horses lost in twenty minutes. More fighting on the fifth of November, at Inkerman.
        

         
         We went to rescue soldiers stranded on the field before the Russians could reach them. Albert went out with me under a storm
            of shot and shell, and helped to identify the wounded so we could carry them out of range of the guns. My closest friend in the regiment was killed.
        

         
         Please thank your friend Beatrix for her advice about Albert. His biting is less frequent, and he never goes for me, although
            he’s taken a few nips at visitors to the tent.
        

         
         May and October, the best-smelling months? I’ll make a case for December: evergreen, frost, wood smoke, cinnamon. As for your
            favorite song… were you aware that “Over the Hills and Far Away” is the official music of the Rifle Brigade?
        

         
         It seems nearly everyone here has fallen prey to some kind of illness except for me. I’ve had no symptoms of cholera nor any
            of the other diseases that have swept through both divisions. I feel I should at least feign some kind of digestive problem
            for the sake of decency.
        

         
         Regarding the donkey feud: while I have sympathy for Caird and his mare of easy virtue, I feel compelled to point out that
            the birth of a mule is not at all a bad outcome. Mules are more sure-footed than horses, generally healthier, and best of
            all, they have very expressive ears. And they’re not unduly stubborn, as long they’re managed well. If you wonder at my apparent
            fondness for mules, I should probably explain that as a boy, I had a pet mule named Hector, after the mule mentioned in the
            Iliad.
        

         
         
         I wouldn’t presume to ask you to wait for me,
         
         Pru, but I will ask that you write to me again. I’ve read your last letter more times than I can count. Somehow you’re more
          real to me now, two thousand miles away, than you ever were before.
        

            Ever Yours,
Christopher

      
      P.S. Sketch of Albert included
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      Albert
      
      As Beatrix read, she was alternately concerned, moved, and charmed out of her stockings. “Let me reply to him and sign your
         name,” she begged. “One more letter. Please, Pru. I’ll show it to you before I send it.”

      
      Prudence burst out laughing. “Honestly, this is the silliest thing I’ve ever… Oh, very well, write to him again if it amuses
         you.”

      
      For the next half hour Beatrix took part in a meaningless conversation about the dance, the guests who had attended, and
         the latest gossip from London. She slipped the letter from Christopher Phelan into her pocket… and froze as she felt an unfamiliar object. A metallic handle… and the silk bristle of a shaving brush. Blanching, she realized that she had unintentionally
         taken the shaving brush from Christopher’s dresser.

      
      Her problem was back.

      
      Somehow Beatrix managed to keep smiling and chatting calmly with Prudence, while inside she was filled with turmoil.

      
      Every now and then when Beatrix was nervous or worried, she pocketed some small object from a shop or residence. She had done
         it ever since her parents had died. Sometimes she wasn’t at all aware she had taken something, whereas at other times the
         compulsion was so irresistible that she began to perspire and tremble until she finally gave in.

      
      Stealing the objects was never any trouble at all. It was only returning them that presented difficulties. Beatrix and her
         family had always managed to restore the objects to their proper places. But it had, on occasion, required extreme measures—paying
         calls at improper times of the day, or inventing wild excuses to roam through someone’s house—that had only fortified the
         Hathaways’ reputation for eccentricity.

      
      Thankfully, it wouldn’t be that difficult to put back the shaving brush. She could do it the next time she visited Audrey.

      
      “I suppose I ought to dress now,” Prudence finally said.

      
      Beatrix took the cue without hesitation. “Certainly. It’s time for me to go home and attend to some chores.” She smiled and
         added lightly, “Including writing another letter.”

      
      “Don’t put anything peculiar in it,” Prudence said. “I have a reputation, you know.”



   

      
      
      Chapter Three

            Captain Christopher Phelan

            
            1st Battalian Rifle Brigade

            
            Home Ridge Camp

            
            Inkerman, Crimea

            
      
               3 December 1854

            
            Dear Christopher,

            
         This morning I read that more than two thousand of our men were killed in a recent battle. One Rifle officer was said to have
               been bayoneted. It wasn’t you, was it? Are you injured? I’m so afraid for you. And I’m so sorry that your friend was killed.

         
         We are decorating for the holidays, hanging holly and mistletoe. I am enclosing a Christmas card done by a local artist.
               Note the tassel and string at the bottom—when you pull it, the merrymaking gentlemen on the left will quaff their goblets
               of wine.

         
         
         (“Quaff” is such an odd word, isn’t it?—but it’s one of my favorites.)

         
         I love the old familiar carols. I love the sameness of every Christmas. I love eating the plum pudding even though I don’t
               really like plum pudding. There is comfort in ritual, isn’t there?

         
         Albert looks like a lovely dog, perhaps not outwardly a gentleman, but inside a loyal and soulful fellow.

         
         I worry that something’s happened to you. I hope you are safe. I light a candle for you on the tree every night.

         
         Answer me as soon as you’re able.

         
            Sincerely,
Prudence

            
      P.S. I share your affection for mules. Very unpretentious creatures who never boast of their ancestry. One wishes certain
            people would be a bit more mulish in that regard.


      
            Miss Prudence Mercer

            
            Stony Cross

            Hampshire

            
            
               1 February 1854

            
            
            Dear Pru,

            
         I’m afraid I was indeed the bayoneted one. How did you guess? It happened as we were climbing a hill to overtake a battery
            of Russian guns. It was a minor shoulder wound, certainly not worth reporting.
        

         
         There was a storm on the fourteenth of November that wrecked the camps and sank French and British ships in the harbor. More
            loss of life, and unfortunately most of the winter supplies and equipment are gone. I believe this is what is known as “rough
            campaigning.” I’m hungry. Last night I dreamed of food. Ordinarily I dream of you, but last night I’m sorry to say that you
            were eclipsed by lamb with mint sauce.
        

         
         It is bitterly cold. I am now sleeping with Albert. We’re a pair of surly bedfellows, but we’re both willing to endure it
            in the effort to keep from freezing to death. Albert has become indispensable to the company—he carries messages under fire
            and runs much faster than a man can. He’s also an excellent sentry and scout.
        

         
         Here are a few things I’ve learned from Albert—

         
               1.   Any food is fair game until it is actually swallowed by someone else.

               2.   Take a nap whenever you can.

               3.   Don’t bark unless it’s important.

               4.   Chasing one’s tail is sometimes unavoidable.

         
         
         I hope your Christmas was splendid. Thank you for the card—it reached me on the twenty-fourth of December, and it was passed
            all around my company, most of them never having seen a Christmas card before. Before it was finally handed back to me, the
            cardboard gentlemen attached to the tassel had done a great deal of quaffing.
        

         
         I also like the word “quaff.” As a matter of fact, I’ve always liked unusual words. Here’s one for you: “soleate,” which refers
            to the shodding of a horse. Or “nidifice,” a nest. Has Mr. Caird’s mare given birth yet? Perhaps I’ll ask my brother to make
            an offer. One never knows when one might need a good mule.
        

         
         Dear Christopher,

         
         It feels far too prosaic to send a letter by post. I wish I could find a more interesting way… I would tie a little scroll
               to a bird’s leg, or send you a message in a bottle. However, in the interest of efficiency, I’ll have to make do with the
               Royal Mails.

         
         I have just read in The Times that you have been involved in yet more heroics. Why must you take such risks? The ordinary duty of a soldier is dangerous
               enough. Have a care for your safety, Christopher—for my sake if not your own. My request is entirely selfish… I could not
               bear for your letters to stop coming.

         
         
         I’m so far away, Pru. I’m standing outside my own life and looking in. Amid all this brutality, I have discovered the simple
            pleasures of petting a dog, reading a letter, and staring at the night sky. Tonight I almost thought I saw the ancient constellation
            named Argo… after the ship that Jason and his crew sailed in their quest to find the golden fleece. You’re not supposed to
            be able to see Argo unless you’re in Australia, but still, I was almost certain I had a glimpse of it.
        

         
         I beg you to forget what I wrote before: I do want you to wait for me. Don’t marry anyone before I come home.

         
         Wait for me.

         
            Dear Christopher,

         This is the perfume of March: rain, loam, feathers, mint. Every morning and afternoon I drink fresh mint tea sweetened with
               honey. I’ve done a great deal of walking lately. I seem to think better outdoors.

         
         Last night was remarkably clear. I looked up at the sky to find the Argo. I’m terrible at constellations.
         
         I can never make out any of them except for Orion and his belt. But the longer I stared, the more the sky seemed like an ocean,
               and then I saw an entire fleet of ships made of stars. A flotilla was anchored at the moon, while others were casting off. I imagined we were on one of those ships, sailing on moonlight.

         
         In truth, I find the ocean unnerving. Too vast. I much prefer the forests around Stony Cross. They’re always fascinating,
               and full of commonplace miracles… spiderwebs glittering with rain, new trees growing from the trunks of fallen oaks. I wish
               you could see them with me. And together we would listen to the wind rushing through the leaves overhead, a lovely swooshy
               melody… tree music!

         
         As I sit here writing to you, I have propped my stocking feet much too close to the hearth. I’ve actually singed my stockings
               on occasion, and once I had to stomp out my feet when they started smoking. Even after that, I still can’t seem to rid myself
               of the habit. There, now you could pick me out of a crowd blindfolded. Simply follow the scent of scorched stockings.

         
         Enclosed is a robin’s feather that I found during my walk this morning. It’s for luck. Keep it in your pocket.

         
         Just now I had the oddest feeling while writing this letter, as if you were standing in the room with me. As if my pen had
               become a magic wand, and I had conjured you right here. If I wish hard enough …

         
      
            Dearest Prudence,

            
         I have the robin’s feather in my pocket. How did you know I needed a token to carry into battle? For the past two weeks I’ve
            been in a rifle pit, sniping back and forth with the Russians. It’s no longer a cavalry war, it’s all engineers and artillery.
            Albert stayed in the trench with me, only going out to carry messages up and down the line.
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