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For all the strong, smart, persistent girls out there, and to one special one in particular, Katie, who sparked this story idea



Chapter One

Hannah

SO, IF YOU EVER NEED the perfect setting for a life-size version of the board game Clue (you know, Miss Scarlet in the conservatory with a lead pipe?), look no further. It’s my house. Because we’ve got a conservatory. And a ballroom. Hall? Dining room? Library? Check, check, double check. Kitchen? Obviously.

Plus, if you want alternate murder locales (not real murders, just board game varieties), there are forty-two other room options. Like one devoted entirely to making ice, called—wait for it—the ice-making room. No, seriously. An entire room devoted to . . . ice.

There are also sunken gardens with teahouses, and statues, and murals painted right onto the ceilings, and walls covered in silk, and marble floors, and sitting rooms, and carriage houses, and an underground railroad track from the street into the basement, and columns, and arches, and so much gilded gold, and, and, AND!

I live in a mansion.

(Which definitely doesn’t suck.)

After slipping my shoes off when I hit the back terrace, I tuck my fingers through my sandal straps so that they dangle from my right hand while my left pushes open the glass door. I step into the hallway. The ceiling is so high, three other me’s could stand on my shoulders and still not reach the top . . . and I’m pretty tall for twelve.

Tiptoeing across the marble floor, I head for the grand staircase, but I hear a voice in one of the nearby rooms that I just can’t ignore, no matter how many times I’ve been told to please, please try. I should keep walking. I know this.

But I don’t.

“And of course, here we have the ballroom,” the voice is saying, in a kind of snooty tone. “Step inside, step inside, everyone. This is the largest room in the home and was host to glamorous evenings of high-society entertaining. You are standing in what was considered the most fashionable house on the most fashionable street in the most fashionable resort during America’s Gilded Age.”

I creep behind a woman in a red sundress who raises her hand.

“How many people would this space accommodate?” she asks.

Oh, um, I might have forgotten to mention that our house is sometimes open for tours. What with being the most fashionable house on the most fashionable street blah, blah, blah. I don’t mind. It’s pretty cool to show off the amazingness I get to live among every single day.

“Hundreds,” Trent answers. He’s my least favorite of the docents. He has silver-white hair he is forever smoothing down with a palm he licks first, and he stands way too straight for anyone who’s not a statue.

“When the home was completed on August 30, 1902,” Trent says, “Mr. and Mrs. Berwind played host to more than a hundred guests for a seventeenth-century cotillion. Two famous orchestras performed, and there were even monkeys scattered about the gardens.”

Okay, once again, I know I shouldn’t do this. I know, I know, I know. But it’s like one of those mischievous monkeys is sitting on my shoulder, poking me. I clear my throat, and then . . . I do it.

“Ahem. Excuse me? Trent? I don’t mean to interrupt your tour, but I’d like to clarify a few things you just said. The house was completed on August 30, 1901, not 1902. Cotillions were an eighteenth-century formal ball. Also, there were more than two hundred guests who attended, and actually the monkeys were really over-the-top for the Berwinds. I don’t want anyone on the tour to think that was a typical occurrence. Although, the Berwinds did entertain a lot. Like, A LOT a lot.”

Trent stares daggers at me. Then he remembers there are people watching and forces a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please pardon the interruption. We have a young history buff here.” His words are pleasant, but he says the words “history buff” the same way I might say “we’re having sauerkraut and undercooked liver for dinner.” If he feels that way about the past, maybe he shouldn’t be giving historical tours. Just saying.

He adds, “Allow me to introduce Hannah. She’s our caretaker’s daughter.”

Oh. I might also have forgotten to mention that. Although technically speaking I do live here inside this mansion, called The Elms, I sort of left out the part where my dad and I have our rooms upstairs in the former servants’ quarters/current caretaker’s apartment. Which, I guess, doesn’t make us that different from servants, only we don’t really serve anyone so much as keep the place looking perfect for all the visitors who roll through here every day to admire how the mega-super-rich used to live back in Newport’s heyday. The state of Rhode Island might be extra tiny, but the “summer cottages” around here are anything but.

Visitors go home at the end of the day. And me? Well, I get to stay and hold cotillions of my own in the ballroom. Who cares if my ball gown is really a nightgown and my dance partner is my stuffed bear, Berwind, aka “Windy.” He’s surprisingly good at spinning.

I also get to read the books in the library. (Yes, I had to get special training to handle them and they are a hundred-plus years old and therefore smell like dust and mothballs, but I suffer through that part because it’s thrilling to think that the Berwinds—or maybe one of their glamorous houseguests—turned the very same pages!) And I splash all I want in the fountains or sunbathe on the rooftop anytime I feel like it. It might not technically be my house, but it basically is. It’s the only home I’ve ever known. I’ve explored every square inch of this place, and I know the Berwind family history probably better than any Berwind ever did. I kind of, sort of, consider them my family too. I would give anything to have lived back then and known them for real.

“Where is the famous Margaret Dunlap portrait?” a man in a Red Sox cap asks.

Trent turns and gestures for everyone to follow him into the adjoining drawing room. He points at a large gilded mirror. A smaller—but still pretty big—painting hangs from long wires right in front of it, almost like the mirror is forming a second frame around the first one. (It was a style back then.) “Obviously, that is the age-old question, isn’t it? Here is the commissioned reproduction of the now-famous painting. As most of you know, the original was stolen in a renowned art heist on the evening of its scheduled unveiling in 1905. The room was full of high society turned out in their finest. . . .” Trent pauses for effect, and I try not to roll my eyes. “But no one ever saw the portrait hanging. When they removed the silk sheet covering the portrait . . . the painting was gone!”

The art heist is Trent’s favorite part of the tour. And I get it. It’s one of my favorite things about the Berwinds’ history too. A mystery for the ages. The priceless portrait was painted by famed artist Mary Cassatt and commissioned by Mrs. Berwind to mark the occasion of her beloved niece Margaret’s thirteenth birthday. But even though the police determined that a kitchen boy named Jonah Rankin stole the work of art, he disappeared before he could be arrested. No one has ever found the missing art.

Many have tried.

“If the picture was gone before the unveiling and wasn’t ever seen by anyone, how was it able to be re-created here?” the guy in the Sox cap asks, gesturing at the painting of a serenely smiling Margaret (whom I secretly call Maggie, because I read once that her close family called her that) in a daffodil-yellow gown that billows around her as she sits with her hands folded in her lap. Her eyes twinkle like she has a secret for only me. I’m positive that if I’d lived back then, we would have been best friends. I can just tell.

But I live here and now, with a pretentious docent shooting me glares when he thinks no one will notice. Sigh.

“There was exactly one photograph of the painting, taken over Mary Cassatt’s shoulder during the last portrait sitting,” Trent says. “Of course, cameras were still new then—and only accessible to the upper class—so it wasn’t the best image, but—”

Don’t butt in, Hannah. Don’t butt in. Remember how upset Dad got the last time the docents complained about you.

I know that should be incentive enough to turn and run away, but Trent always messes this part up, and I can’t stand here and let people learn the wrong version of history. I just can’t. Besides loving The Elms enough to care that our guests are getting the right information, I also can’t help hoping that one of these days the docents will realize I’m more than some bratty kid who’s always underfoot, which I swear is how they treat me. I guess not all of them are that bad. I mean, Trent’s my total nemesis, but some of the others aren’t outright dismissive. Yet they sure aren’t outright accepting of me as their peer either. It sucks to be judged by something I can’t control. If I could make myself older, believe me, I would.

Maybe this is gonna sound all humble-braggy, but I’m pretty used to being decent at things. Okay, maybe even a little better than decent. And I’m also kind of used to being recognized for that. Take the soccer field, for example. Everyone knows that if the ball comes my way, I’m most likely gonna block the goal. Or at school. Let’s just say I get by pretty well and I have the awards to prove it, especially when it’s anything related to my favorite subject: history. But somehow no one else seems to accept that I know my stuff when it comes to The Elms. I’m not expecting a trophy for it, but a teeny tiny bit of acknowledgment—or, God forbid, some encouragement—wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, would it?

But no. Never. Not when I was the one to notice that someone had nudged one of the chairs in Mrs. Berwind’s bedroom, so that a corner of it was getting hit with light from the window. (Daylight is public enemy number one for antique fabric.) Not when I stayed up all night helping my dad patch a corner of the roof in the middle of a rainstorm, before any water could drip down onto the fresco in the dining room. (Actually, maybe water is public enemy number one . . . for antique anything.) It’s so annoying. I wish that just once I could get some respect around here. Plus, these people are taking the tour to learn the facts, and it’s only fair that they get the right ones.

I take a deep breath. I’m crossing a big line here by butting in on Trent. I know he actively hates me (as opposed to the other docents, who mostly just ignore me) and I really should just leave his tours alone, but it KILLS me that these guests are getting the wrong information. I keep crossing my fingers that if I can get away with correcting him long enough for guests to mention all his errors on their comment cards, he’ll be reassigned to the gift shop or something. Then every future visitor will leave with the accurate version of The Elms’ history. I know it’s just a house, so what difference does it make if some tours get a slightly wonky version of things that took place here more than a hundred years ago? But I can’t help it: I care. It’s my house, and even though the history isn’t mine exactly, I still feel connected to it.

Last chance to reconsider, Hannah.

“Actually, about half the households in the country had a camera by 1905,” I say.

Trent takes me by the elbow, and his fingernails dig in way more than necessary. Way more. I try to wiggle free, but he tightens his grip as he says, in a fake-cheerful voice, “Oh goodness, thank you so very much for illuminating us on the origins of photography, young Hannah. I’m only sorry you won’t be able to join us for the rest of the tour. Ladies and gentlemen, if you’ll please look up, I’m sure you’ll marvel at the elaborate painted murals on the ceilings.”

Under his breath he hisses, “Your father will be hearing about this, young lady! It might even be time to get the Antiquities Society involved. Dear old Dad’s job can go away like that, you know.” He snaps his fingers, and now his creepy smile makes him look like the Grinch. “And put some shoes on. You look like a street rat. Although, maybe that’s appropriate, since that’s exactly where you may end up, once I’ve had my say with your father’s bosses!”

Epic sigh.

Mansion living is mostly amazing.

High and mighty docents who get half the details wrong more than 80 percent of the time and still think it’s okay to get mad at me for basically doing their job are super-annoying.

Still, once my dad hears about this, I am extra dead.



Chapter Two

Maggie

MISS MARGARET.” THE VOICE SOUNDS stern, but there’s a hint of mirth under the frustration. “Your aunt will have my head on one of her silver platters if she discovers I’ve allowed you to be anywhere near the servants’ staircase again, let alone come this far into the kitchen by yourself.”

If she’s this annoyed at me for simply standing in the kitchen, I can only imagine Mrs. O’Neil’s outrage if I had slid down the banister, the way I’d wanted. Sliding down banisters is beyond strictly forbidden, even though I’ve seen Cousin Peter glide down every one in the house. Aunt would be livid just knowing I’d imagined doing it. I close my eyes, hoping the head housekeeper will be gone when I open them. But the impatient tap-tap-tapping of her left foot on the tile doesn’t stop.

I count my blessings that I haven’t been caught by the butler, Mr. Ernest Birch. He wouldn’t waste time speaking to me; he’d simply march me by the ear to the breakfast room, where Aunt is finishing her tea. I’d rather avoid that particular sensation this afternoon. I’m sure my aunt does not fully understand and appreciate that I have never acted on a spontaneous impulse, no matter how much I might wish to. In my mind’s eye I can picture her saying, “Maggie, darling. Young ladies should be able to control their emotions and behavior.”

And I am Miss Margaret Dunlap, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Sallows Dunlap of New York City, and niece of Edward J. and Herminie Berwind. I always follow the rules.

“I . . . I was just—”

“You can forget your excuses. I heard Miss Colette dare you over breakfast to come down here. By the by, since when have you stooped to her taunts? You should have more self-respect, if you ask me. You know she’s only trying to get your goat.” Mrs. O’Neil sighs. “Anyway, I can look the other way when you use the servants’ staircase as a shortcut if it means you can manage to get to tea on time and spare me your aunt’s rants. But land sakes, walking bold as brass into the kitchen . . . at your age! I simply can’t allow it.”

I clear my throat and try to speak like my aunt, Mrs. Herminie Berwind, the mistress of The Elms, the most extravagant summer cottage in all Newport, Rhode Island. The corners of Mrs. O’Neil’s mouth turn up, as if she’s trying to prevent a smile, and my resolve to stay strong wavers.

“My dear Mrs. O’Neil . . .”

The twitching of her lips as she stares me down causes me to lose my train of thought.

“Your aunt is correct, of course, in advising you to stay upstairs. It is not becoming of a young woman of your stature to be trifling with the help, Miss Margaret. It’s 1905, and this house has amenities. You know that if you need something, you need only to use the call button, and the bell will ring in the kitchen.” She gestures at the elaborate bell system on the wall. “One of the maids will bring it to you.”

She wouldn’t believe that I’d rather not have a maid do things for me that I’m perfectly capable of doing myself, so I don’t bother to explain it to her.

She taps her foot a few more times, but she doesn’t make any move to push me out of the kitchen. Other servants have stopped their activities, and while no one is overtly staring, I can tell they are all waiting for my next move.

It’s true my cousin Colette dared me to show my face down here. For a moment I consider taking something to prove I went through with it. But someone would be punished if an item went missing, and I refuse to stoop that low. I hope that just coming down here will keep her at bay for a few hours, at least.

I clear my throat and start again. “My dear Mrs. O’Neil. As the grand ball tomorrow evening is in honor of my portrait unveiling, I feel it is my duty to inspect the goings-on in the kitchen.” I clasp my hands to stop them from shaking as I raise my voice and hope she believes me. “I would also like to procure a table setting, so that I might practice.”

She must allow me this one small indulgence. Even with years of practice at tea parties, I am so afraid of making a ninny of myself at the ball by using the oyster fork for my hors d’oeuvres. Aunt doesn’t seem to be worried, but she’s used to hundreds of guests staring at her while she eats. I’m not.

I smooth down my dress and wait for Mrs. O’Neil’s reply, hoping she doesn’t call for my aunt. I’m supposed to meet with Mademoiselle Cassatt today to view the finished portrait, and Aunt will not be pleased if I’m late. Uncle E. J. was my mother’s favorite brother, and I’m treated accordingly, but there is a limit to how far I’ll risk pushing my summer hosts.

Mrs. O’Neil stares me down. “Haven’t you spent hours preparing for this, Miss Margaret? I’m sure you’re more than capable of maintaining your manners.” She softens her tone. “You should relax and try to have fun at the ball.”

Between boarding school, a constant rotation of nannies, and my always-traveling father, I am constantly reminded to be good. Someone is always watching, ready to admonish or correct me. I have to mind my manners and act just so. All the time. There is precious little fun in my life. The ball is in my honor, but the last thing it will be is fun. At least during my summer at The Elms, there are people who seem to care for me. Back in the city my father is so busy, he barely says good morning when he’s home. I might not even see him before I return to school. Even so, I don’t want to seem ungrateful. But I can’t stop myself from blurting, “There’s nothing fun for a young woman of my stature.” I sound whiny and childish, but I don’t care. “All that is allowed of me is to be still and silent. And to mind my manners.”

I don’t really expect Mrs. O’Neil to answer. But the shadow of a smile fades into a small frown as she turns to face me. “Miss Margaret.” Her voice is drawn and tight. “The alternative is to be tired and invisible. As much as you don’t want to be still, it would do you well to remember that others”—she makes a vague gesture to the girls behind her—“don’t have the choice to sit at all.” The scolding from Mrs. O’Neil washes over me. She’s right. There are girls just a bit older than me back in the dark, hot kitchen. None of them are permitted to be seen upstairs. And no one is throwing a ball for any of them.

I wish I knew how to respond.

She turns away, leaving me to watch the staff go back to work. I’ve delayed their afternoon, which means they won’t finish with their work until late this evening. I feel horrible. Also, she hasn’t given me a table setting, and unless I want to involve Aunt Herminie, I’m not going to get one.

As I head back up the stairs, a noise catches my attention and I peek over the railing. A boy dressed in a starched white shirt and plain black pants stands quite still in the kitchen foyer, looking like he’s waiting for some sort of instruction. Suddenly sounds from dinner preparation crescendo as someone drops something onto the slate floor—voices, and the pounding of feet, and the clatter of dishes. It’s a noise I’d never hear from the main part of the mansion. I always think of the basement level as being like the steam engine of a train—it’s loud and messy and you’re not supposed to see it, but it keeps the rest of the cars happily moving down the tracks. It’s an especially appropriate analogy, considering there are real train tracks down here that carry the coal from the street to the kitchen. I usually forget about the people who make the house run smoothly every day.

Mrs. O’Neil’s skirts swish as she strides into the hall. “Jonah, what are you doing there? You should be taking the waste from the lady’s tea to the compost.”

“Yes, ma’am.” The boy nods and retreats into the kitchen.

“Lord help me,” Mrs. O’Neil says under her breath as she starts up the steps for what I’m sure is at least the tenth time since lunch. I briefly wonder what it’s like to climb eighty-two steps ten times a day. Before she gets to the first landing, I hear her mutter, “What am I going to do with willful heiresses and disobedient kitchen boys? As if I didn’t have enough to deal with.”

As I rush up the stairs before she catches me, I remember an overheard conversation from last summer. My aunt was gossiping with her neighbor Mrs. Alva Vanderbilt Belmont from Belcourt Castle, one of the mansions down the street. “Can you imagine being born into a life of servitude, Herminie, dear? To spend your days elbow-deep in someone else’s unspeakables?” Mrs. Belmont chuckled behind her gloved hand.

To her credit, my aunt didn’t laugh. But neither did she defend the hardworking staff, from whom she demands an impeccable work ethic. I asked her about it afterward. “There’s nothing to be gained by disagreeing with Alva Belmont, Maggie. You should remember that. She’d have the whole of Newport society against me.” And then Aunt walked away to inspect the evening table settings for a dinner party.

I sigh and head toward the part of the house where I belong, feeling awful that I’m glad I wasn’t born into a life of servitude. As the niece of the owners of the The Elms, the most magnificent summer cottage on Bellevue Avenue, I was born into a life of privilege. But for me, that privilege sometimes feels like a burden.

Such is life here. The servants have their own staircase, and I’m not allowed to be anywhere near it or the kitchen or the attic, where the thirty-five full-time servants live. During my first visit here, when I was ten, I was allowed to play with some children visiting other cottages for the summer. Now, at thirteen, I am considered almost a woman, so there’s no fun anymore. Just manners. And of course speaking only when one is spoken to. And sitting quietly for portraits. And holding still. Constantly. Then there are the things forbidden for girls: sliding down banisters, of course. Also: walking without a chaperone, running, or doing anything that might result in perspiration. Aunt Herminie says it often, as if we’re likely to forget. “Young ladies must not, under any circumstances, perspire.”

I wish there were something more for me to look forward to than debutante balls and high-society parties.

New century, my foot; for a girl, there’s nothing progressive about living in the twentieth century.



Chapter Three

Hannah

I POKE MY HEAD AROUND a ginormous marble statue in the conservatory and watch the last of the day’s guests make their way across the back lawn and over to the parking lot. Departing guests don’t usually make me jealous, but right about now, skipping out the door and down to Newport Harbor for the night sounds a whole boatload better than an evening of dusting—my punishment for interrupting Trent’s tour.

Especially after an entire afternoon under strict orders to stay put in the attic. Okay, that isn’t actually the “Cinderella locked up by the evil stepmother” scenario it sounds like, since we converted the servants’ quarters up there into an apartment for me and Dad, and it’s really bright and airy, not dusty and dark like most attics. Plus, it has access to the amazing roof deck. So not exactly a prison sentence. But still.

I hate being told that I have to stay in one place. I’m usually given free rein to roam about all I want. But no. Not today. And all because palm-licking Trent went straight above my dad’s head and complained to the president of the Antiquities Society about my butting in on his precious tour. I tried with the damage control, but this is maybe the thousand-millionth time my dad has warned me to stay out of the docents’ way when they’re giving tours, and it turns out the thousand-millionth time is Dad’s breaking point. Who knew?

At least they didn’t fire him, so there’s that. I guess I’ll have plenty of occasions to “reflect” on my actions while I spend the next month on extra dusting duty. And I quote: “You’re going to get every painting in the ballroom, from top to bottom. Yes, all the way to the top. I don’t care that you need the ladder.”

I tried to tell my dad that Trent was giving the guests the wrong information, but all I got was a sad headshake and, “You forget, sweetie. I work for the Antiquities Society. They allow us to live here, but it’s not because it’s a requirement for the job. They could just as easily house me in an apartment downtown.” And, “The Antiquities Society likes to use esteemed locals as docents as much as possible, and Trent comes from a very old Rhode Island family.”

Blah, blah, blah. People (even kids!) who come from lesser-known Rhode Island families can have just as much to contribute. Just saying.

When I hear the front desk manager turn the bolt on the door, I jump into action and head for the drawing room. The stepladder hides out behind heavy curtains draping one of the windows, where guests won’t see it during tours. I carry it over the carpeting, being extra careful not to drag it and damage a bazillion-dollar Oriental rug. Then I adjust the ladder in front of the sideboard below my favorite picture—the one of Maggie Dunlap. If I have to endure death by dusting, I’m at least gonna start with the best part of the room.

Even though I’m super-annoyed with Trent, I would never take any of that anger out on the house or its artifacts. As much as I might pout to Dad about the docents, I love everything else about being here. There’s something about living in the middle of history that makes me feel like I’m part of something way bigger than me.

I gaze up at Maggie’s portrait. It hangs above this really elaborately painted sideboard. People back then (or at least the people who owned the Newport mansions) were pretty cool to hang their paintings in front of giant mirrors, because the backs of the frames get reflected, so they look kind of 3-D.

Maggie’s picture doesn’t even need that trick to feel lifelike, though. She seems ready to walk right out of the frame. I stare at her, like I always do, wondering what it would have been like to be her. Or even to be friends with her. I’ll bet she was amazing. I’ll bet she never felt halfway in her own time and halfway caught up in the lives of people who lived a hundred years ago. Why would she, when her own day and age must have been magical?

It’s not that I don’t love my dad and my friends and my life, but I’ll just bet everyone who knew Margaret Dunlap respected her and treated her like her opinion mattered. What would that feel like?

I study her hands, folded neatly in the lap of her butter-yellow dress. They’re so delicate. I’ll bet they were soft. I’ll bet she never did a day of dusting in her life. I’ll bet she wouldn’t have gotten in trouble for adding an entirely appropriate and accurate anecdote to a tour!

But this is my life, not Maggie’s, and I have a punishment to live out. Even if it means spending the next two hours wiping down places that no guest will ever even see, let alone touch. Ugh. I climb up the stepladder and catch my foot in the hinge, almost toppling onto the wide lacquered top of the buffet sideboard.

“Oooopf.” I grab the scalloped edge of the priceless piece of furniture that dates practically back to the days of the Pilgrims. An ancient Chinese vase to my left wobbles once, twice, three times before I can steady it with shaking fingers. Phew! If I break something . . . But that thought is way too horrible to even finish thinking. I would seriously be extinct, and Dad would totally lose his job.

This is going to be waaay harder than I thought. I whip the folded feather duster out of my back pocket and open it, but even fully stretched out, I can reach only the bottom of the gilded frame. Although, this is still tons closer than I usually get to the painting. Looking up, I can see more detail than I ever could from the floor. From this angle I can practically see into Maggie’s eyes. Forget her eyes. I can basically see up her nose!

For a second I wonder if maybe Dad had ulterior motives when he dished out this punishment. He knows getting up close and personal with the artifacts is my favorite thing in the world. I just love how these objects that meant so much to people so long ago can still affect people today. I know they’re just things, but they make me feel like the people who came before me are still talking to me through them. Ugh. That sounds super-cheesy.

“Do you think I’m loony tunes, Maggie?”

So, yes. Sometimes I talk to a painting.

She stares back, but her eyes are so friendly, I decide she doesn’t think I’m crazy at all.

I sigh. “It must have been so unbelievable to live when you did. All those balls, and parties, and to-die-for dresses. I’ll bet everyone treated you with respect. I’ll bet you got to do anything your heart desired. You were an American princess, after all.”

As I chat away, I use my duster to get into the tiny crevices and swirls carved into her fancy gilded frame. I don’t usually pay close attention to the mirrors behind the paintings—they’re just your basic ones, except for the extra-fancy frames, and cleaning all that glass is someone else’s job, thank God!—but this time something catches my eye. Most of the mirrors around here have what I call age spots, little blobs of black discolorations that reflective glass gets over time. Nothing out of the ordinary about them. But this blob’s shape looks exactly like an old-timey skeleton key, and I never noticed that before. I mean, I know sometimes people claim they see the face of Jesus in the burnt parts of their toast, but a key?

That’s . . . different.

I can’t make out the very right edge of the age spot because Maggie’s portrait is hanging over it. I try to tilt the frame away from the mirror, but it’s too dark behind there to see much.

Do I dare?

I look around to make sure I’m alone. What I’m considering doing is sooo not allowed. Taking a priceless artifact down from its hanging spot? Frowned upon. In a BIG way. As in, my dad would have an aneurysm. Then again, this is only a reproduction, so it’s not exactly priceless, right?

Gently—so, so gently—I lift the frame off the hooks. I sway a little under the weight. Who knew frames were so heavy? Bending at my knees, I lower it carefully to the sideboard, where I lean it propped against the mirror. I straighten back up so that I’m eye level with the age spot blob. Now that I can see the rest of the design, it is unbelievably amazing how much it looks like the outline of an old-fashioned key. Which is the weirdest thing.

I reach my fingers up to touch it.



Chapter Four

Maggie

THE FOYER IS MY FAVORITE room in the cottage. There is so much promise in a room that welcomes you to the rest of the residence. The marble columns, the tapestry with the dancing unicorn, the urn from the Ming dynasty—they all beckon to guests to experience the rest of the magical house. Unfortunately, lingering in the foyer is another thing not allowed (unless you are a guest, waiting for the mistress).

My meeting with Mademoiselle Cassatt is supposed to take place in the conservatory. It’s an odd relationship. I’ve spent so much time with her while sitting for the portrait, but she’s always speaking in French to her assistant. I have taken French lessons for years, but they speak so fast, and often in whispers I can’t hear. Every time I try to ask a question, I’m told to sit still and keep quiet.

I long to be able to ask questions and get answers.

I pass through the ballroom into the drawing room, toward my appointment, and something catches my attention. A flicker in my side vision. I glance up to see my favorite Newport seascape perched over an ornate mirror. Something in the corner moved, I’m sure of it. I glance toward the conservatory, half expecting Aunt to emerge. Looking back at the picture, I see it again—movement in the corner of the mirror. Do I dare investigate? I would do anything to stall for a few more minutes, but what I’m considering is definitely against the rules.

Sometimes I catch Aunt looking at me with sad eyes. I think it’s because I remind her of my mother, her sister-in-law, and I hope those tender feelings will help her to forgive me for what I’m about to do.

I know where Mr. Birch keeps the step stool for dusting the high mirrors, and it takes only a quick minute to drag out. I feel a thrill at doing something so . . . unexpected. Climbing up onto the sideboard over which the painting and the mirror backdrop hang, I admire the brushstrokes in the seascape. The harbor looks so beautiful in the painting—like I can almost reach out and touch the wispy clouds. Sometimes I wish I could escape into this seascape instead of being cooped up in the house, being obedient. I can almost feel the wind on my face. It’s a shame this painting will be replaced by my portrait. I wonder where this one will go. Maybe Aunt will let me hang it in my room.

Then at the edge of my vision—between the painting and the mirrored glass underneath—something moves again. Like a shadow. I carefully push the painting, which is hanging from hooks in the ceiling, aside as far as I dare, bracing for a giant spider to be the culprit. Aunt Herminie will not be pleased if she catches me touching the artwork, let alone climbing on the furniture, but I lean closer. There’s something there, a smudge, a shadow of some kind. I glance behind me to scan the room. When I look back at the section of the mirror, I get the shock of my life. Someone is looking back, like through a window. . . .

And it is not me.



Chapter Five

Hannah

OH. MY. GODDESS.

I’m squinting into the mirror, and, yes, I’m still looking at the same ballroom behind me.

And there’s a girl staring back at me in the mirror, all right. . . .

But she’s definitely not me!

In fact, she looks like a spot-on, dead ringer for . . . Margaret Dunlap. She’s wearing the same dress from the painting (except it’s green, not yellow, which is hardly the strangest thing about this scenario).

Mirror-Maggie blinks in surprise and cocks her head to the side as she looks into the glass. Wait, can she see me?

“Great, first I talk to inanimate paintings, and now I’m having visions. Crazytown, here I come,” I mutter. “Does spicy bean dip ever cause hallucinations? Because if so, I’d better lay off any more of Dad’s. Going loco is not going to help me get all this dusting done.”

“Pardon? I . . . Are you speaking to me?”

Omigod, Mirror-Maggie is talking! To me, I think!

I . . . This . . . What . . . ?

No. Way.

Mirror-Maggie has a forehead that’s as scrunched up as mine must be. She reaches a hand out slowly, hesitating before laying it on the mirror right on top of the key shape. I can’t help tilting my head in the opposite direction as my own hand comes up. I place my fingertips right against hers, and . . .



Chapter Six

Maggie

AS I SIT UP FROM the parquet floor, it takes a moment for me to realize I have fallen off the sideboard in the drawing room. I scratch my head, trying to remember what happened. I was trying to get a better look at the painting being replaced by my portrait. I rub the bump on my head again, hoping there’s no bruise that will show.

I thought I saw something. Someone. In the mirror. But no, that can’t be right.

I don’t remember slipping, but that’s the only explanation for being down here, staring at the underside of the furniture.

When my head clears, I get shakily to my feet. Aunt Herminie expects me to report to the conservatory to meet with Mademoiselle Cassatt presently, but first I notice a framed painting tilted dangerously against the mirror above the sideboard.

“What in tarnation?” I slap my hand over my mouth. If Aunt hears me swear, I’ll really be in trouble. Especially the day before the big ball to unveil my portrait.

My hand still covering my mouth, I stand on tiptoes to see the painting. It looks exactly like the one I’ve been sitting for with Mademoiselle Cassatt. Except . . . except my dress should be green. Not that horrid shade of yellow.

Why in heaven’s name would she change the color of my dress at such a late date? And why is the portrait here and not in the conservatory, where Aunt and I are supposed to be seeing it in its finished form for the first time? I specifically remember Mademoiselle Cassatt preferring the light in there for the occasion of our first glimpse at it.

Out of habit I reach to touch my lucky locket as I sink back to the floor. It’s not hanging around my neck. For a terrifying second I’m afraid I’ve lost it. I must have left it on my dresser. But something else isn’t right.

The neckline of my dress feels strange.

A wave of fear flows over me, and gooseflesh emerges on my forearms. I didn’t notice before, but now, looking down at myself, I see that my entire wardrobe is wrong. First of all, I’m wearing trousers. Trousers? I once saw a picture in a book of a woman wearing trousers, but it’s not proper. It’s indecent. I feel the fabric. Denim? The only people I’ve ever seen wearing denim are the cowboys in the Wild West show that Father took me to when I was ten, and those men were dusty and dirty. This denim is light blue and soft. My blouse is soft too, with words written on it. It says, Well-Behaved Women Seldom Make History.

I rub my eyes. “How hard did I hit my head?”



Chapter Seven
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