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Mid-August, 1893

Washington Square Park was never deserted, even at half-past four in the morning. The feeble glow of the streetlights lining the sidewalk faded just inside the gates, and Amelia strained to see through the shadows. The heat wave that had been baking the city for weeks showed no sign of abating, and the air was oppressive despite the early hour. Sweat dampened her temples as she picked her way along the path. Jonas followed, his expression stony above his wilted collar.

In the daytime, shop girls strolled here with their sweethearts and paused for stolen kisses beneath the new marble arch. At night, however, the grounds were the domain of those seeking less licit pleasures. Most hurried past, their faces averted, intent on their own business. One man slowed, and Amelia’s stomach tightened as his gaze slithered over her body in frank appraisal. He drew breath to speak, no doubt to inquire about the cost of her company. The words died in his throat when his eyes reached Jonas’s face, and he turned and slouched away more quickly than he’d approached, disappearing into the dark.

Jonas stopped to watch him retreat, then turned back to her with a baleful look. “Are you sure this is a good idea?”

A ticklish bead of perspiration rolled down Amelia’s spine as she studied the wisps of fog rising from the damp ground. “Truly? No.”

She turned off the main footpath. Behind her, Jonas heaved a sigh. Amelia recognized it as the sound of capitulation and relaxed a fraction. She hadn’t been sure he would go along with her plan. If he had balked or demanded they leave, she would’ve had to agree. She couldn’t have risked running into another of the park’s nighttime denizens without him. Jonas’s sheer size was enough to deter most harassment. Paired with his flinty glare, all but the most desperate criminals would decide to seek other prey.

He’d nearly been killed by just such a desperate criminal several months before, near the conclusion of their investigation into a series of murders at the city insane asylum on Blackwell’s Island. One of the perpetrators, fearing his role in the scheme was about to be uncovered, had followed Jonas into an alley, shot him, and left him for dead.

Jonas had largely recovered, though his left arm still ached and spasmed when he overused it. The doctor who had treated him assured them the weakness would fade with time. Eventually, he said, it would be as though the injury had never happened.

The doctor was wrong. Amelia knew it, and she suspected Jonas did as well, though he avoided the subject. The arm might heal, but Jonas’s brush with death had changed him. He’d always been watchful, but in the past few months there had been a new, brittle quality to his vigilance, and he was more snappish with Amelia—as well as with Sidney, the young lawyer who had been his lover for the better part of a year.

But it was the drunken brawlers at the fashionable nightclub where they worked who bore the brunt of his shortened temper. In his role as bouncer, Jonas had always been willing to deal in violence when necessary, but what had been carefully measured and coolly delivered was now sometimes disproportionate and driven by wild anger.

Amelia and Sidney had discussed the changes, each confirming what the other had observed: nightmares, a skittishness when approached from behind, and, most recently, the smell of alcohol on his breath at inappropriate times. The man they both loved was still there—brilliant, vain, droll—but there was no denying he was altered.

Fortunately, they didn’t meet anyone else as they neared their destination. Amelia’s heartbeat quickened as they reached the bridge. The ground here dipped where a little stream bubbled up from beneath the earth. It tumbled through a stony channel before disappearing again twenty feet later. In the early morning silence, the water rushing over the smooth rocks sounded like a chorus of whispers. She shivered despite the warmth and stepped onto the bridge. Jonas followed. Their footsteps on the boards echoed through the hollow place in her stomach. On the other side Amelia slowed, creeping forward one small, measured pace at a time, until a familiar sensation prickled against the inside of her chest.

Her mouth went dry. The spirit was still here.

In the months since the fight at the club that had resulted in her head injury and left her with the ability to channel the dead, Amelia had gained some control over lesser spirits, maintaining a foothold inside her own mind as they spoke through her. But too many of them still managed to push her aside entirely, leaving her with no control over her body and no memory of what had occurred. There had been several incidents, the most recent only two nights before. A man had come to her, hoping to speak to his lost fiancée, and gotten more than he bargained for. Very nearly quite a bit more. Amelia’s face heated at the memory. Such things couldn’t keep happening. She had to learn to manage it.

The spirit that clung to this spot was the first one Amelia had ever encountered, and it remained the most powerful. If she could learn to channel this one without being overwhelmed, she should be able to handle any others. She needed to practice.

The theory was sound. Still, Amelia hesitated, aware of the risk she was taking. This wasn’t a being to be trifled with. The last time she’d encountered it, she’d been labeled mad and shuttled off to the asylum.

But Jonas was with her this time. He wouldn’t let it happen again.

Amelia took a deep breath, glanced back at him, and nodded once, confirming the spirit was present. Jonas grimaced. She turned back to the path, lowered her chin, and forced herself to take another step. The familiar itch behind her breastbone grew.

Twenty feet ahead, an outline began to form, misty and barely distinct from the lightening sky and shadowed ground surrounding it.

Amelia didn’t turn. “She’s coming. Remember what I said. If she takes me—”

“I know. Get you away from this spot and do whatever I have to do to bring you out of it.” Jonas’s voice was tight.

Her palms damp and her heart thumping against her ribs, Amelia eased toward the specter. It coalesced as she approached, and by the time she was ten feet away, the same young woman she’d seen months earlier stood before her, translucent and gray, all eager eyes and ragged clothes—and, half-buried in the swollen flesh of her neck, a knotted rope.

Amelia suppressed a shudder. Her breath caught in her throat as the shade began to drift closer. The woman reached a hand toward her, naked hunger on her face. Amelia fought the urge to step back. She had to do this. Her head buzzed. She lifted her own hands, palms up. A gesture of offering. Of welcome. Do you want me? Here I am.

Amelia closed her eyes and let the spirit consume her.
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A drop of water splashed off her nose. Amelia blinked it away as the branches of a pine tree came into focus above her. Her back felt damp. Something spiky—a pine cone, if she were to hazard a guess—prodded her between the shoulder blades.

Amelia tilted her head an inch to one side, just far enough to see Jonas, who sat with his back against the trunk of the tree, cutting slivers from an apple and eating them from the point of his pocketknife.

He looked up at her movement, his expression wary. “Amelia?”

She blew out a careful breath before she answered. “How long was I gone?”

Jonas tossed the apple core aside. “About twenty minutes.” He folded the knife and tucked it back into his pocket. “We ought to be getting home as soon as you’re able.”

Amelia started to ease herself up, then thought the better of it as her stomach lurched and her head began to pound. She lay back, taking deep breaths of pine-perfumed air and feeling like the butt of a cosmic joke: whether it was whiskey or ghosts, the stronger the spirit, the worse the hangover. She eyed Jonas.

“What happened?”

“You told me the girl was still here. Ten seconds later you were on the ground, clawing at your throat and making choking noises. You fought me when I tried to pick you up.” He held out his hand. A neat semi-circle of punctures, livid against his pale skin, marred the flesh at the base of his thumb.

Amelia winced. “I did that?”

Jonas examined the bite mark. “Your teeth did, anyway. I dragged you off the path, and you went limp. I didn’t want to carry you out of the park unless I had to—even here, at this time of night, it might have attracted attention.”

Amelia gave herself another minute, then rolled onto her side, her hair falling across her face. She pushed it aside with an irritated noise. It had grown since her involuntary shearing at the asylum, and was now at a particularly inconvenient length. She wore a knot of false curls when she worked, but for this outing, she’d merely pinned the sides back—not securely enough, obviously. She pushed herself into a seated position and began searching the thick carpet of pine straw around her, hoping she’d lost the pins there, rather than while being carried from the path.

Amelia recovered three of them before giving the rest up as lost and trying to stand. She wobbled, and Jonas moved to help her, keeping an arm around her waist as they made their way back toward the park’s entrance.

She leaned against him. “Do you want to tell me you were right and I was wrong?”

“Do I need to?” The words were chiding, but the tone was gentle.

“I suppose not.” She couldn’t help but look back at the place where she knew the girl’s spirit still lingered. “I’m coming back,” she called. “I’m not going to give up.”

By the time they reached the gate, the morning sun was already heating the sidewalks, which were beginning to fill as the city’s laboring classes headed to work. A pair of young women—housemaids, judging from their plain black dresses and white caps—tittered as Jonas and Amelia stepped onto the sidewalk, and a man with the roughened complexion of a dockworker glanced at Amelia, then gave Jonas a knowing wink.

Amelia shot them a sour look as she pulled away from Jonas and reached up to re-pin her hair.

Jonas caught the direction of her thoughts. “Never mind them,” he said, then stopped, a frown creasing his forehead. “How are you feeling?”

Amelia stabbed the third pin into place. “Hungry,” she said in surprise. Her stomach had already calmed.

“And your head?”

“It’s not bad.” It was true. The dregs of the headache remained, but the insistent throbbing had faded.

Jonas looked thoughtful. “A few months ago that spirit left you unconscious for the better part of a day. Now barely half an hour after the encounter, you’re walking on your own and ready for breakfast. You’re getting stronger.”

Amelia looked back into the park, then quirked an eyebrow at Jonas. “What was that about one of us being wrong?”

He grinned and held up his bitten hand. “I’m still right. I said it was too dangerous, and look—I’m wounded. I’ll probably have a scar.” He gave a mock shudder. “My looks are my livelihood, you know. I might starve.”

Amelia laughed and shoved him. “We can’t have that. Come on, let’s find some breakfast.”

They reached the corner just as a newsboy was cutting the twine on his bundle of papers. An inch-high headline blared “POLICE RELEASE HOLLOWAY SUSPECT WITHOUT CHARGE.” Jonas fished in his pocket, then flipped the boy a nickel and waved away the change as he plucked a paper from the top of the stack. The newsboy, who, like most of his peers, had an under-washed and underfed look about him, flashed a gap-toothed grin in their direction before turning away to begin hawking his wares in earnest.

Jonas caught Amelia’s look. “Two cents means more to him than to us,” he said with a shrug. He was already reading the lead story as they crossed the street. Amelia tugged him out of the path of a laundry wagon as he relayed the newest details of the kidnapping case that had enthralled most of the city.

Five-year-old Virginia Holloway had vanished from her parents’ Fifth Avenue mansion four days earlier, the same night her family was hosting a lavish party celebrating her father Edwin Holloway’s fiftieth birthday. When the girl wasn’t in her bed the following morning, her parents first assumed she’d crept from her room to watch the partygoers and had fallen asleep elsewhere—something she’d apparently done before. This time, however, a search of the house and grounds failed to locate her.

The Holloways, frantic, summoned the police, who first interrogated the servants, all of whom insisted they’d seen nothing. Reluctantly, they turned to the party guests, sending detectives to politely question some of the city’s wealthiest citizens, many of whom bristled at such disrespectful treatment. Inevitably, the existence of these sessions leaked to the penny press, which reported the supposed details with undisguised glee.

The addition of a trio of ex-Pinkerton agents, hired by the distraught family when the police failed to produce immediate results, added a new dimension to the story. Their leader was a reporter’s dream, a bombastic man who opined—at length and always on the record—on the many shortcomings of the police department.

Spurred on by the criticism, the police eagerly embraced every theory. When one of the guests’ footmen was overheard confidently asserting that the girl had been taken by white slavers, they wasted no time in hauling him in for questioning.

The man acknowledged seeing the girl that night, dressed in a white nightgown and peeping from a doorway to the side yard where the carriages were parked. But, he maintained, he knew no more than that. After more than a day, the police finally released him, now out of a job and with the taint of suspicion still clinging to him.

“Poor fellow,” Jonas commented as they sat down in their favorite café. “He’s ruined, even if he didn’t do it.” He tossed the paper on the table and signaled the waiter.

“He’s an idiot who should have known better,” Amelia said, picking up the discarded pages. “I wonder what really happened to her.”

“We might never know,” Jonas said as the waiter arrived.

“Maybe,” Amelia replied, looking at the etching of Ginny Holloway printed on the front page. The look in the girl’s eyes and her pointed chin gave the impression of a mischievous spirit. Her hair was a mass of curls. Auburn, according to the description that had been in every article.

As Jonas turned away to order, Amelia surreptitiously brushed her hand across the photo. “Where are you, child?” she murmured, hoping for one of the flickers of intuition that sometimes came to her. She got nothing for her effort but a smudge of ink on her fingers.



“I’ was the damn Freemashuns that took her,” the man slurred, listing to one side as Jonas maneuvered him down the club’s front steps some twenty hours later.

“Just a little further, Mr. Hahneman,” Jonas said, not bothering to mask his impatience. “Your driver is waiting right over there.”

Hahneman looked blearily in the direction Jonas indicated and lurched toward the waiting carriage. Jonas kept a hand on his elbow as he clambered inside, belching a cloud of whiskey fumes. “Poor lil’ angel,” Hahneman mumbled.

Jonas had already turned away and exchanged an exasperated glance with Tommy, the club’s Negro doorman. The Freemasons. Honestly.

Back inside, he took a slow circuit of the main floor. The band was halfway through its final set of the night. The musicians’ shirts were soaked with sweat, but they played on, gamely trying to inject some gaiety into the lethargic crowd. The relentless heat had sapped the patrons’ energy, and despite the lively music, the dance floor remained deserted. Roughly half the tables were occupied, many by men nearly as drunk as Hahneman. Jonas eavesdropped on their talk as he passed. An astonishing amount of it was about Ginny Holloway. He’d never seen a story capture the city this way.

Everyone had a theory. The Jews had taken her. Paul Kelly and his Five Points Gang were holding her for ransom. It was a plot by the mayor’s political opponents to hurt his chances for reelection. Speculating about the identity and motive of Ginny Holloway’s kidnapper was at the forefront of seemingly every affluent New Yorker’s mind.

Their fixation was maddening. They lived in a city where poor children perished in droves. They died of disease and malnutrition. They were caught beneath carriage wheels and scalded by steam in factories. They were beaten to death by drunken parents and fell—or were tossed—from tenement windows. Unwanted babies—the lucky ones, at least—were abandoned on doorsteps every single night. But most people hadn’t cared until someone dared to snatch one of their children.

A child who mattered.

His mood soured, Jonas mounted the stairs and made his way toward the back room where Amelia worked, hoping she wasn’t going to insist on going to the park again. He agreed, in theory, that practice was a good idea, but playing with that particular spirit was too dangerous. She’d scared him half to death last night. And his hand still hurt.

Cigar smoke wafted from the open doors of the gaming rooms lining the hallway. He glanced into one as he passed. Even without the pile of chips at the center of the table, he would have known it was a high-stakes hand by the set of the players’ shoulders and the way their eyes followed the dealer’s movements. Jonas paused to exchange a glance with Gunnar, the newest member of the club’s security staff, who stood along the back wall. Sabine had been forced to hire the broad-chested Swede a few weeks before, after a sweating steamship magnate lost a thousand dollars betting on a pair of nines, then vented his frustration on the unfortunate waiter who served him the wrong brand of gin. Jonas had managed to intervene before the waiter suffered more than a bloody nose, but the incident had highlighted the club’s need for more muscle, as well as the growing tension enveloping the city.

The Holloway kidnapping might not have shaken Society so deeply had it not been for the fact that it was the second blow to their sense of invulnerability. The first struck against the very foundation on which it was built: their fortunes.

Throughout the late winter and early spring, Jonas and Amelia had been otherwise occupied, to put it mildly. For much of the country, and certainly for the segment of the population that made up the club’s clientele, the nation’s faltering economy was a source of rapidly mounting anxiety.

A major railroad company failed. Then a pair of steel mills. Nervous banks began calling in loans, and over-leveraged businesses found themselves unable to pay. Thousands were out of work. The stock market fell, taking a significant portion of the net worth of New York Society with it.

The club was starting to feel the strain. Its atmosphere of gleeful debauchery had thinned into desperate gaiety. The club’s coffers remained full as ever, but the word was several of their most reliable spenders were fiddling as their fortunes burned. The well-publicized suicide of a bank president a few weeks before—a longtime client of one of the dancers—had cast a pall and left everyone delicately questioning their own regulars about their current state of liquidity.

Sabine was on edge, which put everyone else on edge, too. Jonas felt it all the time now, that coiled dread in his gut. The sense of balancing on a knife’s edge.

In the gaming room, the dealer revealed the final card. One of the players threw down his hand in disgust. Gunnar tensed, but when no further outcry erupted, he settled back into his watchful posture. Jonas gave him a small nod of approval and continued on his way. He was a worthwhile hire, even if Sabine fretted over the additional outlay.

As if thinking her name had conjured her, the door to Sabine’s parlor swung open, and the club’s owner stepped into view, frowning at a sheet of paper in her hand. A tall woman of middle years, one look at her was enough to know she’d never been a ravishing beauty, but strong features and a velvet voice made her a commanding presence.

She caught sight of Jonas, and there was steel beneath the velvet when she spoke. “Why aren’t you on the floor?”

“There’s barely anyone still here.” It was precisely the wrong thing to say. Jonas wished he could snatch the words back as Sabine’s frown deepened. She glanced down the hallway, where a man waited outside Amelia’s door.

“What about her? How many has she seen tonight?”

“I’m not sure,” Jonas hedged. “I haven’t been keeping track.”

Sabine’s eyes narrowed. “How many?”

Jonas sighed. “Three or four.”

Sabine’s frown became a scowl. “She’s going to miss her quota. Again.”

His own control slipping, Jonas’s voice was cold when he replied. “It’s harder now. Riskier. What do you want her to do?”

“I want her to make me money the way she used to. I hired her to tell people’s fortunes, not send them away. And I hired you to work the floor, not to be her nursemaid.”

The waiting man had turned his attention toward them. Jonas stepped closer to Sabine and lowered his voice. “You know I have to watch her now. I told you, if I hadn’t gone in when I did the other night—”

Sabine snorted. “You should have let her fuck him. He’d have paid more.” She turned on her heel and stalked away.

Jonas took a deep breath, mastering the impulse to spit a reply at her back. Sabine didn’t truly understand. She didn’t really believe in Amelia’s gift, didn’t understand that Amelia had been overtaken by the dead woman and hadn’t been the one initiating that encounter. And she didn’t understand what it would have meant to Amelia to return to herself and find she’d slept with a client.

He fought down his anger and continued down the hall. Sabine was crude, but she had a point about the money. Neither of them was as valuable to her as they had previously been. Jonas took fewer clients upstairs lately. Partly it was his own preference; random encounters were less appealing now that he had Sidney. But partly it was because of the greater need to watch over Amelia as she worked. There was a weeping irony to the whole thing. Before her injury, Amelia had been ninety percent fraud. Now she was a far better psychic, and all of them were the poorer for it.

Even in his more limited role, Jonas hadn’t exactly covered himself in glory recently. The club attracted a fair number of would-be card sharps, and it typically fell to him to handle them. No stranger to their tricks, he usually nabbed them before they’d done too much damage. The previous week, however, one had taken more than a thousand dollars off of a table of regulars before they caught on. There’d been an altercation, and one of the regulars wound up with a broken arm. Sabine, fairly or not, blamed Jonas for not preventing it.

He grimaced, then smoothed the expression from his face as he approached Amelia’s door, where the waiting man still stood watching him.

“Trouble with the boss?” he asked, curiosity plain.

Jonas forced a smile. “Nothing worth worrying about.” He nodded toward the door. “When Miss Matthew’s done with this one, I’ll need to speak to her for a moment before your session, if you don’t mind.”

“I’m in no hurry,” the man said affably.

Just then, the door swung open, and a well-dressed, hollow-eyed man emerged, clutching a crumpled white handkerchief. Jonas had time to note the half-dried tracks of tears on his face before the man brushed past him with a muttered apology and a tiny metallic clink. Jonas looked down at the man’s right hand. The crumpled cloth he held wasn’t a handkerchief, after all. It was a tiny white gown, fine threads still looped around a pair of knitting needles.

His chest tightening with worry, Jonas hurried through the open door and eased it closed behind him. Amelia sat behind the narrow table, her Tarot cards in a stack beside her right hand. She looked exhausted, her breathing ragged and her face strained and tear-streaked. She looked up at his approach.

“Who was it?” he asked, his tone grim.

Amelia let out a shuddering sigh. “His wife.”

Jonas made a sour sound, then hesitated before he spoke. “There’s another one waiting.”

Amelia took a deep breath and scrubbed at her cheeks with the heels of her hands. “Send him in.”

“Are you sure? I can tell him you’re done for the night.”

Amelia looked at him, her eyes red from crying a dead woman’s tears. “I can do one more.”

Jonas sighed and crossed back to the door. He poked his head into the hallway, but the man who’d been outside was now halfway down the hall, huddled with one of the waiters. The waiter was shaking his head as the man spoke. He held something in his hands. Jonas frowned. It looked like—

“Gentlemen.” Jonas made his voice hearty as he strode toward them. They turned, the waiter looking relieved and the other man moving hastily to conceal the small notebook and pencil he held. Before he could tuck them away, Jonas clamped one hand around his upper arm.

“I didn’t tell him anything, Jonas,” the waiter said.

“That’s fine, Sam,” Jonas said. “You can go on back to work.”

He hauled the other man toward the stairs. “Who are you and what do you want?”

“Peter Rhodes, New York Sun,” the man said, scrambling to keep pace with Jonas’s longer stride. “Lot of important people seem to like this place. Thought I’d come see what all the fuss was about.”

A reporter, damn it. Now that Jonas looked at him, Rhodes’s evening wear was poorly tailored and had shiny spots of wear at the elbows and cuffs. Second-hand, at least. He should have noticed earlier, but he’d been distracted. He hustled the man down the stairs.

“You’re Jonas Vincent, right?”

Jonas ignored him.

Rhodes persisted as they crossed the main room, drawing a few interested eyes. “I’d love to talk with you. Or with Miss Matthew. Both of you must see all sorts of things. I pay for information, and I’ll keep your names out of it. Anything you want to tell me—”

They reached the front door, and Rhodes’s voice cut off as Jonas tightened his grip. “This is a private establishment. You aren’t welcome.” He opened the door and marched the man past Tommy and down the steps, letting go of his arm and giving him a shove when they were several yards down the sidewalk.

“You’d do better to talk to me,” Rhodes said, rubbing his biceps. “I’m going to get what I’m after eventually.”

“Not from me.”



Amelia unpinned her hairpiece and dropped it on the dresser. “Another one? How did he get past Tommy? I thought he knew them all,” she asked, massaging her scalp with a sigh of relief. No matter how careful she was, there was always at least one pin that felt as though it was on the verge of poking through her skull and into her brain. She combed her hair with her fingers, then secured the sides with a pair of tortoiseshell combs—they’d be easier to find than the pins if they came loose. She’d already exchanged her blue and russet brocade evening gown for the same gray cotton dress she’d worn for their trip to the park the previous morning. The back wasn’t too badly stained, and there was no point in creating more laundry.

“Tommy says he never saw him. Rhodes might have mixed in with one of the larger groups.” Jonas leaned against the doorway of her bedroom, his own change of clothing having been less complicated than hers. “Or else someone let him in the back door,” he added, scowling.

“I wouldn’t worry too much about it,” Amelia said. “Sabine knows you can’t catch them all. Now that you’ve seen him and we know he’s poking around, we can all be on the lookout for him.”

Jonas stepped out of the doorway and followed her into the main room of their apartment in the old carriage house behind the club, still looking disgruntled.

“Do we have to do this right now? She’s not going anywhere.”

Amelia hesitated, the thought of falling into her bed undeniably more appealing than confronting the hanged woman’s spirit again. But… “Yes,” she said firmly.

Jonas made a face, but followed her outside, grimacing at the foul, stagnant air.

Amelia ignored him. There was nothing to say. Everyone who could had left the city weeks before, decamping to summer homes in the mountains or on the coast. Those who remained behind did their best to withstand the unrelenting discomfort. Women took cool baths and powdered the insides of their corsets—ladies with scented talc and women of lesser means with common cornstarch. It made no difference. By the end of the day, mistress and maidservant alike would find their shifts all but glued to their bodies, the flesh beneath whitened and shriveled after hours swathed in wet fabric. Dockworkers went shirtless, while gentlemen sweated through their coats. Sunburned, naked children splashed in the river and took turns standing beneath public water spigots.

There was barely an hour in the day without a traffic jam caused by a carthorse dying in its traces, the corpses blocking streets all over the city until another ragged, sweating team could be sent to tow them away for disposal. Everyone in the city had complained about it until there was hardly anything more to be said. Everyone was miserable. The heat would break eventually. Until then, there was nothing to do but endure.

“I’ll bet the asylum is one of the coolest places in the city right now,” Jonas remarked abruptly as they reached the sidewalk. “All those stone walls and river breezes. Andrew’s probably looking for any excuse to sleep on that old cot in his office.”

“Probably,” Amelia replied, trying not to look as jolted as she felt by the mention of Andrew Cavanaugh. Jonas persisted in bringing up the asylum doctor’s name at odd moments, and she refused to give him the satisfaction of asking him to stop.

“Sidney’s seen him a time or two. Says he’s asked about you.”

Amelia didn’t reply.

“I’m sure if you wanted to talk to him—” he began, and her stomach tightened.

Whatever Jonas was about to say was preempted by a sudden flurry of shouts, followed by the unmistakable trill of a police whistle coming from one of the side streets. Such sounds were unremarkable in the rowdy neighborhoods around the club, though usually everyone had settled down by this time of night.

Grateful for the interruption, Amelia stopped to listen. “Sounds like it’s coming from Houston.”

Tommy lived down that way, along with his mother. He was likely walking home even now. They glanced at one another and turned in wordless agreement in the direction of the noise.

They weren’t the only people drawn by the commotion. By the time they turned onto the narrow street, a ragged knot of perhaps twenty people had gathered halfway up the block. Something white lay on the ground beyond them.

Amelia hung well back as Jonas shouldered his way through. In every group, there was always someone marked by death—someone who’d either survived its touch or was soon to feel it. If she so much as brushed against their skin, Amelia was likely to be plunged into an overpowering vision of the experience. It was another of the “gifts” she’d received from her injury, an ability less useful—and even less pleasant—than channeling the dead.

Bitter experience had taught her to stay out of crowds.

Jonas returned, his face tight. “Let’s go.”

“What is it?”

Jonas shook his head. “It’s nothing to do with us. You don’t need to see it.”

It was a body, then. Not so shocking. They’d both seen bodies during their time on the streets. But there was something in Jonas’s expression Amelia didn’t like. Something about the fact of this particular body bothered him. She hesitated, then tucked her hands into her skirts, put her chin down, and wove between the bystanders, ignoring Jonas when he protested behind her.

A pair of police officers stood over a sheet-covered bundle.

Too small to be an adult.

Amelia stopped her forward movement as one held up a hand. “Stay right there, miss. This is police business.”

It didn’t matter. She was close enough to see the small, bare foot protruding from one end. Her gaze locked on that foot, Amelia nearly gasped when a matching pair of feet stepped into view. Her fists clenched. Reluctantly, she dragged her eyes toward the newly appeared figure, already knowing what she would see. A little girl stood barefoot in the street beside the body, almost solid. Almost alive. But not.

Starched white nightgown. Pointed chin. Curly red hair.

Something in Amelia’s chest, a hope she didn’t even know she’d been clinging to, crumpled.

Ginny Holloway had been found.
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Amelia’s heart ached as she took in the expression of mingled fear and confusion on the girl’s face. Ginny’s gaze fluttered lightly as a moth over the crowd around her body, never lingering for more than a fraction of a second.

Until it found Amelia.

The sound of the crowd faded to a muted buzz in Amelia’s ears as Ginny’s eyes locked on her own. She felt the familiar pull deep inside her chest and, without intending it, took half a step forward.

She jerked to a stop with a gasp as a gentle hand closed around her upper arm. Amelia blinked and found Jonas at her side, his own expression guarded.

“Come on,” he said. “There’s nothing you can do. And Tommy’s here. He says he needs to talk to you.”

Shaken, Amelia glanced back at the place where Ginny’s spirit had stood. It was gone. She released a breath and allowed Jonas to shepherd her away from the scene, unspeakably grateful that he’d interrupted. Surely Ginny couldn’t have taken her against her will. Could she? Her guard had been down, yes, but even so, surely a new spirit, and that of a child to boot, couldn’t be powerful enough? But the pull had been undeniably strong.

Amelia still didn’t know what it was that made some shades more powerful than others. Some of them were thin, vaporous things, barely coherent enough to be channeled at all. They had to be coaxed, and their voices, when they managed to speak, were like the brush of cobwebs against her mind. Others… Amelia glanced involuntarily in the direction of the park and suppressed a shudder. If Ginny was like that one, then nothing good could have come from the encounter.

Tommy stood on the sidewalk, carefully removed from the crowd, as if trying to remain unnoticed. He was at a disadvantage, since he still wore the black tailcoat and white cravat that constituted his uniform at the club. He fairly hummed with anxiety as he greeted her.

“Miz Amelia.” He nodded toward the body. “Terrible thing.”

Amelia nodded, waiting for him to go on. “Jonas said you wanted to talk to me,” she said finally.

Tommy hesitated, looking at the crowd around the body. “Not here,” he said in a low voice.

He turned and set off without waiting to see if they followed. Amelia and Jonas exchanged a glance. There must be something very wrong for Tommy, whose manners were usually impeccable, to be so terse. They hurried after him. With each block, the sidewalk grew darker as the islands of light cast by the streetlamps grew further apart.

Amelia stayed close to Jonas. This was not a neighborhood where a woman wanted to look as though she were alone. They were surrounded by a mix of one- or two- family houses that probably dated to before the war and multi-story tenement buildings in various states of completion and repair. Most of the latter had half-story basements, a disproportionate number of which seemed to be occupied by saloons. Outside one, a man was slumped over near the top of the stairs, a puddle of vomit beside his head and one hand out-flung into the middle of the sidewalk.

With a sour grunt, Tommy nudged the offending appendage aside with the toe of his shoe as they passed. “This used to be a decent neighborhood,” he said apologetically as they passed another man relieving himself against a wall.

Grateful she hadn’t worn her good boots, Amelia lifted her skirts and stepped over the runnel of urine trickling across her path as Tommy went on. “Families and such. People worked. Now it’s at least half trash. I’ve been trying to convince Momma to move for years now. We could afford something better. But she won’t do it. Says she was here before ’em, and she’ll be here after ’em.”

“Is that where we’re going?” Amelia asked as they approached the end of the block. “Your house?”

“No,” Tommy said. “We’re headed to Miles’s place.”

“Miles,” Jonas said, sounding surprised. “I didn’t know he lived over here, too.”

Miles Alston was one of the dozen Negroes working as waiters at the club. Jonas spoke highly of him, but Amelia didn’t know him well. She spent little time on the floor, and unlike some of the other staff, Miles had a family. He wasn’t one to linger when his shift was over.

Tommy glanced back. “Miles’s private. Don’t talk much about his personal business. We cross here,” he added, gesturing to the intersection, which appeared to be covered in a thick layer of dark, rutted mud.

Amelia knew better. The street sweepers had higher priorities than neighborhoods such as this, and several weeks’ worth of horse manure and other offal had mixed with God only knew what—it certainly wasn’t rain—to produce an ankle-deep mire. She grimaced and lifted her skirts again as they picked their way across.

As they reached the sidewalk, Amelia drew a breath to ask Tommy why Miles had chosen this neighborhood. Sabine paid her staff well, and Miles, unlike Tommy’s mother, surely couldn’t have any decades-long attachment to the place. Before she could voice the question, the faint sound of whoops and shouts reached them, and Tommy abruptly stopped walking. Amelia glanced up at him, then followed the direction of his gaze.

Rolling slowly through the intersection at the far end of the block was a police wagon. A gaggle of boys ran alongside, pounding on it with their fists and shouting words she couldn’t quite make out. As it gathered speed, one of them bent to scoop up a handful of muck. He straightened and flung it at the wagon’s side, where it landed with a splat as the vehicle passed out of sight.

The pursuers lingered for a moment, shaking their fists at the departing van, then began to disperse in little groups of three or four. One such band walked down the middle of the street toward them, scuffling with one another and exchanging excited and ungrammatical commentary.

“Stupid bastid thought he could hide.”

“Run home to his mama like a pansy when he got caught.”

“Shame the cops got to him so fast. ’lectric chair’s too good for ’em.” The boy spat into the street. “Baby-rapin’ piece of shit.”

Amelia’s eyebrows went up at that. They weren’t talking about a brawler or pickpocket. She exchanged a glance with Jonas, who stepped into the street and snagged the nearest boy by the arm as he passed. With a curse, he tried to twist away, throwing a wild punch. Jonas rolled his eyes and leaned back to avoid the fist.

“Stop that,” he said. “I only want to ask you a few questions.”

The boy got a good look at his captor and went still, the progress of his thoughts playing out over his face with comical quickness. He wasn’t fool enough to antagonize a man of Jonas’s size, but neither did he want to look weak before his friends. He settled for a posture of insolent unconcern.

“The fuck do you want?”

“The police arrested someone?” Jonas asked. “For killing the Holloway girl?”

“Yeah,” the boy said. “Just now.”

“How do they know he’s the one?” Amelia interjected.

“Cause they found him standing over the body, that’s how. Miss,” he added hastily, after a warning shake from Jonas. His tone was a shade more polite when he went on. “Everybody’s talkin’ about it. Patrolman turned the corner and found him hunkered over the body. He took off runnin’, but they caught up to him pretty quick.”

Jonas turned him loose, and he slouched away with his friends. Their voices faded to nothing as Amelia and Jonas turned back to Tommy, who looked grim.

“I guess it was lucky they had a wagon close by,” he said. “They would have killed him—a Negro boy they thought killed a white girl.”

“Wait,” Amelia said. “They didn’t say he was—You know, don’t you? Who they arrested?”

Tommy hesitated. “It was Amos Alston. Miles’s son. He didn’t do it,” he went on quickly, beginning to walk again, this time at a pace that had Amelia almost trotting at his side in an attempt to keep up. “There’s no way. He’s a good boy. Fifteen. Works at Steele’s—that big laundry over on Vestry Street. Never been in any trouble. I heard they were after him on my way home. When I saw you two in the crowd, I thought maybe you could help.”

“Help how?” Jonas said.

“I don’t know,” Tommy said, running a hand over his face. He sighed and glanced at Amelia, an expression of desperate hope on his face. “You helped Momma back in the spring. And I’ve seen how some of those people look when they come out of your room at the club. I don’t know exactly what it is you have, but you know things. Someone has to help Amos. I thought maybe you could.” He swung around again before Amelia could reply, and they turned onto the street where the police wagon had been.

It seemed the entire neighborhood was out in the street. Those who hadn’t already been up for the day appeared to have been woken by the commotion, their hair unkempt and wearing whatever clothing had been near at hand. Amelia caught snatches of their conversations as they passed, and it was obvious word of Amos’s identity and supposed crime was spreading rapidly.

Tommy cast a contemptuous look at the gossiping neighbors as he led Amelia and Jonas toward a neat little house in the middle of the block. The sidewalk was conspicuously clear of people for ten yards on either side of the door, and light leaked around the edges of windows shut tight despite the warmth of the night.

The door opened almost before he finished knocking, and a girl’s worried face appeared in the crack.

“Mr. Franklin,” she said in a tone of surprise. “I thought you’d be Dr. Landry. We sent for him.” The sound of sobs filtered past her, and she cast a nervous glance over her shoulder. “Mama’s… she’s upset.”

“Sarah. Can we come in?” Tommy said. “I’ve got some people here can maybe help.”

Sarah seemed not to have realized he wasn’t alone. She glanced behind him, and her eyes widened as she took in Amelia and Jonas. She stepped back and held the door open wider, revealing the toddler balanced on her hip. She hitched him higher, gesturing them inside, then hurried to shut the door behind them.

“Sarah,” Tommy said, “this is Miz Amelia and Mister Jonas. They work with your daddy.”

Sarah looked at them warily. She appeared to be about twelve years old. Her skin was lighter than Miles’s, but her features were a smaller, feminine copy of his. She wore a long nightdress and her hair in two braids down her back. She was barefoot, and Amelia had a momentary flashback to the sight of Ginny’s bare feet standing in the street. She blinked away the thought and extended her hand to the girl. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Sarah shook her hand, seeming both pleased and startled at the greeting.

“And who do we have here?” Jonas asked.

“This is Silas,” Sarah said.

Amelia was terrible at guessing babies’ ages, but she would have bet Silas was no more than two. He was darker complexioned than his sister, with pudgy cheeks and close-cropped hair. He stuck his thumb in his mouth as he regarded Amelia with wide, dark eyes.

There was a blanket on the floor, and Sarah moved to set him down. Silas began to whine, reaching up for her.

“Stop that,” Sarah said absently, but without heat. She handed him a carved wooden horse and brushed a fond hand over his head as Silas began to gnaw on it with determined interest. “He ought to still be asleep,” she said, “but all the ruckus woke him up. I can’t get him down again. He’s teethin’.”

“You’re doing just fine, lookin’ after him,” Tommy said, giving her shoulder a reassuring squeeze as he moved past her into the small, cozy-looking space. A rag rug covered the floor, and a pair of worn armchairs sat against one wall. The far back corner was dominated by a coal stove and cooking range. Tommy’s mother stood before it, using a folded cloth to lift a kettle off the top. Mrs. Franklin’s seamed face turned toward them, and she nodded a greeting to Amelia and Jonas before turning to pour coffee through a strainer into a row of mugs sitting on a battered table. A spindly chair stood at each end, and a pair of backless benches ran along the sides. On one of the benches, a woman sat folded over the table, sobbing into her pillowed arms. Only the top of her head was visible, dark, curly hair twisted into a rough bun.

“She can’t stop crying,” Sarah said quietly from behind them.

Tommy exchanged a somber look with his mother, who picked up one of the mugs and set it in front of the crying woman with one hand, rubbing her back with the other.

“Polly,” she said, “here’s coffee ready. You’ve got to stop this crying, now. It’s not going to do Amos a bit of good. And look, you’ve got company.”

With a visible effort, the woman choked off her sobs and raised her head.

Amelia blinked in surprise. Polly’s face was swollen and tear-streaked. And it was white.

“Polly,” said Tommy, gently, accepting another mug from his mother. “Is Miles here?”

Polly shook her head, fresh tears welling in her eyes.

Sarah answered. “He was here. He’d just gotten home when all the trouble started.”

Polly began keening, a low sound in her throat. “They took him. Oh, Mother Mary help me, they took Amos.”

The Irish lilt in her voice was evident, even in her distress.

Amelia felt useless. She struggled to think of something to say, but nothing occurred to her. She had no idea why they were even there.

Another knock sounded on the door, and Sarah hurried to answer it, again opening it only a crack. “Dr. Landry,” Sarah said, relief apparent in her voice. She swung the door open to reveal a tall, slender, neatly dressed Negro man holding a worn Gladstone bag. “Look, Mama, Doc’s here,” she said in a falsely bright tone.

Amelia had known there were Negro doctors, but she had never met one before. She tried not to stare at him too obviously as he entered. For his part, Landry barely spared them a glance as he hurried across the room toward Polly. “Polly, how are you feeling?” He spoke in a slow, soothing voice, his words marked by a trace of an unfamiliar accent.

Polly put her hands flat on the tabletop and struggled to her feet as the doctor neared, and Amelia drew in a surprised breath. Miles’s wife was heavily pregnant.

Landry waved Tommy’s mother away as she moved to help Polly rise. “No, Mother Bea, you know very well you ought not to be lifting anything heavier than that kettle.” He glanced around the room, his gaze settling on Amelia. “Miss, if you could help me with her, please.”

Amelia was taken aback at the note of expectation in his voice, but moved to Polly’s side.

Together, they guided the now silently weeping woman down a short hallway into a neat bedroom. There was a double bed covered in a bright quilt and a heavy cane rocking chair beside the window. Based on the sounds leaking through the closed shutters, it faced the street, and the parts of the neighborhood that hadn’t been woken by the earlier clamor were now rising along with the sun. Wagon wheels squeaked and juddered over the rutted street outside as Amelia helped maneuver Polly onto the bed.

“Thank you,” the doctor said, in clear dismissal, then turned his attention wholly to his patient.

Amelia stepped back into the hallway, feeling the vaguest tinge of offense at his tone. As she headed back to the main room, she heard the doctor ask, “Have you had any more bleeding?”

“Some. Less than it was, and mostly when I overdo. Miles’s been…”

Polly’s voice grew fainter as Amelia got further away, and the end of her sentence was lost as the front door opened and the din of the street spilled in. Amelia hurried the rest of the way into the main room.

Miles had returned. “I lost the wagon at Broadway,” he was saying, his attention on Tommy, “but—”

Amelia’s movement must have caught his eye, because he stopped, glanced at her, and frowned, before seeming to realize Jonas was there as well. He straightened and looked at Tommy.

“I brought them,” Tommy said. “I thought they might be able to help.”

“I don’t see how,” Miles said, his voice making plain he was struggling to remain polite. He, like Tommy, was still wearing his work clothes. His face was strained, and the collar of his fine broadcloth shirt was dark with sweat, the subtle stripes in the cloth now starkly defined.

“I told you how they helped Momma,” Tommy said. He lowered his voice as he went on. “And you’ve heard the same things I have.”

Amelia and Jonas exchanged a glance. What things?

Miles shook his head. “You know I don’t believe in all that nonsense. Begging your pardon,” he said to Amelia, who waved away the insult. He was hardly the only one to disbelieve. As long as people weren’t rude about it, it didn’t bother her.

Miles glanced between them, his voice and posture gone stiff. “Thank you for coming, but this is a family matter.”

“We understand,” said Jonas. “And we don’t want to intrude. But truly, we may be able to help, even if it’s only in a purely practical way. Amos’s going to need a lawyer—a good one. Do you know where to find one who’d take a case like this? One you could afford?”

Miles looked stricken. “Lord, no, I hadn’t even thought that far.” He rubbed his forehead and looked up. “You’re saying you do?”

“I know where to start, at least,” said Jonas. “If you’ll allow us, we’ll go over there once it’s likely someone will be in the office. In the meantime, can you tell us what happened?”

“I don’t rightly know,” Miles said, slumping as his fatigue began to cut through the agitation. “I’d just gotten home. Usually I get here about four o’clock. If Amos isn’t already up, I wake him. He’s got to be over at the laundry by five, most mornings.”

“You didn’t realize he was already gone this morning?”

“No,” Miles said. “First I knew was when I heard the shouting out in the street. Amos was on the sidewalk with two big policemen holding him down.” Miles put a hand over his eyes. “They had his arms all up behind him like they were about to break them, yellin’ at him not to move.”

“Did he say anything?” Jonas asked.

Miles shook his head, his face tight. “Didn’t get a chance. They told him they knew he was the one who killed that little girl. The wagon was already coming down the street. They dragged him over and threw him in. They took him away. My son.” Miles struggled to remain composed, but tears stood in his eyes and thickened his voice when he spoke again. “They took my son.”



Jonas asked a few more questions, but it was clear to him none of the family was in a position to tell them much more at the moment. They lingered long enough for Amelia to drink a cup of coffee. Jonas had already finished his first and politely declined a second, fearing it might make his eyes pop from his head. The Franklins were clearly of the “float a horseshoe in it” school of coffee-making. Tommy had three cups, and his mother was draining her second as Dr. Landry emerged from the bedroom to tell Miles he’d given Polly a mild sedative and would return to check on her later. In the wake of his departure, Jonas glanced at Amelia, an eyebrow raised. She gave him a minute nod, and the two of them rose and excused themselves as well.

The street didn’t look any better in the daylight. Jonas hadn’t paid attention to exactly where they were going earlier, but now he recognized where they were. The Alston family lived on Minetta Lane, in the middle of an area known as Little Africa. He’d once had a fascinating discussion with an only slightly inebriated patron at the club, a man who said his work involved documenting the history of such things. The street’s pronounced curve, he said, had come about because it was a good deal older than many of the city’s other, straighter streets. Minetta had been the name of a long-since buried creek, and the road had grown up along its path. The neighborhood had been a Negro enclave for decades, home to many of the domestic servants who worked for the wealthy residents living just north of Washington Square. But when those people moved further north, the jobs went with them, and the area began to decline. As the city’s population swelled, so did Little Africa’s, with much of the growth coming from an influx of desperately poor Irish and Italian immigrants looking for cheap rent. As a result, it was one of the most racially mixed neighborhoods in the city, home to the infamous “black and tan” saloons, which served black and white customers together.

It was also, Jonas thought as they walked back toward Houston, a neighborhood that appeared to be at war with itself. The houses that had not been replaced with tenement buildings were split between those that remained individual residences and those that had been chopped up into boarding houses. Some of each had neatly swept yards and window boxes bright with flowers. Others had sagging porches and broken windows with newspapers stuffed in the holes. A pair of women—one black, one white—were chatting amiably on the steps of a tenement house, while in the building next door the basement saloon appeared to be doing an impressive business for a Monday morning.

“I hadn’t realized Miles was married to a white woman,” Amelia said as they approached the streetcar stop. “I suppose that’s what Tommy meant when he said Miles had his reasons for living around here. It’s probably one of the only places where no one bothers them.”

“About their marriage, at least. Plenty of other things to worry about. It’s not the most dangerous neighborhood in the city, but it’s not far off,” Jonas said, as the streetcar approached. It was horse drawn, rather than one of the new electric ones with an overhead cable.

Beside him, Amelia made a little sound of relief, and he glanced down at her with a grin. In early June, an electric streetcar had careened out of control when the mechanism intended to cut the power failed, sending the car speeding along the track and smashing into several other cars before someone managed to interrupt the circuit and bring it to a stop. The shaken passengers had been unharmed, but the incident had made an impression on Amelia.

“You’re going to have to get over it eventually,” Jonas said as he paid the dime’s fare and they climbed aboard. “All of them are going to be electric before long.”

“So you keep saying,” she replied as they settled into seats near the back.

They rode silently for a few blocks. A man in front of them left a newspaper on the seat as he exited, and Jonas leaned over to grab it. Amos’s arrest had come too late to make the morning papers, but there were no doubt extra editions being printed at that very moment. Jonas grimaced. When his name inevitably leaked, it was going to be very, very bad for Miles and his family.

“Do you think Sidney can do anything?” Amelia asked, looking at the paper.

“I don’t know,” Jonas said. “He’ll try.” Sidney would want to help. Whether he would be able to or not was another question. Any Negro accused of such a notorious crime—guilty or not—would have an uphill fight.

Amelia pulled the cord to ring the bell as they approached their stop. She was quiet as they stepped down to the sidewalk, and Jonas assumed she was thinking of the case until he looked down and found her pretending not to watch him. He glanced around them, and a sudden chill swept up his spine. He hadn’t had occasion to approach Sidney’s office from this direction recently. They were nearing the place where Jonas had been shot earlier in the year.

The moment of recognition felt like a boulder landing in his gut.

“Are you—” Amelia began.

“I’m fine,” Jonas said abruptly. The words sounded only a little breathless. With an effort of will, he set off down the sidewalk as if his chest didn’t feel tight. As if the hairs on the back of his neck weren’t standing up. As if he never woke in a cold sweat from dreams of running footsteps behind him as he walked alone along this very street. He passed the place he’d fallen without breaking his stride, his eyes straight ahead. He fought the urge to glance down to see if the bloodstain still lingered. That was foolishness. It was long since washed away.

Jonas refused to allow his turmoil to show as they reached Sidney’s office, though his legs felt as if he’d run ten miles. He reached for the bell, hoping Amelia didn’t notice the slight tremble in his finger. “It’s not even eight yet. He may not be there,” he said casually, proud that his voice was steady.

Sidney was not, but a clerk at the front desk confirmed that his secretary, Morris, was.

“Miss Matthew,” Morris said as he emerged from a hallway to greet them. “How nice to see you again. And Mr. Vincent. I don’t believe we’ve actually been introduced. I’m David Morris, Mr. White’s assistant. You’re looking a great deal better than the last time I saw you.”

“Having been unconscious and on the verge of death then, I’m glad to hear it,” Jonas said heartily, shaking the hand Morris offered as he looked the man over. Sidney spoke of him as an invaluable and trusted subordinate. Not so trusted that he knew about the two of them, of course. “I’ve been told you were a great help that night. I’m glad to get the chance to thank you in person.”

“Merely doing my job,” Morris said. “What can I do for you this morning?”

“I don’t suppose you know when Sid—Ah, Mr. White will be in? We need to speak with him about a matter of some urgency.”

“He should be here shortly,” Morris said. “Could I offer you coffee in the meanwhile?”

They both declined emphatically enough that Morris blinked before he recovered and led them to a waiting area with a pair of heavy chairs upholstered in dark green velvet. Amelia took the one that put her back to the front door, leaving Jonas the one against the wall. She did it so casually he would have thought nothing of it, had it not been for the swift glance she darted at him before choosing her seat.

Over the next twenty minutes, the firm’s employees drifted in, giving them polite but curious looks as they passed. Most had the shiny, open look of privilege, the sleek, well-fed confidence that came from thinking their place in the world was natural and secure. But there were a few whose bodies and faces spoke of childhood deprivation. There was a wary intensity to them, the sort that came from having to strive for your position, and being aware that it could be taken away if you didn’t fight to keep it. Their eyes inevitably found Jonas’s, and he exchanged small nods with them, like recognizing like in a way that couldn’t have been explained to the others.

When Sidney stepped through the front door, a flash of surprised pleasure washed over his face as he saw Jonas before he hastily rearranged his expression into one of polite welcome. Jonas felt the little upwelling of happiness he always experienced in Sidney’s presence, marred only slightly by the constant need to not show it. When they’d first met at the club, Jonas would never have guessed that this quiet, unassuming man would become one of the two most important people in his life.

“Jonas. Amelia,” Sidney said, stepping forward to shake their hands. “I wasn’t expecting the two of you, or I’d have been here sooner. I hope you haven’t been waiting long?”

“Not long. But we need to talk to you,” Jonas said, standing. “It’s important.”

Sidney nodded at once. “Come to my office.”

He led them down a long, dark-paneled hallway. Solemn-faced portraits glowered from the walls. Jonas glanced through a doorway as they passed—a single big room, with at least a dozen desks. Those near the front of the room were notably smaller, hardly larger than schoolhouse desks, and most were already occupied. Clerks and lower-level associates, Jonas surmised. Best to already be hard at work before the boss arrives. Early birds, scratching for worms. Three of the nicer desks toward the back of the room remained empty.

The room across the hall was twin to the first, in size if not in function. A single long table sat in the middle, surrounded by chairs. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with impressive, gilt-limned volumes.

The hallway opened up into another foyer with a pair of doors in the back wall. Morris sat behind a desk outside the right-hand door.

“Good morning, Mr. White,” Morris said.

“Good morning, Morris. Please see we’re not disturbed,” Sidney said as he led them into his office.

It was easily the same size as the room where the herd of associates toiled cheek by jowl. There was a large window on the back wall, covered by heavy silk draperies tied with gold cord. Beneath it was a wide velvet sofa. A sparkling crystal decanter full of amber liquor sat beside a quartet of glasses on a long, dark table flanked with bookshelves as large and laden as those in the conference room. The center of the room was dominated by an enormous desk, which in addition to the normal office paraphernalia held a bronze lamp with an elaborate shade made of bits of stained glass. A pair of dark leather chairs sat before the desk. The room spoke of vast wealth, impeccable breeding, and, above all, power.

Jonas, who had never had occasion to see it before, turned in a full circle, taking it all in with a low whistle.

“I know,” said Sidney in the tone of one harassed by a circumstance he cannot help. “It’s ridiculous. The five other associates share the office down the hall with half a dozen clerks. All of them are older than me and have been practicing longer. I warned my father they’d all hate me, but he insisted. And I was right,” he added as he sat behind the desk. “Not a one of them is more than civil to me. Now, what’s going on? What have you done that you need a lawyer first thing Monday morning?” It was clear he was only half-joking.

“It’s not what we’ve done,” Jonas said, tearing his attention away from the decor. Quickly, he explained everything that had happened that morning.

“My god,” Sidney said when he’d finished, steepling his fingers under his chin.

“Can you help?” Amelia asked. “There’s no way the family can afford a good lawyer for him. And he’s going to need one.”

“Too right he will,” Sidney said, frowning. “We’re not a criminal defense firm. Although we have done some work for existing clients. Quietly. More a courtesy than anything. But something like this…” He shook his head. “It will be anything but quiet.” He sat, staring at nothing for a long moment, then stood with a sigh and reached for his hat and briefcase. “Let’s go.”

“Now?” Amelia asked.

“Yes,” Sidney said, moving past them and putting his hand on the doorknob. “The sooner the better. But let’s don’t talk about it until we’re on the way. Right now, the fewer people who know what I’m doing, the better.”

They followed him back through the door, where Morris looked up, curiosity plain on his face.

“I’m going out, Morris,” Sidney said. “I shouldn’t be more than a couple of hours.”

“I’ll move your first meeting,” Morris said, making a note. He hesitated. “And if your father asks—”

Sidney sighed. “I’d rather you told him you hadn’t seen me yet today. But of course,” he said with a sour look toward the room where the associates worked, “one of them would certainly contradict that story. Tell him I didn’t say where I was going, just that I would be back in time for our lunch.”

They attracted some curious glances from the associates’ room as they passed, but Sidney paid them no mind. On the sidewalk, he raised his hand for a cab, looking anxiously in both directions before his shoulders dropped in apparent relief. “I’d rather not run into my father just yet.”

“Better to ask for forgiveness than permission?” Jonas said.

“Something like that.”

“What are you going to do?” Jonas asked as a cab pulled to a stop and they climbed in.

“I’ll register as his counsel, at least for now. I’ll demand to see him and make sure he knows not to talk to anyone except his lawyers, whoever they turn out to be. And I’ll make sure the guards know there’s someone paying attention to what happens to him.”

The city was fully awake, and the morning traffic meant it took them a full forty-five minutes to travel the mile and a half from Sidney’s office to the city block occupied by the Halls of Justice. Situated on the edge of the notoriously violent Five Points neighborhood, the complex housed both the city’s municipal court system and its main prison. Before the state began sending the condemned to Sing Sing for electrocution three years before, hundreds of men—and more than a few women—had their necks stretched in the building’s courtyard. That fact, as well as a rumor that the building’s designers had been inspired by a photograph of an ancient Egyptian mausoleum, had given rise to its more colorful sobriquet: The Tombs.

Jonas couldn’t suppress a thread of unease as they mounted the broad, dark stone steps of the Centre Street entrance, Amelia fidgeting beside him. It was impossible not to feel as though they were entering a massive stone vault, and that once the doors closed behind them, they’d be trapped forever. Or perhaps it was only impossible if one had lived, as he and Amelia had, the sort of criminal youth that could have easily landed them here. Sidney, Jonas noticed, climbed the stairs with the relaxed confidence of a law-abiding citizen.
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