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			For Garrett. 
Our boys are so lucky to have you as their father.
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Chapter 1

			The Daily Telegraph

			 

			Monday, September 10, 1888

			Another most horrible murder has been perpetrated in Whitechapel. At an early hour on Saturday morning, the body of a woman was found lying in the corner of a yard in Hanbury-street, a low thoroughfare, not far from Buck’s-row, the scene of a similar tragedy ten days ago. The deceased’s throat was cut, she had been disembowelled, and there were other circumstances of the most revolting barbarity. The body proved to be that of Annie Chapman, a widow, who had for many years been separated from her husband, and had of late been leading a somewhat loose life, taking up her quarters principally in the poorer sort of East-end lodging-houses. There is at present no very tangible clue to the murderer, but the police have issued a description of the man who is “wanted” for the deed. The coroner’s inquest will be opened this morning.

			September 11, 1888

			As the third-class train carriage careened southward, Caroline Foster tried not to cry.

			The window was open a crack—no more, for it was pouring rain; already the threadbare upholstery was stained dark where the drops had crept through—and Caroline raised her nose to the sliver of air, inhaling the sweetness of late-summer leaves over the body odors of her carriage mates.

			She hadn’t eaten anything since dawn, and then only a piece of bread. Despite her clenched stomach she had savored it, knowing it would be her last taste of home. How foolish not to bring the whole loaf, a lump of salted butter wrapped in wax paper, a jar of Cook’s peach preserves.

			Now the old faintness was creeping up, the sensation that her edges were bleeding away like an inked word under a drop of water, and she forced her eyes to focus on the green blur of trees through the train window.

			She pulled at the ring she wore around her neck like a pendant, drawing the band across the links with a satisfying thrum. An old habit from childhood. Carys would have swatted at her hand, said something about young ladies and fidgeting. But Carys was not here.

			Charlie, Caroline said to the panic rising like a tide in her head. Just find Charlie.

			“That’s a pretty piece, miss.”

			Caroline’s head swiveled. It was a man’s voice, pitched to be heard over the clattering steel. And the broad, suntanned face it belonged to was staring straight at her, nodding at the ring between her fingers.

			She blinked. This man was speaking to her—to her, a young lady traveling without a companion. A laborer, she guessed, from his thick Midlands accent and chapped hands. Had she crossed paths with him in Stafford’s high street, he would have stared at his boots and touched his cap.

			“Gold, is it?” he asked, baring his teeth in a yellow smile.

			Caroline cast a glance at their cabin’s only other passenger, hoping she might intervene. But Mrs. Flaherty was snoring softly, her head lolling side to side with the movement of the train. The older woman had introduced herself to Caroline when they both boarded in Stafford, declared, We ladies need to stick together!, then promptly fallen asleep.

			Caroline could feel the man’s eyes on her. The seconds ticked away, marked by the beat of blood in her ears. God help her, she must say something. The silence was intolerable.

			Channeling Eloise, who possessed a chilly haughtiness that sent the servants scrambling, Caroline straightened her spine to its full, unremarkable height, turned her pale gaze on the laborer, and said, “Yes. It’s gold.”

			The man raised his eyebrows. “Family heirloom, is it?”

			“It is.”

			“Fine piece. I’d pay a pretty penny for it, miss, if you’re looking to sell.”

			Caroline blanched. “I would never sell it,” she said, rather more loudly than she’d meant to. “It was my mother’s.” The engraving pressed against the skin of her chest: seven flowers hung with drops of blood. The Blevins family crest.

			The laborer shrugged and leaned back against the carriage bench. “Just an offer, miss. Thought maybe you could use the coin.” And with that, he pulled the brim of his hat over his eyes and crossed his arms over his chest.

			Caroline turned her face to the window and tried to slow her cantering heart. This was the sort of familiarity she could expect now. Being spoken to by strangers. By strange men. If only Carys were here, occupying the seat beside her with the withering presence of a wimpled nun. But Caroline’s maid had left months ago, gone back to her family in Wales when Lord Foster could no longer pay her wages. Caroline had wept, wrapped her arms around Carys in a gesture of affection that she had never before dared to attempt, for though the woman was as unyielding as a piece of gristle, she was the last mooring rope that tied Caroline to the sunken ship of her long-dead mother.

			Carys had stiffened under the embrace. But she did not pull away, nor raise her own bony arms to hug Caroline in return. When Caroline had once more gained control of herself, she had drawn back, self-conscious and sniffling, to find the Welshwoman gazing into her face as though memorizing it.

			Take your medicine. The last thing she had said before trundling toward the waiting coach. Don’t forget to take your medicine.

			Caroline hazarded a glance at the man seated across from her. Already, soft snores emanated from beneath his lowered hat. Mrs. Flaherty’s fingers were twitching in her lap like the legs of a sleeping dog.

			Slowly, silently, Caroline opened the purse at her waist and slid the tin box free. She hooked a fingernail under the lid’s edge and drew a rust-colored pill from its companions.

			She had meant to call for Dr. Hoffman before she left. When the bank accounts were empty and the jewelry pawned, the old doctor had accepted an enamel snuffbox as payment and promised to return the next week with Caroline’s medicine. But he had not. And, drowning as she had been beneath her father’s debts, she had forgotten to send for him.

			She still had a month’s supply, Caroline told herself as she returned the box to her purse. And there were doctors aplenty in London; Charlie would pay the fee. Besides, she had never liked Hoffman, with his jar of leeches, the way his hands lingered on her body during his examinations.

			The pill dissolved on her tongue, metallic and bitter and oddly floral. The pressure in her head immediately lessened. Caroline rested her forehead against the cool, beaded glass of the window.

			Find Charlie, she said to herself, to the passing sheds and fences, the sodden fields. Just find Charlie.

			

			—

			She had left Audley House that morning with nothing but her father’s battered steamer trunk and five shillings in her purse. The wealthy American who bought Audley House had not wished to meet the penniless daughter of the deceased owner, so she had left the keys as bidden on the parlor mantel and climbed into the Foster carriage for the last time.

			She and Charlie had dreamed of sharing the house one day. They would race horses through the woods, eat supper picnic-style beside the parlor fire instead of in the uncomfortable high-backed dining room chairs. They would pull quilts out of the cedar-lined linen closets and drag them to the front lawn each August to watch the stars fall. The Staffordshire wives could call them savages from behind their gloves and fans, but they would not care, for they would be happy, and free, and, at long last, masters of their own lives.

			But life was not a story, Caroline reminded herself. It did not follow the predictable beats of a novel.

			And it was a childish dream, anyway.

			So she had left the hallways of locked rooms, with their ghostly perfume and broken windowpanes. She had left the black-spotted mirrors that flaked gold leaf on the carpets like dandruff. She had left the silent kennels, the stables long emptied of horses.

			She had left her father in the churchyard at St. Mary’s beneath a new white headstone that shone as garishly as a gold tooth beside the time-worn marble of the others:

			
				Helen Anne Foster, 
beloved wife and mother

				Mary Grace Foster, 
called to heaven after twenty-one days of life

				Anne Elizabeth Foster, 
called to heaven after seven days of life

				Charles Wallace Foster, 
born sleeping

			

			But Charlie’s bones were not buried in the black Staffordshire earth.

			He was Caroline’s most precious secret. Her brother was alive.

			And she was going to find him.
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			The rain stopped by the time they reached the outskirts of London.

			Caroline had watched the countryside thicken from fields to villages and from villages to factories. Belching smokestacks stained the rain-wet windows gray and gritty. Black scars scored the green land: mines and quarries and new roads.

			Mrs. Flaherty’s yawn filled the carriage with the sharp smell of onions. “Looks like we’re nearly there,” she said, smacking her lips and peering through the glass.

			“Last station was Camden Town,” the laborer replied helpfully. He had snorted awake the last time the train lurched to a halt but had not addressed Caroline again. “About five minutes more, I’d wager.”

			“Birmingham to London in three hours,” Mrs. Flaherty said with a shake of her head. The saliva had dried in a track down one side of her mouth, like that left by a tear. “A miracle, that is. Whereabouts are you all headed? My sister rents a flat off Charing Cross Road. If either of you are going south, we could split the price of a cab.”

			The laborer shook his head. “No cab for me, miss. I’m to Hoxton. The omnibus is good enough.”

			Mrs. Flaherty wrinkled her nose. “The bus is so crowded. Last time I took it, a woman got on with a crate of chickens. Live chickens, mind you. Sat right next to me. She rode for four stops, them all the while squawking and molting and dropping shit on my best boots.” She gave Caroline’s mourning gown an appraising glance. “What about you, Miss Foster? Headed southwest? Mayfair, I’ll wager. Or Green Park? Charing Cross will be on your way. It won’t put you out three minutes to drop me first.”

			Caroline resisted the urge to slip her fingers into the purse at her belt, feel the reassuring edges of Charlie’s last letter.

			“I’m headed east, I’m afraid,” she said with a polite smile. “But thank you for the offer.”

			“East? Which borough?”

			Caroline swallowed. “Whitechapel.”

			Silence fell in the carriage.

			“Whitechapel,” Mrs. Flaherty repeated, as though the word were foreign. “Are you quite sure?”

			“Yes.” Caroline breathed against the faintness that was rising within her again, despite the mollifying effects of Dr. Hoffman’s medicine. “Quite certain. I’m meeting my brother.”

			“And this brother can’t be bothered to meet you at St. Pancras?” Mrs. Flaherty’s face was incredulous, her wide jaw slack. “He expects his sister to make her way to the East End, unaccompanied?”

			“I’m surprising him.”

			At least it was the truth.

			She hadn’t heard from Charlie in months, not since the bleak weeks in early spring after their father died and she learned the family fortune had been squandered at horse tracks and whist tables. Her brother’s note had been strange and short, the handwriting so frantic she barely believed it belonged to him.

			
				Stay in Stafford.

			

			Missing was the salutation, her favorite two words in the whole of the English language: Dear Cat. The margins were wide and empty, devoid of the drawings that always decorated his letters.

			
				Don’t come here, whatever you do. Something has changed. I can’t say more, but it’s not safe. I’ll come to you. As soon as I sort things, I’ll come to you.

				—C

			

			But Charlie hadn’t come. He hadn’t written back, not even when she had begged him, sent a dozen letters warped with tears. Every day, as she sold off the horses, the furniture, the paintings of their ancestors, she stared through the windows as though she could summon him. He would appear now, now, now. She would glance up and see him at the turn of the drive, his dark hair incorrigible as a cock’s comb, his long arms swinging.

			On the sweltering August morning when she signed the deed over to the American’s beady-eyed lawyer, Caroline had kept glancing past his shoulder at the door, expecting her brother to burst through it.

			But he had not come. So, despite the strangeness of the message, despite the warning to remain where she was, Caroline was going to him.

			“A young lady such as yourself has no business in Whitechapel,” the laborer said now, his face somber. “No business at all.”

			“You’ve heard of the murders, Miss Foster?” Mrs. Flaherty spoke with such vehemence that her jowls trembled. “The women?”

			A ripple ran up Caroline’s spine.

			“Aye,” the man confirmed with a nod. “A man has been murdering women in Whitechapel. Two last month alone, found with their bellies slit. And the police making a botchery of it, as they always do.”

			It had been months since a newspaper had been delivered to Audley House. Caroline knew nothing of the outside world, had heard nothing but her own frantic thoughts since Lord Foster’s heart stopped beating.

			“You must have another place to stay,” Mrs. Flaherty said, eyeing the black silk roses bunched in Caroline’s bonnet, the mother-of-pearl buttons on her boots. “Another relative in London?”

			Her mouth had gone dry. But she must say something. They were staring at her.

			“I appreciate your concern.” The words sounded cool, iced with Eloise’s borrowed superiority. “But I will be under the care of my brother. I will be safe.”

			Ignoring the weighted glance that passed between her two companions, Caroline turned imperiously back to the window.

			Women murdered. The words thundered through Caroline’s head alongside the clattering of the train. Bellies slit. Was that why Charlie had forbidden her from coming? Because there was a murderer of women at large?

			Caroline took a long, shuddering breath.

			But she had nowhere else to go.

			Carys was hundreds of miles away, with her family in Llangua. No one in Stafford wanted anything to do with her, as though bankruptcy were something catching. Even Eloise had visited only once since Lord Foster’s funeral.

			“You’ll write?” Eloise had asked, eyes flicking to the parlor door.

			“Of course.”

			“And this aunt…She is your…”

			“My mother’s sister,” Caroline had interrupted smoothly. It was always odd to lie to Eloise, whom she had known since they were both in nappies. But in the small circle of her world, only Carys knew about Charlie.

			“Hmm.” Eloise cocked her head. “Strange that you’ve never mentioned her.”

			“I only discovered I had an aunt after Father died.” Caroline had practiced the story in her glass that morning, knowing Eloise would spread it to the other Staffordshire families. “She and Father didn’t get along, but when she heard the news, she wrote and invited me to live with her.”

			“That was kind,” Eloise said, eyes once again on the door. “I’d invite you to stay with us, you know, but Harry—”

			“It’s fine,” Caroline cut in with a wooden smile. “I understand.”

			That had been the worst of it. To find every back turned to her, even that of her oldest friend.

			Charlie would be angry, perhaps, that she had come, that she had ignored his instructions to stay in Stafford and risked the journey alone, with a murderer on the loose. But he would forgive her. He would take the reins of her life and guide it back onto some course.

			She shut her eyes, conjured him. Eyes hooded, mouth grinning. The easy way he moved in his body, as though he never thought of it. The way animals moved.

			He would open the door. Or someone else would open the door, go to fetch him. She would hear his voice somewhere beyond, the sure weight of his footsteps. And then he would be before her, face alight with surprise and happiness.

			He would catch her in a tight hug. He would explain everything, why he hadn’t come like he had said he would. There would be a perfectly reasonable explanation, she was certain of it.

			

			—

			With a scream of iron, the train began to slow.

			Caroline stared through the window, but there was nothing to see but a dank press of brick. Her companions began to gather their things.

			“Are we there?” she asked.

			“Just about,” answered Mrs. Flaherty, without meeting her eyes.

			Caroline bit her lip. Her companions had only sought to warn her, and she had replied as Eloise might have, in the dismissive manner that Caroline herself so hated. But it was too late to apologize, for the dimness had given way to light and air.

			Clusters of passengers zoomed past on the platform in blurs of gray and black. The station ceiling was high, curved glass crosshatched with iron, like a giant birdcage. Through it the meager daylight sifted, yellow and sickly, on the writhing mass of humanity below.

			The train’s whistle blew. With a final, terrible shriek, the train rattled to a halt.

			“God bless ye, ladies,” said the laborer, disappearing into the still-swaying hallway with a touch of his cap.

			Mrs. Flaherty staggered to her feet with a groan and gave Caroline a final, searching look. “Take care of yourself, Miss Foster.”

			Caroline murmured a polite reply and began to gather her own things: a leather valise stuffed with notebooks, the fine black mourning cloak that smelled of mothballs, which had belonged to the mother she did not remember.

			Caroline glanced up to find the older woman lingering on the threshold, watching her. Something about the set of her mouth prickled the skin on the backs of Caroline’s hands.

			“Desperation is a funny thing, Miss Foster,” Mrs. Flaherty said. “It turns some people toward Christ’s light, and others toward darkness. Whitechapel is full of people who have chosen darkness.”

			Before Caroline had a chance to reply, the older woman was gone, swallowed by the stream of people making their way toward the open train doors.
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			St. Pancras was three times the size of Birmingham’s New Street Station, its glass hall and redbrick spires such a modern juxtaposition that it made Caroline’s head spin. There were so many people, more than she had ever seen, an ocean of faces and hats and shoulders. Brass-buttoned customs officers rubbed shoulders with white-gloved conductors, vendors carried stacks of paper-wrapped sandwiches and flasks of tea, and a chorus of men’s voices shouted prices for hansom cabs and boardinghouses.

			“Police bungling Whitechapel murder investigation!” shrieked a newsboy from halfway up the center staircase. “No suspects yet charged for three brutal murders! Special evening edition!”

			It took all Caroline’s willpower to not buy a paper and read it then and there. But only a handful of coins jingled in her purse, enough for a cab and a hot meal. So she turned, instead, to the luggage car, where a tangle of rough-looking men haggled over the passengers claiming their belongings.

			“Cab?” “Need a cab, miss?” “Miss, miss! Best prices in London!” “Safe and comfortable!” “Miss!”

			Caroline approached the most trustworthy-looking of them—a man in a dented bowler and worn but shined shoes—and asked, in a voice much more confident than she felt, “How much is the cab fare to Whitechapel?”

			The man blinked. “Whitechapel? Ye mean Whitehall.”

			“No,” Caroline said, aware of the other cabbies watching her now, a sea of masculine eyes, appraising her. “I mean Whitechapel. Old Montague Street.”

			The man looked her over, from the tips of her boots to the black ribbons on her bonnet. “Sure, missy. Fer two shillings, I’ll take ye to Whitechapel.”

			“Thank you.” Caroline had no idea if this was a fair price. But it was one she could afford. She pointed at the stack of luggage beside the train. “That big steamer there is mine.”

			As the man muscled her father’s trunk onto a dolly and rolled it toward the clanging elevators, Caroline forced her face into an expression of cool disinterest. She did not turn her head toward the scent of roasting nuts, or stare at the African who strode past in a top hat, swinging an ivory-tipped cane, nor try to read the headline of the paper that another newsboy thrust in her face.

			“Coroner’s inquest on the body of Annie Chapman! Read every detail here!”

			But waves of panic broke against the inside of her skull.

			It had seemed so simple, seated in her favorite chair beside the window at Audley House, to find Charlie. The Midlands Railway from Birmingham to London, a cab to the East End. But now that she was here, her plan felt paper-thin. A leaf boat on the open sea.

			Her fingers began to tremble.

			Find Charlie, she told herself. Find Charlie.

			He would be there. Carys said he’d only ever written from the address in Whitechapel. Caroline curled her fingernails against her palms, pressed until sharp pain cut through the thickening fog in her head. He would be there.

			Upstairs, the cabbie shouldered his way through tall open doors and onto the pavement of the bustling high street. “Right this way, miss, follow me…”

			Caroline stepped over the threshold, raised a hand against the low sun, and took her first glimpse of London.

			The day was nearly spent, the late light jaundiced beneath a soot-smudged sky. It had rained earlier; black water lay in puddles between the cracked paving stones. On all sides, buildings stretched up like rotten teeth, their once-white facades covered, like everything, in a thick layer of grime.

			The street before her was wide—at least twice the width of Stafford’s high street—and crawled with the activity of an anthill. Carriages and buggies, omnibuses and carts, vied for space. The road itself was dirt. No, Caroline realized with a flash of horror. Not dirt, but manure, the droppings of thousands upon thousands of horses and mules packed into a thick layer that had turned to shin-high muck in the rain.

			And the smell.

			This is what five million people smelled like. Like sulfur and sewage and cooking fires, sweat and blood and the hot bodies of beasts. Beneath it all, above it all, lay the sick-sweet stink of decomposition.

			“This way, miss,” said the man, steering her luggage toward a line of waiting black hansom cabs. “Best cab in the city, I told you. This way!”

			And then she was hoisted unartfully into a musty little carriage with stuffing coming out of the upholstery and no glass between her and the back of the cabbie’s head. Caroline had barely taken her seat before he shouted “Hup!” and the skinny nag broke into a reluctant trot. She said a silent prayer for her steamer trunk, which he had secured slapdash to the luggage rack.

			“You’ve come on a good day for it,” the cabbie said, turning his head to shout at Caroline as the horse slogged through the mire of the street. “No rain since this morning.”

			Caroline could hear her own pulse in her ears, shallow and rapid. The foul odor seemed to concentrate itself in the close air of the carriage. She looked about for a sash to lower the window, but the glass was glued in place.

			“Has…has a sewer line broken, perhaps?” Caroline asked. She tried breathing through her mouth, but the air felt thick and noxious against her tongue.

			The cabbie laughed. “That’s just London, miss. You’ll get accustomed to it.”

			The faintness was creeping up again, rising like water. Caroline’s head felt too light, her hands in her lap queerly weightless. She fought the sensation, pressed her toes into the cramped, pointed ends of her boots. She focused on the greasy window, on her reflection staring back at her, face floating above the high neck of her black gown.

			An English rose, her father had called her on the rare occasions she agreed to attend a country dance, when Carys had forced her waist into a corset and her coppery hair into curls. She had never been beautiful. But now she was a shadow of herself, thin and flickering.

			More like an English ghost.

			“Not from around here,” the cabbie said over his shoulder. It was not a question. “I’ve picked up a few like you the past week. One from Hampstead, the other from Oxford, if you can believe it. An honest-to-God scholar. All come to see where the murders took place.” He craned his head around, fixed Caroline with an unpleasant smile. “But you’re the first lady. Which one do you want me to take you to first?”

			Caroline blinked. “Which one…”

			“George Yard is nearest,” he said, turning back to the horse’s bony rump and raising his whip. “I can take you to Buck’s Row, too, but it’s clear past Baker’s Row, so it’ll cost you another threepence. Worth it, though, if you ask me. You can still see the blood on the pavement where he gutted her. Even after all the rain.”

			Something cold and slick flipped over in Caroline’s belly.

			The murders. This man was talking about the murdered women.

			“You’re mistaken, sir,” she said, clenching her hands to keep them from shaking. “I’m going to see my brother. At 212 Old Montague Street. He’s expecting me.”

			When the driver next spoke, it was with a voice she had not yet heard. “Sure, missy,” he said. The tone was mocking. Jeering. “I know that house.”

			The cab rattled on in silence.

			Caroline’s cheeks burned.

			The man thought her a whore, that much was clear from the contempt in his voice. Let him! What should she care? She would pay him his money and never see him again. By this time tomorrow the whole dreadful day would seem like a bad dream. She would write about it, commit it to the pages of one of the notebooks in the valise on the bench beside her, turn every rotten detail into words.

			Caroline turned her face to the window and focused on breathing the fetid air. But soon she had forgotten both the smell and the conversation.

			Block after block, the city passed. Caroline had read so many books about London, Eliot and Hardy and Dickens, but none had prepared her for the scale of it. It was so big. So impossibly big. So many houses stacked together, windows looking into other windows, the gardens, when there were gardens, only large enough to hold a bed of vegetables.

			And everywhere, people.

			Caroline examined each passing countenance intently, but she saw no difference between these features and those of the inhabitants of Stafford, except, she thought, a tension in their expression, a hardness around the mouth.

			

			—

			It was nearly dark when they crossed Leman Street.

			Caroline had seen many of London’s faces that day—the neo-Gothic spires of St. Pancras, Camden’s neat Georgian row houses, medieval churches with blackened facades. She had passed cramped apartment buildings and bustling market corners, shoeshine boys smeared with polish and lines of laundry hanging obscenely between windows. For over an hour, she had breathed London’s smell.

			But nothing had prepared her for Whitechapel.

			The fog hung low, thickened with coal smoke, and coated the carriage windows in a tarry mist. The streetlamps emitted a diseased glow that reminded Caroline of the marshlights from Carys’s bedtime stories, the fairy lanterns that lured lost travelers to their deaths. The scenes they illuminated brought up fear like bile, rising through her throat and pressing against her teeth.

			On the pavement before a dimly lit pub, a circle of men cheered as two others fought, already too drunk, at this early hour, to land their punches. Figures leaned against shadowed walls, hats pulled low, faces obscured. Dogs lurked down twisting alleys, and in the dark quiet under the graveyard trees, Caroline counted one, two, three women with sunken mouths who watched her passing carriage with something like hunger in their eyes.

			What hell is this? Where have you been living, Charlie?

			As the streets passed, panic set in. Her hands, clasped in her lap, trembled. She ordered herself to breathe, but the stinking air was thick as soup. The faintness was coming on, tugging her into unconsciousness, and she was just about to slide under when the horse pulled up fast and jolted her back into her body.

			The cab had stopped.

			Caroline forced herself to her feet as the cabbie opened the carriage door. She handed down her valise, took his proffered hand, and stepped into the close, damp night.

			She was here. As the man left her on the pavement to unload her trunk, Caroline looked up at her brother’s home for the first time.

			The walls of 212 Old Montague Street were built of the same stained brick as the rest of London and rose four stories into the starless sky. Lights shone in the top gable room and through closed curtains on the ground and second floors, but the first floor was completely dark. A few steps led from the street to the front door, and from the awning, a sign swung.

			Boardinghouse

			No Vacancy

			And in the window leaned a hand-lettered sign, barely legible in the gloom.

			Help Wanted: Maid of All Work

			A boardinghouse. Charlie lived in a boardinghouse. The faintness dragged at her, blurring the edges of the building.

			“That’ll be three shillings,” the driver said, lowering her steamer trunk to the paving stones with a grunt.

			“But you said—”

			“That was before I knew what kind of business you were in.”

			Caroline glanced up and down the empty street. The threat in his voice was plain. She pulled the silver coins from her purse and deposited them into his waiting palm.

			“Pleasure doing business,” he said, touching his hat in mock deference.

			As the cabbie mounted the box and raised his whip, Caroline left her valise and steamer where they lay and climbed the boardinghouse steps.

			The black lacquer door was chipped and faded. In the center was a brass knocker in the shape of a dog—or was it a wolf? And under that, in peeling gold letters, read:

			The Whitechapel Full Moon Society

			Voices carried through the closed door. A dozen or more, raised in animated conversation. Over the buzz stepped clinking glass and the bright plink of a piano.

			A party. Charlie loved parties.

			Caroline raised the knocker and let it fall.

			The voices hushed. The piano stopped mid-phrase. A low murmur, then quick footsteps.

			The door creaked open. Caroline caught a glimpse of glowing lamps and wood paneling before a woman’s face blocked her view. It was a kind face, somewhere north of fifty, Caroline guessed, with wide brown eyes and topped by thick gray hair that must have once been black.

			“Sorry, miss,” the woman said in a light, pleasant cockney, glancing first at Caroline, then at the cab, rolling into motion in the street behind her. “We’re a men’s boardinghouse. And we’ve got no rooms, anyway.”

			“Viv?” said a masculine voice. “Everything all right?”

			The woman turned, and as she did so the door swung open a bit wider, allowing Caroline a view of the parlor.

			She wasn’t sure what she had expected, but it wasn’t this.

			Heads of great beasts hung above the fireplace, their glass eyes glimmering in the low lamplight.

			Against the walls, papered in geometric black and gold above dark wainscoting, hung glass display cases whose contents would not have been out of place in the British Museum, and which seemed to give off their own light. Here glimmered a necklace of beaten gold; here shone a crude breastplate inlaid with turquoise; here a collection of pinned butterflies glowed a dozen shades of iridescent blue. Low leather armchairs squatted on the crimson carpet, each with its own table and shaded lamp. And in every armchair, their faces swiveling toward the open door in expressions of irritation, surprise, and anger, sat a man.

			Two men playing cards, one wearing a turban, the other a cowboy hat. A stunted-looking man with a book open in his child-size lap, eyes comically large behind thick spectacles. Another in a tweed jacket seated on the piano bench, fingers hovering over the keys. A Black man with shoulders like a bull’s frozen in conversation with…Caroline inhaled. With a man whose face would make a child cry. Whose lips were frozen in a perpetual snarl, whose left eye shone white and sightless under a gouging scar.

			But none of them was Charlie.

			Caroline’s stomach plummeted.

			“Not to worry, Rab,” the gray-haired woman said, as a tall man took up the space beside her, leaning coolly against the doorframe and shielding the room from Caroline’s view. “It’s just a young lady.” She turned back to Caroline with a polite smile. “Try Mrs. Stanton’s on the corner of Davenant Street. She’s always got space for one more.”

			The young man was watching her. Boldly, nakedly. An animal thrum of warning rippled up her spine, but she met his gaze, forced herself to hold it.

			He looked nothing like her brother. Charlie was all boyish angles, long legs, and sharp elbows, and this man was…well. A man. He stood two heads taller than Caroline, broad-shouldered and narrow-waisted. Where Charlie, despite his dark hair, was pale as she, the skin emerging from this man’s sleeves and at the open neck of his collar was the color of browned butter. His hair was a riot of black curls, cut short at the sides and falling over his forehead in an effortless spill. But there was something about him—the unstudied quality of his movement, perhaps, the way he took up so much space without seeming to notice—that reminded her of Charlie.

			His nostrils flared, and Caroline imagined the stale air of the train carriage hanging around her in a cloud.

			“Perhaps a fine young lady like yourself would be more comfortable at an inn?” His voice was low and resonant, his accent—softer than the woman’s, the East End edges polished but not gone—identical to her brother’s. She had never met anyone else who spoke like Charlie. “There’s a nice tavern down on Brick Lane that lets rooms.”

			“I’m not here to rent a room,” she said through the sudden dryness in her mouth. “I’m looking for Charlie Foster.”

			The man cursed under his breath.

			“He’s not here, love,” said the woman.

			Caroline’s knees began to tremble. “He must be here.” Her voice sounded thin and strange. “Or…you know where’s he gone, certainly?”

			But the woman was shaking her head sadly. “I’ll tell you what I told the last girl who came knocking for him. I don’t know where Charlie Foster is. He disappeared at the end of June, and no one’s heard a whisper of him since.”

			June. When she received that strange, brief letter. But that was not the bit of information that turned Caroline’s blood cold.

			“The…the last girl?”

			No one answered her. But the man and woman glanced at each other, shared a look that Caroline could not decipher.

			Caroline felt as though she was drowning. Charlie was not here. He was not here. And they did not know where he had gone, and the city was so much larger than she had ever imagined…

			“Sorry, love.” The woman reached for the door handle and began to close it. “Best of luck.”

			But Caroline stopped it with the toe of her boot.

			“What about the advert?” she asked breathlessly. “Is the position filled? Do you still need a maid?”

		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

			



	

Chapter 2

			“You don’t look like a maid, Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline swallowed. She sat now at a wide wood table in the cellar kitchen, the woman—who had introduced herself as one Mrs. Easton—perched on the stool across from her. The man with the curls had lugged her valise and steamer trunk up the stairs, and Caroline imagined them sitting in the middle of that strange parlor, surrounded by those strange men.

			“And you don’t speak like a maid.”

			“I was a lady’s maid. In Birmingham. For Miss Eloise Barton.”

			The story had come together quickly as she followed Mrs. Easton down the boardinghouse’s front steps, through the smelly alley and back garden gate. She was used to lying. She had hidden Charlie’s existence from the rest of the world for ten long years. But it was an odd feeling to erase herself instead of him.

			It was the look that passed between Mrs. Easton and the man—Rab, she’d called him—that had made Caroline swap her own surname for that of an acquaintance and her home county for the first Midlands city she could think of. In that moment, she had been certain something sinister was afoot here. Something to do with Charlie.

			But now, seated in the warm, pleasant kitchen, Caroline felt foolish. There was surely a simple explanation for why he had vacated the place in June; God, the neighborhood alone was reason enough! Perhaps his subsequent letters to her had been lost. Perhaps now, at this very moment, Charlie was standing in the wood-paneled foyer of Audley House, being told by a member of the new owner’s staff that the estate was no longer the property of the Foster family. That Miss Caroline Foster had left word that she was going to stay with family in London. Perhaps he was already on a southbound train, watching the countryside pass as she had—good Lord, was it only this morning?—and praying that she would be right where she now was, waiting for him.

			Or perhaps the instinct that had raised her hackles on the boardinghouse’s threshold had been right. Don’t come here, her brother had written in his last letter, in June. Something has changed. I can’t say more, but it’s not safe. She thought of the faces she had seen in that strange but elegant parlor. The man with the scars. If something had happened to Charlie, the men upstairs had something to do with it.

			“Were you dismissed?” asked Mrs. Easton, arching one steely brow.

			Caroline regained her foothold in the conversation. “I was let go. But not unfavorably. Miss Barton married and moved into her new husband’s home. His staff quarters were full.”

			This, too, was borrowed from truth. Eloise’s new husband, rich though he was, controlled his money with the tight fist of a Dickensian villain.

			“And? Are there no positions for a lady’s maid in the whole of the Midlands? I find that hard to believe.” Mrs. Easton stared at Caroline long and hard. “How do you know Charlie?”

			Caroline inhaled. This would be the trickiest part. For Charlie had told her next to nothing about his life in London. “I met Charlie when I first came here, a few months ago.” She looked down at her lap, hoping the effect was meekness, not avoidance. “We met by chance, just once, but he was so kind. He knew I was frightened. He said I could find him here if I ever found myself in trouble.”

			“And are you? In trouble?” Mrs. Easton’s eyes narrowed on Caroline’s waist. “Are you expecting?”

			Caroline blinked. “Expecting what?”

			Mrs. Easton barked out a laugh, and Caroline, belatedly, caught her meaning. A flush crawled up her throat, but she rested her hands on the table and met the older woman’s gaze.

			“Mrs. Easton. I understand your hesitation in trusting me. So allow me to tell you the truth. My family was once one of means, and my father chose to educate me, hence my manner of speaking. My mother died shortly after I was born. My father gambled away everything we had, and when he died, I had to find a way to make a living. After Miss Barton let me go, I came to London to live with a distant member of my family. He was…”

			Vague, she warned herself. Keep it vague.

			“…not good to me.” She glanced down again, as though the memory was painful. “So I came here, hoping the man I met once might help me.”

			For a beat, neither woman spoke.

			It was a risk, but she went on, “I need work, Mrs. Easton. The sign in your window says you need a maid. I can tell by the way you look at me that you think I’m too soft for it. But I’m a hard worker and a fast learner. And I’m stronger than you think.”

			The words hung in the air between them, and Caroline was surprised by their ring of conviction. It was true. She had always thought of herself as fragile. Weak of constitution. But in the last few months, she had found the well of her strength was deeper than she’d ever imagined. Had she not pored over hundreds of bank statements to discover exactly how much her father owed? Had she not sold off every stick of furniture, every horse and hound and string of pearls, to settle his debts?

			Carys had been certain that every one of Charlie’s letters had been postmarked from this address. It was clearly not a normal boardinghouse—the strange collection of artifacts and men proved that. If Charlie was not here, perhaps she could find some clue as to his whereabouts.

			Mrs. Easton’s dark eyes roved over her face. Caroline could tell she was making up her mind and kept her own expression carefully earnest.

			“Very well,” the older woman said. “It just so happens that my last maid”—she paused, pressed her lips together as though searching for the word—“departed. Suddenly. And no one’s yet applied. We have a reputation in the borough. Undeserved,” she added quickly, “but still. I need help. The house is too much to keep up on my own.”

			Caroline exhaled. “Thank you, Mrs. Easton—”

			The older woman held up a hand. “If you’re to stay, you will help me run the Full Moon. Clean the guests’ rooms. Wash dishes. Cook and serve dinner. It’s heavy work, I shan’t lie to you.”

			Caroline nodded eagerly. Never mind that she had never changed a bed or scrubbed a pot. How hard could it be?

			“In exchange, you may sleep in the empty garret room and eat three meals a day. You will have a small salary: two shillings threepence per week. But there are rules. Rules to protect you. And rules to protect the privacy of our guests.” Mrs. Easton’s pleasant face hardened. “If you disobey any of them, I will have no choice but to set you out on the street. Is that clear?”

			Caroline suppressed a shiver, remembering the Whitechapel she had glimpsed through the carriage window.

			“I understand.”

			“First, you are not to ask the guests any questions. Nothing more personal than how they like their tea. You are to blend in with the furniture.”

			“I can be…unobtrusive.”

			How much of her life had been spent in silence, barely daring to raise her eyes to her father’s for fear of his bad humor? How often had she searched his jacket pockets and his armoire, without notice? She had hunted in vain for any words written in her mother’s hand, or the negotiations of her dowry to some liver-spotted member of her father’s club. Anything that made her feel real, feel tethered to the world.

			What she had found, when he was dead and buried and she finally had the key to his locked desk drawer in hand, were stacks upon stacks of overdue bills.

			“There are parts of this house that are off-limits,” Mrs. Easton continued. “You may be here in the cellar kitchen or in your room. When serving the guests, you may be in the dining room and parlor. We clean the guests’ rooms in the late mornings, and only if there is a Please Tidy sign hanging from the doorknob. We do not enter otherwise. And you are never, under any circumstances, to enter the east wing of the second floor.”

			The heat of a warning limned Mrs. Easton’s words. What could be on the second floor? Something to do with Charlie, the reason for his disappearance?

			“I will be here, or in the kitchen, unless cleaning rooms or attending the guests, and I shall never enter the east wing on the second floor,” Caroline repeated.

			The landlady nodded. “Lastly. And most importantly. One night per month we host a…a supper party. You will help me serve dinner, then immediately retire to your room. You will lock your door and not open it until the following morning after the sun has risen.”

			Caroline fought a mad urge to laugh, despite the chill that coursed down her spine like a cold finger. But Mrs. Easton’s face was unsmiling as she asked, “Do we have a deal, Miss Huxley?”

			Caroline ignored the sudden hollowness in her belly. She nodded.

			“Good.” The older woman stood. “I’ll warm up some supper for you. You look like you haven’t eaten in weeks. And I’ll send Rab in to show you your room. Your work will begin tomorrow morning. Tonight, you may rest.”

			As her new hostess walked toward the staircase, Caroline remembered her manners.

			“Mrs. Easton,” she called. “Thank you.”

			The landlady paused with her hand on the banister. “Don’t thank me yet, Miss Huxley.”

			Alone in the cellar kitchen, Caroline looked about greedily.

			Windows ran along the top of one wall. Tomorrow they would look out on the ground-level garden, but now they stared down on her like black eyes. An oven and fireplace took up most of the wall across from her, shelves of porcelain and wineglasses another, the long worktable at which she sat the third.

			So she was to be a maid. It was like something out of a novel, and despite the reason for the farce, a thrill rushed through her. If Charlie did not arrive quickly to collect her, she would have to blend in, fulfill her duties well enough that Mrs. Easton took her eyes off her. If she was careful, and clever, she might learn something of her brother’s mysterious life and the reason for his last, strange letter.

			The door at the top of the stairs opened. Caroline stiffened.

			Black oxfords appeared, followed by long masculine legs and a torso clad in blue-and-white-checked cambric.

			“Oi!” It was the curly-haired man who had stood so possessively beside Mrs. Easton, who had examined Caroline like she was a dish of food he had never tried before. He was holding her valise under one arm. “Come on up. I’m to show you to your room.”

			Caroline forced herself to her feet, across the kitchen flagstones, and up the wooden stairs to where he stood, waiting for her. She could expect to be addressed like this, summoned like this.

			“I’m Robert,” he said when she stood two steps below him. “Robert Ripley. But everyone calls me Rab.” He held out his free hand.

			A queer smell filled Caroline’s nose—something chemical, something singed—under the cedar musk of his cologne. She stared at his long fingers but did not take them. “Caroline Huxley.”

			Rab laughed and dropped his hand. “Follow me, please, Miss Huxley.”

			The staircase was dim, lit only by sconces set at intervals into the walls. At the ground-floor landing, Caroline heard the muffled sounds of the party she had stumbled into, but Rab did not lead her through that door. Up they went, up, up, up, until Caroline’s legs and lungs burned with the effort.

			“This is the servants’ staircase,” Rab said as they climbed. “Comes out at the west end of each floor by the dumbwaiter shaft. Handy for running down the chamber pots and running up the sheets.”

			Caroline could not reply. It took all her effort to place one foot before the other.

			“There are four floors total, plus the kitchen,” he went on, not a bit out of breath. “Parlor and dining room on the ground floor. First and second are guest quarters. Two wings per floor, four rooms per wing.”

			“Sixteen rooms,” she said automatically, as though this were some strange math test. But Rab shook his head.

			“A dozen. Plus two in the garret. The first floor has only four guest rooms.”

			You are never, under any circumstances, to enter the east wing of the second floor.

			How many times had she slipped past the locked door of her father’s study when he was away or asleep? She could be invisible when she needed to be.

			Finally, when Caroline thought she could not climb another step, Rab opened a door onto a landing above her. Light spilled over her face.

			“Nearly there,” he said, laughing down at the redness in her cheeks. “It may be a bear to get to, but you can’t beat the view. On a clear day, your window looks all the way to the Thames.”

			The image snagged on something deep in her memory. But she had no time to think, for she had reached the top of the stairs.

			Rab stood on a colorful rag run in the center of the small landing. On either side of him was a plain oak door with a brass knob. “That’s your room,” he said, pointing to the door on Caroline’s right. “And that’s mine.”

			“Yours?”

			The word came out before Caroline could stop it.

			Rab laughed again. His teeth were very straight and very white, his canines overlong in a way that did something funny to Caroline’s stomach.

			“Don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t snore.”

			Caroline’s blush deepened. She had been thrust into some strange social game for which she did not know the rules. Only Charlie had ever spoken to her like this; even between her and Eloise there was a layer of formality. But this man was a stranger. A stranger in his shirtsleeves, for God’s sake. A stranger whose bedroom door stood a mere six feet from her own.

			“I’ll leave you to it,” he said, handing over her valise with a mock-formal bow that still somehow looked elegant. “And I’ll knock when Jim and I manage that trunk of yours up three flights of stairs. If we manage it, that is.”

			“Thank you,” Caroline called a bit belatedly, as Rab disappeared into the gloom of the staircase.

			

			—

			
			The room that was to be hers was small and sparse, but surprisingly pleasant.

			In the light from the landing, she found her way to the bedside table and turned the key in the oil lamp, illuminating the room in buttery light. It was small—no more than five paces from wall to wall—but the pitched roof, which was highest at the door and lowest over the window, lent a feeling of airiness to the place. The wallpaper was a rose trellis pattern with little wrens. A desk sat beside the window with a scuffed leather chair drawn up against it. A little armoire stood across from the bed, crowned with a pitcher and a copper basin.

			It smelled clean, of vinegar and beeswax.

			The bed was made of dark wood, the quilt a starburst pattern in creams and yellows. Caroline shut the door, locked it, dropped her valise on the floor, and collapsed on the bed.

			“Charlie, Charlie, Charlie,” she said into the pillow. “Where are you, Charlie?”

			For the first time since setting foot in the boardinghouse, she allowed panic to wash over her.

			Even in the deepest throes of her despair at Audley House, as the staff packed their things—some pocketing a candlestick or a few silver spoons, which she pretended not to notice—she had never felt this alone. She had imagined Charlie’s long, slender arms around her, had imagined him waiting for her, leading her into the next chapter of her life.

			But she had traveled all the way to London, braved train stations and the streets of Whitechapel alone, and he was not here. He had not been here for quite some time. And she was not the first young woman to have come looking for him, not the first to climb the boardinghouse’s steps and lift the brass knocker.

			She shuddered now at the memory of what she had seen beyond the black door. The strange collection of men seated in the parlor, watching her with suspicion, with anger.

			And then there was Rab.

			Rab, who, despite their differences in appearance, reminded Caroline so much of her brother.

			

			—

			Charlie’s infrequent and unannounced visits were Caroline’s clearest, brightest memories. She mentally thumbed through them, recalling times she had asked him about the other boys at St. Mathew’s. There had been stories. Stories of mischief: a teacher’s stolen toupee, a live lobster in the bully’s bed. But no names, no faces. Only a vague impression of a crowded dining hall and muddy yard.

			There must be some evidence of her brother somewhere in this bloody house. And if there was, she would find it.

			A bump followed by a low, animal grunt brought her swiftly back to herself.

			She sat up, smoothing her hair and her skirts, as heavy, uneven footsteps fell on the landing.

			“Miss Huxley?” It took Caroline a moment to recognize the alias. “Would you open the door for me and Mr. O’Riley, please?” It was Rab’s voice, pinched with effort. She sprang to her feet to oblige.

			Two men stood on the landing, sweating under the weight of her father’s steamer. Rab was closer, with his back turned toward her. The other was the man in the cowboy hat.

			“Evening, missy,” he said breathlessly, in the flat vowels of American English. Caroline stepped aside to let them through. They deposited the trunk beside the armoire and stood upright, stretching their backs and groaning.

			“Thank you,” Caroline said, unsure what to do with her hands.

			“Whatcha got in there?” asked the cowboy, massaging a shoulder. “Rocks?”

			She smiled apologetically. “Books, mostly.”

			Rab gave her a curious look, but the cowboy said, “Good habit, that. Readin’.” He pulled a red paisley kerchief from his pocket and wiped his brow. “Keeps ya off the drink, eh?”

			Caroline wasn’t sure how to respond to this, but Rab, thankfully, interjected.

			“Mrs. Easton asked you to come down for some supper if you’re hungry,” he said, crossing to the door, “and wanted me to remind you it’s an early start tomorrow.”

			Caroline winced. Despite the excitement of the last hour, she felt utterly flattened. The effects of the day—of the last few months—were dragging at her, and only a night of likely fitful sleep stood between her and a day of physical labor.

			“I open the chemist at seven,” Rab went on. “I’ll knock, if you’d like. To wake you.”

			“Thank you.” Caroline forced out the words, for a little frisson of fear had run through her. This man, sleeping across the landing from her. Knocking on her door in the dark. But she was a servant now, and this sort of casual familiarity could be expected.

			Rab gestured to the American, who was looking around the room with naked curiosity. “C’mon, Jim. Let’s give Miss Huxley some privacy.”

			Mr. O’Riley touched the brim of his hat and made to follow Rab, but before he reached the threshold, he paused.

			“Don’t go out wanderin’, now.” In his grin, Caroline counted three gold teeth. “Dunno if you heard, but there’s a murderer about.”

			She swallowed. “I won’t.”

			“Good.” The cowboy’s smile shrank. “Can’t go the way of the last maid. Bad business, that. Mrs. Easton needs her kitchen maids to stay in once piece.”

			Caroline caught the sharp look Rab shot him, the little shake of his head.

			Her pulse skyrocketed.

			“She…” Caroline stammered, “she was one of the women killed? The last maid?”

			Mr. O’Riley seemed to realize he’d made a mistake. He shifted uncomfortably. “She was a terrible drinker, that Polly. Not that she deserved what happened to her, of course. But as long as you stay off the sauce, and don’t sleep rough on the streets, you’ll be fine.” He touched his hat again. “Night, missy.”

			“Good night, Miss Huxley,” Rab said. The door clicked shut behind him.

			Caroline waited until their footsteps had faded down the stairs before tiptoeing to the door and sliding the iron dead bolt across it.

			Her fatigue had vanished, replaced by nauseating fear.

			The last maid. The last maid had been one of the women killed. The cabbie’s words ran through her head again.

			You can still see the blood on the pavement where he gutted her.

			She sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped her arms tightly around herself. She took a deep breath, let it out slowly.

			She slid another of Dr. Hoffman’s tablets from its tin.

			The death of the last maid was a coincidence, she told herself as the rust-red pill dissolved on her tongue. A terrible coincidence. But in a borough such as this, where women walked the streets and men drank until they could not walk, violent crimes were commonplace.

			Keep your head down, Caroline told herself. Keep your head down until Charlie arrives.

			But the animal of her body, under the layers of crepe and baleen, screamed at her to run.
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Chapter 3

			
				Dear Boss,

				I keep on hearing the police have caught me but they wont fix me just yet. I have laughed when they look so clever and talk about being on the right track. That joke about Leather Apron gave me real fits. I am down on whores and I shant quit ripping them till I do get buckled. Grand work the last job was. I gave the lady no time to squeal.

				How can they catch me now. I love my work and want to start again. You will soon hear of me with my funny little games. I saved some of the proper red stuff in a ginger beer bottle over the last job to write with but it went thick like glue and I cant use it. Red ink is fit enough I hope ha ha. The next job I do I shall clip the ladys ears off and send to the police officers just for jolly wouldn’t you. Keep this letter back till I do a bit more work, then give it out straight.

				My knife’s so nice and sharp I want to get to work right away if I get a chance.

				Good Luck.

				Yours truly

				Jack the Ripper

				Dont mind me giving the trade name. Wasnt good enough to post this before I got all the red ink off my hands curse it. No luck yet. They say I’m a doctor now. ha ha

			

			Despite the unfamiliar room, and the strange man across the landing, and the murderer wandering the streets, Caroline slept like the dead.

			When she opened her eyes to Rab’s third rap, it took her a moment to remember where she was.

			“Miss Huxley,” he called. “It’s nearly six.”

			She looked around in bewilderment for Miss Huxley, a young woman she had known tangentially through Eloise, before remembering that she had commandeered the surname for herself.

			“Thank you,” she called back, and waited until she heard his door close before throwing back the covers.

			She got to her feet, stretched her arms overhead with a moan, and walked to the window.

			Whitechapel sprawled beneath her.

			She was high, three floors above ground level. The buildings across from hers were two or three stories at most, mainly made of the ubiquitous soot-blackened brick she had seen all through the city yesterday. She could see quite far, five or six streets, before an uneven line of buildings taller and wider than hers blocked the view. They were huge, with rows of tiny windows and too-small chimneys, and the sight of them filled Caroline with a vague dread before she realized what they were.

			Workhouses. Where Oliver Twist had begged for more and had been refused. Where London’s poorest worked like slaves in exchange for a bowl of watery porridge and a flea-ridden bed. Where she would likely end up, if she did not find her brother.

			Not many people were out in the streets below, but a few black-hatted pedestrians walked the pavement, and a mule cart passed under her window. In the smoke-blurred sky to her left a thin moon hung, slender as a nail paring. She was facing south, toward the Thames, although the day was not clear and she could not see the silver gleam of the river.

			Her room at Audley House had faced south, too, but the view from those windows had been of the rose garden, with its overgrown paths and moss-gilded statues. Beyond the line of hedges stood the forest, dark and ancient, like a wild army at the gates of her civilized world.

			The thought jarred something loose in her memory.

			It may be a bear to get to, Rab had said last night as he stood at the top of the stairs, but you can’t beat the view.

			Her trunk sat beside the armoire, its brass clasps glinting dimly. She knelt before it and unsnapped the fastenings. As she threw it open, the smell of her old life floated up to her: the must of Audley House’s Tudor plaster, the rose oil she applied behind her ears.

			She had packed the trunk, it felt, in another life, and when she pulled out a neatly folded stack of clothing, it took her a moment to recognize the lively patterned and pastel garments as her own. They were pieces of frippery, with their fluttering lace and covered buttons, their tiered skirts and matching gloves. She had given her most ravishing gowns to Eloise, but even these, her simpler day frocks, seemed ridiculous now. She couldn’t imagine wearing any of them while scrubbing floors or changing bed linens.

			She shoved the dresses aside. Beneath them the spines of books gazed up at her like old friends, their gold-leaf titles winking. She ran her fingers affectionately across them before tugging one free.

			Tucked behind the front cover of Wuthering Heights, just as she’d left it, was the stack of Charlie’s letters. She flipped through them until she found the one she was looking for.

			The letter itself contained nothing important, just Charlie’s response to an argument she’d had with Eloise. But doodled into the corner, in indigo-blue ink, was a window. A window that looked over a back garden. She squinted her eyes at the slatted fence, the neat brick path and shingled toolshed, and smiled. It was the same garden she had walked through last night.

			The vantage point was lower than her own, and the room from which he had drawn this would be on the second floor, she guessed, looking north over the vegetable boxes to the back gate. And—it took a moment to orient herself—his view was over the west end of the garden, not the east.

			You are never, under any circumstances, to enter the east wing of the second floor.

			She had a plan, then. Find this room. Search for any signs of Charlie.

			Feeling oddly fortified, Caroline slid the letters back into their hiding spot and replaced the book beside the others. “I’ll unpack you later,” she promised, then glanced forlornly at the crepe dress that hung on the back of the desk chair.

			Despite its fine material, it was simple enough to pass for a day dress. Custom dictated that she wear black for a year after her father’s death. All her other gowns would draw too much attention, but still, she did not want to reach for it. After all Lord Foster’s talk of the dangers of the world, all his strict rules that kept Caroline shut up like some caged, wild thing waiting for the stud horse or the slaughterhouse, he had failed to protect her. He had died and left her with nothing.

			It was she who had paid for Lord Foster’s funeral with her mother’s emerald earrings, she who had chosen the simplest pine casket and cheapest lilies. She who had sat in the front pew and stared at the whorls and knots in the wood all through Reverend Sanders’s sermon about legacy and glory, she who had thrown the first handful of dirt onto the unfinished wood and turned away with the hollow sound of it ringing in her ears.

			In the silent weeks after her father’s death, she understood the depth of his disinterest in her. Not in any of the letters in his desk, in the documents in his bank safe, was there a single mention of what should become of her. There was nothing left to bequeath, and still, he had bequeathed her nothing. So she did not allow herself to grieve. She turned her sorrow into anger and her anger into action, and instead of collapsing, as she might have done if she had found any evidence that her father had loved her, she dismantled her beloved home to save herself.

			Charlie was not here. But she could find him. She had to.

			After washing her face, cleaning her teeth, and relieving herself in the porcelain chamber pot, Caroline laced her own corset—not tightly; she could nearly hear Carys’s tut of disapproval at the way the fabric gaped at her waist—and pulled the black dress over her head.

			It smelled of the train and sour sweat, and she remembered how Rab’s nostrils had flared when he first saw her.

			Nothing to be done about that. She would smell like a kitchen maid soon enough.

			

			—

			There was a round looking glass on the wall beside the armoire. She observed her reflection as she pinned her hair into place.

			Caroline knew, the way women know these things, having been born into competition with one another, that she was not lovely. That adjective was reserved for the other young ladies who decorated the homes of Staffordshire’s lesser nobility, with their rosy cheeks and plump hands, their bright eyes and easy smiles. Eloise was not lovely either; Lord Foster had once said she looked like a potato farmer’s daughter, with her square jaw and overlarge nose. The two girls had laughed about their looks, hiding their hurt. The old spinsters of Staffordshire, they had called themselves. It will be us sitting at the edges of the dancing, with our canes and our cognac, criticizing the young ladies loud enough for them to hear!

			Then Eloise had gone to London for the season and returned betrothed to a fat-fingered boy with four thousand pounds a year.

			Once or twice, a young man at a dance had called Caroline striking. But that was not the word, not exactly. Caroline’s blue eyes stared back at her from their rings of white lashes. When had she become so thin? She was too pale, her chin too pointed, her lips too thin, her teeth too sharp. An honest observer might have used the word unsettling. A writer, a Thackeray or a Shelley, might have gone on to say her face was out of time, ill-suited for the nineteenth century that, above all, demanded that women be soft. Hers was a face that belonged to pre-Roman Britain, with its solstice rites and mist-wreathed standing stones. She looked like a strong breeze might blow her out of existence. A ghost from another time.

			You are singular, Charlie had told her the second-to-last time she had seen him, after she had attended Eloise’s summer ball and no one had asked her to dance. Which is better than being pretty. You are clever, and fierce, and kind. Be glad that you don’t look like those girls, like fatted sows waiting for market day.

			That had made her snort, as he knew it would, and she had taken his hand and followed him to the stable to see the cat’s new kittens.

			But when he left, as he always did, when he returned to London, and Caroline wandered the hallways and parlors of Audley House with no one but the servants for company, she caught her reflection in the mirror over the fireplace and wished for peaches in her cheeks, and soft, full lips, and a body that curved and dipped and beckoned.

			

			—

			The landing outside her room was empty.

			She stood still as a rabbit, ears pricked to the sounds beyond Rab’s door: the metallic splash of water in a basin, the squeal of floorboards under feet.

			Caroline flushed. How shocking that they could hear each other so clearly, she thought as she crept silently to the door of the servants’ staircase. Was there no privacy to be had in this place?

			Then she remembered her own plan to snoop, and her flush deepened.

			

			—

			In the cellar kitchen, Mrs. Easton was already at the marble pastry slab, her sleeves rolled up and her arms powdered white with flour.

			“There you are,” the landlady said, glancing in irritation at the clock on the wall, which showed five past six. “Draw some more water and set it boiling for eggs. Then get the bacon on.”

			“Good morning, Mrs. Easton,” Caroline replied. She had never begun a day without a hot cup of tea and a leisurely hour with a book. But those luxuries, like so many, were lost to her. “Where might I find the well?”

			Mrs. Easton snorted. “No wells here, Miss Huxley. There’s a spigot by the back gate.” She nodded at the cellar door she had led Caroline through last night. “And the bucket’s there.”

			

			—

			The sky was gray and close, but the air in her nostrils was cool and laced with the scents of soil and green leaves. The empty tin bucket swung on Caroline’s arm; the sounds of a city waking filled her head. Distant voices, ringing bells. She allowed herself a heartbeat of sadness, remembering the gardens of Audley House in the early morning, the mist in the trees and the sleepy songs of birds, before turning her attention to her task.

			At the back of the garden, behind the shingled shed, she found the water pump.

			As she filled the bucket—which was no mean feat; her entire weight on the handle expelled only a squirt of water—she looked up at the house.

			The kitchen windows lay in a row at ground level. Above them spanned another, these leaded—expensive; she had not seen their like in the borough yesterday—which she presumed looked out from the dining room. Then the bedrooms: neat squares of glass, some of them open to the morning air.

			Caroline conjured the drawing from Charlie’s letter, the view she was now standing in. She considered the angle of the shed’s roof, the height of the vegetable boxes.

			That room, she thought, staring at the second-to-last window on the right. That was Charlie’s.

			When the bucket was finally full, she found she could not lift it.

			She staggered, spilling out a quarter on her shoes, and carried it in shambling intervals until the pain in her hands and her arms was too great and she was forced to set it down again. About halfway to the cellar door she paused, standing upright and rubbing her palms together where the handle had bitten a red line, and found she was beside a bed of flowers.

			It was unseasonably late for hollyhocks, and never had she seen them in this color: a purple-blue so bright that her eyes watered.

			She took a step closer. No, they were not hollyhocks. They grew in cones like hollyhocks, but these flowers were sparser and stranger, and there was something unaccountably vulgar about their shape. The top was bulbous, pointed like a cap, the bottom open and curving, offering a glimpse of yellow pistils, like ankles beneath the lifted hem of a skirt.

			To her surprise, Caroline recognized them.

			In case any of the guests were looking out over the back garden, she turned her back to the windows and pulled the ring on its chain free from her dress, turned it in the morning light until shadows threw the engraving into sharp relief.

			A stalk of odd flowers: the same pointed tops, the same wide petals. She had never seen them in the flesh before. Carys had told her that the blooms on the Blevins family crest grew in Wales, where her mother had come from, but did not know what they were called. Caroline ran a fingertip over the face of the ring, over its seven flowers and seven drops of blood, and made a mental note to ask Mrs. Easton for the name of the plant.

			

			—

			“What took so long?” Mrs. Easton barked when Caroline reappeared on the stairs, the now half-full bucket hanging awkwardly before her. “Oh, for heaven’s sake!”

			Caroline looked down belatedly to see another wave of water splash onto her already sodden boots. Mrs. Easton stomped up the stairs and took the bucket from her.

			“Lady’s maid, eh?” she grumbled to herself, carrying the bucket downstairs easily and upending its contents into a pot on the stove. “Can’t be trusted to carry anything heavier than a pot of rouge.” Then, over her shoulder to Caroline: “I’ll get the bacon on. You finish the bread.”

			Caroline watched the other woman out of the corner of her eye, noted how she swung the stove door open and poked the coals, how she trickled water onto the heavy iron pan and knew, by the way it hissed, that it was time to add the bacon. And Caroline kneaded until her shoulders ached, which was no time at all, really, and wondered if she would survive life as a kitchen maid long enough to find Charlie.

			At six thirty Rab arrived. He was dressed today in a purple calico shirt with little white flowers, which should have been overly feminine but somehow had the opposite effect.

			“Smells wonderful, Viv,” he said, taking a clean plate from the stack beside the sink.

			“Not hard to please you lot,” Mrs. Easton replied, scooping two eggs from the boiling water and placing them in china cups. “You’re happy as long as there’s meat on the menu. Toast’s in the oven.”

			As Rab drew a rasher of bacon from the popping pan, Caroline’s stomach growled.

			“Make Miss Huxley a plate, too,” Mrs. Easton said without looking up from the dough. She had taken the task back from Caroline, who, after witnessing her efforts, she had deemed competent enough to only slice and butter the bread. “And put the kettle on.”

			Rab pulled two stools up to the worktable and gestured for Caroline to sit as he tucked into his breakfast. Caroline glanced at the plate beside him, then up at Mrs. Easton.

			“You look as though a sneeze might knock you over,” the older woman said, intuiting her hesitation. “You’d think there was no food to be found in the whole of the Midlands.” When Caroline still did not sit, her expression softened. “I already had my breakfast. And we have a long day ahead. Eat up, Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline lifted her fork. It was silver, she could tell by the weight, the handle gracefully curved, wrought with twisting leaves and flowers. And her plate was fine bone china with a neat blue stripe rimming its edge. She remembered her glimpse of the parlor last night, the strange artifacts on the walls, the velvet chairs and mismatched men. What was this place?

			“The guests will eat breakfast in thirty minutes,” Mrs. Easton said, as Caroline took her first bite. The eggs were soft and yellow as summer sunshine, salty butter melted halfway through the slice of spongy bread. She was surprised by her hunger. But her appetite was nothing compared to Rab’s. Lord Foster’s hunting dogs ate with more decorum.

			“I’ll handle service,” the landlady continued. “You get started on the dishes. Yesterday’s soup for lunch, so not much work there. You’ll start with shining the silver, then empty all the chamber pots and change the sheets in rooms 101, 103, 203, and 204. When you’re done, come back down here to help me with supper. Steak and kidney pie, green beans, and mash. Trifle for dessert.” She patted at her forehead with a kerchief. “It’s hot as Hades down here, is it not? Lord help me, why am I baking a pie? I should scrap it and serve salmorejo. But Mr. Tythe does so loathe tomatoes.”

			Rab shoved his stool back with a squeal. “I’m off,” he said, swiping a napkin over his mouth and depositing it beside his empty plate. Caroline stared at him. She had just swallowed her first bite. “Thanks for breakfast, Viv.”

			“Don’t forget your sandwich,” Mrs. Easton called. Rab took the wax paper package from the table beside her and planted a quick kiss on the landlady’s cheek.

			Caroline blinked. The display of affection had almost been like that between a mother and son. But his name was Ripley, hers Easton. And clearly, the two shared no blood.

			“Where does he work?” she asked, when Rab’s footsteps had faded overhead.

			“At a chemist’s down on Brick Lane,” Mrs. Easton replied, the glow of pride clear in her voice. “The owner is a greedy fellow, but Rab’s much better than he, and he knows it. Lets him run the shop, these days.” She placed the final, perfect dinner roll beside its brethren. “You’d never known it, had you seen him as a child. What trouble he gave me! Dropped on my doorstep in a Moses basket. Screamed like a banshee for the first three months. And then, St. Mathew’s! I can’t tell you how many times the headmaster called me in, threatened to expel him if he left one more toad in some poor professor’s desk.” She smiled fondly at the point where Rab had disappeared at the top of the stairs. “But look at him now.”

			The bread turned to glue in Caroline’s mouth.

			“St. Mathew’s?” she repeated.

			The gray-stoned school that sounded more like a prison, where Charlie had spent ten long years. The only bit of his life in London she’d known something about. The stories of mischief, of beatings, of the nameless, faceless boys who had climbed the walls, captured hedgehogs in the gardens, set garter snakes loose in the middle of Sunday service.

			“That’s right. It’s not the finest school in the city, mind, not like St. Paul’s, or Christ’s Hospital. Lord knows the strings I had to pull to get him accepted. But still. He got an education, I can say that…”

			The boys from the stories congealed into one face. One name.

			Rab.
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Chapter 4

			Caroline was nine when she first met Charlie.

			As a child, she was often ill. But when she was not confined to her bed with a summer fever or winter cold, she was headstrong, and lonely. When her sadness gave way to tantrums, as it often did, her father shut his door or absconded to London and left her alone with the staff.

			Governesses and tutors came and went, none staying longer than a few months. Caroline thought it was she, with her deep and volatile sorrow, who sent them away. So she learned to rein in her emotions lest the people around her disappear.

			It wasn’t until her father died that she learned he often did not pay them.

			Carys was the one exception. She did not abide Caroline’s foul moods and was not the warm, maternal companion that the young girl so craved, but she never left. After the storm of fury and tears passed, Caroline would tiptoe to Carys’s room and rap on the door. As Carys brushed and plaited Caroline’s hair, she told her stories from her native Wales: of the fairies of the dell, and the giantess’s apron, and the legend of Saint Ciwa, who was suckled by wolves.

			Carys had been Lady Foster’s maid before her death and had accompanied her, upon her marriage, to Staffordshire. When she was younger, Caroline often peppered the maid with questions about her mother. But at the mere mention of Helen Foster, née Blevins, Carys’s stern and rather froggy face began to crumple. Caroline stopped asking.

			Carys did, however, take Caroline to visit the graves of her mother and infant siblings. They visited every Sunday, and often during the week; whenever Carys got a melancholy gleam in her eye, she tied her bonnet strings and summoned the third-best carriage to drive them into town.

			It was on a day such as this that Caroline met her brother.

			It was March, but the sort of March day that harkened backward to February instead of forward to April. The road was rutted and muddy, the sky colorless. As woman and child descended the carriage steps, the wind snapped at their cheeks and ears.

			At first glance, the churchyard was deserted save for a few thrushes pecking about in the path. But as Caroline picked her way over the puddles, she noticed a man standing in the shadows of the yew beside her mother’s grave.

			“That young gentleman wishes to speak to you,” Carys said, with an encouraging nod. Caroline blanched and did not release Carys’s papery fingers. “He won’t harm you, Miss Foster. I’ll be right here. You don’t have to stay long. But I think you might be interested in what he has to say.”

			She gave Caroline’s hand a reassuring squeeze and pushed her toward the figure. Feeling as though she had stepped into one of Carys’s strange stories, Caroline walked between the headstones toward him.

			He seemed taller than he was because of the length of his limbs, which were gangly as a colt’s. His coat was black wool, his derby too; beneath the brim, his dark hair stuck out at sharp angles. He was younger than she’d thought, sixteen or seventeen. His face was severe, the cheekbones too sharp; his eyes, beneath heavy, hooded lids, the same pale blue as hers.

			She had never seen a likeness of her mother. But some deep, hollow piece of her recognized him.

			“Hallo,” said the stranger, holding out a pale, long-fingered hand. “How do you do? I’m Charlie Foster.”

			Caroline glanced at the row of headstones beside him. She could just make out the engraving on the final marble slab.

			
				Charles Wallace Foster

			

			She turned back to face him, her mouth tight with suspicion.

			“My brother is dead.”

			He lowered his hand. “That’s what the headstone says.”

			“Are you a ghost?”

			He laughed. “No, though sometimes I feel like one.”

			“How do I know you’re my brother?”

			He considered this for a moment, cocking his head to one side. And Caroline realized that she was praying, with every fiber of her heart, that the claim was true.

			Charlie pulled a ring from his left pinky finger and held it out.

			Caroline took it gingerly, turned its face up to hers. It was the twin of the ring hanging on her neck. The same seven blooms, the same seven drops of blood.

			“Where did you get it?” Caroline asked.

			“I’ve always had it,” Charlie replied. “Just like you’ve always had yours. They belonged to our mother.”

			“You could have bought it,” Caroline said. “That doesn’t prove you’re my brother.”

			“Fair enough.” Charlie caught his bottom lip between his teeth, thinking. “Let’s see…when you were very little, you slept with a rag doll named…Molly, I believe. Or was it Maggie?”

			“Molly,” Caroline whispered.

			“That’s right,” said the stranger with another smile. “And your favorite food in the world was caramels, even though Carys said they rotted your teeth and wouldn’t let you have them.”

			Caroline prodded a sensitive molar with her tongue. “If you’re my brother,” she said, not trusting the swelling feeling in her chest, “why did you never visit me before now?”

			“I did come. When you were very little. But once you began to speak in full sentences, Carys and I decided I shouldn’t come back until you were old enough to keep a secret.”

			“Why?”

			He dropped to his haunches before her, so pale eye looked into pale eye. “I have an awful lot of explaining to do, Caroline. And I promise to answer every question you have. But first, you must answer one of mine. It’s very important. Are you old enough, now, to keep a secret?”

			Caroline glanced over her shoulder to where Carys stood on the path, watching them from beneath her bonnet. Then she met her brother’s gaze and nodded.

			

			—

			
			Charlie came nearly every month after that. He only visited when Lord Foster was away, and despite Caroline’s pleas for him to compliment her new dressing table or search the attic for hidden treasures, he never entered the walls of Audley House.

			Caroline never had any notice of his visits. Carys woke her early to tell her that Charlie was in the sycamore grove, or by the stream, or at the top of the drive, and made excuses to her tutors for her absence. No matter the weather, the pair spent the day out of doors. If it was raining, they played shipwreck, building makeshift shelters and catching rainwater in leaves. If it was sunny, they climbed trees or made a game of picking apples from the orchard without being seen by the gardener.

			When she was ten, Caroline asked him, “Will you ever live with me?” They were sitting on the banks of the stream, Charlie with a sketch pad open on his lap, Caroline with a book.

			“I don’t know, Cat. One day you will marry and start your own family.”

			Caroline pulled a face. “No, I won’t. I will never marry.”

			Charlie laughed. “You say that now. But time changes things.”

			Caroline glanced up at him, eyes narrowed with suspicion. “Will you ever marry?”

			Charlie shrugged. “I don’t know. I haven’t thought much about it.”

			“Well. If neither of us ever marries, can we live together here?”

			Charlie gazed out over the stream, which he had captured on the notepad before him in strokes of black ink. “Yes. One day, if neither of us marries, after Father dies, we can live here together.”

			Their mother had sent Charlie away, he told her, as an infant, for his own protection. No, their father could not know of his existence. It was very important, very, very important, that Caroline keep these secrets. She had promised, remember?

			“And then you will tell me? Why you were sent away, why you cannot be here with me?”

			Charlie’s eyes clouded, and he wore the expression she knew and loathed, of a truth withheld, an impulse quashed. A frustrated lump rose in her throat. She looked away from her brother at the fast-moving water. She must not push him away. He had only just arrived.

			Her brother reached out and tucked a piece of wind-blown hair behind her ear. His fingers were warm, their brush against her skin featherlight. But she felt herself flinch beneath it, so unused was she to tender touch.

			He lowered his hand with a sigh. “I will tell you one day. I promise.”

			Caroline knew better than to press him further.

			No matter how often she asked, he would give her nothing more than that. If she would not drop it, he threatened to cut the visit short, which shut Caroline’s mouth. He spoke a bit about St. Mathew’s, but mostly he wanted to know about her. What was she learning? Who were her friends? What did she like best? What flowers, what weather, what tastes? Was she still taking her medicine?

			And in this way Caroline, who had spent all her young life as a tight green bud, began to blossom.

			But when he left, catching, always, the 6:09 train back to London, she descended into a deep gloom, and the melancholy at his absence often led to illness. Through the days she spent in bed, with leeches on her chest and Dr. Hoffman’s potent medicines fogging her head, she thought of Charlie, Charlie, Charlie. Did he miss her, as she missed him? What was he doing? Who was he with? Where did he sleep?

			Now, as Caroline stood in room 203, she realized she had the answer to that final question.

			For she knew in her bones that this had been Charlie’s bedroom. Never mind that the view from the window matched exactly the sketch on his letter—which she had pulled from her pocket to compare the angle of the shed’s roof, the shadow cast by the back fence in the afternoon light—she would have known it if she had been deposited here in the middle of the night.

			She took a slow circle, marking each detail.

			His bed with its worn but finely stitched quilt, the indigo faded to sky blue. His desk. His armoire. She opened the doors, holding her breath. It was empty.

			But it smelled like him. Like paper and the faded sea smell of cuttlefish ink, like light and rain and cheap cologne.

			The desk drawers were empty. Caroline dropped to her hands and knees. There was nothing under the bed, no note, not even a lost sock.

			She held his pillow to her face and inhaled.

			I will find you, she promised the whitewashed walls.

			

			—

			As Charlie’s door closed behind her with a soft snick, Caroline stood alone in the silent second-floor hallway.

			As instructed, she had taken the servants’ staircase to ferry away the chamber pots and soiled sheets, and so far, she had not encountered any of the boardinghouse’s enigmatic guests while she worked. Many of them, judging by the creak of the front door, had left after breakfast, and if any remained, they kept to their rooms.

			What little Caroline had seen of the boardinghouse only filled her with more questions. For surely none of the other soot-stained facades in Old Montague Street hid interiors like this.

			The house possessed a cozy darkness that wrapped itself around her. Dark blue wallpaper lined the hallways in a pattern of exotic birds, their eyes picked out in gold foil that caught the light and gave the impression they were following her.

			The rooms were simply but finely furnished. Caroline, who had spent the last months selling off Audley House’s possessions, stared aghast at the etched-glass oil lamps, the turns of the table legs, the quality of the linens. There was money here. And greater than money: There was taste.

			Caroline stood for a moment with her back against Charlie’s door. To her right was the servants’ staircase, camouflaged by expertly applied paper in the same pattern as the walls. To her left, the hallway opened onto a landing. Past the polished banisters of the central staircase lay the east wing of the second floor.

			Mrs. Easton would be missing her. Changing sheets had proven a trickier task than she had expected; it had taken her the better part of an hour to strip and remake four beds. And this was after shining the silver, another chore that had required a surprising amount of skill, and emptying the chamber pots, which had required no skill at all but had been horrendous.

			Caroline did not turn right and vanish back into the cool gloom of the servants’ stair. Instead, with her pulse thrumming in her ears, she walked toward the second-floor landing.

			Thick oriental rugs swallowed her footsteps. A hundred shining eyes watched from the walls.

			The landing was lit, like the rest of the boardinghouse, by brass oil sconces. There were two small windows, which looked east and west to the buildings on either side, but the day was dreary, and the space felt close as a tomb. The banister of the main staircase was polished oak, the stairs covered by a scarlet runner. And across the mouth of the stairwell stood a door.

			It was not like the other doors, which were built of the same oak as the staircase. There was something…medieval about it. This door was built of darker, thicker stuff, scratched and weatherworn, crosshatched in studded belts of iron. It stood incongruously beside the fine carpets and opulent wallpaper, like a Viking at a dinner party. But the most disturbing thing about it, the thing that caught Caroline’s eyes and held them like a trap, was the iron padlock, large as a fist, that hung from the slide bolt.

			In the hallway behind her, a door opened.

			Caroline wheeled.

			A man had emerged from room 104. He was middle height and middle-aged, his face suntanned and handsome beneath peppery hair. Caroline recognized him as the man who had been playing the piano last night in the parlor.

			They stood in silence for a moment, regarding each other. Then he sketched a little bow.

			“Bonjour, mademoiselle. I am Alfie Rodart.”

			“Bonjour, monsieur,” Caroline replied, and, without thinking, dropped into a modest curtsy.

			She instantly cursed herself. For what kitchen maid spoke French?

			When she rose, Monsieur Rodart’s face had broken into a curious smile.

			“Alors! Does the mademoiselle speak français?” His accent was gentle and curving, his posture perfect. She was struck again, as she had been last night, by how genteel he had appeared among the strange collection of men.

			“No, sir,” Caroline said, with a humble shake of her head. “My last lady did. I picked up a word or two, but no more.”

			The Frenchman considered her for a long moment, then gazed past her, at the door across the landing. His mild hazel eyes narrowed. When they once again settled on Caroline, something in his pleasant expression had crystallized.

			“And how do you find your new position? A large change, is it not?”

			He stepped toward her, one immaculately polished oxford pressing silently into the carpet.

			“I am grateful for the work,” Caroline managed to get out. Her mouth had gone very dry.

			“And your benefactress? Madame Easton?”

			“She is very kind,” Caroline replied.

			It was a normal question. So why had her spine stiffened? Why had her fingers whitened on the rail of the banister?

			“I have known Madame Easton for many decades.” His voice was soft, almost intimately so. He took another step. “There is no one kinder, or more trusting.”

			Caroline swallowed audibly. “I am grateful for the work,” she said again.

			“She blamed herself, you know,” the Frenchman continued. He was on the landing now; if Caroline had wanted, she could have reached out and touched the wheat-brown tweed of his coat. “When the last maid…Well. I tried to warn Madame Easton. Lives like Polly’s always end in tragedy.”

			Polly.

			The cabbie’s voice rang through her head. You can still see the blood on the pavement where he gutted her.

			“So be careful, my dear,” Monsieur Rodart continued, with a nod at the door behind her. “Our neighborhood is not kind to those who wander. The last thing Mrs. Easton needs is another shock.”

			And with that, he stepped past her and descended the staircase.

			Caroline waited until she heard his footsteps disappear before making her way down the hallway. She fought the childish urge to run. But she stepped deliberately, hunched her shoulders, tried to look every inch a kitchen maid. It was not until she had closed the door of the servants’ staircase and was once more alone in the cool dark that she was again able to breathe.
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Chapter 5

			When the clock struck nine that night, Caroline was lying in bed with her shoes on. She couldn’t bring herself to remove them, nor undo her corset, nor comb her hair. Never in her life had she been so bone-tired.

			It had been years since she had entered Audley House’s kitchen. As a young girl, Caroline had visited often, helped Cook by stirring the gravy or peeling apples. She had liked the easy industry of it, the way her mind could wander as she worked. But when she crossed the invisible threshold into adolescence, she knew, somehow, that it was impolite to intrude on the servants in their own spaces. She kept to the drawing rooms and parlors and lost touch with the beating heart of her home.

			As she helped Mrs. Easton prepare supper, Caroline had felt like a bumbling foreigner.

			“More butter. More. More, girl. Have you never made mashed potatoes before?”

			“You added salt, I trust? Miss Huxley? You did salt the water?”

			“Trim and destring the beans. Destring. Yes, I am aware that they are string beans, but if you don’t want our guests to choke on the damned strings you must destring—oh, for heaven’s sake. I’ll do it myself.”

			Caroline had mashed the potatoes and, under Mrs. Easton’s watchful eye, added a stunning amount of butter and cream; she had boiled green beans and stirred onions for the pie. Before she knew it, the light through the cellar windows was gray and half a dozen pairs of feet filed into the dining room overhead.

			Then Caroline, clutching a carafe of wine to her chest like a buoy, had followed Mrs. Easton up the kitchen steps.

			As she emerged, blinking, into the shimmering light of the dining room’s chandelier, she tried not to stare at the men seated around the long table.

			“Evening, gents,” the landlady said as she opened the dumbwaiter doors and pulled out the first steaming tureen. “Hope you’re hungry. It’s steak and kidney pie tonight…”

			There was the Sikh in a coat of emerald green, his thick black beard gleaming beneath the bright white turban. Beside him, the man in the battered rancher’s hat leaned his elbows on the tablecloth as he spoke to a stocky, swarthy man, who reminded Caroline of a drawing of a pirate in a picture book Charlie had given her. Next to him, the bespectacled man looked like a child, his bottle-thick lenses barely clearing the table edge. In the opposite chair sat the Black man, his wide shoulders straining against the seams of a fine dinner jacket, and beside him Monsieur Rodart, who flashed Caroline a polite smile, and beside Monsieur Rodart, Rab.

			And at the head of the table, the faceted light carving his face into ridges and ravines, sat the scarred man.

			Caroline looked at her boots. But not before his one good eye had landed on her with a cold, reptilian clarity that quickened the breath in her chest.

			“Who’s this?” he growled, in a voice like metal dragged over stones.

			“This is Miss Huxley, John,” Mrs. Easton replied matter-of-factly. “New kitchen maid.”

			Half a dozen pairs of eyes landed on Caroline in a spectrum of interest and suspicion, but she could not meet them. Her stomach had gone cold and liquid.

			“Pour the wine,” Mrs. Easton said to Caroline, setting the final dish on the sideboard. “Start at the head of the table. I’ll slice this up and follow right behind you.”

			Caroline set her shoulders and strode toward the scarred man. John, she said to herself. His name is John. And I will not stare at him.

			“Apparently they have someone in custody,” Rab was saying to Monsieur Rodart. “A Jewish man. Pizer, or Phizer. Something like that.”

			Alfie shrugged an elegant shoulder. “I hope they’ve caught him. But if this Pizer is the man, is Leather Apron, I fear for the rest of the Jews of Whitechapel.”

			“I suppose we’ll find out soon enough,” Rab said, glancing up at Caroline, who was standing awkwardly at the head of the table. “Either the killings will stop, or they won’t.”

			“Wine?” Caroline asked. Her voice was high, obsequious. But the man—John—did not look up. He was scowling at the plate and silverware before him, one eye bright and blue as Chinese glaze, the other milky, unseeing. The gouges on his face were deep enough to lay a finger in.

			“John,” Rab said loudly. Caroline jumped.

			The scarred man looked up, startled, and met Rab’s golden gaze.

			“Do you want some wine?”

			“What?”

			“Do you want some wine?” Rab repeated, nodding at Caroline.

			That blue eye swiveled to her, as though seeing her for the first time. Caroline’s knees turned to gelatin.

			John nodded.

			Caroline’s hand had trembled as she poured. The man’s scent filled her nostrils: rust and dirt and sour age. Every nerve in her body turned to him, as though he was a dog who might wheel and bite at any moment. But she did not spill a drop.

			And throughout the whole miserable supper she had not embarrassed herself, not dropped a plate nor tripped over her boots nor drawn any undue attention to herself. Overall, she thought, she had played a convincing maid, aside from speaking French to Monsieur Rodart and her complete ineptitude in the kitchen.

			Now, lying in her bed, Caroline stretched her arms overhead with a groan. Her feet throbbed. Her fingers were raw from lye soap and hot water, her fingernails black with scrubbing sand.

			But she could not sleep. Not yet.

			She got to her feet and staggered to the desk.

			First, she pulled the little tin from the drawer and pried it open. The bitter medicine dissolved on her tongue, filling her with a pleasant softness. She prodded a finger among the chalky pills and counted silently. Thirty-one. Enough to last her a month, if she was careful. When her first week was through, she would take her wages to Rab’s chemistry and buy more.

			She reached for her diary, trailed her fingertips over the wild roses embossed on its cover.

			Charlie had given it to her, and the first page was filled with his scrawling handwriting.

			
				To Caroline, on the occasion of your sixteenth birthday.

				You take such deep pleasure in reading, I thought you might like to try your hand at writing. Behind each of your favorite books there is a person hunched over a desk, pulling out their hair and fitting words together like bricks in a wall. I have no doubt that were you to apply yourself, you could write a novel to rival the Brontë sisters.

			

			Upon reading her dearest, most secret desire put out in plain words, Caroline had raised wet eyes to Charlie and cried, “But I have nothing to write! In every story something happens. Nothing has ever happened to me. I haven’t been to Leeds, let alone London! I’m not even permitted to ride to the pond and back. Eloise is my only friend, and she is dull as porridge. What story do I have to tell?”

			And Charlie had laughed and said, “Nothing happens in Austen’s books, and look how successful she was.” Which had prompted, as he knew it would, a tirade from Caroline, who thought Jane Austen drastically overrated.

			The notebook was filled now with insipid musings, phrases that had seemed profound at the time but, on second reading, were self-important or cliché. She flipped to the last few blank pages and unstopped her inkwell. Something had happened to her. Something worth recalling, worth putting down in paper and pen.

			Today, she wrote, I, Caroline Foster, lately the daughter of the lord of Audley House, sister of the missing Charlie Foster, assumed the guise of a Whitechapel kitchen maid.

			As she laid out the details, polished to a shine with adjectives and adverbs, the tension in her shoulders and jaw dissipated. She forgot herself, forgot her exhaustion, forgot the hour. When every strange detail of her day had been recorded, she tucked the diary in the desk’s drawer, undressed, and fell immediately, deeply, asleep.
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			And so the first week went.

			Each morning, Caroline awoke to the sound of Rab’s knuckles when the sky outside was still thick and gray. She rolled to her feet with a groan and reached for her black crepe gown, which was now stained with grease and smelled like the kitchen fire. Teeth scrubbed, boots tied, hair pulled into a low chignon, Caroline stepped on the landing and stood for a moment, listening to the small sounds behind the door across from hers.

			What does he do in there? she wondered as she descended the servants’ stairs. Sometimes strange odors, chemical and herbal, drifted out onto the landing. On the third morning, she opened her door to a haze of smoke and a stream of curses.

			“Bad oil wick,” Rab told her when he opened the door to her frantic hammering. But he was careful to block the rest of the room from her view, and the odor was like no oil wick Caroline had ever encountered.

			Caroline added Rab’s odd behavior to her list of questions about the Full Moon, which grew longer every day.

			

			—

			Her father had belonged to a men’s club, here in London. Like everything she knew about Lord Foster, this information had been gleaned at the dining room table when his “business acquaintances”—fellow gamblers, Caroline later realized—visited Audley House. But his men’s club could have been nothing like this.

			She could not imagine her father’s stiff profile seated between Mr. Toussaint and Mr. O’Riley, could not imagine him in conversation with Mr. Bajwa or bug-eyed Mr. Tythe. Lord Foster had spoken so disparagingly about the East End’s crime rate and immigrant population, which, in his eyes, were one and the same, that Caroline knew he had never crossed Leman Street, never seen the mud-streaked faces of children—British children, with button noses and blue eyes—never seen their mothers sitting on the pavement with their bonnets beside them, upturned to catch coins.

			No, her father’s club had not been like the Full Moon. No house in all of London could possibly be like the Full Moon, with its mismatched guests, its opulent interiors, its excellent food.

			The locked door on the second floor.

			

			—

			As the days passed with no sign of her brother, Caroline swallowed her growing panic. The years of waiting for Charlie had taught her patience. So she kept her head down and hands busy. She kept her questions to herself.

			

			—

			
			Downstairs in the cellar kitchen, she helped Mrs. Easton cook breakfast. By the third morning she was allowed to mind the eggs—sneaky little things, the yolks changing from perfectly jammy to overcooked in a matter of seconds—while Mrs. Easton did everything else: kneaded the bread, turned the sausages, boiled quinces for jelly and lye for soap.

			Around six thirty, Rab arrived to choke down his breakfast. Caroline felt his unsettling gold eyes on her as she moved about the kitchen, but whenever she turned to catch him, he was looking elsewhere.

			Caroline’s curiosity and anxiety for the first supper party Mrs. Easton had mentioned, to be held the second Saturday after her arrival at the Full Moon, was only amplified by the landlady’s repetition of their to-do list.

			“On Friday we will wax the banister. The job of dusting the chandelier will fall to you, I’m afraid, Miss Huxley. I’m too old to be clambering about on chairs. And we must beat the rugs. And we must find a day to try out that sweetbread recipe…Wednesday, perhaps? That way we can work out any kinks before the Saturday…”

			Caroline did as she was told. She was downstairs before six and didn’t stop moving until the supper dishes were done. And as she went about the tasks Mrs. Easton assigned her, she searched for any sign of Charlie.

			She found none. Not so much as a scrap of paper bearing his name. But she did learn a bit about the Full Moon’s strange boarders.

			Some of the guests—Mr. O’Riley, the cowboy, Monsieur Rodart, and miniature Mr. Tythe of the massive spectacles—had clearly spent weeks, if not months, at the boardinghouse. Their rooms felt lived in, jackets hung on chairbacks in a proprietary manner, the desks messy with pomade and cologne (Monsieur Rodart), stained newspapers and old receipts (Mr. O’Riley), and jars of dead insects and bottles of ether (Mr. Tythe, who, Caroline learned, was an amateur naturalist).

			But in other rooms, the only signs of habitation were the clothes in the armoire (Mr. Toussaint, the Black man), a Bible on the bedside table (Senhor Perreira, the piratical Portuguese wine merchant), and a small, strange altar, the flowers of which were changed daily (Mr. Bajwa, the Sikh).

			Mrs. Easton’s room was beside John’s, the scarred man whose surname Caroline had not yet learned, as everyone just called him John. The landlady insisted on cleaning both rooms herself.

			Other than those, and the forbidden east wing of the second floor, the only door Caroline had not entered was Rab’s. The handle of his door was silver. Not the identical brass of every other bedroom door, including hers, which opened to the same brass key that Mrs. Easton kept on the ring at her belt.

			Once or twice, Caroline met Rab on the landing, and as they exchanged pleasantries she watched him slip a silver key into his breast pocket. She took to creeping up to the garret after he left for the day and trying the handle, praying he might have forgotten to lock it behind him. But he never did.

			At night, she wrote.

			Phrases swirled through her head like half-remembered melodies, and she repeated them while stirring the porridge or hanging sheets on the line until she could make some excuse and disappear upstairs to record them in her notebook. Mrs. Easton had many idioms, among them “a watched pot never boils,” and perhaps that was the trick with writing. For years, Caroline had sat at her desk in stillness, willing the words to come. But now, when she had no time for waiting, when her hands were their busiest, the words sprang up like dandelions after a rain.

			She crammed them into the margins of her notebook, the indents before paragraphs, even the sacrosanct page containing Charlie’s dedication. Mostly they were disjointed musings: descriptions of faces and autumn skies and the jagged black Whitechapel skyline, rambling questions of Charlie’s whereabouts and what would happen to her next. But a story had begun to form, its edges hardening like a figure stepping from the fog. A young woman, orphaned and alone, thrust into a secret society of strange men.

			When Caroline ran out of paper, she asked Mrs. Easton. The landlady had none, but, without asking what the paper was for, she directed Caroline to Rab.

			Caroline hadn’t seen him much; her days were so busy. When she passed him in the hallways, they exchanged brief good days and good nights. It was often ten or eleven when she finally capped her pen and climbed into bed, but no matter the hour, Rab’s lamp still glowed beneath his door. Once she had awoken in the dark to the sound of something heavy hitting the ground, once to the sound of glass breaking. Both times she had lain in bed with her heart leaping against her ribs, praying she had remembered to draw the bolt.

			

			—

			
			On her tenth night at the Full Moon, Caroline raised her fist to Rab’s door and knocked.

			She heard a scramble of papers, a drawer closing. Then his quick, sure steps. The door opened just enough to accommodate the width of his face.

			“Hullo,” Rab said, pulling on a polite smile.

			His nostrils flared as they always did when he encountered Caroline, and she resisted the urge to drop her nose to her underarm. She’d not yet bathed since she came here, but she did not think her body odor offensive. Was it?

			She said, “Please forgive the intrusion. I’m out of paper. Mrs. Easton said you might have some?”

			His curls stood high, as though he’d been running his hands through them, and the skin around his eyes was creased with lack of sleep. Below rolled shirtsleeves—goldenrod today, with green polka dots—his forearms were the color of new bronze, mapped with veins. The strange smell of his room emanated past him.

			“I wondered what you were doing in there,” he said, fixing her with the strange yellow gaze that made her stomach swoop, “with your lamp lit at all hours. Writing love letters, are you? To some moon-eyed boy back in Birmingham?”

			A hot blush crept up her throat. He had seen the light beneath her door, taken note of it. Was now, brazenly, asking questions about what she did, late at night, in the privacy of her own quarters.

			In her close, proper life, no one had trespassed like this. No one but Charlie. So she pretended Rab was Charlie, and responded with acid in her voice.

			“Do you have any paper to spare, or should I ask someone else?”

			In the beat of silence that followed, Caroline did not breathe. But neither did she look away. She forced herself to hold his eyes, raised her chin the way her brother did when he was feeling quarrelsome.

			Something flickered across Rab’s face, gone too quickly for Caroline to name it. His mouth cracked into a grin, and he mimed touching the brim of an imaginary hat as he said, “Sorry, ma’am. Right away, ma’am.”

			The door clicked closed. Caroline listened to his footsteps, the wooden cry of a drawer sliding open, sliding shut.

			Her heart pounded. She had never met anyone who reminded her of Charlie. But this man, despite their differences in coloring, could be his brother. Charlie had lived beside him, known him so intimately that pieces of him had blurred into Rab and pieces of Rab had blurred into Charlie. The way he reached for his cup, the way his eyes flicked to the ceiling when he was thinking. A million thoughtless gestures that could only be learned over a lifetime of proximity. Charlie had never mentioned Rab’s name, not once. But they were light and dark, moon and sun. If any room in the boardinghouse held a trace of Charlie, it was Rab’s. Of this, Caroline was certain.

			“Here you are,” Rab said, appearing a moment later with a thick sheaf of parchment. Caroline held out her hands for it, but Rab clutched it tighter to his chest. “Let him down easy, Miss Huxley.”

			But Caroline was not listening. For as Rab stepped back she glimpsed, for a moment, the mirror of her own room behind him. A desk stood under the window, the chair hastily abandoned at an odd angle. Rab’s walls, she guessed, were papered in the same pleasant rose trellis pattern as hers. But she could not be certain, for they were covered from baseboard to ceiling with handwritten notes.

			Caroline trained her gaze back on his. He must not wonder at her interest for his room, must not suspect her at all. His last sentence came tripping back to her, untethered and incomprehensible. “Let…who?”

			Rab’s eyes roved over her face as he handed her the stack of paper. Their fingers brushed, and Caroline pulled her hand back as though stung.

			He smiled again, a cool, curling smile. “The poor moon-eyed sop waiting for your letter.”

			Caroline made some curt reply, which she would later not recall. She crossed to her room, shut the door, stood with her back against it. In the yellow light of her oil lamp, she raised her hand.

			Her fingers were bone white and slender, the cuticles raw from the day’s work. There was no mark where he had touched her, though she swore there must be, for she could still feel the place where his skin had been.

		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

			



	

Chapter 6

			
				Dear Boss,

				So they say I am a Yid when will they lern Dear old Boss! You an me know the truth dont we. Lusk can look forever hell never find me but I am rite under his nose all the time. I watch them looking for me an it gives me fits ha ha I love my work an I shant stop until I get buckled and even then watch out for your old pal Jacky.

				Catch me if you Can

				Jack the Ripper

				Sorry about the blood still messy from the last one. What a pretty necklace I gave her

			

			
			The next morning, Mrs. Easton awoke with a head cold and asked Caroline to serve breakfast.

			“I can’t be sneezing into their oats,” she said, dabbing her red nose with a handkerchief. “Just keep your eyes to yourself. They don’t bite.”

			Rab, who had not yet left for work, made a sound like a snort that turned into a cough before promising to bring the landlady a bottle of Godfrey’s Cordial when he came home from the chemist shop.

			The stairs felt higher than normal. Caroline focused on not tipping the little porcelain pitchers of cream and blamed her pounding pulse on the effort. But when she entered the dining room and the boarders looked up at her with unhappy surprise, the silver spoons jingled like bells in time with her trembling hands.

			“Good—good morning, gentlemen.” Her voice sounded thin and high. “Mrs. Easton is—um—not feeling well this morning, and I—”

			Monsieur Rodart, bless him, pushed his chair back from the table. “Allow me to assist you, mademoiselle.” He took the tray from her and began distributing the sugar pots. “Please give Madame Easton our wishes for a speedy recovery.”

			It had been more than a week since the Frenchman had spoken to Caroline on the staircase. Each time their paths had crossed since, he’d been nothing but pleasant to her, and she decided that whatever threat she felt had been entirely imagined; a reflection of her own anxiety when he caught her staring at the locked door.

			Now Caroline flashed Monsieur Rodart a grateful smile as she opened the dumbwaiter, where the eggs and sausages sat smugly beneath their polished silver cloches.

			“Where’s Viv?”

			The voice was low and grated against the air.

			Caroline turned back to the table.

			John was staring at her. In his right eye, his good eye, the black pupil had contracted to a pinprick.

			“She’s under the weather, John,” said Mr. O’Riley. Caroline had never yet seen the American without his wide-brimmed rancher’s hat. Her father would have had a conniption.

			John’s mismatched eyes widened. “Viv’s sick?” Something rose inside him, something that made Caroline take half a step back. His gnarled fingers stiffened on the chair arms. He started to stand.

			“It’s all right, John.” Mr. Toussaint, seated beside John, placed a wide palm on his shoulder, speaking in the low, even tone one would use to soothe a frightened child. Caroline couldn’t place his accent, but it was round and warm and made her think of white beaches and fields of sugarcane.

			The tension in John’s body wilted like a sail without wind.

			“Viv is fine,” Mr. Toussaint continued. “She’s downstairs.” He looked up at Caroline. His eyes were as dark as his skin, black and glossy. “Isn’t that right, Miss Huxley?”

			“That’s right,” Caroline replied automatically. “Just a head cold. Sir. Mrs. Easton didn’t want to…um…sneeze into the oats.”

			The Black man chuckled. He gave Caroline a nod, then turned his attention back to John, whose eyes had dropped from Caroline’s face and now rested, unfocused, on the tablecloth.

			Caroline descended the stairs, nerves buzzing with the sensation that she had come close to something very dangerous.

			

			—

			The remainder of breakfast service went off without a hitch, except for the unnaturally fast progression of Mrs. Easton’s head cold. By the time Caroline cleared the plates, the Full Moon’s benefactress was pale and shivering despite the damp heat of the kitchen.

			“You must go up to bed, Mrs. Easton,” Caroline said gently, as the older woman dragged a ten-pound sack of flour doggedly to the worktable.

			The landlady mopped her sweating brow. “Who will take care of lunch? Supper?”

			“I will fix cold cut sandwiches for lunch. There’s a ham in the larder for supper, and I’ll boil some potatoes.” Caroline was surprised by the alacrity of this plan. A week ago, she would have melted under the stress of preparing a meal alone.

			Mrs. Easton shook her head, but there was no conviction in the gesture.

			“Just lie down for a bit,” Caroline pleaded. “You’re not well, and you’ll only get sicker if you keep working.”

			Mrs. Easton glanced about the kitchen, looking uncertain. “Perhaps I will lie down. Just for an hour. You’ll come get me if anything—”

			“If there’s a kitchen emergency, yes.”

			The landlady took a few unsteady steps toward the stairs. “Rab will be back at five with the cordial. That always stops a cold dead in its tracks.”

			Caroline glanced at the clock. It was barely eight. “I could fetch it.” The thought landed in her mind like a bird on a perch.

			“No, no,” said Mrs. Easton, waving a shaky hand through the air. “You have enough to do today.”

			There were only two dozen or so pills left in her medicine tin, and Mrs. Easton had given Caroline her first week’s wages. The sky through the window was blue and clear, heralding one of the last fair days of autumn. Other than her brief forays to the garden cesspool, she hadn’t been outside the boardinghouse walls. Besides. It would be interesting to see where Rab spent his days.

			“I need to get something for myself, actually,” she said, and when Mrs. Easton raised a gray eyebrow, she added, “I take a nerve tonic. For my weak constitution.”

			“Well,” said the landlady, clutching the banister like a lifeline, “if you’re quite sure. Only tidy the rooms first, will you?”

			Caroline promised she wouldn’t leave until all the chamber pots were emptied and the beds made. She watched Mrs. Easton climb the stairs, excitement and trepidation swelling in her chest.

			When the landlady was safely ensconced in her first-floor bedroom, Caroline finished the washing-up and began cleaning the guests’ rooms. Senhor Perreira and Mr. Tythe were out, but Monsieur Rodart’s door was open, and Caroline knocked gently before peering around the corner to find him at the writing desk.

			“Would you like your room tidied, Monsieur Rodart?”

			The Frenchman glanced up from his letter. “No, thank you, my dear. You have enough work for three people with our dear Madame Easton indisposed. How is she?”

			“Sleeping, I think.”

			Monsieur Rodart whistled. “She must be very sick, then. In the twenty years I’ve been coming to the Full Moon, Madame Easton’s only spent two days in bed. Once with a twisted knee that blew up like this”—he held his hands as though around a very large melon—“the other with influenza. John had to call a doctor.”

			Caroline’s eyes widened. She could not imagine the mauled monster from the breakfast table out in the streets, pulling a physician’s doorbell.

			“What happened to him? To John?”

			The words were out before Caroline had thought them. Blood rushed into her cheeks, and she wished fervently she could pull the question back, unsaid. But Monsieur Rodart just considered her, his hazel eyes gentle.

			“Factory accident,” he said after a moment. “He’s lucky to be alive. And sometimes he…stumbles, a bit. In his mind. When it was you at breakfast, he became confused. But you have nothing to fear, Miss Huxley. His countenance is disturbing, which is why he rarely leaves the house, but he is a gentle soul who wouldn’t hurt a dog.”

			Caroline nodded. She knew something of factory accidents. When she was a girl, one of the groundskeeper’s sons had gone to Birmingham to make his fortune as a metallurgist. He returned the next summer a drooling, incontinent thing, with a pit in his skull the size of an apricot where a steel beam had pierced the bone. But he was harmless as an infant. And Caroline knew in her marrow that John was not.

			“Are you overwhelmed with work, today?” Monsieur Rodart asked, changing the subject. “I was about to leave for the Merchant Navy offices, but I could spare a few moments to help.”

			“That’s very kind,” Caroline said, forcing a smile. “But the rooms are all tidied. And I promised Mrs. Easton I’d walk to Mr. Ripley’s chemistry to purchase a cordial for her.”

			“Ah, yes,” Monsieur Rodart said. “Godfrey’s miracle drug. It does work wonders.” He reached for his hat, a smart tan derby trimmed with green. “I’m walking that way myself. I’ll accompany you.”

			

			—

			In the bright sunshine, with the Frenchman by her side and her first week’s wages jingling merrily in her pocket, Whitechapel felt like an entirely different borough than the hellscape Caroline had glimpsed from the hansom cab window. Although a few pedestrians had stared at them as they descended the Full Moon’s front steps, elbowing one another or pointing surreptitiously, Caroline soon shook her sense of unease and lost herself in the mad bustle of the high street.

			It was poor, true; poorer than any place she had been before. Tenements leaned against each other like crooked teeth in a crowded mouth, beggars rattled alms cups, and the smell of sewage sat wet and heavy in the September air. But there was a vibrancy to Whitechapel that Stafford, with its neat public greens and wide river, did not possess. People called out greetings across the street; newsboys shouted headlines on the corners. They passed a group of Jewish laborers, faces bearded beneath battered bowlers, and long after they were behind her, their language played in Caroline’s ears like strange, spiky music. There were Sikhs, their turbans shining white in the mass of gray and black wool, ruddy-cheeked Irishmen, and seamen walking wide-legged in their blue uniforms, unused to steady ground.

			“Coroner’s inquest for the murder of Polly Nichols!” shouted a newsboy from the opposite corner. “Throat and belly slit! Murderer still on the loose! Read all the details here!”

			Despite the mildness of the early-autumn day, a shiver walked down Caroline’s spine. She glanced at Monsieur Rodart from under the rim of her bonnet. But his eyes were fixed straight ahead.

			Lives like Polly’s always end in tragedy. He had known her, at least obliquely. They all had.

			At the next corner, the Frenchman paused and pointed right. “This is where I leave you, chérie. The chemist is just one block down. I shall pray for Madame Easton’s return to full strength.”

			He left her, walking south toward the Thames with his arms swinging.

			Caroline stood still for a moment, watching him go. Then she set her sights down Brick Lane and commanded her feet forward.

			A strange thrill ran through her. She was alone, in the streets of London. She felt frightened and brave all at once.

			Caroline examined the faces she passed, searching for any sign of acknowledgment that she was an unaccompanied woman. A raised eyebrow, a disapproving frown. A few appraising glances at the fine black wool of her cloak, her bonnet’s silk roses. But no one spared her a second look.

			

			—

			The chemistry window was filled with displays, artfully stacked bottles in every color, and handwritten signs.

			Cure All Forms of Stomach Problems with Giles’ Dyspepsia Tablets

			and

			Dr. Kilmer’s Female Remedy: Purify the Blood and Tone the Nerves

			But the sign on the door read Closed.

			Caroline looked up and down the street in dismay. A hay cart rattled past her. A group of women chattered beneath dingy parasols. But there was no sign of Rab.

			He’s stepped out, she told herself. Gone for something to eat.

			But he had eaten heartily that morning, as he always did, and before the head cold forced her upstairs, Mrs. Easton had insisted he take a sandwich.

			With every minute that ticked by, Caroline’s heart pumped faster. Her brash excitement died, replaced by cold, trickling fear.

			Foolish. Foolish to have left the boardinghouse. Foolish to be alone, even in the bald light of day, even in a street teeming with pedestrians. Why had she offered to perform this errand? Rab would be back by dusk, as he always was, with the medication in hand. Mrs. Easton only had a cold. And Caroline could return later, or indeed visit a different chemist, for her own medication.

			Caroline turned back the way she had come, toward the corner where Monsieur Rodart left her. She would walk quickly, she told herself. Left down Brick Lane, left on Old Montague Street. Five cross streets, then the cool safety of the boardinghouse walls. But she had only made it halfway down the block before her feet stopped.

			For there, a head taller than the other men in the street, was Rab.

			Caroline opened her mouth to call out to him, relief coursing up her limbs like bathwater. But her tongue froze around his name. For he was not alone.

			A woman walked beside him. The curves of her body swelled and contracted like a violin under her simple black dress, and in the syrupy sunlight, her bare hair shone gold. As she turned to look up at Rab, Caroline glimpsed her face in profile. Full cheeks, wide-set eyes. Nose lifted at the tip. She wore no cloak.

			Bareheaded. Uncloaked. The woman was a prostitute. And Rab’s fingers were wrapped possessively around her upper arm.

			A pair of Jewish men, their black gabardines swinging, stepped out of a shop in front of Caroline, blocking her view. When she had dodged around them, Rab and the woman had disappeared.

			Caroline blinked. They had been there, just a moment ago; she looked up and down the pavement, narrowed her eyes at the line of carriages and mule carts in the street. But the two figures were nowhere to be seen.

			She hurried forward, peering through shop windows on the pretense of eyeing their wares. At the spot where she had last seen them, the brick walls gapped, opening onto the mouth of a narrow little alley. She glimpsed a kick of skirts, a man’s shoe sole, before the walls twisted sharply and pulled them out of sight.

			Without thinking, Caroline followed.

			

			—

			As soon as she stepped out of the high street, it was as though a fist had closed around the sun. The walls of the buildings on either side leaned toward each other, the sky above reduced to a distant strip of blue. The cobblestones were slick under her boots.

			Caroline slowed as she approached the turn in the alley, but she heard no voices, and each step revealed only another empty foot of stained brick. A rat, disturbed from its pile of refuse, scuttled across her path, but she swallowed her scream and pressed on. The alley forked. Caroline paused, but the branch to her left was even narrower and reeked of urine. She continued straight.

			Ten more steps. The alley split again. From the sharp turn to her right, she caught the low murmur of voices.

			“I could ask you the same question, Rab Ripley.” The woman’s voice, clear as a bell. “The last time I saw Charlie Foster, he was on his way to you.”

			Caroline’s heart throbbed in her throat. She pressed herself against the wall and listened.

			“And you’ve heard nothing from him since?” Rab’s voice, low and strained. “Received no notes, no news of him through your…your friends?”

			A humorless laugh. “You mean from other whores? For someone who calls himself Charlie’s best friend, you seem to barely know him at all.”

			Silence. When Rab next spoke, his words were measured. “Please, Mary Jane. You knew him for a few months. I grew up with him.”

			“So I have no claim on his heart?” the woman scoffed. “You were boys together, Rab. I would have been his wife.”

			Caroline’s pulse tripped.

			“Let’s not do this,” Rab said tightly. “Let’s not do this again.”

			“Oh, I think we should,” the woman spat. “The last time I saw Charlie, he was unsettled. Said he had to speak with you, over and over, but about what, he would not say. I tried to stop him from leaving, after the hell you put him through. The hell you put us both through. And I never saw him again. Something you said sent him away.”

			“No,” Rab said quietly. “We made up. We made up, that night.”

			“How convenient,” Mary Jane snarled, “that your friendship survived. I almost did not.”

			Silence, thick as honey. Caroline was holding her breath.

			“If something happened to Charlie, it happened after he came to the boardinghouse that night,” said Rab. “We made up. We parted ways as friends again. He left before midnight. I assumed he was returning to you.”

			Caroline imagined the woman crossing her arms over her chest, appraising Rab.

			“I swear it, Mary Jane.” The plea was bare in his voice. “I swear on my life.”

			The sound of air blown out between lips.

			“Enough,” she said. “I believe you, I suppose. As much as I believe anything these days.”

			“If you hear anything about him,” Rab went on, and Caroline could practically feel his relief, “anything at all, will you tell me?”

			“If you promise to do the same. Although I have a feeling, Rab, that we will come up empty-handed. Wherever Charlie Foster is, he does not want to be found.”

			“Are you still in the flat in Miller’s Court?”

			A sound of assent. “But come alone,” the woman said, “in the daylight, or I shan’t open my door to you. And if you ever manhandle me down an alley again, Robert Ripley, I will stab you through the heart.”

			Rab muttered a reply, but Caroline was no longer listening.

			She had heard an extremely private conversation, and if she did not move quickly, Rab and Mary Jane would walk right into her.

			As quickly and silently as she could, Caroline retraced her steps toward the alley opening. Behind her, footfalls bounced up the narrow walls.

			The cobbles twisted and turned. The distance she had traveled felt twice as long. The other two were not trying to be quiet, not stepping carefully; she would never reach the high street before them. So when Caroline reached the smelly offshoot she had glimpsed earlier, she raised her skirts to clear the puddles and stepped into the noxious dark.

			Her boots sunk into reeking water; it slid between her laces, wet her stockings. But she did not hesitate, did not stop, until the cramped passage twisted and she could no longer see the glow of light where she had entered.

			Caroline pressed herself against the damp bricks and bridled her frantic breathing. The two sets of footsteps grew artificially loud as they passed the mouth of her tunnel, then receded.

			Breathe, Caroline commanded herself, inhaling and exhaling the fetid air through an open mouth. When her heartbeat had steadied and the only sounds were the drip of water and the patter of vermin, Caroline peeled herself off the wall and picked her way back to the larger alley. The air grew brighter and sweeter with every step, but she did not notice.

			I would have been his wife.

			Caroline saw Charlie seated beside the stream again. One day, if neither of us marries, after Father dies, we can live here together.

			It couldn’t be true. This Mary Jane had misunderstood Charlie’s intentions, surely, had lost herself in a hopeful fantasy.

			But where—oh, God, where—was Charlie?

			So caught was Caroline in the web of her own thoughts that she did not hear the shuffle of poorly shod feet until she turned the final twist in the alley. The opening onto the high street was not ten paces more, but a pair of men stood before it, blocking her way like clouds across the sun.

			Caroline’s spine stiffened.

			“Would you look here, Nat?” said the man closer to Caroline. He bared gapped, tobacco-stained teeth in an unfriendly smile. “You were just saying you needed some comp’ny. The good Lord was listening.”

			Nat was shorter, his nose red with sun and gin. “I did just say, dinnit I?”

			“If you please, gentlemen,” Caroline began, her voice pinched and high, “I was just meeting my brother.”

			This pronouncement brought a hearty laugh from both.

			“Aye, meeting your brother,” said the taller man. “In a dark little tunnel. And I’ll wager you’re a good girl from the country, just down on your luck. We’ve heard that one before. Haven’t we, Nat?”

			“Aye, a hundred times,” the shorter man said, with an expression like that of a starving dog eyeing a butcher’s window. “Don’t worry, pretty. We pay.”

			“There he is,” Caroline bluffed, looking past their shoulders. “Charlie! Charlie!” They turned, as she hoped they would, and she ducked past them, was an arm’s span from the street—

			Fingers closed painfully around her waist.

			“Help!” she screamed. “Help!”

			She managed to kick the tall man in the shins before the second slapped a filthy hand over her mouth and dragged her deeper into the alley.
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Chapter 7

			Fear blazed hot and white through Caroline’s head, extinguishing all reason.

			She screamed into the palm over her mouth, twisted her body like a hooked fish. She caught a sour finger between her teeth, bit down until she tasted blood.

			The hand pulled back with a curse. Caroline lunged forward, but the arms around her waist threw her against the wall and her head hit so hard she saw stars.

			“Help!” she shrieked as thick fingers fastened around her throat. “HELP!”

			She would die here. She would be raped and murdered, and no one would know, no one would care; she would be erased from the world like her mother was, as though she had never been. She clawed at the hands around her neck. Black spots appeared at the edges of her vision.

			No. Her only thought.

			No. The world reduced to one word.

			No—

			Then the grip loosened. Caroline collapsed to the ground as the men released her, cursing. A rush of air like wings as they left her, ran deeper into the alley.

			“Miss?” A man stood above her, his face a blur. “Miss? Are you all right?”

			“I…” Caroline gasped, raising tentative fingers to her neck. “I…”

			The man knelt beside her. “They’re gone,” he said. “Are you injured?”

			“I’m all right,” she croaked.

			She wasn’t. She was shaking like a reed in the wind, and her body felt queerly distant. But she was alive.

			Her vision swam back into tentative clarity.

			The man was dressed in the black cap and uniform of a police officer. The embroidered white letters on his jacket writhed unpleasantly when Caroline attempted to read them. So she focused, instead, on his face.

			It was a nice face, about Charlie’s age. His nose was long and pointed, his sandy brows straight and serious, and beneath a neat mustache, his lips were pressed together in an expression of concern.

			“My name is Sergeant Corbet,” he said. “I’m an officer of the Metropolitan Police. Do you require medical attention?”

			Caroline took a long, shuddering breath. She shook her head and immediately regretted the movement. “I’m all right.”

			Sergeant Corbet nodded sympathetically. “Take as long as you need. You’ve had quite a fright.” He glared at the twisting alley into which the two men had disappeared. “I know the two who attacked you. Blight of the East End, that lot. After I get your statement, I’ll take some men and knock their door down. You have my word.”

			“Thank God you came,” Caroline blurted. She thought, for a terrible moment, that she would cry. But Sergeant Corbet gave her privacy, taking his time to pull notebook and pencil from his pocket as she gained control of her emotions.

			“Now,” he said, flipping to a blank page. “Tell me, please, exactly what happened.”

			She lied flimsily, told him she thought she had seen someone she knew and followed them into the alley. There was an inherent shame in eavesdropping, but more than that, some deep part of her had filled with a creeping certainty that Charlie had gotten mixed up with something sinister before he left the Full Moon. And she followed the impulse to protect him.

			Sergeant Corbet glanced up at her then. She felt her lie laid bare in his eyes, which were blue with scribbles of green and reminded Caroline of poems she had read about the ocean. But he said nothing, so she continued. Her voice grew stronger when she reached the truth: the men blocking her way, their hands hard on her body. When she described being held against the wall, a flush crept up Sergeant Corbet’s neck. She was grateful for it, grateful for his discomfort at the terrible truth of what had nearly happened.

			By the time she’d finished, the adrenaline had drained from her bloodstream like a swarm of wasps. In its wake, she became aware, suddenly, that she was sitting on the filthy cobblestones, her dress wet and reeking, her head hammering against her skull with every heartbeat. She was overcome with a desperate need to leave this place, set this nightmare far behind her. Sergeant Corbet put away his notebook and helped her to her feet.

			“May I escort you home, Miss…?”

			“Foster,” she offered. “Caroline Foster.”

			Too late, she remembered the alias.

			“And where do you live, Miss Foster?”

			Audley House, she almost answered. But Audley House was half a country away. It no longer belonged to her. And she belonged nowhere.

			“Two-one-two Old Montague Street,” she said.

			It was to Sergeant Corbet’s credit that he kept his face blank. “The men’s boardinghouse?”

			“I’m the kitchen maid.”

			He gave her another long, searching look, then offered his arm.

			The light in the high street was blinding after so long in the dark. Caroline clutched Sergeant Corbet’s coat sleeve over the uneven cobblestones as they retraced the steps she had taken with Monsieur Rodart. It felt like another life, walking down the street with the Frenchman, thinking that Whitechapel was not the hell she had first thought. People looked at her as they had not when she had been alone, eyes flicking swiftly from her face to her sodden dress to the policeman’s uniform, then away. She resisted the urge to cover her throat with her free hand, certain the marks of the man’s hands were somehow visible already on her skin.

			“Forgive me for saying, Miss Foster,” Sergeant Corbet said, “but you do not have the appearance of a kitchen maid. And your accent is from the Midlands, is it not?”

			His own accent was like Charlie’s, like Rab’s. Beneath the overemphasized h’s and hard t’s, she caught a whiff of cockney. An East End boy with an education.

			“I’ve only just arrived in London.” Her voice was hoarse and painful, but she clutched the normalcy of the conversation like a lifeline. “From Staffordshire. I came to find my brother. Last I heard, he was staying at the boardinghouse.”

			Sergeant Corbet’s eyes moved over her professionally, pausing on the fine but scuffed leather of her boots, the elegant stitching of a dress made for sitting in a parlor, not scrubbing floors. He read her story as clearly as though it had been set down in black ink: She was highborn but penniless. Utterly alone.

			“And did you?” he asked.

			Caroline had lost the thread of the conversation and blinked stupidly. “Did I what?”

			“Find your brother?”

			“Not yet.”

			The words she had overheard between Rab and Mary Jane, which had nearly cost Caroline her life, surfaced again, like a precious object revealed by the tide.

			Wherever Charlie Foster is, he does not want to be found.

			“What’s his name?”

			Caroline contracted.

			There was so much she did not know about the version of Charlie she had encountered in Whitechapel. The Charlie who lived in a men’s boardinghouse—an irreputable one, judging from the policeman’s reaction. The Charlie who had been entangled with—she could not yet believe he was engaged to be married to—a prostitute. But, if Rab and this Mary Jane woman could be believed, her brother had disappeared without a word to either of them. If he was in trouble, she must protect him.

			“I grew up here,” Sergeant Corbet said gently, sensing her hesitation. “I might be able to help you find him.”

			A second, more reasonable voice spoke in Caroline’s head. This policeman had the full force of the law on his side. He might succeed where Rab and Mary Jane had failed.

			“Charlie,” she conceded. “Charlie Foster.”

			Sergeant Corbet’s sandy eyebrows drew together. “I don’t know the name. But I will make inquiries. Don’t worry, Miss Foster. If he is in the borough, we will find him.”

			They took ten steps in silence.

			If he is in the borough.

			If Charlie had been to Staffordshire, found her missing and the estate sold, surely he would know to look for her here. Perhaps he went first to Carys, in Wales. She pictured the two of them worrying over her, trying to puzzle out where she might have gone. The thought soothed her. If Charlie was in Wales, he would return to London soon, pull her free from the strange rabbit hole she had tumbled into.

			Caroline noticed, belatedly, that Sergeant Corbet was limping subtly, favoring his right leg by a half second. “Did the men hurt you?” she asked, glancing down at his left foot as it briefly struck the ground.

			“What? Oh, no. It’s an old wound. A musket ball in Burma.”

			Caroline flushed. “Forgive me,” she said, “how impolite.”

			“It doesn’t hurt anymore,” Sergeant Corbet said quickly, quenching her embarrassment. “Except when it rains. Or if it’s very cold. Or very hot. It’s worst in the mornings, and often the evenings. And, come to think of it, now.”

			Caroline’s eyes widened in alarm, but he was smiling.

			They were nearly back to the Full Moon.

			“You may leave me here,” Caroline said. She could not bear to answer the questions she would face should any of the boarders see her arrive arm in arm with a policeman. A policeman who knew her true name.

			“It’s no problem. Just another block.”

			“I insist. I’ve already taken enough of your time.”

			He shrugged politely and released her arm. “As you wish. Should you need anything—anything at all—ask for me at the station down on Leman Street. Or perhaps I will see you at St. Mary’s. I never miss Sunday service, if I can help it.”

			Caroline dropped into a shallow curtsy. “Thank you, Sergeant.”

			The policeman bowed but did not turn away. His eyes held hers, blazing, urgent. “Take care of yourself, Miss Foster. Were you my sister, I would not allow you within shooting distance of the Full Moon.”

			

			—

			Caroline let herself through the garden gate by reaching up on her tiptoes and feeling blindly for the latch. She climbed the servants’ stair to her gable room, left the ruined dress in a pile in the armoire, and chose an evergreen gown with a high, ruffled neck to hide the blossoming bruises. She splashed water on her face, repinned her hair, and stared at herself for a long moment.

			Her hands trembled on the armoire. Something bubbled beneath the surface of her skin. She recognized the flavor of the emotion but had never tasted it this strong, this acidic.

			It was rage. So powerful it was dragging her under, tearing at her seams.

			But she was still not safe. She could not fall apart. Not here, not now.

			Later, she told her white reflection. Later, there will be time. When you find Charlie. When you find Charlie.

			She swallowed two of Dr. Hoffman’s pills, closed her eyes at the gentle numbness that washed over her cheeks, her throat, her chest. She slid the tin into the pocket of her dress. Better to have them at hand, should she need them.

			She curled her fingers into fists. Took a final, shaking breath.

			Mrs. Easton was still abed, so in the cellar kitchen she sliced cold chicken for sandwiches, squeezed lemons for lemonade, arranged olives and pickled onions in serving bowls painted with blue roses.

			Her head ached. Her ribs ached. Her throat felt blistered from screaming. But she held away the memory of the attack with metallic determination, and her busy hands corralled her mind.

			She set the dining room table with six place settings and unloaded the trays of food from the dumbwaiter. She rang the bell, then disappeared downstairs to get the potatoes boiling for supper before any of the guests saw her face.

			But when she returned to retrieve the dishes, her carefully constructed mask nearly slipped. The dining room was empty save for Mr. Toussaint, the bull-shouldered Barbadian. He was stacking dirty plates.

			“I thought you could use an extra hand,” he said in his resonant voice.

			Caroline blanched. They were alone. He easily weighed twice as much as her. She felt the man’s filthy hand over her mouth again, his fingers digging into the soft flesh under her ribs.

			“Do you feel quite well, Miss Huxley?” Mr. Toussaint said, frowning slightly. “You look a bit peaked. I hope you are not coming down with Mrs. Easton’s cold.”

			Caroline swallowed. “I’m fine,” she said unconvincingly. “Really. Thank you for your concern, Mr. Toussaint. But you don’t have to help me—”

			He lifted the stack of porcelain as easily as a book of matches, placed it in the neatly loaded dumbwaiter, and nodded to the open cellar door. “After you.”

			She could not deny his assistance without making a scene. In the past week, this man had only ever treated her with a sort of disorienting respect when he passed her in the hall or when she cleared his plate at supper. But before Caroline followed, she turned her back to him and slid a mustard-smeared knife up her sleeve. With every jarring step down the stairs, the serrated teeth scraped the skin of her forearm.

			Mr. Toussaint started on the dishes, slinging a stained tea towel over his shoulder and whistling a lively tune that Caroline had never heard before. She was tense as a rabbit in an open field, every sense turned to the Barbadian’s back as she emptied the dumbwaiter and stacked the dirty plates on the counter beside him.

			She had never seen a man do the washing-up.

			At Audley House, the kitchen staff had been entirely women, gossipy old hens with chapped hands who chased the stable boys from the larder like so many mice.

			But Mr. Toussaint—who, Mrs. Easton had told Caroline, had begun a transatlantic transport business with just one ship and now owned a fleet of them—seemed entirely at home. He rolled the fine cambric of his undersleeves up past his elbows and started scrubbing the burned oats from the bottom of the pot.

			“I was the eldest of seven,” he said, intuiting her question. “Mum worked in the big house up the road and was gone each morning before it was light. I lit the fire, cooked the rice. Got the little ones off to church school.” He chuckled. “Even ironed their uniforms, though I wasn’t very good at it. Singed all the collars.”

			Seven children. What would it have been like to have six brothers and sisters, to have never been alone?

			“Do you miss them?”

			It was a foolish, intimate question. But he just flashed her a sad half smile and said, “Oh, yes. Every day. Those who are left. And the ones who are gone, even more.”

			Mr. Toussaint took his polite leave when the dishes were done, claiming he had a business meeting in Commercial Street. In his absence, the kitchen felt cavernous.

			As she reached for the broom in the corner, something bit Caroline’s forearm. It was the mustard knife. She drew it from her sleeve and washed it thoughtfully before setting it back in its block.
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			When the potatoes were boiling for supper, when the lunch dishes were dried and put away, Caroline carried a tray up to Mrs. Easton. Despite her snooping, she had not yet entered the landlady’s bedroom and was unsurprised to find it as neat and spartan as the woman herself.

			“Tea with honey,” Caroline announced, placing the steaming cup on the bedside table. “And the last of yesterday’s mulligatawny.”

			Mrs. Easton emerged from a pile of quilts, blinking blearily at the lines of light escaping the curtains.

			“I don’t have the cordial, I’m afraid. Mr. Ripley was…was not in.” Caroline resisted the urge to touch her swollen throat.

			“I’m sorry to have sent you,” Mrs. Easton replied huskily, dunking the spoon into the shimmering broth. “You have more than enough to do today, without taking care of me. Has it been quite awful?”

			Caroline forced a thin smile. “It’s been fine,” she lied. “Really. Breakfast was already done, and Mr. Toussaint helped me with the lunch dishes. Supper will be a bit bare-bones, but no one will starve.”

			Mrs. Easton considered her. The landlady’s face was still pale, but a few bites of the soup had already returned some brightness to her eyes.

			“I know I haven’t been the most patient mistress,” she said, “but I’m glad you knocked on my door that day.”

			Caroline stared at the coverlet and kept her eyes dry.

			

			—

			Rab returned at five, as he always did. Caroline, who had not left the kitchen since after lunch, heard his buoyant step on the overhead floorboards as she was starting a stock for tomorrow’s soup. He whistled as he descended the stairs.

			“Look at you,” he said cheerfully, surveying Caroline with his hands on his hips. “You’ve taken to kitchen drudgery like a fish to water. No one would guess you were once a lady’s maid.”

			“I can hardly believe it myself.”

			“It could be worse,” he went on, sauntering across the flagstones toward her. Caroline’s hackles rose. “We’re not such a bad lot, all things considered. If you were working at one of those high-street inns, your bottom would have been pinched so many times by now that you wouldn’t be able to sit down.”

			Caroline threw a chunk of carrot at him to cover the angry flush in her cheeks. Rab caught it and popped it between his teeth, chewed it with his mouth open. She wanted to throw the knife next. Her nose prickled, suddenly and stupidly. She wanted to scream at him. She wanted to demand he tell her everything he knew about Charlie.

			She wanted to tell him what had happened.

			“Is something wrong?”

			Caroline wiped a sleeve over an eye. “Just the onions. Have you seen Mrs. Easton?”

			Rab stole another sloppy carrot slice from the pile at her elbow. “Just now. Poor old bird. She told me you stopped at the chemist, but it was closed. Sorry about that. I popped out for something to eat. Couldn’t have been gone more than ten minutes.” He clicked his tongue. “Bad timing.”

			Caroline nodded but did not look up.

			“Viv said you needed a medicine of your own?”

			“There’s no rush. I’ll come by a different day, when Mrs. Easton is feeling better.”

			“Which medicine is it?”

			“A nerve tonic. For my constitution.”

			Rab nodded professionally. “Ner-Vigor? Spasmosédine?”

			“I’m not…I’m not sure.”

			She wanted Charlie. Charlie’s long arms around her, Charlie’s heartbeat calling to hers. But Charlie was not here. She could feel her edges fading, the faintness waiting just beyond the perimeter of her vision.

			Are you taking your medicine? The concerned way her brother always bit his bottom lip when he surveyed her peaked face, her pale cheeks. The last words Carys spoke to her. Don’t forget to take your medicine.

			She could not afford to let the old illness sink its claws into her. Not before she found Charlie.

			Caroline drew the little tin from her pocket and pried the lid open. Rab’s eyes narrowed.

			“May I?” he asked, and at Caroline’s nod, he pinched up a pill and dropped it into his palm. He considered it for a long moment, then sniffed it.

			“I have no idea what this is,” he said. “The size is common, but the color, the smell…Where did you get these?”

			“A doctor in…in Birmingham.”

			“And what did this doctor’s treatment entail?”

			Caroline balked. The intimacy, discussing her medical care with a man! But Rab seemed to follow her train of thought and said gently, “I realize the delicate nature of my question. But if I am to parse out the identity of this medication, some details would be helpful.”

			“He listened to my heart. My lungs.” Dr. Hoffman’s scent of ether and mothballs, his face pressed to the bare skin of her back. Her chest. Caroline repressed a shudder. “He said I was weak of constitution and spasmodic of nerves. He treated my mother for the same affliction.”

			She didn’t say, She died of it.

			Rab nodded once. “Did he bleed you?”

			“Yes. He applied leeches…liberally.” The horrid black things on her throat, between her shoulder blades.

			Another slow nod. “Bleeding fell out of favor decades ago. Only the least respectable doctors still practice it.” He considered the pill again. “Whatever this is, I’ve never seen it before.”

			Panic gripped Caroline. She had never been without her medication; never, other than a handful of times when she had been too sick to swallow, gone a day without taking Dr. Hoffman’s pills.

			Rab seemed to sense this. “The chemistry stocks several effective nerve tonics,” he said. “I’m sure any of them will act as suitable substitutes. I’ll bring you something when I’m off work tomorrow. In the meantime, do you mind if I keep this?” He indicated the little pill in his palm. “I’m a bit of a scientist, you see. I may be able to figure out the chemical makeup of this medicine and concoct something similar.”

			“Thank you,” Caroline replied. Only a score of pills remained. She would have to ration them. Take no more than one per day, or even every other day, until Rab had discovered their makeup.

			“No promises.” Rab flashed her his most rakish grin. “I’m just as liable to melt it into sludge as deduce what it’s made of.”

			“Would Mrs. Easton care for supper, do you think?” Caroline asked, steering the conversation into less intimate waters.

			Rab shook his head. “She was asleep before I left the room. Poor thing. She took a double dose of the cordial, which should keep her in bed until noon tomorrow. Looks like you’re on your own again for breakfast and lunch. Can I help?”

			“No, thank you.” She did not trust herself to keep the mask in place. Not when her terror was so recent, not with his body so close.

			Rab shrugged. “Suit yourself. I’ll be in my room if you need me.” He paused at the doorway. “You have flour on your nose, by the way.”

			Caroline lobbed another carrot at him, but it missed, and she was alone again with a boiling pot and her screaming thoughts.

			

			—

			When supper was served and the dishes done, when the kitchen floor was swept and tomorrow’s soup lidded, Caroline dragged her abused body up four flights of stairs. Rab’s lamp glowed through the chinks of the doorjamb. She heard the clink of metal against glass but did not pause to listen.

			She locked the door behind her.

			Her stockings reeked of the puddle she had stepped in; beneath their clammy fibers, her toes were red and blistered. She undid the laces of her dress, slid it over her head, followed it with the chemise. Naked, standing on tiptoe, she touched the white skin of her belly in the glass. It was tender and boggy, but her throat was worst, blood already pooling purple in the unmistakable pattern of a stranger’s fingers. He had left her with this, like a brand. She would not forget it.

			Face washed, hair plaited, nightgown fastened with shell buttons, Caroline slid into bed.

			But sleep did not come.

			In the camera obscura of her closed eyelids, visions flashed.

			The men at the alley opening, grinning their hunters’ grins.

			Her head against the wall. Their hands around her neck. Her swallowed scream.

			She had been nothing to them. A flower to be plucked and crushed beneath their bootheels. A thing to be used and discarded.

			Caroline sat up. She reached over and fumbled with the metal key until warm lamplight spilled over the room. She threw the covers off, walked from bed to desk on protesting feet.

			She stared for a long moment at the medicine tin. Another pill, she knew, would drag her into deep, dreamless sleep. But she had only a few weeks’ worth of medicine remaining, and she did not want to yield control of her body and mind. Not again.

			She sat in the desk chair and pulled paper and pen from the drawer.

			Today, she wrote, in sharp black lines, the eighteenth of September, 1888, I, Caroline Foster, nearly lost my virtue and my life.

			And only when she had emptied all the words from her head could she finally sleep.
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Chapter 8

			The Times

			 

			London, United Kingdom

			Wednesday, September 19, 1888

			Sir—

			Whitechapel horrors will not be in vain if “at last” the public conscience awakens to consider the life which these horrors reveal. The murders were, it may almost be said, bound to come; generation could not follow generation in lawless intercourse, children could not be familiarized with scenes of degradation, community in crime could not be the bond of society and the end of all be peace.

			Some of us who, during many years, have known the life of our neighbours do not think the murders to be the worst fact in our experience, and published evidence now gives material for forming a picture of daily or nightly life such as no one has imagined.

			(Excerpt from Rev. Samuel A. Barnett’s letter to the editor of The Times.)

			
			In the weeks between Charlie’s visits, other than the occasional afternoon spent sipping tea in Eloise’s drawing room, Caroline’s only friends had been those she met on the pages of books.

			The obsession had been born of boredom. On one of her father’s long trips to the capital, she had let herself into his study and absentmindedly trailed her fingers along the spines on the bookshelves, until the gold waves embossed on a book as thick as her hand stopped her dead. She tugged the tome free and stared down at the cover. Moby-Dick, it declared. Or, The Whale.

			She had read—on the floor, with her back against the bookshelf—until the light through the window faded. She had not noticed the numbness in her legs nor the ache in her spine until Carys, flustered and pale-lipped, found her and forced her to eat supper. Caroline had reluctantly complied with the book open before her, the spoon forgotten halfway to her mouth. And she had read on through the night, read until the sun gilded the trees and the house woke around her, read until she had consumed the final word and sat for a long time with the closed book pressed against her heart.

			And so it had continued.

			She read every novel in her father’s study, even slogged through a few philosophical texts. She had blushed at Voltaire’s Candide, clenched Dumas’s pages as though she were the one holding the rapier, and drunk up every sentence of A Tale of Two Cities.

			Here, in black ink, she could live a thousand lives. She could travel the world, walk in the shoes of a prince or a pauper. She could sail the ocean, spend her childhood in an orphanage, fight a war, fall in love.

			When Charlie next visited, he grinned as she recounted every plot point of Far from the Madding Crowd, and a week after he’d left, a package was delivered with her name on it.

			It was trio of books. Pride and Prejudice. But what stopped Caroline’s heart in her chest was the name beneath the title.

			A woman. A woman had written these novels.

			Caroline read the trilogy in a single day, and although she rolled her eyes at the interminable dialogue and complete lack of swordplay, something kindled inside her. This woman, this Jane Austen, had created something. She had made up people with hopes and fears. She had decorated rooms with drapes and paintings and pianofortes. She had swirled her characters around one another, tangled them up together. She had breathed life into a world of her own invention. And that world, those people, now existed without her. Beyond her.

			Other than through the deeds of one’s sons, it seemed the only way open for a woman to leave her mark on the world.

			Caroline went into town the next day. The bookseller carried other novels of Austen’s—Emma and Sense and Sensibility—and Caroline purchased all of them, hoping (she would be disappointed) for more than conversations in drawing rooms. The bookseller had nodded approvingly at her stack.

			“Very popular,” he’d said. “Very popular, miss, with the other ladies.”

			Caroline had wrinkled her nose at that. “Do you have anything else?” she asked. “By a lady?”

			The bookseller had sighed and pointed at a bottom shelf. “The Brontës,” he said, with a sniff of disapproval, “are ladies.”

			And so Jane Eyre and Wuthering Heights had come into Caroline’s life like long-lost friends. In those pages, she met the mirror to her own sorrow and hope. And she wondered—silently, self-consciously—if she might ever build a world of her own out of paper and ink.

			She had tried. Lord knew how she’d tried, in the empty weeks between Charlie’s visits. She had hurled herself at the diary he bought her like a dog against the bars of a cage. But whatever strange soul inhabited the great works of fiction in her bookshelf—even, she admitted begrudgingly, Austen’s—she was never able to conjure it.

			Until now. Now, in the dark hours of night, after the work of the boardinghouse was done and the bolt was drawn across her door, something beyond her moved her hand. The words appeared in her mind as though dropped there, and she could not get them out quickly enough. She stayed up past midnight, the only interruptions the regular tolling of the Dutch clock in the parlor and the small, surreptitious sounds from Rab’s room across the landing.

			She recorded her days in minute detail. The curl of steam against the cellar windows, the ache in her back after scrubbing the floors, the taste of Mrs. Easton’s scones, salty and buttery and crumbly, the way a sandcastle might taste in some fairy kingdom where the world was made of sweets.

			Mostly, though, she wrote about the attack in the alley.

			The memory did not leave Caroline in the days and weeks that followed. It waited for her behind doors and in cupboards like some terrible boggart, but the monster was her own body and her own mind. It regurgitated sensations and details without warning: the black half-moons of grime beneath the tall man’s fingernails. The boyish gap between his front teeth. His hands on her ribs. His fingers around her throat.

			She combed through each moment, each strangled breath. She cataloged the men’s clothing, their sour scents, the expressions that flitted over their faces: delight and menace and rage and delight. If she could re-create the scene truthfully, heartbeat by heartbeat, perhaps it would cease to belong to them, and belong, instead, to her.

			But as September dropped its golden leaves and autumn’s gray skies blew in, Caroline’s daily tasks nearly doubled, and she found herself collapsing into bed with only a forlorn glance at her waiting desk. From dawn to long after the supper dishes were dried, she and Mrs. Easton worked.

			“Every room will be occupied, come Saturday,” the landlady told her one Monday. “And we shan’t do more than keep our heads above water with the cooking and tidying. Everything we can do ahead, we must do now.”

			They baked and iced enough tea cakes for the Royal Navy. They teetered on stacked stools to dust the dining room’s crystal chandelier. They stirred sheets with lye in great copper vats like East End witches. They kneaded dough, roasted meat, boiled potatoes. Caroline polished the silver until her reflection blinked back from every teaspoon and marveled at the new quickness of her fingers.

			“It’ll rain tomorrow,” Mrs. Easton said on Tuesday, with an expert glance through the kitchen windows. “Better do all we can of our outdoor tasks today.”

			Together they carried the boardinghouse’s rugs to the back garden and hit them with a broom handle until they had exhaled all their dust.

			“I like to imagine our dear lord mayor,” Mrs. Easton said, thwacking the carpet. “Take that, you great Belgian git.”

			Caroline imagined the faces of the two men from the alley.

			The thought had occurred to her, briefly, that they might be responsible for the borough’s murders; that, working in tandem, they might be the Whitechapel killer. But she soon dismissed it. The policeman—Sergeant Corbet, he’d called himself—had recognized the men, promised to pursue them. From what she had heard secondhand at the Full Moon’s dining table, the Metropolitan Police were chasing their tails to find the killer. Certainly they would have exhausted any easy leads.

			Now, Caroline superimposed her attackers’ countenances onto the tufted wool, imagined their noses caving in, their eyeballs splitting and running like soft-boiled eggs. But by the time she and Mrs. Easton had finished the seven-stone oriental from the parlor, she could think of nothing but her burning shoulder muscles.

			“Put it down for just a moment,” Mrs. Easton panted as they carried the rolled rug back toward the cellar steps. “I need…just a moment.”

			Caroline gladly set her end on the pebbled path of the garden. The landlady put her hands on her hips and arched her back.

			“Mrs. Easton,” Caroline said tentatively, “I can handle lunch, if you need a lie-down—”

			“I’m fine. Just a bit achy, is all.” She nodded at the rug. “Shall we?”

			But Caroline’s gaze had landed on the box of purple flowers behind the older woman’s shoulder. Their velvety hoods bowed and nodded in the breeze, and the last of summer’s honeybees buzzed at their pistils. She had not found a time yet to ask.

			“What kind of flowers are those?”

			The landlady followed Caroline’s gaze. “Those? Those are hollyhocks, dear.”

			“We had hollyhocks at Aud—in Birmingham. But none that color. Nor that shape.”

			Mrs. Easton shrugged but did not meet Caroline’s eyes. “Perhaps they grow differently down here in the south. Are you ready? Only one more rug to go after this…”

			

			—

			It did not take a genius to realize that Saturday’s supper coincided with the full moon. Caroline marked its progress through her window each morning, shining white in the opaque London air, swelling as predictably as a pregnant belly. She thought often of the peeling letters on the boardinghouse’s front door, which declared The Whitechapel Full Moon Society, and developed theories for their meaning, trying them on like new hats, discarding them in frustration when they didn’t quite fit.

			It was a secret society of pagans.

			The thought occurred to her when she was sweeping the dining room floor, and she stood up straight, grinning with her own cleverness. But as the day wore on, her theory sprouted leaks. Mr. Bajwa was a practicing Sikh; her brief interactions with him painted the portrait of a man of extreme sincerity. He bowed to the waist whenever they met, his ceremonial sword gleaming at his side, and Caroline often paused outside his door to listen as his voice walked the well-trodden words of his prayers. Mr. Tythe, the naturalist, was godless—he kept a worn copy of On the Origin of Species on his bedside table like a Bible—but Senhor Perreira was a devout Catholic, and Mr. Toussaint wore a gold crucifix. Caroline bit her lip in irritation and turned her mind back to her tasks.

			It was a society of gamblers.

			Caroline had found a bent betting card beneath Senhor Perreira’s bed, a stack of red-lettered envelopes on his desk. They were the exact type of documents she had found stuffed into the drawers of her father’s secretary after he died, and the sight of them soured her stomach. The loss of Audley House, of her dreamed future with Charlie, still stung, so the conclusion was leapt to with meager evidence.

			Each night before supper, the wine merchant cajoled the other boarders into playing cards with him in the parlor. Sometimes the games grew heated, with Senhor Perreira shouting in his native tongue and turning red as a beet. But this was the shortest-lived of her theories. The Portuguese had a gambling problem, but none of the other men seemed afflicted and exited the game easily with a laugh and a pat on the shoulder.

			It was a society of homosexuals.

			This was her most recent theory, and the most thrilling.

			It had come to her like this: She was in Monsieur Rodart’s room, replacing his empty chamber pot, when his not-quite-closed desk drawer caught her eye.

			Caroline had been self-conscious in her snooping. She did not rifle through the guests’ belongings, did not open shut drawers or slide her hands into jacket pockets as she had done when her father was alive. Not yet, not yet, she told her itching fingers. You are still new here. Wait until they do not suspect you. But she let her eyes rove the rooms unleashed. She justified her nosiness in this way: The guests knew their beds would be made and their chamber pots emptied. If they didn’t want her to see something, they would hide it.

			So when she saw a metallic glimmer in the drawer of Monsieur Rodart’s bedside table, she stepped closer to get a better look.

			The drawer was open only an inch. With a glance over her shoulder at the closed door, Caroline tugged the knob and slid it out far enough to see what it contained.

			The object that had caught her eye was a slim gold cigarette lighter. Caroline had never seen the Frenchman smoke, nor smelled tobacco on his clothing. Carefully, she drew it out with two fingers. An inscription ran down one side:

			
				Beloved A ~ You are the smoke to my fire. Yours, J.

			

			This, she was certain, was something she should not have seen, though she did not know why.

			As she placed the lighter back in the drawer, she caught a glimpse of what lay beneath it and stepped back, flushing.

			It was a magazine, open to an illustration. Two well-muscled men with curving erections, one standing, one on all fours. Caroline shut the drawer and nearly ran from the room.

			

			—

			All afternoon, the illustration flashed across her mind. She could not meet Monsieur Rodart’s eye as she served supper. She had overhead him mention his children. A wife in Brittany. Did he really go to the Merchant Navy offices, as he claimed? Or did he go, instead, to some East End brothel and engage in the act she had just seen?

			She took to avoiding the Frenchman, skirting his chair in the parlor, serving him at breakfast and supper with her eyes on her shoes. She did not trust herself to meet his gaze, as though he might read the discovery in her face.

			Did the other guests at the Full Moon prefer the company of men?

			Senhor Perreira stared openly at Mrs. Easton’s bosom when she bent to pour his wine. Mr. O’Riley, the American whom Caroline had never yet seen without his cowboy hat, spoke of women constantly. Birdies, he called them.

			“I knew this little birdie once down in Laramie,” he’d begin, but then Mr. Toussaint or Monsieur Rodart would clear their throat and incline their head pointedly at Caroline, and Mr. O’Riley would change the subject to the weather.

			Charlie had been involved with Mary Jane. Engaged, if the words Caroline had overheard in the alley were true.

			And there was Rab.

			Caroline had felt men’s eyes on her before. There had been a young groom in the stables whom she’d caught staring at her like she was a pie cooling in a window. But Rab’s gaze was different. She wished to run from it and be consumed by it all at once.
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			The day of the full moon dawned gray and dull.

			Mrs. Easton had grown more anxious as the week progressed, snapping at Rab when he stole a shortbread biscuit from the tray and muttering aloud to herself while she worked.

			“Mr. Jacobs in 202, Mr. O’Riley in 102—heaven forbid they meet on the stairs, but there’s nothing I can do about that, and they’re grown men, for heaven’s sake…There’s the creamed spinach for Mr. Bajwa, and I can’t forget to bake a potato for Mr. Tythe, plain without butter, he has no stomach for milk…”

			The high pitch of Mrs. Easton’s nerves finally infected Caroline. Each night, as the moon waxed bigger and brighter through her window, she slept more fitfully and awoke sticky with sweat, grasping at the tails of strange dreams.

			Rab’s knock found her already up and dressed. She opened the door on his second rap.

			“Good morning,” she said cheerfully. Then, in her normal tone: “Are you quite all right?”

			For Rab’s eyes were hung with dark crescents, his face drawn with lack of sleep. He was once again in only his shirtsleeves, the cuffs rolled above his elbows, his placket creased as though he had slept in it.

			“Couldn’t sleep.” He looked at Caroline for a long moment, and she knew he saw what she had seen in the glass: her eyes overbright, her mouth pale and pinched. She had begun taking just one of Dr. Hoffman’s pills every other day, and the effects were instantaneous: Her head felt like the hot, humming track after a train has passed.

			“Me neither,” she admitted. “Mrs. Easton has me worried I’ll forget to put the leaves in the tea.”

			Rab snorted. “It’s a supper like all the rest, just with a few more guests. This time tomorrow there will be nothing to worry about but putting the silver away. Our dear benefactress can make a mountain out of a molehill like no one else.”

			They walked downstairs together.

			Steam fogged the kitchen windows and dewed Caroline’s skin. Boiling pots covered the stove, the oven smoked, and Mrs. Easton, her apron already mussed with half a dozen colors, was arranging glazed currants atop an iced three-layer cake.

			“Finally,” she said when Caroline entered. Rab was a step behind her, waving a hand through the air and coughing dramatically.

			“It’s not yet six,” Caroline protested.

			“Viv,” said Rab, in the tone one might use to speak to a madwoman, “is all this quite necessary? It’s just the same chaps as always—”

			“If you aren’t going to help,” Mrs. Easton said, in a voice like a meat cleaver, “get out of my kitchen.”

			Rab shot Caroline a helpless look from under his brows, slid a dinner roll into his pocket while the landlady’s back was turned, and left.

			Caroline rolled her eyes at his retreating shoulders and shoved up her sleeves. “What needs to be done?”

			She did not see the other guests come in, one by one, as the day dragged on. Mrs. Easton went up and down the stairs each time the front door creaked open, doffing her stained apron and donning a rather frantic smile. But Caroline heard their low, muffled voices, heard the weight of their bodies moving about the house overhead.

			A dozen guests would sup at the Full Moon tonight. By tomorrow afternoon, Mrs. Easton assured her, the newcomers would all be gone, and just the eight regulars would remain. Then she and Caroline would begin the work of stripping the beds and washing sheets that had only been slept in once.

			“You remember,” the landlady said in the midafternoon, in the same voice she employed to ask whether Caroline had brought the laundry in off the line, “the promise you made on your first night here?” Sweat pearled her forehead, but she did not look up from the cream she was whipping to accompany the cake.

			“I do,” Caroline replied.

			How could she forget? The stipulations of that agreement had chased one another through her head all morning. In the previous weeks they had seemed a bit silly, like an old crone’s warning in a fairy tale. But now the day was here, and the floorboards creaked with the footsteps of strangers.

			“Repeat for me, please, the piece that pertains to tonight.”

			Caroline raised her fingertips to her throat, to the bruises that had faded back into white skin.

			“As soon as dessert is served, I will retire to my room. I will lock the door and not open it until after sunrise tomorrow.”

			Mrs. Easton nodded once. “Stir the gravy. It’s about to burn.”
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Chapter 9

			At a quarter to six, Mrs. Easton disappeared upstairs to change her dress and pin up her hair. When the kitchen door swung open thirty minutes later, Caroline did a double take at the tidy, fashionable woman on the threshold.

			“Mrs. Easton,” she said, “you look wonderful.”

			Gone was her omnipresent white cap; her steely hair was plaited and pinned in a regal chignon. Above a simple midnight-blue gown, her dark eyes sparkled like stars. She must have been something in her youth, Caroline thought, when her hair was thick and black, her hands not yet scarred with burns.

			The landlady’s lips twitched at the compliment, but she made no reply. She glanced around the kitchen. The roast steamed on its pile of carrots and onions. The mashed potatoes were ready for their silver tureen. The cake stood on a cut-glass pedestal, its candied currants glistening like garnets.

			“Well done,” Mrs. Easton said. “Well done, us.”

			Caroline beamed.

			“Now, get yourself upstairs,” she said, making a shooing motion with her hands. “Put on a clean frock. We serve supper at seven.”

			

			—

			In her room, Caroline opened the armoire doors and stared at her dresses. They hung like exotic birds, brightly colored, their fine materials shining. Over the past weeks, she had alternated wearing the black crepe—which she had beaten in the copper washing tub until the mud stains disappeared and the dye bled—and the high-necked green, which she was wearing now, and which reeked of bacon grease.

			She ran her fingers across the hanging sleeves. To a ball, she would have worn the pink satin, to a garden party, the green-and-white muslin with ruffles. To supper at a neighboring county home, the russet silk. She pulled this last dress from its companions and examined it.

			The neckline scooped lower than she remembered. The cap sleeves were a nod to propriety but barely extended beyond the edge of her shoulders. The fabric was the color of autumn leaves, warm and deep, and against it her skin glowed white as bone. She imagined Rab seeing her in this, and a shudder ran up her spine.

			She put the gown back.

			In the end, she chose a cambric morning dress. The pattern—pink and maroon flowers—was too lively for supper, but the neckline grazed her collarbones and the puffed sleeves extended nearly to her elbows. Thinking of Mrs. Easton’s neat hairstyle, she twisted and tugged at her own coppery strands until she had affected something close to the style Carys had perfected for dinner parties. She turned her head side to side in the glass, impressed at her own handiwork.

			When she opened her bedroom door, Rab was standing on the landing.

			“You look nice,” he said immediately.

			Hot blood flooded her cheeks. “As do you.”

			It was true. He wore a dark green dinner jacket over a black-and-white-checked shirt and necktie the same deep yellow as his eyes. The curls cascading over his forehead were tighter than usual; Caroline detected a whiff of pomade. He looked nothing like the pale dandies at Staffordshire country dances in their interchangeable waistcoats of black and gray. He looked like no one but himself.

			Rab offered her a crooked elbow. “May I escort you to supper by way of the dark, dank servants’ staircase, milady?”

			Her heart pounded. She did not trust him, wanted nothing less than to be alone with him. But she must give him no reason to suspect her.

			Caroline lifted her skirt and dropped into the graceful curtsy it had taken years to perfect. She remembered to wobble a bit on the way up. “I’d be delighted,” she said, “to accompany you.”

			

			—

			In the cool black of the stairwell, every nerve in Caroline’s body tuned itself to the warm pressure of Rab’s arm on hers. They descended the steps together, matching their pace so as not to upset the point at which they were connected. A buzz of masculine voices filtered up from the parlor, underscored by piano music.

			She cast about anxiously for something, anything, to say that would break the silence and distract from the surprising intimacy of the moment, but she could think of nothing except the sound of his breath held close against her.

			The attack in the alley came rushing back. A stranger’s hot pant on her cheek, the hard line of brick behind her. She fought the memory, chased it away. For Charlie. For Charlie she was here. For Charlie she would be brave.

			When they reached the light-framed door that led to the dining room, Rab stopped. He slid his fingers down Caroline’s arm until they cupped her hand, raised it to his lips. “Adieu,” he said, and pressed a kiss into her skin.

			But he didn’t drop her hand. His fingers wrapped hers so tightly she yelped, but still he clutched them, pulled them higher, closer, to his mouth, to his nose, until she took a stumbling step into him and his free hand caught her lower back. She could smell his camphor tooth powder; the heat from his body scorched her where they were pressed together. Caroline opened her mouth to scream, to cry out, it was happening again, she was so stupid, so stupid—

			But the harsh embrace she expected did not come.

			A cool inhalation raised the fine hairs along her arm. The tip of his nose brushed her skin, sending a thrill from the base of her spine to the base of her skull.

			Rab dropped her hand. Without a word he turned away to the door that she had forgotten, in her blind fear, lay behind them. His fingers fumbled on the handle. Then he was through, a black silhouette against the dazzling light of the dining room.

			The door slammed shut.

			Caroline stood in the dark, breathing hard, blinking away the bright spots from the chandelier.

			

			—

			“It’s time, Miss Huxley,” Mrs. Easton said. She took a deep breath and began to climb the kitchen staircase toward the shut dining room door.

			Caroline followed numbly.

			She had moved in a daze after the run-in with Rab. Mrs. Easton’s barked orders did not seem to penetrate her ears; the landlady took over the whipped cream and chopped chives with a huff of irritation. But Caroline hardly noticed. Her mind was in the stairwell; over and over, she brought tentative fingers to the back of her hand, searching for a mark that did not exist.

			Now, with every step, the damp heat of the kitchen dissipated. Her legs felt watery under the weight of a tureen of mashed potatoes and the prospect of seeing Rab. Serving Rab. Feeling his wild eyes on the back of her neck.

			He had not forced upon her an intimacy that she had been told to fear. The act—the tightening of his fingers on hers, so hard and sudden that she’d nearly cried out, his other hand firm on her lower back, the lightness of his nose against her skin—had been strange and sensuous, and she felt more undone, she thought, than if he had kissed her.

			

			—

			The party—whatever its occasion—was well underway. By the animated blur of voices, she guessed that Senhor Perreira’s prized madeira had already been flowing freely. Mrs. Easton reached the dining room door first and pushed it open. The voices hushed, then rebounded, louder and giddier than before, as the guests recognized their hostess. Grinning, the landlady entered to an explosion of applause.

			Caroline gritted her teeth and followed.

			The decrescendo that accompanied her appearance was stark. Cries of enthusiasm died mid-word. Hands missed their beat. Eyes found eyes in a silent question. There were four strangers at the table. She had the impression of a few silver-haired heads, a thick black beard, before she caught Rab’s yellow gaze and dropped her eyes to her boots.

			There had been nothing in his face. No embarrassment. No apology. Her pulse hammered at her ears with rage.

			“Who’s hungry?” Mrs. Easton asked, pulling the tray of smoked salmon canapés from the dumbwaiter to another ragged cheer. “Pour the madeira,” she whispered. Caroline set the potatoes down hurriedly and lifted the wine jug.

			“Ooo-ee!” Mr. O’Riley exclaimed, fluttering his shirt collar like a bellows. “It’s hotter than a whorehouse on nickel night.”

			This drew a laugh. Caroline felt the strangers watching her, judging how she would take the joke. She focused on her task, hovering the lip of the wine jug over the closest glass, which happened to be Monsieur Rodart’s.

			The Frenchman gave her a reassuring smile as she poured. For a moment Caroline felt fortified, until she remembered what she had found in his bedside table.

			“Well, now,” said a deep voice to Caroline’s left. “Who is this?”

			The silent air thickened like custard. Caroline turned.

			A man with an unruly black beard, seated in the chair opposite Monsieur Rodart, was staring at her. His lips were very red, almost femininely so, and as she watched, they curled into a predator’s smile.

			“This,” came Mrs. Easton’s voice from the opposite side of the table, “is Miss Huxley. She’s helping me with the cooking and cleaning.”

			Caroline dropped her eyes to the carpet. But she could still feel his gaze on her, hot and appraising.

			“What an improvement, eh, lads? That last maid was an eyesore.”

			The other maid, who had served these men before her. Who was now dead and buried, her throat opened like a second mouth. The blood left Caroline’s face.

			“You’ll not speak to her.” It was Mr. O’Riley’s nasal American drawl. “You’ll not so much as look at her, Jacobs. And you’ll sure as shit keep your hands to yerself.”

			So the bearded man was Mr. Jacobs, whose feud with Mr. O’Riley, the details of which were a mystery to Caroline, had Mrs. Easton so worried that she had assigned them rooms on different floors.

			“What Jim means to say, I think,” said Monsieur Rodart, lacing his long fingers together elegantly on the tablecloth, “is that we are all very grateful to have Miss Huxley in our service. And we shall not tolerate any inappropriate behavior toward her.”

			Mr. Jacobs held the Frenchman’s mild hazel eyes for the space of five heartbeats. But he looked away first.

			“Shall I…shall I open a window?” Mrs. Easton’s cheeks were red as apples. “It’s awfully stuffy in here, is it not?”

			“This heat is nothing.” Pierre Toussaint’s melodic voice bit through the tension in the room like teeth through a peach. “Where I am from, the summers are so hot that we hang wet sheets over the windows and pray for a breeze.”

			“That is nothing,” said Mr. Bajwa, bravely taking up the mantle of conversation with a nearly imperceptible smile in Caroline’s direction. “Where I am from, thousands die of heatstroke each summer.”

			Mr. Jacobs launched into a tirade against the British Empire in India that would have had Caroline’s father demanding the butler fetch his hat and coat. But far from causing a rift in the party, the alarming topic pulled all the guests into the conversation. They broke off in groups of two or three, turning to the men beside and across from them.

			Satisfied she was no longer under scrutiny, Caroline lifted her gaze from the tablecloth.

			It was an unlikely dinner party. Of the new guests, there were two silver-haired, clean-shaven types in old-fashioned cravats who reminded Caroline of her father’s gambling mates. They sat on either side of John and shouted into the melee, clearly on the side of the empire.

			Mr. Jacobs did not so much as glance again at Caroline. But as she topped off his wine and removed his oyster fork, every eye at the table swiveled toward him. Fingers tightened on butter knives; muscles hardened under supper jackets.

			Caroline had shrugged off this flavor of unsavory interest before. Her father’s friends, after a few cups of canary, occasionally said something about her marriage prospects, or made an excuse to touch the bare skin of her shoulder. Lord Foster, as far as she knew, had never even noticed.

			But these men, strangers though they remained, were ready to defend her. The knowledge glowed like a coal in Caroline’s belly, and as she strode to the sideboard for another wine jug, she held her head high.

			A familiar-looking man with a luxurious mustache (of which he was obviously very proud, as he dried it fastidiously with his napkin after each sip of wine) sat between Rab and Monsieur Rodart. His was the next cup, and Caroline tried to place him as she refilled his glass. A military man, judging by the rigid line of his spine.

			“Mr. Ripley,” asked the mustached man in the accent of the peerage, “what happened to that pale-faced fellow you were always whispering with? I haven’t seen him in months. Not since the two of you nearly broke the table.”

			“Aye,” Mr. O’Riley cut in with a laugh. “That was a row, all right. You and Charlie went after each other like a couple of roosters in a Deadwood cockpit. I didn’t know you Brits had it in ya.”

			A drop of red wine fell on the white tablecloth. Caroline unobtrusively sopped it up with a tea towel and cursed her trembling hands.

			“That’s right,” said the peer. “Charlie. That was his name. The two of you were inseparable. Until you were strangling each other between pitchers of Mrs. Easton’s excellent beurre blanc. What was the disagreement over? A woman?”

			“No,” Rab said quietly, “it wasn’t over a woman.”

			“You remember those days, guv’nor,” said Mr. O’Riley. “Chock-full o’ piss and vinegar. Boys that age are liable to fight over anything. I remember when I was a pup, nineteen or twenny, I put it to this feller I met at a bar down in Silverton. He didn’t do nuthin’ to me, mind, just looked at me the wrong way.” Mr. O’Riley chuckled. “He was a lot less pretty by the time I was done with ’im.”

			“Well?” the mustached man pressed, looking around the table, as though Charlie might suddenly appear. “Where is he? As I recall, you bested him in that brawl. Did you run him off?”

			Rab shook his head. His brow was cloudy, the sun in his eyes doused. “We made up after that. But then he disappeared.”

			The same story he’d told Mary Jane.

			“Well, good riddance, I say,” muttered the peer. “Any man who fights his friend over a civilized supper does not deserve the boon of Mrs. Easton’s hospitality.”

			Caroline’s knuckles blanched on the handle of the carafe. But she had no excuse to linger. Besides, Mrs. Easton was gesturing to her from the sideboard.

			“Come up in thirty minutes to help me serve the cake,” the landlady whispered when Caroline was beside her. “Then go straight upstairs and lock your door.”

			“What about the cleanup?”

			“It’ll keep till tomorrow.” Her eyes gleamed with sudden sharpness. “Upstairs. And lock your door, Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline did as she was told, washing as many pots as she could in half an hour. Then she carried the cake to the dumbwaiter—it seemed to weigh as much as her steamer trunk—and hoisted it up the shaft.

			It had taken Mrs. Easton the better part of two days to make the confection. First the currants steeped in sugar and brandy, then the cakes themselves, fluffy and yellow with egg yolks and lemon zest. Caroline had watched her assemble it in three tiers, slathering thick layers of raspberry jam and whipped cream between layers, and coating the whole thing with buttercream. Her arms burned by the time she reached the first black mark in the rope, signifying the tray had reached the dining room. Caroline tied off carefully, shook out her fingers, and trudged up the stairs.

			When she emerged again into the blinding light of the dining room’s chandelier, the conversation around the table had reached a fever pitch.

			“They know nothing,” Monsieur Rodart was saying. “If they had any leads, the newsboys would be shouting it from every corner!”

			“There is a man in custody,” replied the mustached peer beside him in a tone of authority.

			“Ah, yes,” Pierre Toussaint sneered from across the table. “The so-called lunatic. If he is the murderer, why has he not been charged? The police have chosen an easy target so they can consider the case closed. They will look terribly foolish if the Whitechapel murderer strikes again.”

			The mustached man bristled. But he had no chance to reply.

			“I’m not saying it should be legal,” Senhor Perreira shouted at Mr. Tythe, “but the slave owners must be entitled to some compensation.”

			“Nothing short of indentured servitude,” black-bearded Mr. Jacobs bellowed over the melee, “here in Britain, with children separated from their mothers, forced to pick oakum from sunup to sundown with naught but skilly to eat—”

			It was hot in the room, and the men’s faces were red and slick with sweat. Mrs. Easton hovered among them with the wine pitcher, smiling indulgently, although it was clear to Caroline they’d had enough. Never had she seen a party so uninhibited. Never had she seen a group of men so drunk.

			Mrs. Easton said nothing to Caroline as she took the cake from her hands with a grim expression and began to slice it. A halfhearted cheer sounded round the table as the more sober men spotted the dessert, but many of them, Caroline noted, seemed beyond caring. She took the first servings to the table and set them down as unobtrusively as possible, pulling her hands back to her sides as though she had just slipped the food between the bars of a cage.

			Mr. O’Riley’s eyes were overbright, his hands balled into fists as he argued with Senhor Perreira. Mr. Toussaint’s careful black curls stood out from his head in tufts that trembled ludicrously as he spoke. Mr. Tythe, whom Caroline had never heard speak in a voice louder than a whisper, was shouting, saliva leaping from his lips. And Rab…Rab’s chair was empty.

			Mrs. Easton grabbed Caroline’s wrist and waited until the younger woman met her eyes. “Good night, Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline understood she had been dismissed. “Good night, Mrs. Easton.”

			She shut the dining room door behind her, slightly muffling the sounds of the party, and stood for a moment in the dark. Perhaps she had been wrong to assume something sinister about the boardinghouse’s monthly dinners. They were an eccentric group, to be sure. But she had witnessed no greater sin than excessive drinking. Her father, too, had been prone to arguing when in his cups, although Lord Foster would never have allowed himself to be as drunk as these men.

			Charlie had once been among them. Had once become so drunk that he and Rab had fought on the table. If the argument had not been about a woman—about Mary Jane—then what had it been about? What difference had drawn these two young men, who were so eerily alike, apart?

			Something clattered to the floor in the kitchen beneath her, followed by a muttered curse.

			Caroline froze.

			The only empty chair had been Rab’s.

			She hesitated on the landing, touched her fingers to the back of her hand where his nose had brushed. But she would discover nothing, cowering in her gable room.

			Caroline descended the stairs on cat-quiet feet.

			The larder door was open. Inside, Rab was standing on a stool, pulling snifter glasses from a high cabinet. On the floor of the larder sat a tray and a cut-glass decanter.

			An animal warning rippled through her spine, but she kept her voice calm as she asked, “What are you doing?”

			Rab jumped, but he covered his surprise with a swift smile.

			“They’re not all bad, eh?” He closed the cabinet doors and stepped down from the stool. “A bit rough around the edges, some of ’em—”

			“What’s that?” Caroline interrupted, gesturing to the tray. The liquid in the decanter was violently purple, the color of a bellflower.

			“Just a bit of booze. Old family recipe.”

			“Why is it purple?”

			“We steep it with flower petals.” He didn’t meet her eyes as he stacked the glasses and decanter on the tray with a series of cold clinks. “Doesn’t do much for the taste, but the color’s pretty, is it not?”

			Caroline ignored the question. Rab was uncomfortable, that was clear, and she wanted to know why. “May I have some?”

			Rab’s smile flickered. “Sorry. Paying guests only. But you’ll have to trust me, you’re not missing much.” He pulled a face. “Tastes like turpentine and wallpaper glue.”

			“Why drink it, then?”

			She had him cornered, she could feel it.

			He shrugged. “Traditions are funny things.” He lifted the loaded tray and walked toward her. The wall was at her back. She had nowhere to go except up the stairs, but she held her ground.

			Rab paused on the first stair. He turned toward her, heedless of his jacketed arm brushing against her breast in the close, hot space.

			“Now do as Mrs. Easton told you and scurry up to your room.” His low voice vibrated the air between them. His breath smelled of wine. “They’re not bad men. But they can get a bit handsy when they’ve had a few glasses.”

			Caroline swallowed.

			“Go,” he said again, and this time something feral glinted in his eyes.

			Caroline’s pulse hammered. She felt the men’s hands on her again, felt her untried muscles tensing around delicate bones. Felt Rab’s bone-crushing grip in the dark, dragging her into him.

			Some ancient instinct screamed at her to run, but instead she turned and walked slowly up the staircase, forcing her feet to move unhurriedly from one step to the next. Behind her, she heard Rab enter the dining room to another chorus of cheers, but she did not stop until she had reached her own door and locked it behind her.

			She stood with her back against the wood and breathed deeply. Here in her room, with its yellow quilt and cheerful wallpaper, her fear seemed ridiculous. The men at the table were odd, surely, but not sinister. And Rab…Rab was drunk.

			Her lamp was not lit, but the moonlight was bright enough to see by. Caroline undressed in the dark, pulling the pins from her hair until it tumbled down her back. She stood for a long moment at the window, gazing out at the white face of the full moon, before climbing into bed.

			She swallowed one of Dr. Hoffman’s pills and fell asleep quickly and deeply, so she did not hear the house shifting as a dozen pairs of feet climbed the main staircase to the second floor. She did not hear the iron-belted door squeal open on its reinforced hinges, did not hear the bar slide across the wood. She woke only once, when the moon was so bright through her window she thought, for a moment, it was morning. She turned her face into the shadow. She would not remember the howl of a dog somewhere far below her, in the streets of Whitechapel, as she drifted back to sleep.
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Chapter 10

			
				I was not codding dear old Boss when I gave you the tip, you’ll hear about Saucy Jacky’s work tomorrow double event this time number one squealed a bit couldn’t finish straight off. had not the time to get ears for police. thanks for keeping last letter back till I got to work again.

				Jack the Ripper

			

			Caroline awoke in a cold pool of morning light.

			It took her a moment to orient herself, so deeply had she been sleeping. At first, she thought herself back in Audley House, a sensation that had not swept her up in its warm, familiar arms since her first week in Whitechapel. But with a jolt like a carriage wheel dropping into a pothole, it was gone. She shoved the covers back and scrambled to her feet.

			The strange, drunken party came back to Caroline in bursts as she dressed, clumsily tugging at the laces of the frock she’d worn last night. Never had she been in her room this late in the morning; she was unfamiliar with the way the watery sunlight caught on the angled, whitewashed ceiling. It must be past seven.

			She paused on the gable landing, ears pricked to the shut door with the silver handle. She had stumbled onto something when she surprised Rab in the kitchen, with his decanter of purple liquid.

			She had only to keep up the charade long enough to find out the truth of this place.

			She took the servants’ stairs two at a time, imagining Mrs. Easton’s puckered expression at her tardiness, and barreled into the kitchen, her hastily pinned hair falling free around her face.

			“Good morning,” she gasped to the landlady, who was standing at the stove with her back to the door. “Is breakfast done? What can I do? I didn’t hear the clock, I slept in—”

			But Caroline trailed off. The pot of water on the stove was not yet boiling; a bowl of eggs sat beside it, uncooked. The sink was full of dirty dishes.

			Mrs. Easton rubbed a fist into a puffy eye. “The boarders passed a late night. None shall be up for a few hours yet, I expect. Sit down. Your franticness is giving me a headache.”

			She poured them cups of tea and they sat in silence, sipping. The anxiety tried to bubble out of Caroline with a tapping fingernail or bouncing foot, but she forced her body to remain still. Mrs. Easton was clearly in no mood for jumpiness.

			When their teacups were empty, the landlady sighed. “Come on, now. Those dishes won’t do themselves, no matter how many times I ask nicely.”

			It took them an hour to wash and dry the supper and dessert plates. The Dutch clock tolled nine times, but the house remained quiet.

			Mrs. Easton pulled breakfast trays from a cabinet and began placing boiled eggs in their china cups. “I’ll make them up,” she said. “You take them to the rooms. My knees aren’t friends with the stairs this morning.”

			Up and down Caroline went until her knees, she thought, felt about the same as Mrs. Easton’s. She started with the first floor, pulling the trays from the dumbwaiter and ferrying them to their doors. She could only carry one tray at a time, and by her second trip, she was huffing and puffing with the effort. After dropping Monsieur Rodart’s tray in front of room 104, Caroline stood listening for a moment, catching her breath. The hallway was silent. No thud of boots on floorboards, no squealing bedsprings.

			She walked to the scarred door of the east wing on the balls of her feet.

			It stood silent and vaguely disapproving amid the foiled wallpaper and Ottoman rugs, no different than it had been on any other day. Caroline raised a hand to the iron bar that belted its middle. The metal was cool and black under her fingers. She tugged, gently at first, with a furtive glance over her shoulder, then in earnest, leaning her weight against it, bracing her foot against the frame. But the iron padlock held firm.

			

			—

			Ten o’clock found Caroline back downstairs, sitting at the counter with a second cup of tea in her hands, curling her blistered toes back from the ends of her shoes. Doors had begun to squeak open in the house overhead, footsteps a few pounds heavier with breakfast trays in hand. Caroline had not yet spent an idle moment at the boardinghouse and found it unsettling. There was too much to think of when one’s body wasn’t moving. She stared down into the drowned tea leaves and wished she was at her desk with a pen in her hand.

			Mrs. Easton got creakily to her feet and staggered to the pantry. “I suppose we can start supper. Make a stock from the peelings and trimmings. We’re out of meat. Out of flour. Out of butter, for God’s sake. They’re a blight of locusts, the lot of them. I should double my rates. Triple them.” She reemerged, looking murderous. “There’s naught left to eat but porridge.”

			Caroline blinked. The larder had been full last night; every shelf stuffed with glistening hams and wax-wrapped cheeses.

			“One of us must stay,” Mrs. Easton went on. “The boarders all know you, of course, but the other men…well. They’re bound to be crotchety this morning, and they don’t like change on a good day. So I shall remain here, in case any of them need something, and you, Miss Huxley, must do our shopping.”

			Caroline balked.

			She had not been outside the Full Moon since the day when she had followed Rab and Mary Jane, had nearly been raped. Her heart beat unpleasantly hard as she searched for an excuse.

			“Get potatoes and carrots at the greengrocer,” Mrs. Easton was saying, ticking off the items on her fingers. “There’re onions and cabbages aplenty in the garden yet. And a cut of meat at the butcher. A chuck or a round, whatever looks best. I’ll take the bus to Covent Garden tomorrow to get the rest of it, but that’ll tide us over.”

			There was nothing for it. No reason to decline and stay here, in the relative safety of the boardinghouse. Unless she revealed what had happened in the alley the day she followed Rab and Mary Jane.

			Caroline accepted a handful of coins from Mrs. Easton’s purse, tied her bonnet strings under her chin, and took the burlap bags from their hooks by the garden stairs. As she opened the cellar doors and stepped into the bracing wind, dread sank through her. She would keep to the main street, she promised herself. She would do her business, return straight back to the boardinghouse, and not dawdle.

			The last strains of summer had faded; the morning was bright and sharp. Garden mud sucked at her boots. Caroline unlatched the gate and walked swiftly down the alley, glancing over her shoulder every few steps. But she was alone, and when she emerged onto Davenant Street, she blew out the breath she had been holding. The street was busier than she had imagined it would be at this hour. Caroline’s shoulders relaxed as she joined the throng.

			But by the time she turned from Davenant Street into Whitechapel High Street, she knew something was wrong.

			The pavement was crushed with people. They shoved and shouted and paid no heed to Caroline, threading her way through the crowd to see what the matter was. The air was stiff with anxious energy.

			“Two more women murdered in the night!” shouted a red-cheeked newsboy from his precarious perch on a water pump. “Read all about it! Two more unfortunates butchered by the Ripper!”

			Caroline’s stomach dove.

			“Whitechapel murderer still at large!” shrieked a second newsboy on the opposite corner. “Killer claims two more souls! Police force disgraced!”

			Caroline fumbled in her pocket for one of Mrs. Easton’s pennies and fought her way to the front of the crowd.

			“Throats slashed!” shouted the newsboy as he took her coin and handed her a paper. “Bodies mutilated! Whitechapel killer strikes again!”

			Caroline folded the newspaper beneath her arm, put her head down, and shouldered her way west.

			Only when she had left the claustrophobic press of people far behind did she stop. She leaned against the shuttered window of a dress shop and began to read.

			St. James Gazette

			 

			London, United Kingdom

			Sunday, September 30, 1888

			The Murders In Aldgate And Whitechapel

			Mutilation Of One Of The Bodies

			The East End of London is again much excited by the discovery of two more revolting murders. About one o’clock in the morning, the body of a woman, with her throat cut, was found in a yard belonging to a workmen’s club, in Berner Street, and an hour later another woman was found murdered in the corner of Mitre Square, Aldgate. In the latter case the body was also mutilated, and as this was not the case with the woman found in Berner Street, it is supposed that the murderer was disturbed before completing his dreadful work, and then he proceeded toward the City and committed the second crime.

			As regards the line of conduct to be followed by the public, there ought to be no panic. There is no occasion for one. These outrages are confined to one district and to one class of women, the most difficult to control or protect of all the community. It is very natural that Whitechapel should be terrified; but even in Whitechapel people who work all day and go to their beds at night are in no greater danger than they would be elsewhere. The victims are the miserable creatures who must needs prowl about the streets in the dark.

			The criminal must have a hiding place in Whitechapel. He can hardly be the casual resident of a lodging house. He can be no ordinary tramp. In so limited a field, and with a definite class to pick from, the police ought not to have any insuperable difficulty in running down their man.

			Two more women. Two more, brutally murdered, while Caroline slept a dreamless sleep.

			But it was not the account of the brutal murders that made Caroline’s heart stumble out of rhythm.

			At the bottom of the page was an illustration. An illustration of a man with a thick, luxurious mustache. Caroline blinked. It was the man who had been sitting beside Rab at the supper table last night, who had asked about Charlie. And beneath the illustration, a name.

			Chief Police Commissioner Sir Charles Warren.
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Chapter 11

			“And now,” said the reverend, “let us pray for those souls who most ungently departed this world. You know of whom I speak; I shan’t sully their memories with the details of their deaths.”

			Caroline dutifully dropped her head, but she did not take her eyes from the sandy-haired man three pews back from the pulpit.

			It had been a week since she’d read the newspaper in the street. A week since she’d learned that, on the night the Whitechapel murderer struck twice, London’s chief police commissioner had dined at the Full Moon. Slept at the Full Moon. She had poured his wine.

			When she’d returned to the boardinghouse that morning, Caroline had obeyed all Mrs. Easton’s orders with jumpy efficiency, listening to the front door squeal open and closed a dozen times.

			By noon, only the regulars remained, and most stayed in their rooms until twilight. At supper, she watched them from the corners of her eyes but noticed no change in their behavior other than a languor that might be attributed to overindulgence. Mr. Tythe did not raise his head from his folded arms, and not even Senhor Perreira called for a second glass of madeira. But by the next morning, all seemed back to normal.

			Not for Caroline, though.

			The mistrust she’d felt that first night on the boardinghouse’s steps solidified, deepened, until it gnawed at her insides like an ulcer.

			Something sinister was afoot in the Full Moon. Something related to her brother’s disappearance, and, perhaps, to these mysterious murders. But what?

			She was no closer to answering that question than she’d been a week ago. Which was why she’d begged the morning off so she could go to Mass.

			

			—

			The service had just started when she slipped through St. Mary’s heavy chapel doors and took the first vacant seat she spotted. Crammed between two matrons who smelled of cooking sherry and mothballs, respectively, Caroline folded her hands in her lap and scanned the packed pews for Sergeant Corbet.

			She had located him quickly, seated beside a woman in a blue hat. Its ostrich feather tickled his ear every time she nodded, which is how Caroline spotted him; the repetitive flash of his hand brushing the tendrils away drew her eye. She had not been certain she would recognize him out of uniform, but the uprightness of his shoulders amid the sea of slumping spines left her in no doubt.

			“I regret that I did not know these women,” continued the reverend now in his nasal, monotonous voice. “But they were members of our community, and perhaps they were known to some of you. Let us remember that before they were victims, they were daughters and sisters; some of them were wives and mothers.”

			Caroline stared at the whorls of close-cut hair on the policeman’s bent neck and tried not to fidget. When the sermon was over, she would make her way to Sergeant Corbet and tell him she needed to speak with him. Once they were alone together, she would tell him what she knew: that Sir Charles Warren, chief police commissioner, had been a guest at the Full Moon the night the Ripper had killed two women.

			And that was as far as her plan extended.

			Were you my sister, the policeman had said, when he left her a block from the boardinghouse after saving her in the alley, I would not allow you within shooting distance of the Full Moon.

			What did he know, or guess at?

			“May they rest in peace,” the reverend went on. “And may their deaths inspire you to cling even more tightly to the word of Christ. In times of unrest and fear, it is hardest to hear the voice of God. Reach for the hands of your neighbors. As St. Paul said to the Corinthians: Aim for restoration. Comfort one another. Live in peace, and the God of love and peace will be with you. Amen.”

			“Amen,” echoed Caroline, and leapt to her feet.

			

			—

			“It’s atrocious,” the woman in the ostrich hat was saying to Sergeant Corbet as Caroline stepped awkwardly behind him. “Absolutely atrocious.”

			“I could not agree more, Mrs. Belford.” His tone was practiced, soothing. “I assure you, both the Metropolitan Police and the City of London Police are on the case now. We will catch our man.”

			“Young women torn up on the streets,” the matron went on, full cheeks trembling with the strength of the emotion. “Even if they were…well. This is not the Whitechapel of my youth. No, no. If my parents—who were well-to-do silk spinners, mind you, with a storefront in the high street—if they could see the state of their neighborhood now, the streets full of drunks and Indians, they would roll in their graves—”

			“Sergeant Corbet,” Caroline cut in, “forgive me for interrupting.”

			The policeman turned. He was taller than she remembered, and clad today in a navy pinstripe suit. His eyes were the same bright blue threaded through with green, his mustache neatly trimmed.

			“Miss…Foster, is it?” he asked after a moment.

			In the way the soft line of his brows drew together, Sergeant Corbet saw what she had seen herself in the glass that morning: Her lips were pale, her eyes rimmed with red.

			Since she had learned of the murders six days ago, sleep had evaded Caroline.

			She meted out Dr. Hoffman’s pills, taking just one every other day. But she could not bring herself to open the brown bottle labeled Ner-Vigor Compound that Rab had deposited beside her closed door. Even if it promised rest, she was not ready to lose herself to a substance she did not know.

			“Are you well?” the policeman asked.

			“Quite well, thank you.” Caroline smiled weakly. “I’m so sorry to accost you like this, on a Sunday. But I hoped…perhaps we could speak?” She was aware of Mrs. Belford behind the policeman’s shoulder, listening to their conversation with naked interest. “Outside?”

			Sergeant Corbet’s eyes scanned her face and read, as though stamped there, the whetted edge of her fear. But he said only, “Of course,” and with an apology to an open-mouthed Mrs. Belford, he ushered Caroline toward the church doors.

			Outside, light filtered green-gray through the clouds and a sharp westerly wind dragged the last yellow leaves from the elms.

			“Shall we walk?” Sergeant Corbet asked, offering her a crooked elbow. “It’s a bit brisk, I’m afraid. But the wind will keep eavesdroppers at bay.”

			Caroline took his arm and allowed him to lead her down the stairs and onto the path that encircled the church. Between the bent trunks of yews, gravestones leaned against one another, their inscriptions scrubbed clean by rain and time, looking ready, themselves, for burial.

			Although Sergeant Corbet worked to disguise his limp, Caroline adjusted her steps to match his, and they fell into silence as the voices at the main entrance faded behind them. He had positioned himself between her body and the wind, and his arm against hers was solid and warm.

			“Now,” said Sergeant Corbet, when they were halfway down the length of the church, “What is it that you wanted to discuss with me, Miss Foster?”

			Here, with tree branches crosshatching the sky and gravel crunching beneath her boots, Caroline’s theory felt paper-thin.

			“Is it concerning your brother?” Sergeant Corbet pressed gently. “As promised, after we met, I made inquiries. But I found nothing in our records for a Mr. Charles Wallace Foster. I would have come to you if I had.”

			“It’s not about Charlie,” she said. “At least, not directly.”

			Out with it, she commanded herself. Out with it. He might laugh. He might dismiss you. But you must tell him.

			“How well do you know the police commissioner?”

			“Sir Warren?” Sergeant Corbet asked, surprised. “Not well. He doesn’t associate much with patrol officers. He’s given a few impassioned speeches to the rank and file about catching our man, but that’s all. Why do you ask?”

			“He was at the Full Moon. As a guest. The night those two women were murdered.”

			She caught the hitch in the policeman’s step, the half-second pause that was not due to his limp.

			“Are you certain, Miss Foster?”

			Caroline nodded. She watched him swallow, his Adam’s apple lifting and lowering beneath the collar of his coat.

			“His is not an uncommon face,” Sergeant Corbet said gently. “There are many men who resemble him—”

			“It was him.”

			He had not laughed at her; not yet. But beneath the mustache, his full lips pressed together. “Why would the police commissioner,” he said after a moment, “who, I might remind you, is a Knight Commander of the Order of the Bath, pass the night in a Whitechapel boardinghouse?”

			“I don’t know. But it was him, Sergeant. And there’s something…something wrong with the place. With the other guests. Something to do with the murders, I think. And with my brother’s disappearance.” She shook her head, exasperated by her own inarticulation. “I know it sounds mad. But I can feel it.”

			He considered her for a long moment, his blue-green eyes deep as pools.

			“Then you must tell me,” he said levelly, “everything you know.”

			It was the only chance she had, the only lead. She trusted Sergeant Corbet, not only because he’d saved her life, but because of the way he watched her while she spoke, the way he nodded slowly, considered his words before he said them. Charlie would have liked him, she thought. Would have thought him a good man.

			So Caroline told him everything she knew.

			She told him of the night of the full moon, of the strange assortment of men gathered around the boardinghouse supper table, their drunken voices rattling the windows. She told him the promise she had made to Mrs. Easton, to leave the dishes in the sink and lock her door. How, while she had slept, two more women had been murdered. How the following morning she had returned from her errands with the damning newspaper illustration of the commissioner, whose wine she had poured, whose supper she had served, to find the house all but empty, the newcomers fled, their crumpled sheets reeking of sweat and wine.

			

			—

			When it was over, they walked twenty paces in silence. The path before them was empty save for some ravens scratching in the dirt; the rose windows of the apse peered down at them like red eyes in a sickly face.

			“It’s an open secret,” said Sergeant Corbet, in a voice so soft that Caroline turned her face to his. He was closer than she’d realized, his cheeks pink from the bite of the wind. “Something illegal goes on in that boardinghouse. There are a handful of businesses in the East End that are off-limits to the police; 212 Old Montague is one of them. I have long guessed it was like the others: a brothel or opium den masquerading as a doss house, with someone powerful on the take. But to claim that one of the guests is responsible for these terrible murders, to claim Commissioner Warren himself is involved…” He trailed off, shook his head. “That would cost me my livelihood and my reputation. I do not discredit your theory, Miss Foster. But I can do nothing, nothing at all, without a preponderance of proof.”

			“I will find it,” Caroline heard herself say. And she would. For Charlie, she would. What other option did she have?

			“Do not put yourself at unnecessary risk.” He moved his body imperceptibly closer to hers, so their shoulders brushed. She wished to lean against him, feel the solid warmth of another human being. “And start carrying a weapon—a small knife will do, something easy to hide. I realize the danger you will be in, Miss Foster. I wish I could search the house myself.”

			The front path of the church was visible now, stretching to the high iron gates. The air was cold and sharp, and though it was nearly noon, the day was dark as twilight. But she was here to witness it, to smell the sweetness of rotting leaves and black dirt. Unlike the women she had read about, who had been left on the street to die like dogs, with their insides spilling out.

			“Why does he do it?” The words were out before she’d thought them. “Tear them apart, I mean. Is it not enough to take their lives?”

			The policeman raised his gaze from the footpath. “It’s not just their lives he’s taking. He removed something from the last body, Miss Foster. The woman’s kidney.”

			Caroline’s hand flew to her mouth.

			“He sent half of it to the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee, along with a note signed in the woman’s blood. He’s calling himself Jack the Ripper. It will be in the newspapers tomorrow, I expect. Warren begged them to wait until he has someone in custody, but they won’t hold the story any longer.”

			“What kind of monster—” Caroline began.

			“You’re right,” Sergeant Corbet interrupted. The pleasant planes of his face had hardened. “Whoever he is, he is a monster.”
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Chapter 12

			“Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline started.

			By the expression on Mrs. Easton’s face, it was not the first time she had called Caroline’s name.

			“Mr. O’Riley’s out of wine.”

			Caroline stared down at the silver jug in her hands, then back to the supper table before her. Mr. O’Riley was deep in a conversation with Mr. Tythe. The glass at his elbow was empty.

			“I dunno,” the American was saying to Mr. Tythe as Caroline approached, shaking his head dubiously between bites of buttered beans. “I don’t b’lieve them critters are the right type for stuffin’. Gimme a bear or a wolf, any day. Hell, I seen a stuffed mountain lion at the Occidental Hotel in Buffalo, stands yea tall—” He held out an arm and nearly thwacked Caroline across the chest. As she leapt back, wine splashed up the sides of the carafe and dotted her sleeves.

			“Ooo-ee! Sorry, missy. I almost got ya.” Mr. O’Riley peered up at her, his blue eyes unnervingly pale in his sunbrowned face. “You all right? You look like a turkey in the rain.”

			“I’m fine,” Caroline said, although her nerves felt like fraying rope. “More wine, Mr. O’Riley?”

			“Twist my arm.” He smiled rakishly and slid his cup toward her. “P’r’aps you can solve the dispute, Miz Huxley. Mr. Tythe here says you can stuff anything, and true as that may be, I hold to the sentiment that there’s some critters shouldn’t be stuffed. The squishy ones, I mean. The snakes and frogs and whatnot.”

			“It is more difficult,” Mr. Tythe said excitedly, pushing his spectacles higher up the bridge of his nose. “Amphibia in particular. The skin of the frog, for example, is porous and therefore does not lend itself well to the curing process. Some naturalists fill the entire specimen with resin. And exciting progress is being made with a substance derived from sea kelp.”

			As Caroline poured, she thought of the pickled creatures she had seen in the naturalist’s room, staring back at her from the white sludge where their eyes once were, and kept her face carefully blank.

			“See,” Mr. O’Riley said, “all that stuff ’bout poor-us skin just fortifies my point. I b’lieve it’s only the fuzzy ones really lend themselves to stuffin’. What do you say, Miss Foster?”

			“I suppose,” Caroline said, raising the lip of the pitcher from the full glass, “that I must agree with Mr. O’Riley.” She looked down at the cowboy, who was grinning triumphantly up at her, a flash of gold glinting from a back molar. “The cold-blooded things make my skin crawl.”

			

			—

			
			In the three nights since she walked the church path with Sergeant Corbet, Caroline hadn’t slept much. Her reflection was ashen, her appetite gone. Mrs. Easton had noticed and kept insisting Caroline eat an extra chocolate biscuit, have another cup of tea, lie down in the lull between lunch and supper. Not even when Caroline was at her most fragile had Carys been this kind, and she felt herself squirming under the sudden attention.

			Rab, too, had noticed a change. Before breakfast that morning, he asked if she’d taken the medicine he’d left beside her door.

			“You look pale, Miss Huxley,” he’d said between spoonfuls of porridge. “Take the Ner-Vigor compound. It will help.”

			And perhaps it would. The label promised relief from symptoms of “Anaemia, Depression, Neurasthenia.” But she could not bring herself to peel off the bottle’s wax seal.

			“You heard the missy, Jeremy,” said the cowboy now, turning triumphantly back to Mr. Tythe. “Only the fuzzy ones are right for stuffin’.”

			Caroline topped off the other wineglasses and rejoined Mrs. Easton at the sideboard.

			“More rain tonight,” the landlady muttered, nodding through the dining room windows. “Best pull the radishes tomorrow, or they’ll rot.”

			The landlady fiddled with the keys on her belt as she eyed the steely sky over the back garden. Caroline gritted her teeth against the bright sound of metal against metal. If only she could steal the key ring, unlock the door of the second floor unseen, and discover, once and for all, what lay beyond.

			She had combed through every inch of the guests’ rooms, flipped open every book, run her hands beneath every mattress. She had pulled buttons and receipts from coat pockets and read half-written letters in desk drawers. She knew where Mr. O’Riley kept a fat green stack of American dollars and where Senhor Perreira’s secret cache of wine bottles was stowed.

			She had even, in a breathless act of bravery, entered John’s room while he was downstairs eating breakfast.

			Despite the fine autumn day, the curtains had been drawn, and as her eyes adjusted to the dark, she breathed the smells of old age and cleaning vinegar. The bed was neatly made, the floor recently swept. Mrs. Easton’s work, she was certain.

			Other than the ashes in the fireplace, which had not yet been cleared, there was no sign of a person living in this room; no books, no trinkets, the desk bare of inkpot and paper. The armoire contained two white shirts with starched collars and two black suits identical to the one John was wearing, as well as the slippers Mrs. Easton brought him when he sat by the fire.

			The desk drawers were empty.

			Nonsensically, the room filled Caroline with terror, and she practically ran back to the servants’ staircase.

			The garden shed held nothing but trowels and spiders.

			As the days in this strange purgatory turned to weeks, dread spread white roots through Caroline’s chest. Her brother loved her more than anything; more, she was certain, than the disparate male faces at the supper table, more than the golden-haired woman she had glimpsed in the street. More, even, than the man who slept across the landing, whose golden eyes followed Caroline wherever she went and who, she felt in her strangled heart, knew more about Charlie’s disappearance than he was letting on.

			A small voice spoke. A voice Caroline had silenced over and over again.

			Maybe Charlie has not yet come, it said, because Charlie is dead.

			“You look faint, Miss Huxley,” Mrs. Easton whispered to Caroline now. “Why don’t you lie down? I can finish up here.”

			Caroline considered protesting. But the supper was all but done, the men moving about the last of their meatloaf or, in Mr. O’Riley’s case, picking his teeth with the tip of his butter knife. She would learn nothing new, she was certain, listening from the sideboard.

			Besides. She did not know for how much longer she could keep the pleasant expression affixed to her face without screaming.

			“Thank you, Mrs. Easton,” she said. “I do feel a bit tired.”

			

			—

			Upstairs, Caroline pulled the stack of yellowed newspapers from beneath her pillow and sat at her desk.

			She had stolen them from the guests’ waste bins, and each night she pored over them until her eyes itched. As Sergeant Corbet predicted, the killer’s letter had been published. Caroline had read it perhaps a dozen times, but it still turned her stomach sour.

			I send you half the Kidne I took from one woman and prasarved it for you tother piece I fried and ate it was very nise. I may send you the bloody knif that took it out if you only wate a whil longer.

			Caroline slid the penknife from her stomacher—she had kept it on her body since speaking with Sergeant Corbet, poor weapon though it was—and placed it before her. The blade was small but sharp, and it gleamed comfortingly in the lamplight. She imagined the metal edge cutting skin, spilling blood. What an unthinkable way to die, bleeding out like a pig. What a terribly intimate way to take a life.

			Caroline shuddered and opened the first newspaper.

			It was hypothesized that the Ripper must have been interrupted when he killed Elisabeth Stride, for she had been found merely with her throat cut. But he had taken his time with Catherine Eddowes. He had flayed her thighs. He had opened her abdomen and wrapped her own entrails about her neck.

			Caroline forced her eyes over the pages, conjured the appropriate horror that time and repetition had dulled. But if she were honest with herself, it wasn’t just for the poor butchered women that she sat here, night after night, until her back ached and the words blurred. She was searching for any mention of a dark-haired young man; any description—even in the “Criminal Wanted” section, even in the details of bodies pulled from the Thames—for a lanky, blue-eyed man.

			For what less than imprisonment or death would keep Charlie from her?

			On the floors beneath Caroline, the boardinghouse’s other inhabitants made ready for sleep. Doors snicked closed, masculine voices called good nights.

			Rab’s assured step fell on the stairs. Caroline’s shoulders tensed as he paused on the landing. She imagined his yellow gaze on her door, on the strip of light beneath.

			His door opened, then shut.

			Caroline exhaled and returned to her grim reading.

			Sleep did not call her. She knew she should rest, that another long day lay ahead. But with each hour marked by the parlor clock—nine, ten, eleven—her restlessness grew. She set the stack of papers aside with an irritated huff; she had discovered nothing new, no detail she had previously overlooked. Hugging her arms across her chest, she walked to the window and looked out over the sleeping city.

			The night was clear, the sky high and black and peppered with stars. As Caroline gazed out at the hungry curve of the moon, something caught in her memory like a hangnail.

			Her fingers tightened on the casement. Caroline combed back through her carefully kept memories of Charlie until she found it, tucked between childhood and adolescence. The night Charlie had spoken about the moon.

			There had been a new soreness in her budding breasts, a pain in her belly that had kept her in her bed half the day. “You’ll be accustomed to it soon enough,” Carys had said brusquely, bustling off to make Caroline a cup of lemon tea.

			And then Charlie had arrived.

			Caroline had made excuses to not meet him. It was a miserable February afternoon, the trees bare and black, the parlor windows bearded in frost. She would catch a cold, she told Carys. She would muddy her new boots. She had nothing warm to wear; all her wool frocks were too short and too tight.

			Carys had surveyed her with her hands on her hips. “The last time your brother came it was raining like the flood in Genesis, and you came back soaked to the bone, smiling like a crocodile. When has weather ever stopped you before?”

			Caroline resisted the urge to pick at the new pink spots on her chin. Her body, which she had never thought much of before, which had been nothing more than a vessel from which to explore the world, had turned on her. And he would know, surely, this man whom she loved more than anything. He would see immediately that she was not the same girl he’d left three months ago. That something vital had shifted without her permission or understanding.

			“I don’t feel well,” Caroline said. “I feel faint.”

			“Shall I call for Dr. Hoffman?”

			Caroline had balked at that, as Carys knew she would. “He’s come all the way up from London,” Carys continued. “You’ve done naught but mope about all week. The fresh air will do you good. Go on, now. Go.”

			So Caroline had trudged to the cypress grove. Her whole body felt like a finger that had been closed in a door.

			I do not want it, she screamed silently at the bare winter trees, the drowned grasses. Take it back. I do not want it.

			When she saw Charlie standing with his hands in his pockets, staring up at the sky, she nearly turned back. But he’d already spotted her.

			“Cat!” he called, loping over to where she’d emerged between the trunks. She held her breath as they embraced, felt herself stiffen.

			When he drew back, his blue eyes were sharp on hers. “What’s wrong?”

			“Nothing.”

			“Nothing?” His hands were still on her shoulders, and he held her at an arm’s distance, surveying her face. “Something’s different about you.” Caroline felt her mottled cheeks redden. “Are you still taking your medicine?”

			“Of course.”

			An emotion flickered across Charlie’s face. It was gone as quickly as it had come, replaced with a sunny smile.

			“C’mon,” Charlie said, giving her shoulder a playful shove. “I have a surprise for you.”

			Caroline scanned the ground behind him for a white bakery box or knapsack of books. “What is it?”

			“It’s not a gift, I’m afraid. Are you game for a bit of an adventure?”

			Caroline’s heart sank. She could not run with the bundle of rags between her legs, could not climb trees or hop fences without fear of it dislodging.

			Still, she took his hand.

			

			—

			He led her through the woods, away from the orchard and gardens.

			When they emerged onto the walking path and the peaked roof of the stables came into sight, Caroline froze. “Someone will see you,” she hissed, dragging at Charlie’s arm. “And I’m not supposed to be out of the house alone—”

			“Shh, Cat, it’s all right. There are a dozen people in there. Just pull up your hood and keep your head down and no one will know.”

			As Caroline opened her mouth to protest, two stable boys emerged from the open door, one with a stack of blankets, the other with a bucket full of water. Their faces were taut. Dread crept through her.

			“A dozen people? What’s happened?”

			The horses were her father’s most prized possessions. On his infrequent visits to Audley House, he spent most of his time with his head groom, walking from stall to stall, observing his investments. If one of them was ill, or lame…

			“I saw all the hubbub when I was walking in,” Charlie whispered. “One of the mares is having her foal. There’s a whole crowd of stable boys and groundskeepers in there. No one will notice us, I promise. But there will be blood, and it might be a bit scary. Do you wish to stay?”

			

			—

			They had stood for an hour in the freezing stable, pressed anonymously into the little crowd that had gathered to bear witness to this commonplace miracle. Caroline kept her hood up, but Charlie was right: No one paid them any heed. She knew some faces, but there were plenty that were new to her, and the flash of recognition she had feared never came. Every eye was fixed on the sweating, trembling mass that was the mare.

			Caroline couldn’t feel her toes by the end of it, and her jaw ached from clenching her teeth so they would not chatter, but she did not once look away. There was blood, Charlie had not lied. And piss and shit. The bay mare had grunted and cried with such radiant pain that the air around Caroline fogged with her whispered prayers. But then the foal had come—white-blazed nose, long neck, bundled legs—clad in a glistening bubble, fully formed and perfect. As the mare licked her clean, Caroline felt, for the first time, that she understood something of the truth of what it meant to be a woman.

			

			—

			When they emerged back into the early winter twilight, Caroline had the strange sensation that it was she who had been born, who had left behind the engulfing warmth of oblivion and stepped into the world for the first time. The air was sharp, but she inhaled it greedily, savored the smells of manure and woodsmoke laced through it.

			She had looked up at Charlie, wanting to thank him, to say something that would convey the depth of her feeling.

			But the expression on his face had frozen her to the spot.

			Never, in all her life, had she seen her brother’s eyes so cold, his lips so humorless. She followed his gaze over the treetops into the thickening blue sky.

			There was nothing there but the moon.

			It was round and silver and seemed closer than usual, hovering over the ashes and spruces.

			Caroline had nearly laughed, so strange and total was her relief. “Is it full?” she asked, for something to say.

			“Tomorrow,” Charlie had whispered. “Tomorrow.” But he did not look away, and the blood chilled in Caroline’s veins as he said, “Arianrhod.”

			“Ari…what?”

			“That’s what the pagans called their moon goddess. Arianhrod. It means ‘silver wheel.’ She’s the goddess of childbirth. Goddess of the space between.”

			“The space between what?”

			Charlie had looked down at her then, and there had been such a sadness in the set of his mouth that her breath had caught.

			“The space between life and death.”

			

			—

			A shout from across the hall brought Caroline back to herself.

			“Goddamn bastard bugger bollocks!”

			Caroline wheeled away from the window and faced her lamplit garret room.

			The curse had been accompanied by a sound like metal pots falling to the ground, but when it had faded, the only sound was the blood singing in her ears. Without thinking, without retrieving her penknife from the desk, she drew the dead bolt and flung open her door.

			The landing was empty. Thick gray smoke curled from beneath Rab’s door.

			“Rab!” Caroline called, alarmed. She rushed across the carpet and tugged on the handle. The door was locked. She looked around frantically for something to bash against the wood, but there was nothing at hand. She was about to run down the stairs and call for help when the door opened. Rab stood on the threshold, wreathed in smoke, coughing.

			“It’s all right,” he choked. “It’s out. The fire’s out.”

			Caroline craned her neck to see over his shoulder. A metal contraption, all rings and slim bars, lay on the floor amid shards of glass. A pile of singed papers gently steamed in a pool of water. A blue porcelain pitcher, the twin of hers, lay empty on its side. The singed smell in the air was both herbal and chemical.

			“What happened?”

			“Just an experiment gone awry. The smoke is a bit dramatic. Makes it looks worse than it is.”

			“Are you hurt?”

			Caroline reached for his right hand, around which a handkerchief had been hastily wrapped. Bright blood bloomed in a line across his palm.

			Rab winced as she peeled the cotton back and inspected the cut. “It’s fine,” he said. “It’s not deep.”

			But she did not release him. Halfway up his forearm, exposed by his rolled shirtsleeve, grinned a half-moon scar. It was unlike anything she had seen, almost decorative in its shocking whiteness against the warm color of his skin.

			Rab drew his hand from hers and rewound the kerchief. “Sorry if I woke you.”

			“You didn’t. I was…” Charlie’s white face, gazing up at the moon. “Writing.”

			A smile smoothed the creases from his forehead. “My apologies for disturbing you.” He nodded over her shoulder at the open door of her bedroom. “Sleep well, Miss Huxley.”

			“I can help clean it up.” Caroline took half a step forward. Perhaps she might discover something, something to do with Charlie…

			“Oh, no. Generous of you. But no need—”

			“Rab,” Caroline said, hands on her hips in a perfect imitation of Mrs. Easton. “It’ll take you hours by yourself. It’s nearly midnight, and you have work in the morning. Besides. I’m a professional charwoman now. I have the calluses to prove it.”

			Rab laughed, and fear burned through Caroline, bright and astringent. The house was asleep. Here she was: alone, at midnight, begging entry to the bedroom of a man she did not trust.

			But she saw her brother’s eyes, narrowed over the twilit trees. For Charlie. She would be brave for Charlie.

			“How could I decline such a generous offer?” Rab said, moving aside reluctantly and giving Caroline her first unimpeded view of his bedroom.

			The bed was unmade. Books were stacked on the side table, on the chair, in piles on the floor. Papers covered the wall opposite the door, and as she moved closer, she saw the writing on them was not words. Just capital letters—C’s and H’s and O’s—surrounded by circles and connected by dashes. There were postcards, too, from all over the world, bearing bright illustrations of the Arc de Triomphe, the canals of Venice, a huge, modern bridge Caroline thought distantly might be in New York City. And a sentence handwritten in black ink, underlined twice. The curse is the cure.

			“What kind of experiment?” Caroline asked, picking her way through shards of broken glass to the desk. Her heart was pumping uncommonly hard.

			The wooden surface was covered in the detritus of a scientist’s laboratory. The dissected insides of an oil lamp lay in a pile of ashes, the black wick exposed, surrounded by glass vials full of purple liquid.

			“Bit o’ this, bit o’ that,” Rab said noncommittally, sidestepping Caroline to shut the desk drawers.

			“Is this my medicine?”

			For amid the mess, in one of Mrs. Easton’s tea saucers, lay a tiny pile of rust-red powder.

			“Er…um,” said Rab, scratching his neck. “Yes.”

			“Did you discover the ingredients?” A bubble of hope swelled in Caroline’s belly. Only ten or eleven of Dr. Hoffman’s pills remained. She had been rationing them, one every third day, and she felt like a draining bathtub.

			“No.”

			The bubble popped.

			“Leastways, not yet,” Rab went on. He fixed her with that strange yellow gaze. “But I do have some questions. Whereabouts in the Midlands did you say you were from, Miss Huxley?”

			The query took Caroline by surprise. She arranged her face, praying she had let nothing slip, and said, “Birmingham. Why do you ask?”

			He waved his hand airily. “Just trying to deduce the medicine’s active ingredients. What gives it its color. Its smell.” He bent, picked up the largest piece of broken glass between index finger and thumb, and dropped it into the waste bin. “And—refresh my memory—how did you say you know Charlie Foster?”

			Caroline’s mind raced. She hadn’t mentioned Charlie’s name since that first night, when she had stood at the front door and begged Mrs. Easton to take her in. “I met him when I came to London,” she said. “Just once. But he was so kind.”

			“And when was that?” Rab dropped a second piece of glass into the bin with a clink.

			“Months ago. Early spring, perhaps? It was raining, I remember, and cold.” She laughed, a small, flat sound. “But it’s London, so that could be any time of year.”

			Rab raised his golden eyes to Caroline’s face. She felt transfixed by them, stuck like one of Mr. Tythe’s pinned butterflies.

			“Just once,” he repeated. And she felt in her bones that he knew she was lying.

			“What does Charlie Foster have to do with my medicine?” Caroline managed to ask.

			Rab’s gaze lingered a moment longer. She felt laid bare beneath it. But after a moment he shook his head, turned once more to his task. “Nothing,” he said softly. “Nothing at all. Just trying to piece together how you came to us.”

			Caroline knelt on the floor beside him, willed her fingers not to tremble as she lifted the largest piece of glass and dropped it in the bin. She felt Rab’s eyes on the nape of her neck as she scanned the carpet, but he did not press her more. Still. He knew, or guessed, that her story was not true. Just as she knew, or guessed, that he had something to do with Charlie’s disappearance.

			“Let’s roll it up,” Caroline said, when all that remained on the rug was a fine, sparkling layer, “and shake it over the bin.”

			Rab joined her at the fringed edge. His shoulder knocked against hers, warm and muscled, and it cost Caroline every bit of her strength to not jump away each time they brushed. When the carpet was tightly spiraled, they lifted it—not unlike a body, Caroline thought, how the end lolled on her shoulder—and carried it to the waste bin.

			“One,” Rab said, “two…”

			On “three,” they hoisted the rug upright and shook it.

			“Thanks for that,” Rab said, panting, as they lowered the carpet and rolled it back out. “Couldn’t have done it alone.”

			“There’s still a fair bit of glass,” Caroline said, picking a fingernail-size piece out of the wool. “I can come by tomorrow morning with the broom. Get the last of it.”

			She glanced at Rab from the corner of her eye. His hand moved, unconsciously, to his breast pocket. Where he kept his key, safe and close. There was something here, in this room, some bit of evidence that would lead her to Charlie. She could nearly smell it.

			“That’s kind of you,” Rab said, flattening the edge of the rug with his boot toe. “But I’ll take care of it. I know how Mrs. Easton is; you’ve got enough to worry about without cleaning up my messes.”

			“It’s no problem,” Caroline stood, made a show of surveying the carpet. “I have to sweep my room tomorrow anyway.”

			She had unknowingly stepped closer to him. When she looked up, his face was inches from hers. His nostrils flared.

			“Miss Huxley,” Rab said, in a low purr that sent a shiver skittering down her spine, “thank you for your help.”

			“You’re—you’re welcome,” she stammered, taking a step backward.

			Rab moved into the air she had just vacated. His boot sole was silent in the carpet, his yellow eyes still fixed on hers.

			“Good night.”

			The word was a whisper that felt like a touch.

			“Good night,” Caroline repeated. She wheeled to the door, through it, across the landing, and into her own room. She drew the lock, slid the chair beneath the handle, and leapt beneath the quilt with all her clothes on.

			As she lay trembling in the dark like a child, unsure what had happened, what had so frightened her, she heard, across the landing, a muffled masculine laugh.
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Chapter 13

			Time dripped away like blood from a wound.

			The moon through Caroline’s window swelled from a slender crescent to a wide grin, and still, she had found nothing.

			She eavesdropped as she stacked supper plates and swept up cinders, paused on thresholds and before shut doors. She learned that Alfie Rodart would spend Christmas at the boardinghouse, to the dismay of his wife and children, that Pierre Toussaint had secured a coveted shipping contract, that Mr. Tythe was beside himself with excitement over the discovery of a new species of African beetle.

			Only a handful of Dr. Hoffman’s pills remained, and Caroline took to crushing them with the handle of her penknife and dipping a licked finger into the dust. She waited for the weakness, for the faintness that came over her as sudden and strong as a summer thunderstorm.

			But instead, strangely, she felt stronger.

			There was a new brightness in her eyes, an apricot blush to her cheeks. Her arms and legs had thickened, solidified; she traced the new lines of muscle under their blanket of milk-white skin. She ate everything Mrs. Easton set before her, scraped the bottom of the bowl with her silver spoon, and asked for a second helping.

			And she wrote.

			Each night, when her tasks were finished and she was at long last seated in the scuffed leather chair before her desk, she dutifully pored over the day’s newspapers. But as the days melted together and she discovered no new details of either the Whitechapel murders or her brother’s disappearance, she reached for blank pages and disappeared, again, into her imagination.

			The story had its own feet now; its protagonist was like her and unlike her; the story was hers and not hers. The men in the fictional society were more frightening, more threatening than any of the boarders now sleeping on the floors beneath her. The shadows were darker, the rooms colder than they ever were at the Full Moon. As she wrote, Caroline felt less like a sculptor trying to force life into dead clay and more like a hunter tracking her quarry. She was unsure what, exactly, she was chasing. But she followed, recording the path of broken branches, of depressions in the soil, and thrilled at the thought of coming face-to-face with the force of her creation.

			At night, she dreamed of Charlie.

			Charlie, catching fat August raindrops on his tongue. Charlie in November, carving a bull’s-eye into an oak trunk, whooping as Caroline hurled rotten apples at the mark. Charlie in February, with his hands in his pockets, stomping the ice at the edge of the stream.

			Caroline’s memories of her brother were her most precious tender. Over the years she had handled them so often that their details were rubbed to a shine: the dress she’d been wearing, the weight of the air, the color of the sky.

			But she had never dreamed like this.

			Perhaps it was the withdrawal from Dr. Hoffman’s medication, or the physical exhaustion of her days. Whatever the reason, she began looking forward to sleep, so she might see Charlie again.

			She dreamed she was chasing him down the street, but no matter how fast she ran, how she screamed his name, he did not turn. She dreamed he was sitting on her bed, here in the Full Moon, reading to her from Carys’s book of Welsh fairy tales. He was helping Mrs. Easton in the kitchen, laughing at the look of shock on Caroline’s face as she descended the stairs.

			The detail was astounding. The creases of his eyelids. The uneven edges of his thumbnails where he’d torn them with his teeth.

			Tell me, she pleaded into the empty darkness. Tell me.

			But the Charlie of her dreams, just like the Charlie of her waking life, kept his deepest secrets from her.

			

			—

			In desperation, she volunteered to do all Mrs. Easton’s shopping. She wandered the stalls at Covent Garden, haggled with the fishmonger, filled her basket with apples and velvety morels and pale wheels of cheese. But all the while, she was watching for a dark, untidy head in the crowd, or a tumble of curls, or the gold uncovered glint of Mary Jane’s hair. All the while, she was listening.

			“The Ripper’s fled to Paris, I heard. He’ll have his choice of victims there. Whores on every corner…”

			“They’ve got the bloodhounds on him now. Only a matter of time.”

			“He must step down. He’s the disgrace of the city, is Commissioner Warren. Four murders and naught to show for it. The Ripper is running circles round Scotland Yard. It’s an embarrassment!”

			The newsboys kept up their cries—“Grisly contents of package identified! Half of Catherine Eddowes’s left kidney sent to the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee!”—but there were no new murders. There would not be, Caroline was certain, until the next full moon.

			The boardinghouse. The police commissioner. The full moon.

			Charlie. Charlie, and Rab, and Mary Jane.

			

			—

			On the day the moon would be halfway full, Caroline walked home past Rab’s chemistry.

			She had passed this way before, although she had stuck to the opposite side of the street and only hazarded a few furtive glances at the shop from beneath the rim of her bonnet. But the windows were papered with advertisements for Emerson’s Bromo-Seltzer and Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup, and she saw nothing.

			So today, Caroline gathered her courage around her shoulders like a shawl and walked right past.

			She was so nervous that she barely raised her eyes from the paving stones. At the last moment, before the windows turned to brick wall, she lifted her head and peered in. There were three customers in the store, two of them women. Rab, in a white apron, was standing behind a counter and holding up a brown bottle, clearly explaining its contents. She watched for as long as she dared before someone jostled her out of the way.

			The next day, she was bolder.

			The street was busy with afternoon foot traffic, and Caroline thought herself safely anonymous in the crush. She sidled up to the windows, feigned interest in the brightly lettered advertisements. When she hazarded a glance through the glass, her heart stopped. Rab stood again at the back counter, arms across his chest, brows knit in an expression of distaste. And before him, hands open and upturned, stood a woman.

			She was tall and shapely, dressed in a simple black frock that augmented the angle between her waist and hips. And her golden head was bare.

			Caroline turned her back to the storefront. Blood pounded in her ears.

			It was Mary Jane.

			She could not hear what they were discussing, but the language of their bodies had been clear as words. Mary Jane entreating, Rab refusing.

			Caroline blinked hard against the gray light. What wouldn’t she give to become invisible? To slip through the door unobserved and listen to their conversation?

			She took a deep breath, held it, and stole another look.

			Mary Jane’s back was still to her, but Rab had taken a step to the side and her head swiveled to follow him, illuminating her face in profile. Her cheeks were full as apples, her nose lifted at the tip.

			And Rab—Rab was looking right at Caroline.

			She wheeled back to the street, panic coursing through her like cold water.

			He might not have recognized her. She could have been any woman in Whitechapel, peering in through the chemistry window with her pale face and dark bonnet. And even if he had recognized her, it was no crime to walk past his storefront. No crime to read the advertisements.

			Caroline was halfway down the block before she realized she had started walking.

			She considered turning back, or concealing herself in a doorway until Mary Jane appeared. But to what end? The woman’s uncovered hair and uncloaked gown proclaimed her to all the world as a prostitute; were Caroline to approach her, speak with her, she would only draw unsavory attention to herself.

			And Rab. Rab, who was always watching her, who had asked her, that night in his room, how she had met Charlie Foster. Who already, she felt certain, suspected her of being someone other than who she had claimed to be.

			Caroline readjusted the straps of the grocery bags on her shoulders and walked briskly toward the high street. She could not risk being caught. Not yet.

			

			—

			At supper, she served Rab’s haddock with a steady hand and met his eyes as she asked, “More wine, Mr. Ripley?”

			“Yes, please, Miss Huxley.”

			She felt his gaze on her bent neck like the blade of a guillotine as she poured.

			“Did you go out today, Miss Huxley?” he asked, raising the glass to his mouth and taking a long, slow sip.

			Her pulse tripped. But she kept her voice light, casual, as she responded, “I did. I went to the market for Mrs. Easton.”

			“I thought I saw you. Outside the chemistry.”

			Caroline pursed her lips as though trying to remember. “I did walk home through Brick Lane. So many fine storefronts! It’s a wonder you come home with any money at all, Mr. Ripley. My salary would walk itself right out of my pocket, if I worked in such a street.”

			“Were you looking for anything in particular?”

			“No, just looking.” She forced herself to hold his eyes, curled her mouth into an insipid smile. The yellow rings around his irises burned, and she thought of the story she was chasing, the scribbled pages waiting for her on her desk. Suddenly, she was not certain she wanted to catch it.
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			That night, like every night, she dreamed of Charlie.

			They were back in the grounds of Audley House, standing in the fallow field beyond the apple orchard. The sky was steeped in the purple-blue of twilight. And it was spring, for the earth was covered in flowers the same impossible hue as the sky.

			Her brother was smiling. But there was something mournful about the smile. It did not quite reach his eyes.

			Cat, he said.

			The syllable echoed like a bell.

			Cat…Cat…Cat.

			I have something to show you.

			He turned away, walking toward the edge of the forest. Caroline nearly stumbled in her haste to keep up, but no matter how quickly she stepped, her brother was always five paces ahead, just out of reach.

			On through the flowers, on and on, but the sky grew no darker and the trees grew no closer. And as she stared at her feet, careful to not turn an ankle on a rock or in a rabbit hole, she realized that something was following them.

			It was large, whatever it was, and walking on all fours. It was not trying to be stealthy; it was breathing like a winded ox. And perhaps that’s what it was, although its breath, which was now fogging her hair, dripping down her neck, smelled of carrion. She did not dare look back, even as she felt its feet hit the ground a second after hers, even as she felt the heat wafting from its great body.

			Ahead, her brother had reached the edge of the field. He would disappear into the forest, she was certain of it, and she would lose him forever, and the creature, whatever it was, would consume her.

			Charlie! Caroline cried. The word was strangled, the way words are in dreams, and barely reached her own ears. But her brother turned.

			She waited for fear to spill over his face as he saw what stalked behind her. Fear, or rage, or simple shock. But his expression did not change. He continued smiling his sad smile.

			Cat, he called, and his voice was in her head, in the earth and air and all around.

			Cat…Cat…Cat.

			Caroline had stopped, and the beast behind her had stopped, and suddenly she was face-to-face with her brother, staring down at his outstretched white fingers.

			I have something to show you.

			Her hand closed on empty air.

			

			—

			
			With a gasp, Caroline sat up.

			She fumbled with the key in the oil lamp till the wick caught and bathed the room in yellow light.

			She was alone.

			Every nerve in her body was vibrating, and her chest heaved as though she had just run a great distance. She was drenched in nameless, reasonless fear.

			A dream, she told herself. Just a dream.

			She stared at her innocuous little room, at the shoes tucked neatly beneath the chair, at her mother’s cloak hanging black and crow-like behind the door. She took slow, measured breaths.

			Just a dream.

			But that knowledge did not make the sensation dissipate.

			She rubbed the heels of her hands against her palms. Like all her dreams since she’d started rationing Dr. Hoffman’s medicine, it had been so real. She could still feel the rocks beneath her boots, still see the perfect whorls of Charlie’s ear beneath the fringe of dark hair. What had her brother been about to show her? What lay behind him in the dark shadows of the trees?

			And what had been chasing her?

			She felt, deep in the recesses of her mind, that she already knew the answer. But she could not draw it to the surface. If only she could return to the dream. But she knew she would not sleep again tonight.

			Her gaze traveled to the dark bottle on the desk, the medication Rab had brought her. Ner-Vigor tonic. Surely it would do no harm to have a spoonful. Just enough to calm her nerves, slow her stampeding heart. Perhaps Charlie was still waiting for her on the other side of consciousness.

			Caroline threw off the covers. The air had a bite to it, and she hurried across the floorboards on her tiptoes with her arms over her chest. Her penknife was sitting beside the bottle. As she raised the blade over the waxed cork, her mother’s ring fell free of her nightgown and swung from her neck on its golden chain.

			Caroline set down the knife with a dull thud. She lifted the ring, turned it in the lamplight. There were the strange hooded flowers, each with its drop of blood.

			The same flowers that had filled the fallow field in her dream. Turned the sky above them their impossible shade of purple-blue.

			I have something to show you.

			Caroline reached for her mother’s cloak.

			

			—

			As Caroline crept through the house on cat-light feet, the walls around her seemed to hold their breath.

			She had never been out of her room at night, and with each step away from her door, dread dragged heavier at her heels. She clutched the penknife in one hand, the banister with the other, whispered a curse whenever a stair creaked. But as she opened the hidden servants’ door at the end of the second floor, the hallway stretched long and empty before her.

			She had planned to creep down the stairs to the cellar kitchen, and from there up into the back garden. That was where the flowers were, after all. The field had been flooded with flowers. But her feet led her here.

			The only light came from the windows on the landing, through which filtered the yellow, secondhand glow of the streetlamps, but Caroline’s vision adjusted quickly. The birds watched from the wallpaper with their gold foil eyes, but the carpet swallowed her footsteps, and the door of room 203 made no sound as she opened it.

			Charlie’s smell met her on the threshold, and she nearly wept at the absence of him.

			The bedroom was unchanged from her last visit, neat and deserted. She sat on the bed, feeling suddenly foolish. What had she hoped to accomplish on this midnight wander? She pulled her mother’s ring from her nightgown, slid it up and down its chain. What she wanted, what she really wanted, was to wrap herself up in Charlie’s blankets and bury her face in his pillow. To drift to sleep with her brother’s presence all around her. But that was foolish. A child’s impulse.

			I have something to show you.

			She had already searched this room and found nothing.

			Caroline stood and walked to the window.

			Milky moonlight bathed the garden. The inhabitants of the vegetable beds looked enchanted; the pumpkin vines twisted ominously up the box walls; the collards bunched together like a dark little forest. Caroline’s gaze settled on the bed of purple flowers. The moon had sapped all color from them, left them pale as silver bells. Their stalks threw long, sharp shadows on the path.

			As she stared through the glass, something crept like a spider up her spine. She was being watched.

			Slowly, with her heart in her mouth, she turned.

			No one was there. The door was shut, the room empty. But the sensation did not fade, and as she stared, still as a statue, she saw that the armoire door was ajar.

			Caroline raised her little knife. Images of the dead women flashed through her head, skin opened, spilling scarlet. But she gripped the metal tighter and commanded her feet forward. For Charlie, she thought. Be brave for Charlie.

			She flung the door open, penknife brandished before her like a rapier.

			The armoire was empty.

			Caroline laughed, then clapped a hand over her mouth.

			How foolish she was, how utterly foolish. Fear had made her a girl again, stealing through the house, seeing ghosts.

			She lowered the knife and took a long, shuddering breath. Perhaps all her dread was imagined. Had Mrs. Easton not treated her with nothing but kindness? Even Rab, strange as he was, had brought her medicine, always offered to help with her chores. Perhaps the locked room in the east wing held nothing more than a few opium pipes, or crates of smuggled goods. Perhaps Charlie was on his way, had been searching for her in Staffordshire or Wales.

			But as she turned away, something caught her eye.

			The bottom corner of the armoire was raised. It was a small lip, the width of a coin, a warp in the wood. She wouldn’t have noticed it but for the way the moonlight cast the darkness beneath it in such sharp relief.

			Caroline knelt, hooked a finger into the gap, and pulled.

			She had expected the wood to hold. But the whole panel gave way. It was not nailed in place, merely fitted over the base.

			And hidden beneath was a cache of books.

			Barely breathing, Caroline lifted them, one by one, and set them gently on the carpet before her.

			There was an ancient embossed Bible, as thick as a thigh, and pads of drawing paper crammed with Charlie’s pen strokes. But what stopped Caroline’s heart was the littlest book, green with gold lettering. A book of Welsh fairy tales.

			She opened the front cover. The book exhaled a breath that smelled of cracked leather and time.

			Here was “The Monster of Afang,” “The Golden Harp,” “The Great Red Dragon.” All the stories Carys had read to her. But this book was older than Carys’s, much older, the illustrations almost medieval. Strange beasts prowled the margins, and the first letter of each tale was illuminated with animals and flowers. As she flipped through, the book fell open to a well-thumbed page.

			Saint Ciwa and the Wolf.

			Caroline knew the story well. She had asked Carys to read it so often that they both had it memorized, and chanted it out together in a singsong. She read it now, falling into its familiar scenes as if they were the arms of an old friend.

			Once upon a time, in the castle of Gwent, lived a pious girl named Ciwa. She was the only child of the Lord Talan and the Lady Coemel, who doted upon her.

			Before the girl was three, Lady Coemel died of a fever. God, taking pity on the motherless child, bestowed upon her the ability to speak with creatures of every kind, so that she might never be lonely. The rats told her of a leak in the cistern, and Ciwa told her father, and the leak was plugged. The deer told her of a boar in the wood, and Ciwa told her father, and the boar was hunted and slain.

			And for a time, all was well in Gwent.

			But one day, a cloaked woman knocked on the castle door.

			“I am the Lady Angharad,” said the stranger. “And I have come from afar to care for Lord Talan’s motherless child.”

			At first, Ciwa was taken with the Lady Angharad, who fed Ciwa the sweetest bites of fruit and made for her little dolls that delighted her. But the lady was a sorceress and knew the way to Lord Talan’s heart was through his beloved daughter.

			“Ciwa needs a mother,” he said to himself one day as he watched the lady and his daughter walking hand in hand in the garden. “And I have no heir. I shall ask for the Lady Angharad’s hand.”

			She accepted, and they were married in the spring. Ciwa thought herself blessed indeed to have been given such a beautiful and kind stepmother.

			And for a time, all was well in Gwent.

			

			—

			A year later, when the meadows were again carpeted in flowers, the Lady Angharad gave Lord Talan a son.

			Dochau, as they named him, was a pale, unhappy boy. He broke the vases that had been Lady Coemel’s dowry and pinched his older sister when the nurses were not looking. He bit the dogs until they bit him back and had to be killed. The creatures of the castle were afraid of him and relayed to Ciwa stories of his cruelty until she cried. But when the girl repeated their words to her father, Lord Talan shut his ears to her.

			“I’ll hear no more lies!” he shouted. “You are jealous, that’s all, and trying to turn me against my own son.”

			Ciwa, frightened to lose her father’s love, begged his forgiveness, and from then on only spoke of matters of the castle. But to those, too, Lord Talan was deaf.

			The sparrows told her of a loose chimney on the roof, and though Ciwa told her father, he did not listen. The chimney fell on the head of a passing lad and killed him.

			The horses told her their hay had gone moldy, and though Ciwa told her father, he did not listen. The horses writhed with colic.

			The hawks, who flew high and far and saw many things, told her of an illness in the south. A ferocious fever that felled the strong and old alike and burned through villages like a fire. Ciwa told her father to shut the castle doors to any strangers, lest they carry the sickness with them, but he did not listen.

			The castle doors opened to merchants and minstrels, priests and pilgrims. And one of them carried the fever in his lungs.

			

			—

			Lord Talan fell ill one morning and was dead by sunset.

			“Oh, God!” cried Ciwa, as she held her father’s cold hand in hers. “You have taken both my mother and my father, and left me all alone! Have mercy, and call me home!”

			But God had not forgotten Ciwa. For she still had her gift.

			No sooner was Lord Talan buried than Angharad and Dochau banished Ciwa from her father’s kingdom.

			“You are a creature of the devil,” the lady said. “You who claim to speak with animals, who knew of the fever before it arrived in our lands.”

			“My gift comes from God!” Ciwa protested. “I warned my father, but he did not listen!”

			“You have the devil within you!” Lady Angharad screamed. “Go now, begone! And never show your face here again!”

			And so, fearing for her life, Ciwa fled to the forest.

			She walked until her feet bled. She cried until her eyes ran dry. When she finally collapsed on the forest floor, she looked up at the sky and saw it was nearly dark.

			“Oh, Lord!” she cried. “You have forsaken me!”

			But God had not forsaken Ciwa. For she still had her gift.

			Just then, something moved in the trees.

			“Who’s there?” called the girl. “Please, show yourself!”

			A huge she-wolf emerged from the forest with her three pups. Ciwa shut her eyes and waited for death. But it did not come.

			“Hello, poor creature,” said the she-wolf. “I see you are lost, and it is nearly night. My den is close. Follow us.”

			And off trotted the she-wolf with her three pups.

			Ciwa, knowing not what to do, only that she was cold and hungry and alone, followed.

			“Come,” said the she-wolf, when they had reached her den, “and sup with my children. For I see that you are hungry, and my milk is nourishing.”

			And so Ciwa, who had known silver plates and roasted meat, lay beside the wolf pups and drank of their mother’s milk.

			The den was small: the ceiling made of tree roots, the floor made of leaves. It was nothing like Lord Talan’s fine castle. But it was warm and dry. Ciwa’s belly was full, and she was weary, and she curled up beside the three wolf pups and fell fast asleep.

			Years passed.

			Ciwa slept each night in the she-wolf’s den and spent the days hunting beside her. She learned all the forest’s secrets, but she missed the world of men and grieved for her father.

			One day, a sparrow flew into the she-wolf’s den and fluttered its wings over Ciwa’s face until she woke.

			“What is it, little bird?” she asked.

			“Lady Ciwa,” said the sparrow, “I have news! Your brother, Dochau, has overthrown the king of Llangiwa and rules in his stead. He has asked all creatures of the forest to find his half sister and bring her to him, for he is sickened by the fate which befell her and wishes to make amends.”

			Ciwa thought of chairs and fires, of fresh bread and goose-down quilts. But she thought most of all of her brother, Dochau, whom she had painted, with time and distance, to be nothing more than the sad child of an evil mother. She longed to sit among her fellow men and hear music. She longed to worship God in a church.

			So, with many tears, Ciwa bid farewell to the she-wolf who had suckled her beside her own pups and walked into the west.

			

			—

			The land of Llangiwa was rich with forests and streams and all manner of wild beasts. But the crows told Ciwa where to find the ripest berries, and the rabbits told her which hollow trees were safe for sleeping, and when she arrived at the city gates her heart was light with love for her half brother.

			“I am Ciwa,” she told the guards. “Half sister of Lord Dochau. I have come to embrace him, after all these years.”

			The guards were alarmed by her matted hair and strange manner of speaking, but they had heard of their lord’s cursed sister and rushed to find him.

			“Sister!” called Dochau from the tallest tower of the castle. He was dressed in furs, with a golden circlet on his head. “I have been waiting for you!”

			“Brother!” called Ciwa, smiling up at him. “Let me in, and I shall embrace you!”

			“If only I could,” Dochau replied mournfully. “But the city gates open for no one. There is a beast terrorizing the land.”

			“But it is I!” cried Ciwa. “Your sister!”

			“It near kills me to turn you away,” said Dochau. “But I cannot risk the safety of my people. If only the beast were captured, then I would throw the gates open and welcome you into my city.”

			“But I could capture the beast,” Ciwa said.

			“Would you?” asked Dochau, clasping his hands at his heart. “Oh, sister! If you capture the beast, then I shall seat you beside myself at the table and feed you the best cuts from my own plate, for you would be the savior of my lands!”

			“I shall try. And if I die, I shall be reunited with my mother and father at last,” Ciwa said resolutely, and turned back into the forest.

			The forest of Llangiwa was darker and older than that of Gwent. No creatures greeted her, and when she called out to a bird or a squirrel, they flew or scampered away.

			“Strange,” thought Ciwa.

			Soon, she came to a stream where a deer was drinking.

			“Good day,” said Ciwa. “I am searching for the beast that lives in this forest.”

			The deer began to run from her, but Ciwa called, “Please! I am here to capture it, so that all men and creatures of this land may live free of fear!”

			“The beast lives in the densest, darkest woods,” said the deer over her shoulder. “No creatures who enter its lair are ever seen again!” And the deer bounded away.

			So Ciwa walked through the forest until the trees became so dense and dark that she did not know if it was day or night.

			

			—

			When the trunks stood so close that she could not take another step, a branch snapped behind her. She turned but saw nothing except the forest. A strange odor hung in the air, and she felt a pair of eyes on her, and she knew the beast was close.

			“I am Ciwa,” she said, “only daughter of Lord Talan of Gwent. And I am here to capture the beast who terrorizes these lands.”

			“And if you capture me,” said a low, growling voice, “what shall you do with me?”

			“I shall bring you to my half brother, Dochau,” said Ciwa, “who rules as king of this land.”

			“And will you kill me?”

			“No,” said Ciwa. “Not unless you threaten violence.”

			“Would you swear it before God? That no harm shall befall me?”

			“I swear it,” said Ciwa. “Before you and God and the trees of the forest.”

			“And why, pray tell,” the beast asked after a moment, “did your brother send a young woman, alone, to capture the most dangerous beast in the land?”

			“Because I can speak to animals,” said Ciwa.

			“You must tell me the entire tale,” said the beast, “from beginning to end. Then I will decide whether or not to accompany you.”

			So Ciwa told the entire tale, from beginning to end. She told the beast of her mother’s death, and the arrival of Lady Angharad, and her father’s fever, and her banishment into the woods, and her life with the wolves. She told the beast of her journey to Llangiwa, of her brother, Dochau, in his furs and golden circlet, and the promise he made her from the highest tower.

			And then the beast emerged from the trees.

			He was huge and terrible, taller than any man, with a long snout and pointed ears and fingers that ended in claws.

			“Are you afraid?” asked the beast.

			“Yes, I am afraid,” Ciwa answered.

			“But you do not run? You would walk beside me to the castle at Llangiwa and present me to your lord brother? I could kill you with a bite of my teeth or a tear of my claws.”

			“I do not run,” said Ciwa. “And if you kill me, I will be called home to heaven, where my mother and father wait for me.”

			“I will not kill you,” said the beast, “for you have made me a promise.”

			So the two unlikely companions walked through the forest to the castle.

			All the creatures of the land fled before the beast, and when they reached the road, every man they met turned and ran. Ciwa began to feel sorry for the beast and realized that he must be even more lonely than she.

			The guards fainted when she knocked on the castle door with the beast at her side, but her brother appeared at the window of the tallest tower, flanked by archers.

			“Sister,” said Dochau, “I do not believe my eyes! You have captured the beast! Now, step aside, so that my men might kill the creature that has brought such fear and suffering to my land.”

			“No!” cried Ciwa. “I promised, brother, that no harm would befall him unless he threatened violence against us.”

			Dochau laughed. “A promise to a beast! The shepherds fear for their flocks; the villagers fear for their children. The creature must be killed!”

			“You must kill me first,” said Ciwa, and stepped between the archers and the beast. For she had sworn an oath before God and the trees of the forest that no harm would befall him. She threw out her arms and closed her eyes, waiting for the arrows to fall.

			“As you like,” said Dochau, turning away from the window. “I had planned to kill you, sister. Some of my new subjects conspire to overthrow me and put you in my place. But now both my foes are slain.”

			And he motioned to the guards to loose their arrows.

			Ciwa heard the shafts whistling through the air toward her and readied herself for death.

			But then God, who had never forgotten her, performed a miracle.

			The arrows froze in midair. They turned point over vane and reversed their journey up, up, up, through the window of the tallest tower and straight into Dochau’s heart.

			But that was not the only miracle God performed that day. When Ciwa opened her eyes and found herself unharmed, she turned with a cry to the beast, expecting him to be stuck through with arrows. But he had transformed into a handsome young man, with a circlet of gold upon his head.

			“I am Ciaran,” said the man who had been the beast, “and this is my land. Your stepmother laid a curse upon me. But now I am restored to my body and my kingdom.”

			Then Ciaran took Ciwa’s hand in his and said, “I must repay you, lady. Will you

			The last page was missing.

			It was torn clean from the book; Caroline ran her fingers down the ragged bits of parchment that still clung to the binding. No matter; she could recall the ending without the text. Ciaran and Ciwa married, ruled justly for many years, and were blessed with a dozen children. And for a century, all was well in Gwent.

			The wording was a bit stilted, but the story was the same. In Carys’s version, Saint Ciwa looked like a biscuit advertisement, all rosy cheeks and bright blue eyes, the beast beside her no more than a large, shaggy dog.

			This Ciwa, like all medieval saints, was flat-featured and mournful, the beast at her side not a wolf but something else. Something strange and terrible that walked on two legs, made of long ears and long teeth, its arms ending in claws. And all along the margins, framing the O of the first word, were flowers.

			Caroline carried the book to the moonlight from the window, raised it. There could be no doubt. But still, she pulled out her mother’s ring and held it to the page.

			The same pointed caps, the same wide, open petals.

			Fear blazed through Caroline, sudden and urgent. She collected all the books, swept a hand along the empty compartment to ensure she had left nothing behind, winced as her fingers came away gummed with spiderwebs. She set the wood panel back in place, pressed the corners down until it was flush.

			

			—

			Back upstairs in her garret bedroom, Caroline lit the lamp to its lowest burn and spread the books on her desk. The collection of fairy tales she set farthest away; she was not ready to consider the drawings again, the flowers that perfectly matched those on her family crest, those in the garden. Those in her dream.

			She could feel the creature’s breath on the nape of her neck, the field quivering under its feet.

			There are no such things as beasts, she told herself. No such things as curses.

			But an image flashed through her mind, sudden as a cymbal. The papered walls of Rab’s room, the strange arrangement of C’s, H’s, O’s. And the only legible words: The curse is the cure.

			With a shiver, she opened the Bible.

			An inked family tree sprawled over the blank flyleaves. Curls of hair sewn into the parchment came away in Caroline’s hands, and she quickly shut the cover. They had belonged to dead children, she was certain of it, and the thought made her skin crawl.

			She turned her attention, instead, to the notebooks.

			Charlie only drew in black pen, so his illustrations were stark and strange. But what skill her brother possessed! A single line evoked a bird, a tree, a sultry smile beneath a bonnet brim. Caroline recognized pieces of the boardinghouse: the mantelpiece in the parlor, the sweep of the banister, the view of the back garden from his bedroom window. The sketches drew stranger and more confident with each page she turned. Here was a cat with an arched spine, here a raven, a dog. Here disembodied parts: hands clenched and open, mouths and noses without faces.

			And here…She inhaled. Here was she, Caroline. At nine with her face turned up to the sky, tongue out to catch the rain. At twelve, with mud on her skirt. At fourteen, sitting in the grass, an open book on her lap.

			The final page was a single portrait.

			Caroline stood three-quarters to the viewer, as though looking over her shoulder to make sure they followed. Behind her rose the woods that encircled Audley House, the woods Charlie had been running toward in the hazy blue light of her dream. It was an honest portrait—her chin too pointed, her cheekbones too sharp—but in capturing the truth of her Charlie had captured a bit of her soul, too. There was a fierceness about this Caroline, a wildness, as though she had just stepped from the dark line of trees behind her, the expression on her face a breathless mixture of sadness and hope. Caroline traced a fingertip over the strokes her brother’s pen had made and missed him so keenly her chest ached.

			The second book was more of the same. More sketches of Caroline, walking, reading, speaking, her mouth half-open. Portraits of the Full Moon’s inhabitants: Mrs. Easton, Mr. O’Riley, Pierre Toussaint. Rab. Rab grinning, Rab frowning, Rab laughing.

			And then a new face appeared. A woman’s face.

			Her hair was light, judging from the paucity of shading, her eyes wide and slanting. Her cheeks were full, her nose upturned at the tip.

			It was Mary Jane.
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Chapter 14

			The People

			 

			London, United Kingdom

			Sunday, November 4, 1888

			An American “Jack The Ripper”

			The people of Birmingham, America, are all very much exercised over a series of mysterious murders which have taken place in that neighbourhood. They are similar in character to the Whitechapel atrocities. The victims selected are negroes. There have been four of these tragedies within the last three weeks. No motive for the crimes is apparent, and in each case the body of the victim has been horribly mutilated.

			Myrtle. Chapman. Myers. Wickham.

			For the next week, names floated through Caroline’s head.

			Manning. Graham. Warwick. Hastings.

			The word she searched for hovered just below the surface of her consciousness, but whenever she tried to grasp it, it slipped away.

			For she had heard, in the alleyway—it felt like a lifetime ago—the name of the street where Mary Jane lived. Rab had asked her, Are you still in the flat in…? It had been a common surname. Something unexceptional. Something forgettable.

			The cache of books hidden in Charlie’s wardrobe had given her no answers, but they filled her with the exhilarating sensation that a net was beginning to close. The pieces of the mystery circled one another in Caroline’s mind, their orbits growing tighter and tighter. But she still did not see the connection between them. And the only lead she could pursue was the prostitute who claimed to have loved her brother.

			Charlie’s portraits of Mary Jane reminded Caroline of a doe stepping from the shadows, full of tenderness and uncertainty. Caroline was jealous of the obvious affection in them, the way Charlie captured the innocence in her eyes, the hope in her mouth.

			Perhaps Mary Jane and Charlie had been lovers. Or perhaps his attention had been so gentle, so sympathetic, that the poor woman had mistaken it for love. But he wouldn’t have married her. Would he?

			Martin. Lambert. Murphy. Sussex.

			Caroline continued to volunteer for all Mrs. Easton’s tasks outside the Full Moon. She dropped letters at the post office, lugged burlap bags of groceries from Covent Garden Market. She did not dare peer through the windows of Rab’s chemistry again, but she always walked home down Brick Lane, her eyes peeled for a glint of uncovered gold hair. She marked every street sign. But none of them rang through her head with the toll of recognition.

			“You’re a bit jumpy,” Mrs. Easton said, when Caroline dropped a sack of barley on the kitchen flagstones for the second time. “Are you feeling all right, Miss Huxley?”

			“I feel fine, thank you. Just a bit tired.” Caroline avoided the landlady’s eye as she bent to pick up the scattered grain. Each night she was thrust into the dream of the field of flowers, Charlie waiting at the edge of the forest, the beast behind her.

			“Hm,” said Mrs. Easton, with her hands on her hips. “Well, I need you rested, please. Next supper is a week from today, and there’s enough work for ten of us, I’m afraid.”

			Caroline’s heart sank. She had lost track of time, despite the moon out her window growing fatter each night, just six days from full. She had hoped to speak to Mary Jane before the next party. For, she felt certain, the morning after those men met, and ate and drank and made the walls tremble with their voices, another woman would be dead.

			“We’re nearly out of flour,” the landlady said, surveying the larder shelves. “I’ll have to go to the miller today.”

			Caroline froze. Miller. Miller’s Court. That was where Mary Jane lived. She nearly whooped for joy.

			“I can go,” she said, trying to keep her voice casual.

			Mrs. Easton nodded to the kitchen windows; the garden boxes were obscured behind a miserable gray drizzle. “Last thing I need is you laid up in bed with a head cold.”

			Caroline mustered a smile she hoped was convincing. “I’ll wear a cloak and a scarf. A bit of fresh air will do me good.”

			Mrs. Easton shrugged and turned her attention back to the larder. “Take my umbrella, please, and my wool hat. There’s money in the purse by the door.”

			

			—

			“Miller’s Court?” the pock-faced shopgirl repeated. “It’s in Spitalfields. Bit of a hoof from here, miss. And in the pissin’ rain.”

			Caroline swallowed her impatience and hoisted the sack of freshly milled flour higher on her shoulder. Her back was beginning to ache, and her true errand had not yet begun.

			“Where in Spitalfields, please? It’s important.”

			She had stopped at this bakery in Chicksand Street specifically because she knew Mrs. Easton would never set foot inside it. The landlady had spoken disparagingly a time or two about the quality of the bread, the steep prices.

			The shopgirl picked at her nails.

			“I’ll have a bun,” Caroline said desperately. “But please, the directions. It’s important.”

			The girl sighed and slid off her stool. “Which bun, then?”

			Caroline gestured vaguely. The girl handed her something dense as a brick and spotted with black raisins.

			“That’ll be tuppence.”

			Caroline balked. “Tuppence! But I could eat a whole meal for that!”

			The girl shrugged, held out her hand. “One penny for the bun, one for the directions.”

			Caroline sighed and fished the copper coins from her purse. She had brought all her earnings with her, just in case. It had seemed a good idea within the well-lit walls of the Full Moon, but now the full purse felt like an anchor on her belt.

			“Cross Commercial,” said the shopgirl, putting one penny in the till and the other in her pocket. “Left on White’s Row. Miller’s Court is just off Dorset.”

			Caroline thanked her with chilly politeness and reemerged into the pouring rain.

			

			—

			Commercial Street was a few blocks east, a wide north-south corridor that ran from Shoreditch to the docks. Caroline paused beneath the bakery awning to adjust the sack of flour and open Mrs. Easton’s umbrella. Then she pointed her feet east.

			She crossed Brick Lane, just a block down from where she first glimpsed Mary Jane. Caroline peered through the rain in both directions. It would be just her luck to arrive in Miller’s Court only to have passed the woman, unbeknownst, in the street. But the pavement was empty save for a few brave pedestrians, dodging from one overhang to another with jackets or newspapers held over their heads.

			The route brought her within spitting distance of St. Mary’s, and Caroline threw a wistful glance at the church walls as she passed. The chapel would be warm and dry and, in this weather, crammed with the most unfortunate souls in the borough. She wondered if Sergeant Corbet was on patrol, walking the sodden streets in his uniform.

			Her body warmed as she walked. Caroline silently thanked the six weeks she had spent cooking and cleaning beside Mrs. Easton. A month ago, she could not have carried a thirty-pound sack of flour for a mile. But now her lungs, trained with ascending and descending the stairs countless times each day, did not burn, even as her legs ate up the distance between Brick Lane and Dorset Street.

			

			—

			Spitalfields, she was horrified to learn, was even poorer than Whitechapel.

			The streets were littered with garbage, the road a sludge of horse manure, bits of rags, and vegetable peelings. Every covered doorway was crowded with people; here a woman with a baby tucked under a tattered cloak, here a man with legs ending at the knee, here a pack of mud-streaked children, pressed together against the wall.

			Caroline marched doggedly on. Up Dorset Street, past dozens of hungry eyes. The warmth that had spread into her arms and legs with the brisk walk dissipated; the sweat along her spine and under her breasts chilled.

			This was a mistake. She had a target on her back, in her simple but expensive clothing. The sack of food on her shoulder, the purse jingling on her belt with each step. The blood pulsed hard against the skin of her wrists, her throat.

			She kept her eyes on the pavement. Up she marched, up Dorset Street, with her shoulders bunched and her ears pricked, the little knife pressing against her belly like another corset stay. She thought of the men in the alley, their grimy hands on her ribs, on her neck. But none of the miserable creatures huddled out of the rain called to her or made any motion to follow. She forced herself instead to think of the portraits in Charlie’s notebooks. Of Mary Jane, gazing up from the page with such gentleness in her eyes that Caroline felt she knew her. If there was any piece of information to be gained from this, any hint to where Charlie had gone, or the mystery at the heart of the Full Moon Society, she must pursue it.

			She pulled on the version of herself that her brother had seen. Fearless, wild. Fierce as the dawn.

			She reached Miller’s Court.

			It was a dismal little square. Soot-stained buildings gazed down from all sides with eyes of smoky glass, and in the hooded door of the nearest flat, a group of women huddled together.

			They reminded Caroline of a flock of pigeons, so indistinguishable was the first from the next. Their features were blurred with drink and hard living, their clothing a mass of browns and grays. But none wore a hat, nor a cloak.

			“Excuse me,” Caroline said, approaching cautiously, as one might a spooked horse, “I’m looking for Mary Jane?”

			Three pairs of eyes narrowed on her. She felt them appraise the black wool of her coat, the silk roses on her bonnet. Weeks of hard labor had frayed her cuffs and left grease stains on her bodice, but she knew what they saw, what they heard in her accent. She was not one of them.

			The centermost figure, a crooked-nosed woman of indeterminate age, spoke first. “Who’s asking?”

			“Caroline Huxley. An old friend.” Caroline adjusted the sack of flour, holding it like a sleeping child. “Brought her something.”

			The woman’s bleary gaze sharpened on Caroline’s face with something like hope. “The flat on the corner,” she said, inclining her head to the ground-level door opposite where they stood. “You’re lucky. She’s usually out this time o’ day. But no one’s getting custom in this weather.”

			Caroline thanked her and crossed the square.

			Her heart throbbed harder with every step. Her mouth filled with a metallic tang. All her focus had been on finding Mary Jane; she had given no thought to what she would say, how she would convince the other woman to trust her.

			There was a window to the right of the threshold, but a blanket had been thrown over it in lieu of a curtain and gave Caroline no glimpse into the flat. In the bottommost pane the glass had been shattered, a bundle of rags shoved through the fist-size hole. Caroline stared at it for a long moment. Someone could easily push the rags aside, reach in, and unlock the door. She glanced over her shoulder, imagining the court at night—the darkness would be thick as tar, the steps from Mary Jane’s flat to Dorset Street taken like a blind man: hands thrown out, sightless eyes wide. And the return, after unthinkable commerce, to this flat on the ground floor, the only thing standing between her body and the night a bundle of rags.

			Caroline had been frightened in her garret room, with the dead bolt drawn and the chair before the door. She could not imagine what it would be like to sleep here.

			Her hand looked strange against the wood of the door: a soft, pale thing that did not belong. But she raised it anyway and knocked.

			Furtive movements in the flat beyond. Footsteps. The blanket over the window twitched. A glimpse of wide blue eyes, like earrings in a gutter. Then the door opened.

			“Who’re you?”

			Mary Jane was a head taller than Caroline, and as lovely as Charlie’s sketches. Her cheeks were sloping and feline, her face a perfect heart. But now the black lines of ink were made flesh, Caroline saw the toll life had taken on her beauty. The whites of her eyes were shot through with red; fine, premature lines bracketed her mouth.

			“I’m…” Caroline swallowed. Her mouth had gone very dry. “My name is Caroline Foster.” At the surname, her true surname, Mary Jane took a half step back. “May I come in?”

			

			—

			Caroline sipped the lukewarm liquid and swallowed a grimace. It was dusty, bitter stuff, the leaves from a battered tin over the stove, the water itself tasting of rust. At first, she had declined the offer of tea, but Mary Jane had insisted. It was important to her, Caroline realized, this pretense of normalcy. So she had accepted, taken a seat at the little chipboard table, and watched uncomfortably as the other woman played hostess.

			The flat was no more than five paces across, a single room containing a bed, an iron stove, and this table with its two chairs. It was frightfully neat, though, the brick floor freshly swept, the whitewashed walls hung proudly with cheap engravings framed in wood. Beneath the broken window, three blankets were neatly rolled, with shabby pillows atop each. Caroline made a mental note to ask to whom they belonged.

			“I’m sorry I’ve no cream,” Mary Jane said for the second time, sitting in the mismatched chair across from her. “Nor sugar. There’s a bit of molasses, I think—”

			“I prefer it black,” Caroline lied, taking another sip. She mustered a smile. “I’m so sorry to barge in on you like this, Miss…”

			“Kelly. Mary Jane Kelly.”

			Caroline was sorry. It was dreadfully intimate, this room, the neatly made bed mere feet from where they sat. Her father’s horses had slept in larger quarters than this.

			“Not at all.” Mary Jane took a big swig of tea, and Caroline had the distinct sensation that she wished it were something stronger. “So. I finally get to meet the famous Caroline Foster.”

			Caroline blinked. “You know about me?”

			Based on the incurious reception she had received at the Full Moon—other than from Rab, of course—Caroline had guessed Charlie had kept her a secret as completely as she had kept him.

			Mary Jane blinked wide, guileless eyes. “Of course! Charlie spoke of you all the time. Caroline this, my sister that.” She laughed, a silvery peal. “I was jealous at first. Told him I wouldn’t play second fiddle to the other lady in his life. But he wouldn’t stop, told me all the stories of the two of you getting into mischief, and soon enough I was laughing with him. Charlie is like that, isn’t he? He brings you into his world.”

			Caroline didn’t trust herself to speak. With her, Charlie had shared almost no details of his life. But this woman—this prostitute—knew all about Caroline.

			“He must have spoken of me, too?” Mary Jane asked. A childish question, but her features had sharpened with hope.

			Caroline felt her cheeks redden. “He told me very little of his life in London,” she said honestly. “But I know that he…cared very deeply for you.”

			She saw, now, in Charlie’s portraits, what her jealousy had blinded her to: Mary Jane in profile, Mary Jane looking directly at the viewer, Mary Jane with her face upturned to the sky. Her brother loved this woman.

			“Miss Kelly,” Caroline asked, swallowing her envy like a fishhook. “Do you have any idea where my brother is?”

			Mary Jane’s blue gaze met hers, and by the sinking sensation in her belly Caroline knew the answer. “I haven’t heard from him in months,” Mary Jane said miserably. “I hoped you might know something. I hoped that was why you came.”

			Caroline stared down at the bitter black liquid in her cup. “And the boardinghouse?” she heard herself ask. “The Full Moon Society?”

			Mary Jane’s face mirrored Caroline’s own miserable disappointment. “What of it?”

			“Have you…Did Charlie tell you anything about it? About what…what goes on there?”

			Mary Jane shrugged. “It’s a men’s boardinghouse. A respectable one, I’m sure—”

			“Did he say anything about the suppers that occur there, on the night of the full moon?” Caroline interrupted. “Anything at all about strange rites or illegal activities? Anything about the other guests?”

			Mary Jane pursed her pink lips, wrapped both hands around her chipped mug. Something gold glinted, and Caroline heard her own gasp.

			“His ring,” she breathed. “You’re wearing his ring.”

			It was the twin of the one around her neck. Charlie’s signet ring, bearing the Blevins family crest.

			Mary Jane fisted her fingers reflexively. “He gave it to me,” she said. “I didn’t take it. I swear.”

			But it was more than the ring itself, the metal Caroline had seen countless times on her brother’s littlest finger.

			“You’re wearing it like an engagement ring.”

			Tears spilled from Mary Jane’s eyes. “Aye,” she managed, “we were to be married.”

			Rage burned through Caroline, hot and cleansing.

			One day, Charlie had said to her, if neither of us marries, after Father dies, we can live here together.

			But he had left her. He had left her alone in Stafford, like a bird in a cage. He had fallen in love. Of all the ladies in London, this miserable creature, this prostitute, in her tiny flat, with her bitter tea and her chipped mugs, was to be her brother’s wife?

			But she knew that it was true. Charlie had given this woman his ring, the very object that had convinced Caroline of his true identity when they had first met, when he had asked his sister to trust him. And despite all he had kept from her, she still did.

			So Caroline said, “Please, Miss Kelly. Tell me everything.”
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Chapter 15

			Mary Jane had met Charlie on the bus.

			She told Caroline nothing of her life before, nothing of what she had left behind when she came to London. Only that she’d arrived as Caroline had: alone, by train, with fear and hope fighting like dogs in her chest.

			She found work as a maid for a family in Moorgate, and not long after, she met a man. A handsome, kind man, with starry eyes and a straight back. An army man. He was bound for war and wanted her to marry him, but she—foolish, superstitious thing—was certain that, if they married, he would die. So he left, and she waited for him. With every day of his absence, she painted him taller, stronger, kinder. And when he returned a few months later she threw herself into his arms.

			But he was not the man she had met. Not the man she had imagined.

			On his insistence she’d left her job, moved in with him, began stitching a wedding veil for a ceremony that would never happen.

			“It was good for a time,” Mary Jane said, staring down into the drowned tea leaves at the bottom of her mug. “The army stipend kept us nicely. We rented a place off Liverpool Street. There was money, more money than I’d ever had, and Peter wasn’t stingy with it. I liked going about the market in my new bonnet, unwrapping it all on the table, showing him what I’d got. For a time, we were happy. I started thinking about babies. Talking about babies. But I wanted to be properly married first. In a church. Be a real proper family. Not like the one I had.” She shook her head, a quick tic. “But he was a drinker.”

			He drank every night. At first, he just slurred his words, fell asleep in his chair. Mary Jane pulled off his boots and covered him with his coat. But then—

			“The first time he hit me, he started sobbing straightaway. Grabbed me, held me, apologized over and over. Said he’d never touch another drop. When he saw my face the next morning, he poured the whole bottle down the drain and went out to try and find work. And he did. He found a good job that paid well and kept him out of the house. I thanked God for the bruises. I thought, He’ll never do it again, he’s that sorry.” She exhaled a hollow laugh. “Oh, how wrong I was.”

			She wanted to leave him, but she had nothing. No money, no friends or relations, no way to make a living. The family she’d worked for in Moorgate had found a new maid; her discreet inquiries for other positions were met with silence. So she stayed, hoping he would change. But he did not.

			The only bit of peace left to her was running errands. She began to purposefully forget things—milk, eggs—so she would have a reason to go out again the next day.

			The first time Mary Jane saw Charlie Foster, it was on an icy Tuesday in December.

			“He was on the bus with a book on his lap, making sketches with his pen, and I was poking fun at him in my head. Who does that? Who draws on the bus? But then he looked up at me. And it was over. There was something about him that pinned me to my seat; I couldn’t move. Months later, he told me about electricity. How you can put up a big metal pole so the lightning hits that instead of something else. That’s how it was for me. There was no choice. I was struck. The first time I saw him, I was struck.”

			The next day she took the same bus—the 10:10 to Covent Garden—and Charlie was already on it.

			“He was sitting in the same seat. But he didn’t have a book. And when I got on, something changed in his face. Like he’d been waiting for me.”

			They played this game all week. But then, on the Friday, her fiancé hit her.

			“He hadn’t knocked me about in a while. I was always waiting for it, of course, flinching when he reached across the table for his cup. But this time, something was different. I kept thinking while he was hitting me, That man on the bus wouldn’t do this. Peter apologized, of course, bought me a new hat, swore he’d never touch a drop again. But I’d finally stopped believing him. And the next day I got on the 10:10 to Covent Garden with a black eye and a split lip.”

			Caroline could imagine Charlie’s face when he saw her. Her own hurt and anger reflected back at her. That was another of Charlie’s skills: to make you see your own emotions validated, ferocious.

			“He sat next to me. I thought I would lose my breakfast, I was that nervous. But he just spoke very quietly. Asked if I was all right, asked what had happened. I told him the truth. At the next stop he took my hand and asked me to follow him.”

			He took her to a fancy tearoom on Bow Street. Her injuries drew eyes, but Charlie didn’t seem to notice. He ordered her the best pot of tea she’d ever had, and buttery scones with clotted cream and strawberry jam. And the strangest thing happened. Mary Jane found that, despite her throbbing head and sore lip, despite their differences in class and education and all the rest of it, she was entirely at ease. Charlie told her stories of his sister in the country, and tales of schoolboy mischief, and she found herself forgetting the man who was surely waiting for her, forgetting her grim life ahead.

			They began meeting surreptitiously. Charlie knew she was promised to someone else and never pressured her, just mentioned that he would be at this restaurant on this day, or that he hoped to buy his sister some ribbons at this shop but didn’t trust himself to pick out the right color. And Mary Jane told herself she wouldn’t go, that Peter would do something unthinkable if word got back to him that she’d been seen with another man, but every time, she found herself walking to where Charlie said he would be, with her heart in her hands.

			She decided to leave the man she had promised to marry.

			“I knew what Peter would do. I knew he’d kill me before I left. So I waited until he was so drunk he couldn’t move, I took only the things that I’d come with, and I walked through the door. Charlie told me he’d found a place, that it wasn’t much, nothing fancy, but it would be mine. He’d paid the first month’s rent. Found some furniture, God knows where.” Mary Jane raised her luminous eyes, ran them over the limewashed walls like they were marble. “My own place.”

			She had waited with bated breath for her fiancé to find her. But whether he drank himself to death or was unbothered by her absence, she never knew. Moorgate, though not far from Spitalfields, was another world.

			“I found work as a charwoman for a merchant in the nice part of Liverpool Street. But he was not a good man. Always grabbing at me, trying to corner me in the larder. I told Charlie. He made me promise I’d quit, immediately, said he would pay the rent until I found other work. So I did.” Something flickered in her eyes, like a shadow glimpsed beneath a door. “Then Charlie disappeared.”

			Mary Jane stared, unfocused, at the dented chipboard table between them as Caroline followed her story to its miserable conclusion. She had no job, had been unable to pay her rent. She’d been left no other choice.

			Caroline blinked back her own tears as she asked, “When did you last see Charlie?”

			Mary Jane pressed her lips together, gazed up at the water-stained ceiling. She was like a porcelain figurine, all creams and pinks. The drabness of her worn black dress, of the abject little flat, only threw her beauty into sharper contrast. She should be walking through Regent’s Park with a parasol. Not selling herself on Dorset Street.

			“March. Early March.”

			“That was the last I heard from him, too.” Caroline’s heart pumped hard. “Can you tell me about the last…the last time you saw him?”

			Mary Jane sniffed. Nodded. “He and Rab started arguing. Right after Christmas. Charlie started spending more time with me, which I loved, of course. But he was distracted. I’d ask him a question, and it was like he didn’t hear me.”

			“Do you know what the arguments were about?”

			Mary Jane shook her head. “I asked, but he told me nothing. Which made me think it was about me. And I just hated that. Hated to be the reason that they were fighting. They were like brothers, you know.”

			Caroline nodded. Like brothers. The man her own brother had never told her about.

			“So,” Mary Jane continued, “I went to see Rab. Went to the chemist’s down on Brick Lane. It was midday, and no one was in the shop, but Rab turned the sign around and took me into the back room. I started crying straight off, I was that upset. I said I was sorry he and Charlie weren’t speaking, and if it was something about me, was there anything I could do?”

			Caroline pictured the scene like a play. Mary Jane weeping prettily, Rab ushering her into the cramped storeroom, a predatory gleam in his eye. Don’t go, Caroline wanted to shout at the imaginary Mary Jane. Don’t go with him.

			“Rab told me he and Charlie had gotten in a fight, and it was about me, at least a little. That he was running an experiment, trying to make a new medicine, and he needed people to help him by testing it. That it was completely safe, just relaxed you, made you sleepy. One of those nerve tonics, you know? Rab was so close to patenting it, he said; he was certain it would make his fortune, make him a famous chemist. He’d already gone through all his acquaintances; he just needed one more participant. Before I’d come into the picture, Charlie had promised to try it, but now Charlie was never around, never at the boardinghouse at the times he and Rab had agreed on. They had argued, and Charlie left in a huff, saying that Rab could find someone else to take the damned tonic. So I said I’d try it, if that was the only thing standing between him and Charlie.”

			Caroline was on the very edge of her seat, the hard lip pressing against the backs of her thighs.

			“He gave me a little glass of liquid. It was bitter and…odd. Like leaves or something. It made me very relaxed. It was nice, actually. I slumped onto the table, then I must have slipped out of my chair, because the next thing I knew, Rab was helping me up. I had a scratch on my arm, a bruise on my leg. And a terrible headache. He was very kind. He looked in my pupils, made me drink a cup of tea, wouldn’t let me leave until I could walk straight. But when the dizziness faded, I felt fine. Relaxed.” Her lips curled into a self-deprecating smile. “It was nice.”

			“I saw you,” Caroline said. “A week ago. I saw you at the chemistry.”

			Mary Jane nodded glumly.

			“I tried a few other nerve tonics after Charlie disappeared. To dull the edge, help me sleep. They all made me groggy. But none made me forget the way Rab’s had. So I went into his chemistry last week and asked for a bottle. He wasn’t happy to see me. I told him I had money, I could pay, but he said the tonic he had given me wasn’t for sale. Said I was better off sticking with gin.”

			Caroline swallowed her disappointment. “What happened next?” she pressed, resisting the urge to bounce her foot. “After you woke up, I mean. After you tried the medicine.”

			Mary Jane’s eyes flicked to her lap. Caroline watched a wave of sorrow break across the other woman’s face, and she was sorry to be the cause of it. But she must push on this wound. She was so close to the truth. She could feel it.

			“Charlie was waiting for me when I got home,” Mary Jane said. “Straightaway, he knew something was off. Saw the scratch on my arm, looked into my eyes. He was more upset than I had ever seen him. He didn’t hurt me, but he grabbed my shoulders, told me I’d better tell him what had happened. It…it reminded me of Peter. It scared me. So I told him the truth. And when I was done, he got up and left.

			“I didn’t know what I’d done, but I knew it was bad. I paced the room, thought about going out into the streets, but it was nearly dark, and I didn’t know where to look for him. When Charlie finally appeared in the courtyard, I ran out, threw myself at him. I was so happy to see him. He’d brought a bag full of clothes. He’d left the boardinghouse. He said he was going to live here, with me.”

			Stay in Stafford, her brother’s note had read.

			Don’t come here, whatever you do. Something has changed. I can’t say more, but it’s not safe. I’ll come to you. As soon as I sort things, I’ll come to you.

			Was this the change he had spoken of? That he’d left the Full Moon and was living here? Caroline resisted the urge to glance over Mary Jane’s shoulder at the little bed, the uneven mattress that she and Charlie had shared. There would have been no place for Caroline here.

			“It was the happiest month of my life.” Mary Jane’s voice was tight, her eyes suddenly bright. “But then…”

			She lifted the chipped mug to her lips. It was empty, Caroline knew, the muddy leaves cold and congealed. But it was something to do with her hands.

			“I…I know I should have waited. Until we were married. He said he wanted to marry me. He gave me this ring.” She raised her hand, turned her wrist so the gold caught the light. “But I should have waited.”

			The blood blazed in Caroline’s cheeks as she belatedly caught Mary Jane’s meaning.

			Not your business, said a voice in her head that sounded suspiciously like Carys’s. But it was her business. Her brother had disappeared without a trace. No detail was too small, too intimate. She could not look away now.

			Caroline reached across the table, touched Mary Jane’s fingers with her own.

			The contact seemed to calm the other woman. She gulped a breath, went on, “In March, I told him…I told him I was expecting. I thought he’d be happy. But he wasn’t. He got real quiet. Real still. And he said he had to talk to Rab. Got up and left without another word. I never saw him again.”

			Silence fell, thick and sticky as blood.

			That was it. No answers. Only more questions. And Caroline did not want to ask the one sitting in her mouth. Did not want to know the answer. All those curls of dead hair in the Blevins Bible. The miniature headstones beside her mother’s.

			“And the baby?”

			Mary Jane shook her head. A fat tear fell into her teacup. “Smart thing. Left me, too. Jumped ship before she got too big. Must’ve known I’d be no good of a mother.”
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			“Where on earth have you been?”

			Mrs. Easton stood with her hands on her hips, her brow creased in a mixture of anger and concern.

			Caroline leaned the umbrella against the wall by the cellar door and steeled herself.

			“Well, Miss Huxley? I was about to send for the police!”

			“Sorry.” Caroline turned, feigning cheerfulness. “The line at the miller’s was through the door, and it was raining so hard I was worried about the wheat. So I popped into the teahouse on Chicksand Street to wait it out.”

			A flimsy story, but it was the best her addled mind could come up with.

			“Just ‘popped into the teahouse,’ did you?” Mrs. Easton barked. “For two hours? With a murderer on the loose?”

			“I ran into someone I knew. Someone from…from before.” She hoped the whiteness of her face was convincing, would allude to some trauma she did not wish to relive. “I lost track of time while we were talking. I’m so sorry I worried you, Mrs. Easton. It won’t happen again.”

			The sack of flour had felt twice as heavy as she lifted it onto her shoulder in that poor little flat in Spitalfields. She had left Mary Jane her whole purse of money, save Mrs. Easton’s change from the miller. And the raisin bun from the bakery, which Mary Jane had started eating before Caroline closed the door.

			“Fix that window,” Caroline had said as she handed over the coins, nodding to the wad of rags and newspaper plugging the shattered pane.

			“I will.” Mary Jane’s eyes widened at the heft of silver in her hand, and when she raised them to Caroline’s, they shone with unshed tears. “I had so hoped to meet you one day, Miss Foster. I’m sorry it had to be like this.”

			Caroline had swallowed hard against the swelling lump in her own throat. For something to say, she asked, “What happened? To the window, I mean.”

			“Oh.” Mary Jane shrugged as she pocketed Caroline’s purse. “Some man. They act like little boys sometimes.”

			A man. A client had done that.

			“And the…the bedrolls?”

			It was inappropriate. She was being rude. But she did not know if she would have another opportunity to ask, and the neat line of blankets and pillows would stick like a seed in her teeth as she replayed this strange hour over again in her head.

			“For my friends,” Mary Jane said, flicking long fingers across the courtyard, to where, Caroline remembered, a group of women stood huddled against the rain. “It’s not safe out there. Not safe to sleep rough, with the Ripper walking the streets.”

			

			—

			That’s what Caroline thought of as she helped Mrs. Easton turn the ground wheat to bread dough, as she rubbed beeswax on the banisters and polished the parlor mantelpiece. Four women sleeping together in that tiny flat, with the missing windowpane right beside the door, and a murderer prowling the streets. She was lucky to have this job, lucky to have a roof over her head and food on the table. If she was caught in her lie before she found Charlie, she might find herself beside those poor women, sleeping on Mary Jane’s brick floor.

			If she wasn’t killed first.

			“Right,” Mrs. Easton said, checking the list she’d made on a piece of butcher paper. Caroline had felt the landlady’s eyes on her as she’d gone about her tasks, but her vague story seemed to have done the trick, as Mrs. Easton had asked her no further questions. “We’ll wash the windows next. And we can beat the second-floor rugs in the morning if it’s not still raining…”

			Caroline nodded and smiled politely, but her mind was far away. Only six more nights before the full moon. She would give the landlady no reason to suspect her. She would avoid Rab at all costs, and if they happened to meet, she would keep her face a mask of pleasant politeness. He had drugged Mary Jane. He had been the last person Charlie saw that night in March.

			He was the reason for her brother’s disappearance. She was certain of it.
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Chapter 16

			The following afternoon, as Caroline and Mrs. Easton applied a paste of lemon juice and baking soda to the brass sconces in the first-floor hallway, a knock sounded on the front door.

			It was a tentative sound: knuckles against wood, not the bold ring of the knocker. Mrs. Easton cocked her head like a dog.

			“Are you expecting someone?” Caroline asked when the landlady made no move to answer it.

			Mrs. Easton did not reply as she stalked to the landing, her shoulders hardened beneath her apron straps. It struck Caroline, as she followed, why her own body was coiled tight as a spring: Not once, in the nearly two months she had spent at the Full Moon, had anyone ever knocked. Even at Audley House, remote though it was, peddlers and tinkers had occasionally presented themselves at the kitchen gate. But not here. And every guest had his own wide iron key that opened the front door.

			The knock rang out again, louder.

			“Do you want me to answer it?” Caroline asked.

			Mrs. Easton shook her head, eyes narrowing. “Some costermonger, no doubt. I’ll send him off.” She handed Caroline her rag and stamped down the stairs. “Finish up, would you?”

			Only two sconces remained. As Caroline started back down the hallway toward her interrupted work, the front door opened with a metallic squeal.

			“Officer.” Mrs. Easton’s voice. Surprised, tight. “How can I help you?”

			“Good day, madam.” Caroline’s knees turned to gelatin. She recognized the voice: mellow. Masculine. “I need to speak with Miss Foster.”

			Caroline was stepping noiselessly along the oriental runner before she could think.

			“Sorry, sir,” the landlady was saying. “No one here by that name.”

			“Are you quite sure?”

			Caroline had reached the landing. She peered down through the bars of the banister, her heart leaping like a frog. Through the narrow window of light a man stood, silhouetted.

			“I met a Miss Foster some weeks ago—” said Sergeant Corbet.

			She crept around the banister on her tiptoes. Down the first step.

			“And she gave me this address—”

			Down the second, the third. The landlady’s back was turned to her. When her feet hit the fifth step, the policeman’s blue eyes flicked up over Mrs. Easton’s shoulder and met hers.

			Caroline shook her head.

			He was a professional, she would give him that. No sooner had he glimpsed her, received her silent message, than his eyes ricocheted back to Mrs. Easton’s.

			“No one here by that name,” the landlady was saying again.

			Sergeant Corbet fished the notebook from his breast pocket in the way he had done when he first saved Caroline from the men in the alley. He flipped through till he found the page he was looking for and frowned down at it.

			“Forgive me,” he said after a moment. “It’s a Miss Forester. Can’t read my own writing.”

			“No one here by that name either, I’m afraid.”

			“But this is two-three-two Old Montague Street?”

			Caroline exhaled.

			“No, sir. This is two-one-two. Two-three-two is down at the end of the block. Just before Baker’s Row.”

			“My mistake,” said the sergeant, tipping his cap. “Sorry for the interruption, ma’am.”

			Caroline was back up the stairs before the door closed.

			She retraced her steps, pulse hammering with the effort of moving swiftly and silently. Sergeant Corbet had come here to tell her something. It could only be something having to do with Charlie.

			The thought was both a balloon and an anchor inside her.

			The wallpaper birds watched her with their winking foil eyes. Caroline stuck her tongue out at the closest, a jay with its wings half-open, then raised a rag to the wall sconce and began to scrub.

			When Mrs. Easton emerged on the landing, Caroline had slowed her breathing to a natural rate. “Who was at the door?” she asked without turning.

			“A police officer.” The landlady took up her own rag and applied it to the final sconce with a sigh. “Looking for some poor woman at the doss house on the corner. Had the wrong name and the wrong address. London’s best and brightest, eh? No wonder they haven’t caught the Ripper.”

			They finished the first-floor hallway in silence. Caroline’s cuticles were pink and burning from the lemon juice, and her shoulders ached from scrubbing, but so lost was she in the possibilities of Sergeant Corbet’s message that she barely felt them. As the two women climbed the stairs to the second floor, a door closed in the house above them.

			It was such a common, everyday sound that the importance of it did not occur to Caroline for several seconds.

			“Who…is there someone else here?”

			She had been in every room that morning apart from Rab’s; emptied every chamber pot. All the guests, save John, were out: Mr. Tythe to a botany lecture, Monsieur Rodart to the Merchant Navy offices; Senhor Perreira and Messrs. O’Riley, Toussaint, and Bajwa (unlikely foursome though they were) to see the Italian Exhibition at Earl’s Court.

			“Eh?” Mrs. Easton replied, following Caroline’s eyes up the empty air to the floors above. “Oh. That must have been Rab. Shut the chemistry early today. Wasn’t feeling well.”

			Caroline’s insides turned to ice water.

			“Popped in when you were up emptying the chamber pots. A sore throat, he said. Poor dear. Not like him to be under the weather. Strong as a bull. I’ll bring him up some broth and bread…”

			Caroline stopped listening. Sergeant Corbet had come here to tell her something important. She was certain of it. And Rab was onto her. He had already questioned her relationship to Charlie; he disbelieved her story. Perhaps, now, her name.

			And, with a sensation in her belly like a stone dropping through water, she remembered that, before she slept last night, she had taken one of Charlie’s notebooks from its drawer and laid it open to examine, for the hundredth time, the portraits of Rab and Mary Jane.

			But she had put it away. Hadn’t she? She had. Certainly, she had—

			“I’ll take up the soup,” Caroline blurted, interrupting whatever Mrs. Easton had been saying. “To Mr. Ripley.”

			“Oh, that’s good of you,” the landlady replied genially. She hadn’t noticed the sudden stiffness in Caroline’s shoulders. “I’ll do the windows, and we can meet downstairs to start on the—”

			But whatever task lay ahead of her, Caroline didn’t hear. She had already thrown open the door of the servants’ staircase. It shut behind her, extinguishing Mrs. Easton’s voice along with the light.

			

			—

			She took the stairs two at a time.

			When she arrived on the garret landing, she was red-cheeked and huffing. Rab’s door was closed, and no sound met her ears but her own strident breath. She stepped across the rag rug silently, glancing over her shoulder every few steps as though Rab would materialize in his doorway.

			Her handle sighed as she turned it, and she said a prayer as she crossed the threshold. Perhaps she was wrong. She was always so careful. Perhaps she had tucked the notebook away, under the books in the bottom drawer, as she always did—

			But no. Charlie’s notebook was splayed on her desk, open to the final portrait of Mary Jane. Even from this distance, the subject was unmistakable; her wide eyes gazed out from the plain paper, her lips parted, as though she were about to speak.

			Caroline pressed her hands against her mouth and tried to corral her thundering thoughts. Rab had never, to her knowledge, entered her room. Why should he today? Unless he had heard Sergeant Corbet asking for a Miss Foster and had put the pieces together…

			No, she admonished herself. You’re letting your fears run away with you.

			But when she dropped her hands and forced herself to inhale slowly, a masculine perfume of cedar and musk filled her nose.
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			“Good day, miss. How can I help ’ee?” asked the pockmarked boy at the entry desk of the Leman Street police station. He was a boy, despite the dark, itchy wool of his uniform, the white letters of which proclaimed him Constable Norton. His voice was high and uneven, his cheeks still round with baby fat. It was cold in the station, as cold as the miserable day outside, and he kept rubbing his palms together to warm them.

			“Good day. Is…” Caroline began uncertainly. For she did not know, exactly, how to proceed. “Is Sergeant Corbet here? I must speak with him.”

			The boy smiled earnestly. “You’re in luck, miss. He’s usually on patrol just now. But he’s in the back filling out a report.”

			Relief washed over Caroline.

			“Who should I tell him is asking?”

			“Miss Caroline Foster.”

			The boy gave a little bow and disappeared through the door behind the desk.

			Caroline exhaled a long breath. Sergeant Corbet was here. He could have so easily been on patrol, or off duty. But he was somewhere in this building. He would see her, she was certain of it. Perhaps her luck was finally changing.

			Caroline turned to the row of hard wooden benches lining the front wall.

			Her fellow occupants were a wretched lot indeed. There was a woman in a gray dress holding a bundle of rags, which must have been a sleeping infant, so tenderly did she embrace it; a man asleep, longways, on one of the benches, his shoes split at the soles to expose his bare toes; and another man, seated alone, with his collar turned up and his hat pulled down, clearly wishing to remain anonymous.

			Caroline decided to remain standing.

			The police station entrance was on the ground floor of an unassuming building that smelled of damp rot and sour sweat. The ceilings were low and ominous; the barred windows brought in little light. She hoped the offices in the floors above were more pleasant.

			Four days had passed since Sergeant Corbet’s visit to the boardinghouse. Four nights of barely sleeping, of picturing Rab in the room across the landing, fitting together the pieces of her lie like a puzzle. When unconsciousness did, finally, close over her, she returned to the same dream. Running across the fallow field after Charlie, with something horrid behind. Each time, at the edge of the forest, she turned to face what was chasing her. And each time she awoke with a gasp, the knowledge of what—of who—pursued her on the tip of her tongue like a forgotten word.

			“Miss Foster,” said a familiar voice. Caroline wheeled. “I’m so pleased to see you.”

			Sergeant Corbet was dressed in his uniform, the brass buttons gleaming, the belt with its truncheon fitted tightly around his neat waist. He wore no hat; his sandy hair was parted to the side; his blue-green eyes large as guineas with concern.

			“Please,” he said, raising a counter hatch and ushering her through. “There’s a vacant office where we can speak privately.”

			Caroline stepped self-consciously past him, feeling her skirts catch on his boots, feeling the heat of his body through the thick wool of his jacket. Over the building’s odor of mildew, she caught the pleasant, familiar scent of Pears soap.

			He led her into a large, windowless room full of desks at which a dozen or more policemen sat writing, reading, talking, and drinking tea out of stoneware mugs. They all looked up as she entered; one or two elbowed their companions with a wry sneer. But Caroline kept her head up and did not allow herself a glance their way. She pretended she was at a ball, gliding on slippered feet toward the punch table.

			“Just through here,” Sergeant Corbet said, holding open a door at the far end of the room. Gray light poured in from a small, high window; the desk was covered in neat stacks of paper. “Have a seat.”

			Caroline sank into a scuffed but comfortable leather chair as he settled himself behind the desk.

			For a long moment, neither spoke. Sergeant Corbet interlaced his hands on the wood before him and looked at Caroline. No, that wasn’t right. He was examining her, taking note of the tension in her shoulders, the dark skin beneath her eyes. She had the childish urge to cry.

			“I’m so pleased to see you,” he said again. “Are you well? I’ve been round and round in my head about what to do, after I saw you at the boardinghouse—”

			“I’m so sorry to interrupt,” Caroline said. “I’m fine, really. Only I don’t have much time.”

			She was supposed to be buying sugar and butter for the cakes. After her two-hour disappearance the day she had spoken to Mary Jane, Mrs. Easton had wanted to do the shopping herself. But the rain made her knees ache, and Caroline had promised to be efficient.

			“Of course,” said Sergeant Corbet. “Right. Well. I came to the address you gave me—forgive me if I put you in danger, it was not my intention to—”

			“Sergeant,” Caroline said. “Please.”

			“Right. Forgive me. I came because I found news of your brother.”

			All the blood in Caroline’s body drained into her boots.

			The policeman shuffled through the papers on his desk, pulled out a typed document with an official-looking stamp on the top right corner. “On March twelfth, he bought a one-way ticket to New York City.”

			No. No, it could not be.

			Caroline took the paper with shaking hands.

			“I can’t claim credit, I’m afraid,” Sergeant Corbet was saying. “It was found by another officer, who has been tasked with investigating a group of criminals running a smuggling ring out of New York. But I put your brother’s name about, after you…after we met. Back in September.”

			It was a receipt dated March 12, 1888.

			SS Oceanic, she read. Liverpool to New York City. Steerage class ticket (1). Charles Wallace Foster.

			“This cannot be,” Caroline heard herself say.

			“I can understand what a shock this must be, Miss Foster. I’m so sorry to—”

			“No. No, you don’t understand. He would have bought two tickets.”

			“A second for you? Had he spoken to you about traveling to America?”

			“No.” Charlie had never mentioned America, as far as she could remember. But if he was in trouble, if something concerning the Full Moon Society, or Rab, had made him fear for his life, he would have taken Mary Jane with him. The proof of his love for her was everywhere. In the pages of his sketchbook. The Blevins family crest on her ring finger. He would have taken her.

			“Not for me,” Caroline said, swallowing the barbed hurt of the words. “For his fiancée. She was expecting, you see. When he disappeared.”

			Sergeant Corbet inhaled. “How do you know this?”

			“I found her. In Miller’s Court.”

			“In Spitalfields?”

			Caroline nodded.

			The policeman pinched the bridge of his nose between his thumb and second finger. “Miss Foster,” he said in a long-suffering tone, “I beg you: Do not go wandering the streets of the East End. We are trying—and failing miserably, I might add—to catch a man who kills single women in just the neighborhood where you went unaccompanied, searching for—”

			“I found her,” Caroline repeated. “And she told me she was expecting when Charlie disappeared. He would never leave her.”

			The policeman dropped his eyes to the desk between them. When he raised them again, the expression in them was as gentle as his voice. “I do not know your brother,” he said. “But it is an unfortunate fact of our times that many men, when faced with marriage and fatherhood, shirk their duties. Our offices are full of women searching for their missing fiancés.”

			Caroline shut her eyes. But still she saw the woman on the bench of the anteroom, clutching her infant.

			“You’re right.” Her voice was colder than she had intended, but she went on. “You do not know him.”

			“Perhaps there was a mistake,” Sergeant Corbet said evenly. “Perhaps there is more to discover. I can send a letter, if you wish. To the management of the SS Oceanic in Liverpool. Request a copy of the ship’s manifest.”

			Caroline’s anger deflated like a pierced dirigible. Her quarrel was not with this man, who had only ever treated her with respect and kindness. “Forgive me,” she said. “The stress of…of the past months—”

			“It is I who should apologize for offending you.” Sergeant Corbet’s blue-green eyes were wide, entreating. “I do not know your brother and should not have made assumptions.”

			A well of hopelessness opened inside Caroline, threatened to swallow her. What if Charlie was already in New York? What if she never saw him again?

			“Have you learned anything more about the boardinghouse?” Sergeant Corbet asked. “Anything to confirm or dismiss your suspicions?”

			“No,” she said. “No, I’m afraid not.”

			For all her snooping, all her eavesdropping, she had no answers, only more questions. Rab, and Mary Jane, and Charlie. The blue flowers in the garden, illuminating the tale of Saint Ciwa, filling the fields in Caroline’s dream. There are no such things as monsters. Except for the one that chased her as she slept.

			“What about the commissioner?” Sergeant Corbet asked sotto voce, with a glance over her head at the closed door. “Have you seen him again?”

			“No. But he will be there tomorrow. For the full moon supper. And when my duties are done, I shall linger in the servants’ staircase and listen.”

			Sergeant Corbet made a strange, jerky movement, as though he had begun to reach for her hand but stopped himself. “Miss Foster. That seems an unnecessary danger. If these men…if they are involved in the murders…surely there must be another option. A less dangerous option. Is there anywhere in the boardinghouse that you have not searched? Any place where evidence might be hidden?”

			The padlocked door on the second floor. And Rab’s bedroom.

			“Yes,” Caroline said through the sudden dryness in her mouth. “There are two rooms I have not entered.”

			“Start there. Don’t put yourself in more danger than necessary. Not when the most dangerous man in England might be seated at that supper table.” He swallowed, and she saw in his face the quelled urge to touch her, to comfort her. “Please.”

			She would not stay meekly in her room with the door locked. Not when she might learn what had happened to Charlie, or anything connecting the Full Moon to the murders. Not when she might save the next life.

			But Sergeant Corbet was only concerned for her safety, so she smiled weakly at him and said honestly, though misleadingly, “I will try to find a way into the locked rooms.”

			He exhaled. “I’m off duty tomorrow, but I’ll try and swap shifts with one of the other lads. If I am successful, I’ll bring my men to Old Montague Street. Keep an eye on the boardinghouse.”

			The thought of him out in the night, with his thick truncheon and straight back, comforted Caroline.

			“If you believe yourself in danger, Miss Foster,” he went on, “if you believe your hosts are onto your secret, come here straightaway.” His eyes flicked up to the ceiling. “It’s not the sort of lodgings you’re used to, I’m afraid. But it might be the safest building in the city.”

			“And if you are not here?”

			True, the boy at the counter had been kind, but another officer might send her back into the night with a cold sneer. And another thought occurred to her, one even more frightening than passing the darkest hours on the streets of Whitechapel.

			“What if the commissioner is here?” He didn’t seem like the sort to pay any attention to the help. But Mr. Jacobs had drawn every eye to her that last full-moon supper. “What if he recognizes me?”

			Sergeant Corbet considered her for a long moment. “I realize…” He paused, choosing his next words. “I realize how forward this may seem, Miss Foster. And please do not mistake me. I have a sister; I am no stranger to the fragility of a single woman’s reputation. But my landlady rents rooms—nothing fancy, mind. But reputable and clean. If you find yourself in trouble, if you cannot come here, for whatever reason, go to Fairclough Street. The brick building above the greengrocer. If you ask for me there, you will be treated with kindness, even if I am out.”

			Caroline was struck, for the second time, by how much Charlie would like this man. “Thank you,” she said evenly.

			“I only hope someone might do the same for my sister, if she ever found herself in trouble. And I believe, Miss Foster, that you are dancing on a hornet’s nest.”
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Chapter 17

			“Would you be a dear and make sure I closed the windows in 202 and 203? It looks like rain again tonight.”

			“They’re closed,” said Caroline, not looking up from the napkins she was ironing.

			“Are you certain? I’m worried I might have left them open when we were airing the second floor yesterday—”

			“They’re closed, Mrs. Easton. I was upstairs not an hour ago. All the windows are closed.”

			The older woman murmured a sound of assent. Caroline could practically see her benefactress’s worried mind working beneath her crooked cap. It had been like this since dawn that morning—the repeated questions, the double- and triple-checking of every detail, Mrs. Easton abandoning each task partway through to begin a completely different one. It was now three o’clock; tonight’s guests would be arriving at any moment.

			For Caroline, the evening couldn’t come quickly enough.

			“And there are white mums on all the dressing tables, except for—”

			“Except for room 205,” finished Caroline, “which has lilies, because Mr. Hadley is allergic to chrysanthemums.” She set the hot iron back on the stove and began to fold the napkins into little tricorn hats as Mrs. Easton had shown her. “The roast is in the oven. The oysters are shucked. The bread rolls are proofing. The cake is frosted and in the icebox.”

			The landlady nodded absentmindedly. “I just feel I’m forgetting something. Something important.”

			Caroline resisted the temptation to roll her eyes. “Why don’t you go upstairs? Walk through the house. Make sure everything is ready. I’ll finish these up”—she nodded to the neat pile of white linen—“and then I’ll set the table.”

			Mrs. Easton turned toward the dining room stairs. “But don’t lay out the place cards,” she called over her shoulder. “Because Mr. Hadley and—”

			“And Mr. Ripley don’t get along,” Caroline finished. “And you want Mr. Jacobs sat as far as possible from Mr. O’Riley. You’ve said.”

			Mrs. Easton blinked at her. “Right. Well. I can see I’ve been repeating myself.”

			As the landlady disappeared up the stairs, Caroline regretted her tone. She felt raw-edged, and Mrs. Easton’s frantic energy gnawed at her nerves, but she must not draw undue attention to herself. Not now, not with so much at stake.

			Last night she had barely slept at all, drifting off into a light doze only in the hour before dawn to fall back into the familiar dream. She had awoken to Rab’s knock with her heart pounding; the face of what—of who—was chasing her evaporated the moment she opened her eyes.

			Rab had not behaved any differently toward her since the day she had left Charlie’s notebook open on her desk. At least, not in any way she could point to. But something had crystallized between them, and whenever their paths crossed, she had the unsettling sensation that each of them was playing a part.

			Caroline walked through her plan as she finished folding the napkins, imagining each step in her head to quell the uneasiness coursing through her. After supper service she would disappear, as bidden. But she would not go to her room. Instead, she would linger on the dark servants’ staircase with her ear to the dining room door.

			Caroline knew the boardinghouse well now, as well as she’d known Audley House. She knew which floorboards creaked and where the shadows lay deepest. If she had to, she could slip through the corridors unseen, unheard. If one of the Full Moon’s strange guests was the Ripper, she would discover their secret. And tomorrow, in the clear, protective light of day, she would bring that information to Sergeant Corbet.

			She had promised him she would be careful. That she would not put herself at unnecessary risk. But time was slipping away from her, and she was no closer to solving the mystery than when she had arrived on the boardinghouse’s steps.

			It was time to take a chance.

			

			—

			The afternoon passed in a frenzy of last-minute tasks. Mrs. Easton returned to the cellar kitchen all a-flurry, having remembered the forgotten detail: Mr. Swartz, the guest staying in room 200, was Jewish. She and Caroline spent the final hours before the guests arrived preparing a second, even more elaborate appetizer than bacon-wrapped oysters. But Caroline was grateful: The work hid her shaking hands and excused her one-word responses.

			Five o’clock found both women changed and groomed, Mrs. Easton with her iron-gray hair coiled into its chic chignon and fixed with silver pins, Caroline in the same pink-and-maroon morning gown she had worn to the previous supper.

			As Caroline bent to pull the roast from the oven, Mrs. Easton, arranging the hors d’oeuvres on their silver platters, said, “I’m sorry I’ve been such a right mess today.”

			“No need to apologize. There’s been so much to do.”

			“There’s always so much to do here. But I’ve been running round like a chicken with my head cut off. I know that.” Mrs. Easton gave the roast an appreciative sniff. “I haven’t been myself. I’ve been distracted. Snappish. And it’s you who’s borne the brunt of it.”

			Caroline set the roast on the waiting trivets with a grunt.

			“I couldn’t have done this”—Mrs. Easton gestured to the elaborate dinner waiting in its lidded silver tureens—“without you. And I just…I want to tell you that I’m that grateful it was you who knocked on my door asking for work, and not some other girl with more experience but poorer manners.”

			The back of Caroline’s nose began to burn, and not just from the warmth of the landlady’s words. An adult had never apologized to her before. Her imminent betrayal crept up her throat. But she swallowed it down and adopted Mrs. Easton’s own no-nonsense tone as she said, “Well, I’m beginning to regret it, looking at all these dishes. Really, Mrs. Easton; do you have another vessel in your possession, or have we used every last one for this meal?”

			Mrs. Easton surveyed the gleaming row of silver, lined up like armored troops for battle, and laughed. “I suppose you’re right. I really do think I’ve learned my lesson this time, though. Next month it will be cold entrees and soup made a day ahead, and if they don’t like it, they can hire a cook.”

			Caroline laughed, too, and pushed away the thought that next month, Mrs. Easton and everyone in this house might be sitting in a prison cell.
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			The tension in the dining room could be cut with a knife and served on toast.

			Caroline felt it swell with every step as she followed Mrs. Easton up the kitchen stairs: a sort of buzzing in the air, as though the dining table had transformed into the hornet’s nest Sergeant Corbet had warned her she was dancing upon.

			The trays of appetizers were demolished, the white tablecloth littered with empty oyster shells and grease stains. Someone had already spilled their wine. The chandelier shivered with a dozen male voices pitched to be heard over their companions’.

			“Of course they kicked the tar out of them—with Hattersley and Pochin off the pitch, the Warwicks didn’t stand a chance. Frankly, I’m surprised they only won by sixteen runs…”

			“It is imperative not to drink before three years. See how red, how thick? This is eighty-two’s vintage. Anything before three years is swill.”

			“I swear! Sloths as tall as elephants. Throughout South America. No, they’re all dead now, of course, but he dug up the fossils, you see, and their heads were as big as carriages—”

			“You wrangle ’em and you slice ’em off, just like that. Sure, they squawk a little, but I’m tellin’ ya, they’re sweeter’n gizzards and half as chewy—”

			They couldn’t all be drunk. It was just six o’clock, and by Caroline’s count of empty bottles, only two carafes of canary had been emptied between the dozen of them. And yet their raised voices bounced off the walls, and the faces around the table were red and sheened with sweat.

			Caroline and Mrs. Easton set their dishes on the sideboard and each took up a wine jug. With a brusque nod that put Caroline in mind of a battalion captain heading back into the fray, Mrs. Easton marched toward John’s side of the table, holding the carafe against her chest like a bayonet. Caroline set her shoulders in the opposite direction. Toward Commissioner Warren.

			She had secretly hoped that she had been wrong. That she would realize, when she saw him again, that she had mistaken their mustached guest for the man in the newspaper. But there was no mistake. Here was the same severe hairline, the same shrewd, close-set eyes. Even if the skin beneath them was sagged and dark, even if he looked as though he had not slept since the last time she had seen him.

			“I read in the Evening Standard,” said Monsieur Rodart, seated to the commissioner’s right, “that another body was found in Osborn Street.”

			Caroline stiffened. But the commissioner only shook his head.

			“The hoaxes abound,” he sighed. “Every day a new false lead. I cannot tell you the number of letters we have received which proclaim the author to be the murderer, to have hidden a legless, armless body somewhere in the borough.” He made a sound of disgust. “And the way the public has responded. Like these murders are some kind of…of sport. There’s a glee to it, to the newspaper headlines.”

			“More wine?” Caroline asked woodenly, staring down at the straight, oiled line of his part.

			The commissioner didn’t even glance at her as he nodded and slid his glass toward the edge of the table. “It tests my faith in the human race, Monsieur Rodart. And I served Her Majesty on two tours in South Africa.”

			Monsieur Rodart glanced up as she poured, smiling sunnily. “Merci, mademoiselle. Everything smells heavenly. You and Madame Easton have been working all week for this meal, and like all things that come from your kitchen, I am certain it will be delicious.”

			Caroline met his hazel eyes and curled her lips into a brittle smile. The Frenchman had never been anything but kind to her. He had escorted her to Brick Lane on that terrible day when she had followed Rab into the alley. He always offered to help if he saw her struggling with an armful of bed linen or a full mop bucket.

			But he had warned her, that first morning, on the second-floor landing. Our neighborhood is not kind to those who wander. The words, taken at face value, were not a threat. Why had they felt like one?

			Beside Monsieur Rodart, Senhor Perreira and Mr. Tythe were in a spirited discussion about the different strains of fermenting yeasts. Caroline tried and failed to avoid the spray of the Portuguese’s saliva as she topped off his glass. Black-bearded Mr. Jacobs, who had made the unsavory comment at the last supper about Caroline being nicer to look at than poor, murdered Polly Nichols, kept his eyes determinedly on his lap as she passed him.

			Mr. Bajwa smiled meekly up at her and shook his head at the proffered jug, as always. But his eyes did not focus on her face.

			Caroline had never seen the Sikh drink a drop of wine. But there was something about him, about all of them, that was different than the last supper. Something intensified, which sent a rippling warning up Caroline’s spine. Something was different.

			“More wine, Mr. O’Riley?”

			“Sure, darlin’.”

			As the American slid the wineglass toward her, Caroline stared at his hand around the stem. It was calloused and suntanned. She blinked back the image of this hand holding a knife. Wrapping around a woman’s neck.

			“You all right?”

			“I’m fine, thank you.” Caroline’s heart thudded uncomfortably as she poured.

			“It’s a right itchy one,” said Mr. O’Riley to no one in particular. He scratched at his neck absentmindedly beneath the collar of his shirt. “Ooo-ee, but it’s an itchy one.”

			Beside him, Rab’s chair sat empty.

			Caroline glanced around the table, but his tumbled curls were missing from the fray. Her heart beat an unpleasant tattoo against her ribs. Where was he?

			Across the table, Mrs. Easton was gesturing to her.

			“Refill the wine jugs,” the landlady said when Caroline had rejoined her at the sideboard. “And then fetch the next course, would you? I’ll start serving the croquettes.” She slid a handkerchief discreetly from her sleeve and dabbed at her beaded forehead. “They’re eating quickly tonight. At this rate, they’ll be through dessert in thirty minutes.”

			The landlady’s hand trembled as she shoved the kerchief back up her dress sleeve, and Caroline examined the older woman’s face. Her lips were pale, her pupils widened to the edges of her irises. She had never seen Mrs. Easton frightened. Concerned, irritated, angry. But never frightened.

			Caroline glanced over the landlady’s shoulder at the raucous party. Mr. O’Riley was standing, acting out some hideous barnyard task. Mr. Jacobs was shouting across the table at a trembling Mr. Swartz, who had not so much as touched his elaborate appetizer.

			There was something different about this night. Her mind fought to rationalize it. The volume of the men’s voices, the surprising heat in the room, the energy confined to such a small space. But in her guts, in the true compass of her body, she, too, was afraid. Not just about her task ahead, not just at the danger of being caught. There was something sharp and metallic in the air. And every ancient instinct told her to flee.

			“I’ll be right back with the croquettes.”

			As the dining room door closed behind her and muffled the light and conversation, she stood for a moment in the dark.

			Keep to the plan, she told herself. Finish serving supper. Give them no reason to suspect you. Watch, and wait, and listen.

			Caroline took a deep breath and descended the cellar stairs.

			

			—

			She had left two lamps burning on the chopping block. Only one remained, illuminating the rest of the feast beneath its silver cloches. The other shined from the threshold of the open larder door.

			Caroline froze on the last stair.

			She knew it was Rab. His cedar cologne hung in the air, lacing through the odors of roasted meat and rosemary.

			A clink of glass on metal, a heavy footfall. Then he appeared in the pantry doorway.

			“Hullo,” said Rab, wiping the surprise from his face and replacing it with bland pleasantness. He carried the same tray she had seen at the last supper, stacked with cups and the cut-glass decanter of purple liquid. “I was hoping you’d come down. How’s it going up there? They eat the silverware yet?”

			Caroline didn’t return his smile. “What are you doing?”

			“I told you last time,” he said, balancing the tray on his hip and bending to lift the oil lamp. “Old family recipe.”

			“Is it a nerve tonic?” Caroline asked, remembering Mary Jane’s story. Was this the same medicine that she had begged him to give her a second time?

			A grimace flitted over Rab’s face, exaggerated by the long, swinging shadows cast by the lamp. “Something like that. Have you tried the medicine I brought you?”

			He took a step toward the staircase. Toward her.

			Caroline shook her head. “Not—not yet.”

			Another step, quiet as a jungle cat. “And how do you feel?”

			“Fine.” Her voice was thin, unconvincing. She dropped her hand to her belly, felt the comforting line of the penknife beneath her stomacher. He was only feet away now. “I don’t think I need it, actually—”

			“I’ve been watching you, Miss Huxley.” He was close enough that she could smell him, smell the canary on his lips and the sweat beneath his arms. “And you don’t seem fine.”

			Caroline swallowed. “How do I seem?”

			Rab’s voice was soft as velvet in the air between them. “On edge. Nervous.”

			Only four of Dr. Hoffman’s pills remained, but Caroline had taken a whole one that day, hoping the sedative would calm her enough to complete her tasks without the careful facade crumbling. It was not enough. Not nearly enough. Her pulse roared in her ears; her pounding heart seemed to fill up her whole chest.

			The banister bit hard into Caroline’s spine. She would not move. She would not let him know how frightened she was.

			“I’ve seen your lamp burning at all hours. You haven’t been sleeping.”

			She could not brandish her little weapon. She could not give herself away. Not yet, not yet, when there was so much she still did not know—

			“It’s dangerous,” Rab went on, “to stop a medication like that. One you’ve taken for…how long, did you say?”

			He was right before her now, standing on the kitchen flagstones so that she, on the final step, was eye level with him. Heat came off him like the stove in the corner.

			“I’ll take the nerve tonic,” she said breathlessly. “You’re right. I’ll take a dose tonight—”

			“Try a bit of this,” he interrupted, leaning the tray on the newel-post beside her and unstopping the bottle. He poured a finger-width draft into two cups. “It’ll get you through supper, at least, without dropping a tray.”

			Mary Jane had slumped to the floor. No, no, she could not. “I thought it was only for the guests.”

			Rab shrugged and held out one of the cups. She took it reluctantly. “You’ve been here a while, Miss Huxley. Mrs. Easton clearly trusts you. Trusts you more than the last kitchen maid, who was always slipping the silverware into her pockets. So whether you like it or not, you’re part of the family.”

			The word reverberated in her skull. Her mouth tasted like copper. Had he heard Sergeant Corbet ask for Miss Foster? Did he know—or guess—she was Charlie’s sister?

			Rab raised his own cup and clinked it against hers. “To family,” he said, flashing her a wicked grin. He tossed back the liquid and swallowed with a grimace.

			She had no choice. Rab was watching her, the yellow in his eyes glowing. If she refused, whatever he suspected would be confirmed.

			She lifted the cup.

			The smell was bitter and floral. It filled her nose, her throat, before the liquid passed her lips.

			She swallowed only half of it, but the effect was instantaneous.

			

			—

			Caroline had tasted champagne and rum punch at country dances. She had drunk snifters of port and canary and even once, at Eloise’s, a glass of pear liquor that smelled like perfume. One night while her father was away, Caroline had helped herself to a sip of the scotch he kept in his study. She had spat the foul stuff in the dirt of a potted palm, but its peaty smokiness had lingered on her tongue for hours afterward.

			Alcohol made her warm, giddy. It soothed the anxiety of conversing with strangers. It made her bolder—after two coupes of Kir royale at a country ball last September, she had allowed Eloise’s older brother Barnaby to kiss her on the mouth against a box hedge. His lips were wet and fleshy, and as soon as she could make an excuse she had returned to the party.

			Rab’s liquor was not like that.

			The alcohol washed over her like a wave, quenching her fear and softening her muscles. She leaned against the banister, dropped her hand from the reassuring outline of the penknife.

			“How do you feel?” Rab was watching her carefully. He was so close, close enough that she could pick out the texture of stubble on his cheeks, the saliva shining on his teeth.

			“I feel…I feel fine,” she said. It was the truth. She felt better than fine. This was what he had given Mary Jane. It must be. The concoction was stronger than Dr. Hoffman’s medicine, much stronger. It was as though all her anxieties had been plunked into a warm bathtub. She had been so afraid! So frightened to eavesdrop on the party from the safe darkness of the servants’ staircase. So worried she would be caught. The plan remained, but the fear was gone. She felt like laughing.

			Rab was staring at her, examining her, and even through the lovely fogginess clouding her brain, she witnessed something cross his face. Something naked. Tender.

			“What?” Caroline asked. Her voice sounded distant in her ears. “What is it?”

			“Nothing.” Rab shook his head, the expression buried. “Let’s get you back upstairs.”
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			Don’t sleep.

			Caroline sat alone in the blackness of the servants’ staircase. Not even the din of masculine voices echoing up from the dining room half a flight below could keep her eyes open.

			She pinched the skin of her forearm. She forced her eyelids to part.

			Don’t sleep. Listen, listen.

			Rab had kept his word, had helped her load the dumbwaiter and carry the lighter dishes up to the dining room. Her feet had felt heavy, the light and sound of the supper party overwhelming.

			Caroline fumbled her way through the supper service. She had dribbled wine down the sides of glasses, mistaken the bordelaise for the sauce Robert. Whenever she glanced up, through the pleasant numbness in her head, she’d found Rab’s golden eyes watching her.

			As soon as the roast was sliced, Mrs. Easton pulled her aside.

			“I’ll fetch the cake. Go up to bed, now. I can see you’re dead tired. The dishes will keep till tomorrow. And don’t forget: Lock your door.”

			Caroline had mumbled some reply, staggered into the staircase, and sat down here.

			She focused all her remaining faculties on listening to the conversation below. But with every heartbeat, her ability to move—even to think—slipped away.

			Her tongue felt foreign, swollen. Her feet and hands seemed miles away.

			Don’t sleep, said a small, distant voice in the back of her head. Don’t sleep. Charlie, Charlie…

			Her head dropped against the wall. Her breathing steadied.

			In the room below her, a dozen chairs pushed back from the table.
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Chapter 18

			At Eloise’s there had been an orangery. Mostly it was full of dusty lemon trees and thatch palms, but in the southernmost corner, where the sun shone hottest, a sickly pomegranate grew. When Eloise was being contrary—or, worse, if there was some sullen lordling with whom she had danced and exchanged frightfully dull small talk and was now, inexplicably, infatuated—Caroline had slipped away to this half-forgotten room and lost herself among its potted inhabitants. They did not belong in this gray, rainy place, and Caroline loved to commiserate with them, especially the pomegranate, whose trunk was thin and bent but whose leaves were stubbornly glossy.

			Once, when Eloise was lost in melancholy over a spotty boy who had gone away to London for the season and returned betrothed, Caroline had disappeared into the orangery and discovered that the pomegranate tree had sprouted a small red flower.

			She returned to check on it whenever she visited Eloise, watching the bloom mutate into a strange, waxy thing with a fuzzy yellow center. She was sorry that whatever pollinated pomegranates—a Mediterranean species of bumblebee, perhaps?—would never find its way into this glass purgatory.

			So she could not have been more surprised when, the next time she found an excuse to sneak away, the flower had transformed itself into a hard pink ball.

			“Oh, well done!” Caroline had whispered to the little plant. “Well done, you!”

			Week by week the fruit swelled, spurred on by an unseasonably hot spring, the condensation dripping from the glass ceiling, and, Caroline fancied, her own encouragement, until it split open with the pressure of its own juice. She had wrapped it in her kerchief and made some excuse to leave before supper. On the hillock between Eloise’s ostentatious manor and Audley House, Caroline had sat beneath an oak tree and eaten every last sweet-sour aril.

			That was how Caroline’s head felt, when she finally came to. Like her skull was about to split open from the pressure of her overripe brain and reveal beads of fruit glowing like rubies.

			

			—

			For a long time, she had been aware of nothing. Then came the insistent, pounding pain, like a drumbeat. With every throb of blood through her veins it grew louder, closer, until it pulled her from sweet, deep unconsciousness like a body from the tide.

			With a moan, Caroline cracked a bleary eye onto darkness.

			She was alone. At least she heard nothing, no one, beside her in the black.

			One by one, other sensations presented themselves: a terrible ache in her back, her neck. The hard wood beneath her. The sourness of her breath against the wall.

			The night came back in blurry snatches.

			The preparation for the supper, the anxious humming in her head growing louder with each hour that passed. Rab in the kitchen, his eyes strangely bright in the gloom. The cup of purple liquid. How it had burned as she swallowed, how it had doused her senses. How it had pulled at her, dragged her down, promised rest.

			There had been something she was supposed to do. Something important.

			A strangled sound bubbled up from her throat as she remembered.

			Her plan. Her plan to listen.

			No. No, no, let her be wrong, let only moments have passed—

			She got to her feet like a crone, gripping the banister. She suppressed a groan as the blood rushed into her feet with a thousand needle pricks. Each stair was high as a levee, each step taken on shaking joints. She knew, by the pain in her body, by the cottony insides of her cheeks and her clenching stomach, that she had slept for hours. Still, a desperate hope flickered in her chest.

			No sound came from the closed dining room door. No band of light, no voices. Caroline put her hand on the knob, held her breath. Opened it.

			The room was empty.

			Chairs were pushed back at haphazard angles; two lay on their sides. No one had bothered to clear the table. The candles were drowned in pools of wax. Mrs. Easton’s starched tablecloth was stained with wine and grease and congealed globs of bordelaise. The sky through the windows was gray and starless, the full face of the moon long set.

			Caroline dropped into the closest chair.

			She had missed it.

			Despair clawed through her. She was no closer to discovering the secret of this place. No closer to finding Charlie. The tonic had incapacitated her, just as it had Mary Jane; it still lingered, fogging the corners of her mind, making her slow, stupid. She pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes until she saw stars. Had another woman been killed while she was sleeping?

			The Dutch clock in the parlor chimed, and Caroline nearly jumped from her too-tight skin.

			The brassy voice rang four times, then fell silent. Four in the morning, then; sunrise two hours away. No sounds came from the house overhead, no squeaking floorboards or sighing doors.

			Caroline tiptoed to the sideboard, where a silver water pitcher gleamed with condensation. She raised the metal lip to her mouth, not caring that water splashed down her bodice. It was cold and sweet and put out the worst of the fire in her head.

			When the pitcher was empty, when Caroline stood dripping and gulping air as she had gulped the water, she moved silently from the dining room into the parlor.

			It, too, was empty, a half-drunk bottle of canary on the side table, a forgotten lamp illuminating the room with the last of its oil.

			The rug before the door was mussed, the fringed edge folded back on itself. The freshly waxed banister was smeared with handprints. A dark pool stained the second stair. Caroline padded across the carpet and knelt, her pulse pounding at her temples, and dipped a finger into the dark liquid. But it was only wine. She raised her head, gazed up into the mouth of darkness above her.

			The first floor was silent, every door closed.

			She kept climbing.

			

			—

			Once, while she was walking Audley House’s woods with Charlie, her brother had frozen. He placed a warning hand on her shoulder.

			“What?” she had whispered, although a piece of her had sensed it, too, felt the hairs at the base of her skull stand at attention.

			Charlie had raised his nose into the air like one of their father’s hounds, sniffed. And over the perfume of the woods—the sweetness of dead leaves, the mineral brightness of the earth—she had smelled it, too. Wet wool and urine. A musk that stung her nostrils.

			“Wild boar,” he had whispered. Then, with his head on a swivel, he had led Caroline back the way they had come.

			The smell on the second-floor landing was like that. Animal.

			Ignoring the warning that hummed through her, Caroline stepped silently toward the door of the east wing.

			It stood monolithic, dark and disapproving. In the predawn light, the deep marks across it looked like wounds. They reminded Caroline of John’s scarred face. Factory accident, Monsieur Rodart had said. She had doubted the story at the time. Now, somehow, she knew it was a lie.

			No sound came from the room beyond.

			Caroline lay her ear against the wood. It was smooth, patinaed with time, the iron straps cool beneath her fingertips. She listened for a long moment. But if anything lay on the other side, it was silent.

			She glanced down the empty hallway, at the line of shut bedroom doors. Asleep, all of them. And if they had partaken of Rab’s liquor, as the stacked glasses on his tray implied, no small sound would wake them.

			Caroline tugged on the lock, furtively at first, then in earnest. She leaned the entirety of her weight against the chain. But it held firm. She dug a hairpin from her ruined chignon and thrust it into the keyhole. She had never picked a lock before, but Charlie had told her a story of a boy at St. Mathew’s who used an old hatpin to steal their math professor’s secret bottle of whiskey.

			It did not open. It did not so much as jiggle. And as Caroline realized she would never open the door without Mrs. Easton’s key, she realized, too, that the boy in Charlie’s story was, once again, Rab.

			She hurled the hairpin down the dark hallway. It landed with a distant ping. She leaned her back against the door, dropped her face into her hands, and wept.

			

			—

			“Try again,” Charlie had said, whenever her leaf boat drowned in the stream, when a rotten tree branch snapped beneath her foot. “Just try again, Cat. Everyone fails. It’s those who keep going who succeed in the end.”

			But what if she did not? What if she kept failing and failing until she gave herself away? What if she never saw her brother again?

			There was so much Charlie had kept from her. His life here, this strange, secretive society of men. Mary Jane, the woman he so clearly loved, had promised to marry. And Rab. Rab, who had been like his brother.

			Caroline pulled back her shoulders, lifted her chin, and pulled on the version of herself her brother had captured in his notebooks.

			She had a clear enemy in this fight. Rab had drugged her, had drugged Mary Jane. He was the last person Charlie saw before he disappeared. And he was connected to the murders. She just knew it.
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			“Sleep well?” Caroline called false-cheerily as Mrs. Easton emerged on the top cellar stair. It was full morning, nearly nine, the light cold and bright through the windows.

			Mrs. Easton winced. “Must you shout, Miss Huxley?” Her eyes were red-rimmed and shadowed, her knuckles white on the banister. “The guests were up all hours. I didn’t get to bed till three.”

			“Is that so?” Caroline asked innocently. “I heard nothing. The water’s hot; can I make you some tea?”

			Mrs. Easton lurched across the flagstones on stiff legs and dropped into her favorite chair. “Yes, please.” She looked about, taking in the clean counters, the bubbling stock on the stove. “You’ve been busy.”

			It was true. Despite her beckoning bed and the protestations of her body, Caroline had been too on edge to sleep. She had reexamined Charlie’s drawings one by one, and when that exercise proved futile, except to highlight the disparity between Mary Jane’s beauty and her own sharp features, she had returned to the kitchen, lit the lamps, and started on the dishes. Now the sink was empty, the floor swept and scrubbed, the stained tablecloth soaking in soda and lye.

			“I was up early.” Caroline dried the last wineglass and set it in the cupboard. “I haven’t gotten to the parlor yet. It’s a bit of a mess, I’m afraid. Someone spilled a glass of wine, and the lamps were left on—”

			“Just…” Mrs. Easton interrupted, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. “Just please don’t say anything more until I’ve had my tea.”

			

			—

			The landlady grew more fortified with each sip, and by the time her second cup was empty, some color had returned to her cheeks. “All right,” she said with a reluctant sigh, “let’s see what havoc these barbarians wreaked on my beautiful house.”

			In the light of day, the damage to the parlor was even worse than Caroline remembered.

			A book had been dismembered in the fireplace, its cover shriveled, its title indecipherable. The framed treasures in the parlor—the breastplate inlaid with turquoise, the beaten gold necklace—hung at odd angles. In addition to the wine stain on the staircase, there was another toppled glass on the mantel, and shards of what had once been a vase hidden behind a chair in the corner. A box of matches had been upturned, the red-headed sticks buried deep in the carpet, and the potted palm smelled suspiciously of urine.

			Animals, Caroline thought. Drunken animals.

			It took them the better part of an hour to put the room right. Mrs. Easton was on hands and knees on the staircase, scrubbing ferociously at the wine stain, when a knock sounded on the front door.

			Both women froze.

			The knock rang out again, louder.

			“Shall I—” Caroline began, but Mrs. Easton silenced her with a wave of her hand.

			The landlady rose stiffly to her feet and crossed the parlor rug. Caroline’s sore head beat with every pulse of her heart.

			Mrs. Easton opened the door just wide enough to pull the chain taut, then shut it fast. Her hand trembled as she unbolted the door, but her voice, when she addressed whoever was standing on the other side, had a polite brittleness Caroline had not heard before.

			“Good day, Officer. How can I help you?”

			“Good day,” answered a plummy male voice Caroline did not recognize. “Forgive the interruption, madam. But we need to ask the owner of this establishment a few questions.”

			Silently, Caroline stepped behind Mrs. Easton.

			The officer was only a few inches taller than she, round-faced and round-bellied. He was flanked by two other policemen, their truncheons gleaming grimly at their sides.

			Their uniforms were not black, like the Metropolitan Police, but dark blue. To Caroline’s disappointment, none of them was Sergeant Corbet.

			“I am the owner of this establishment,” replied Mrs. Easton, crossing sinewy arms over her chest.

			The officer pulled a notebook, identical to Sergeant Corbet’s, from his breast pocket and uncapped his pen. “Mrs….”

			“Easton.”

			He wrote this down, and without glancing up, he said, “I’m afraid there’s been another murder, madam.”

			Caroline swayed on her feet. She knew it. She knew it—

			“The London City Police force is going door-to-door,” the officer continued. “Questioning the whole neighborhood. Seeing if anyone heard anything last night. Anything at all.”

			“I heard nothing,” Mrs. Easton replied woodenly. “Slept like the dea—like, like a babe. Not a peep from any of my guests, either. And if you speak to Commissioner Warren, I believe you’ll find that everyone in this boardinghouse has already been thoroughly questioned.”

			Commissioner Warren, to the best of Caroline’s knowledge, was currently sleeping behind the locked door of room 207. She schooled her face into a blank expression.

			“I shall make a note,” said the officer. “Although we are with the London City Police, as I said, not the Met, so we answer to Commissioner Munro. And—it’ll be in the papers soon enough, I suppose—Commissioner Warren is expected to resign. Her Majesty herself has called for it. For the botchery he’s made of this investigation.”

			Mrs. Easton blanched.

			The officer touched his hat. “Good day, ma’am.” He gestured to the policemen on either side, and they turned to go.

			“Wait,” called Caroline. “Who…who was it?”

			The officer’s eyes flicked over Mrs. Easton’s shoulder and found her.

			“Sir,” she added clumsily. “Do you know who it was, sir? Who was killed? Was it another woman?”

			He sighed. “It was another woman. But you’ve nothing to fear, miss. As long as you stay indoors after dark, and stick to good, honest work—”

			“Do you have a name?”

			He wrinkled his nose at her rudeness but pulled the notebook back out of his pocket and flipped through it. “Mary Kelly,” he said after a moment. “No, sorry. Mary Jane Kelly. Most recently of thirteen Miller’s Court.”
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Chapter 19

			The Times

			 

			London, United Kingdom

			Saturday, November 10, 1888

			Another Whitechapel Murder

			Another murder, if possible of a more hideous character than the atrocities already committed in Whitechapel, has taken place in the same neighbourhood. No revolting circumstance is wanting to the crime, which has manifestly been committed by one who took a demoniac pleasure in his ghastly work. The victim is again a woman, and of the same class as that to which the miserable creatures foully murdered last August and September belonged, and her body has been mutilated even more hideously than those of the former victims. It would be impossible to describe literally the scene before those who discovered yesterday morning her remains off Dorset-street. No imagination could conceive the effects of the malign and depraved fury of the murderer. A man, going yesterday forenoon to 13 Miller Court, Spitalfields, tenanted by MARY JANE KELLY, for arrears of rent, found the door locked. Looking through a broken window, he saw her mutilated remains on the bed. Examination showed that a murder had recently been committed with every circumstance of atrocity. All had apparently been done with frightful celerity and completeness; and the murderer seems to have vanished, leaving no trace of his identity, no clue to his whereabouts, with even greater mystery hanging over his last deed than that which shrouds the former Whitechapel murders.

			Mary Jane was dead.

			No matter how often Caroline repeated the words to herself—as she lugged chamber pots down the stairs, as she cleaned the scrubbing sand from under her fingernails, as she lay awake at night, watching the waning moonlight drift across the ceiling—they still did not seem true.

			For how could a woman who had burned so brightly, who had inspired Charlie’s vivid drawings, be gone? When Caroline shut her eyes, she could see the flick of Mary Jane’s fingers, the hair-fine lines around her mouth.

			But there was no doubt. The newspapers printed unflattering sketches of her, with a bulbous nose and beady eyes, but even in their crudeness Caroline recognized the woman her brother had loved. Gone, gone, gone. Her life snuffed only feet away from where Caroline had sat a week ago, sipping her bitter tea.

			She did not want to read the stories, the postmortem report. She wanted to curl up in bed with the covers pulled over her head and not come out unless Charlie arrived on the boardinghouse’s doorstep to collect her. But she forced her eyes across the words, forced herself to comprehend the atrocity that had befallen Mary Jane while she, Caroline, had been asleep in the servants’ staircase.

			Her thighs skinned, her breasts sawn off. Her abdominal cavity emptied of its viscera.

			It was the most violent of the Ripper’s murders. The most personal. As though the other women had been practice for this most grisly act.

			

			—

			On the nineteenth of November—the day Mary Jane’s mutilated body would be laid to rest in the Catholic cemetery in Leytonstone—Caroline awoke with a nausea that did not leave her as the day stretched on, wet and windy.

			“What is it?” Mrs. Easton asked as they sat over their lunch. “You’ve barely touched your soup.”

			Caroline dutifully dipped her spoon, lifted a chunk of beef. The flesh was pink and marbled. She dropped the spoon back into the broth and swallowed the saliva welling up under her tongue.

			“I don’t feel well,” said Caroline honestly.

			“I can see that.” Mrs. Easton placed the back of her hand against Caroline’s forehead. It was an act so natural, and yet so tender, that Caroline’s breath caught. Carys had checked for a fever like that a handful of times, when Caroline was very ill. It must be something mothers did.

			“You’re not hot,” said Mrs. Easton, lowering her hand. “You’re pale, though. Have you been taking the tonic Mr. Ripley brought you?”

			Caroline had avoided Rab since the last full moon. When she was forced to acknowledge him—at the supper table, or when they passed in the hallway—she smiled politely but did not meet his eyes. And when he knocked on her door each morning, she waited until his footsteps had faded down the main banister before unlocking her own door.

			“Yes,” Caroline lied. “I take it every night.”

			“Hmm,” said Mrs. Easton. “Well. We can roll out the pasties tomorrow, I suppose. The dough will keep. Go on. Go rest.”

			Rest. The word was so simple. But the harder Caroline grasped at sleep, the farther away it slipped. She had run her tongue around the corners of the medicine tin for every last mote of Dr. Hoffman’s pills. But now the tin was empty and the blood in her veins felt like a swarm of bees. She spent the hours between ten and six lying in bed, imagining the bloody mess that had been Mary Jane.

			She managed a weak smile. “Thank you, Mrs. Easton. I shall.”

			

			—

			Rab was out; he had left after his usual bolted breakfast, and Caroline had heard the front door open and shut. But upstairs on the garret landing, she rested her ear to his door for a long moment. No sound. No movement. She tried the handle. She knew it would be locked, but still, something inside her deflated when the metal workings did not turn beneath the pressure of her hand.

			Seated at her desk, Caroline drew Charlie’s things from their hiding place and considered each in turn.

			The sketch pads she set to the side.

			She had examined each drawing a hundred times, run her fingers over each mark her brother’s hand had made. But she could not bear to look at Mary Jane’s face, not on the day when her ruined body was being locked in the cold, damp earth. Not when it was likely that this very book of sketches, left open that day on Caroline’s desk, might have inspired Rab to kill her.

			No. No, it would do no good to think of that.

			Caroline reached for the Blevins family Bible.

			She had avoided it since she had first discovered the cache in the bottom of Charlie’s armoire. The curls of hair made her think of her dead siblings, alone and cold in the Stafford churchyard. And of Mary Jane and Charlie’s lost child. But it was the only thing of her brother’s that she had not yet examined.

			She set it on the desk before her now, ran her fingers over the embossed crest, and opened the cover.

			There were the macabre remembrances stitched to the parchment, their color and luster long since faded. So many of them; dozens of lost children. Caroline’s throat tightened, and she forced her eyes to focus instead on the family tree on the opposite page.

			It was an in-depth genealogy that, based on the cramped, tiny numbers beneath the first two names, dated all the way back to the fourteenth century. She found her mother’s name at the very bottom, tucked into the corner.

			
				Mary Anne Parsons—m—Henry Thomas Blevins

				Rose Silvia Blevins—b 1837

				Helen Anne Blevins—b 1839 d 1870

			

			Caroline inhaled. Her mother had a sister? No, it must be a mistake; someone had forgotten to mark the poor creature’s death date. Caroline had frequently pestered Carys for details of her mother’s family, but Carys had told her with no uncertainty that Helen Blevins had been the last of her kin.

			Rattled, Caroline read on.

			
				Helen Anne Blevins—m—Charles Wallace Foster III

				Mary—b 1855 d 1870

				Anne—b 1856 d 1871

				Charles Wallace Foster IV—b 1859

				Caroline Elizabeth Foster—b 1870

			

			Caroline squinted at her own name. There was a tiny symbol beside it, like a capital A with a circle beneath its peak. Charlie had one, too, as did their mother. She traced her finger up the tree. The symbol seemed randomly distributed across the generations. But Caroline quickly noticed a pattern.

			She and her mother were the only women with the symbol.

			She double-checked, triple-checked. Yes, that was right. The symbol, except in the case of Caroline and her mother, was found only after men’s names.

			Her pulse began skipping unpleasantly. There was something to this, she was certain of it. Something important, something dreadfully important…

			And then it clicked. One moment Caroline had no idea what the symbol meant, and the next, she was certain.

			She reached for the book of fairy tales so quickly that she knocked the stack of sketch pads onto the floor. She stared at the story of Saint Ciwa, at the border of purple flowers. She unclasped the gold chain from her neck, set her mother’s ring on the page, and pulled the Bible closer.

			It was the flower. It was the same flower she’d seen in the garden. Here it was rendered in gold, a drop of blood hanging from each bloom. Here it was in purple ink. Here it was in simple lines: the rounded peak of the hood, the little circle representing its pistil.

			Caroline hid the books away, fastened the chain around her neck once more, and made her way silently to the second floor.

			

			—

			Mr. Tythe, of the diminutive stature and overlarge spectacles, spent his days either seated in the armchair closest to the fire with a book as large as he was open in his lap, or out of the boardinghouse, attending lectures or ogling specimens at the South Kensington Museum.

			Caroline knocked at the door of room 201 with an excuse ready on her tongue in case the naturalist had chosen today, of all days, to stay in his room. But when no answer came from her second knock, she turned the handle and entered.

			Suspended creatures stared at her from their watery graves. Padded boards leaned against the walls, stuck with beetles and butterflies as bright and numerous as buttons. It smelled musty, of old feathers and ether, and Caroline breathed through her mouth as she crept to the desk.

			Books were stacked in every corner, on the bed and the desk and the top of the armoire. Her eyes moved swiftly down the spines.

			
				Animal Traits and Characteristics

				Common Objects of the Sea Shore

				A History of the Birds of Europe

			

			Third from the bottom in the stack by the bedside, Caroline found what she was searching for.

			
				Culpeper’s Complete Herbal

			

			She sat on the floor, drew the book from its companions, and began flipping through the hand-colored illustrations. Wormwood and laurel, teasel and coltsfoot and burdock. Yellows and pinks and whites and greens, greens, greens.

			Then, on a bottom right corner, she found it. The purple flower from the garden, from her mother’s ring, from the story of Saint Ciwa.

			Caroline read the description with her heart in her mouth.

			Aconitum variegatum. Also known as aconite, monkshood, wolfsbane. Belonging to the family Ranunculaceae. Endemic to the mountain meadows of the Northern Hemisphere.

			Aconitum from the Greek akon (dart, javelin), the tips of which were poisoned with a paste of the plant. Highly toxic. In mild cases, ingestion causes dizziness, headaches, and confusion. In serious cases, paralysis, convulsions, and death by asphyxiation.

			Caroline sat in stunned silence.

			Death by asphyxiation.

			Were not all the Ripper’s victims thought to have been strangled? What if they had died not with hands around their necks but with this poison in their blood?

			Dizziness, headaches, and confusion. The exact symptoms that she and Mary Jane had both experienced after drinking Rab’s liquor.

			Aconite, monkshood, wolfsbane. Distilled in the cut-glass decanter, blooming in the Full Moon’s garden, circling the pages of Saint Ciwa’s story. On the pages of the family Bible and in the Blevins crest.

			But Caroline did not have time to follow these thoughts to any conclusion. For footsteps—light, quick footsteps—fell in the hallway.

			She shoved the book back into the stack by the bed, dropped to her hands and knees, and pulled the porcelain chamber pot from under the mattress.

			It’s not Mr. Tythe, she told herself, frozen in this strange posture. It’s another guest on this floor, Mr. Bajwa, perhaps–

			But the brass handle turned, and the door opened.

			“Oh!” Mr. Tythe exclaimed, taking a step backward. Caroline looked up with an innocent smile.

			The naturalist gathered himself. “Forgive me for shouting. You gave me quite a fright, Miss Huxley.” He placed a child-size hand on his heart, cocked his head to one side as though listening. “One hundred and fifty beats per minute, I’d guess.”

			“I’m so sorry to have surprised you,” Caroline said smoothly, sliding the lidded pot beneath his bed and rising awkwardly to her feet. “I usually tidy the rooms earlier in the morning, but today there’s been so much to do—”

			“Not to worry,” Mr. Tythe interrupted. His fingers were now at his throat; he’d drawn a silver watch from his breast pocket and was staring in concentration at the moving hands. “One-hundred forty-eight,” he said after a moment, with an air of satisfaction. “But dropping rapidly.”

			He tucked the watch back into the pocket of his vest and turned his eyes, behind their absurdly thick lenses, on her.

			Caroline had spent very little time with the naturalist. She thought him quaint but oddly charming in a pediatric sort of way. In any other social circle, she felt certain, he would have been relentlessly mocked. But the guests of the Full Moon treated him with a sort of parental affection.

			“In fact,” he said, in his high, reedy voice, “I’m glad to have happened upon you, Miss Huxley. There’s something I’ve been meaning to give you—”

			The little man crossed the room to the writing desk. Stacks of handwritten papers rose to his eyeline, and amid them sat a strange knobbed contraption with a long brass rod. A microscope, Caroline thought distantly.

			“I picked it up a few weeks ago,” he said, rattling open the top desk drawer, “at an exhibition of non-marine mollusks at the Linnean Society. I thought it would be of especial interest to you.”

			Caroline blinked. She could not imagine a collection of words she would have less interest in. But as the naturalist made a sound of discovery and turned, cradling something small in his hands, she forced her face into an expression of pleasant anticipation.

			“Here you are,” Mr. Tythe said triumphantly, opening his hands.

			On his palm, the size of a shilling, sat a shell.

			“Cepaea hortensis,” he said proudly. “The white-lipped snail. And a particularly fine specimen, if I may say so myself.”

			Caroline had no idea how to react. Mr. Tythe’s mouth had broken into an exultant smile, and he was gazing up at her expectantly.

			“Oh,” she exclaimed, a bit flatly. “Oh, it’s beautiful!”

			The naturalist nodded enthusiastically. “It is, isn’t it? The number of dark bands can vary, but entomologists have not yet found a specimen with more than five.” He laughed. “But I’m sure you already knew that.”

			He lifted the snail shell, and Caroline dutifully cupped her hands to receive it. The shell was light as a leaf, its inhabitant long dead. But as she turned it this way and that, feigning admiration, Caroline found that the shell was beautiful. It had been cleaned of garden dirt and oiled, perhaps; it was both red-brown and the color of cream, the bands spiraled together.

			Mr. Tythe, watching her with the excitement of a child, said “I just knew, Miss Huxley, when I saw it at the exhibition. I knew it must belong to you.”

			Caroline was not quite quick enough to hide the surprise that spasmed over her face. Mr. Tythe seemed to catch it, for when he spoke again, it was in a professorial tone. “Cepaea hortensis is found throughout the British Isles. But it’s particularly common in the Midlands.” His unselfconscious smile widened. “I thought it might remind you of home.”

			Caroline’s throat tightened. As politely as she could, she thanked Mr. Tythe and took her leave, claiming a preponderance of work left to do.

			

			—

			Upstairs, Caroline put Mr. Tythe’s snail shell on her desk and stared at it. It did remind her of Audley House. Of Cook complaining about the sorry state of the lettuces, of black clouds of birds flocking to the garden on rainy mornings to pluck the poor things off the walls. She had never noticed their color, their pattern; had not considered, even, that there were different kinds of snails.

			But she had much more pressing concerns than nonmarine mollusks.

			Aconitum. A poisonous flower that, when ingested, causes dizziness, headaches, death.

			There were two doors in the Full Moon that Caroline had not opened. One was Rab’s door, which she would never unlock without the key he kept in his breast pocket. The other was the scarred door on the east wing of the second floor.

			There was nothing left, no stone unturned, but whatever lay behind those two doors. She had to open them. Before the next full moon.
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			That night, after the supper dishes were washed and the floor swept, Caroline stretched her arms overhead and wrinkled her nose at the smell emanating from her underarms.

			“I think I’ll have a bath,” she said casually, unhooking the biggest pot from over the stove and carrying it up the cellar stairs. “I smell like Senhor Perreira.”

			Mrs. Easton, who was bent over tomorrow’s shopping list at the broad kitchen table, snorted. The Portuguese was the least hygienic of the Full Moon’s guests; Caroline breathed through her mouth whenever she had to change his sheets.

			“I doubt I’m much better,” said the landlady. “I’ll go after you.”

			Her key ring was, as always, hanging on her belt. Caroline had tried not to stare at it as she went about her tasks that afternoon.

			It was a half-formed plan and relied so much on luck that Caroline’s stomach churned. But she must take the chance, however foolhardy.

			Mrs. Easton stoked the embers while Caroline carried four pot loads of water from the garden spigot to the stove—spilling, she noted with distant pride, very little down the stairs—then dragged the tin tub from the corner by the larder.

			As the water heated—God, did it always take this long?—Caroline sat at the table beside Mrs. Easton, nursing a finger of Armagnac and trying not to fidget.

			Caroline had only bathed twice since she’d come to the Full Moon, and both times were cruel reminders of how drastically her life had changed. As she lowered herself into the tin tub she and Mrs. Easton used to bleach bed linens, she thought forlornly of the copper basin at Audley House, of the rose and violet oils that marbled the water and scented the steam. Now, in the boardinghouse’s kitchen, she sat with her knees scrunched against her chest, lathering herself with the same bar of carbolic soap they used on the dishes.

			“That was quick,” said Mrs. Easton, looking up from her shopping list as Caroline clambered out of the tub and reached for her drying cloth.

			“I’ve caught a bit of a chill, I’m afraid,” Caroline lied. “Would it be all right if I dried my hair by the parlor fire? The men have all gone to bed; if I hear anyone on the stairs I’ll come straight back down.”

			“You felt poorly this afternoon,” said Mrs. Easton, frowning, “and now you have a chill. I do hope you’re not catching something, Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline forced a smile. “I’ll be fine after a good night’s sleep, I’m sure. And a dose of Mr. Ripley’s medicine.”

			She busied herself with dressing as Mrs. Easton unlaced her boots and rolled down her stockings. When the landlady unfastened the belt from her waist and deposited it on the table with a jangle of keys, Caroline turned away, fearful her face would betray her intentions. Behind her, the older woman pulled her dress and undergarments over her head, hung them on the chairback, and stepped into the water with a sigh.

			Caroline’s mouth was dry as kindling.

			“Call up if you need me,” she said.

			“Mmm.” Mrs. Easton’s eyes were closed, her hands floating in the water by her sides.

			With her back to the tub, Caroline wrapped the drying cloth over the spill of iron keys. She took a breath, held it, and lifted the ring. The keys clinked faintly as she slipped them into her pocket. As she turned toward the staircase, she hazarded a final glance over her shoulder.

			She nearly leapt from her skin. Mrs. Easton was looking right at her.

			“Miss Huxley.”

			Caroline opened her mouth to stutter out an excuse. What had she done? She only had a roof over her head by the grace of this woman’s goodwill. She had nowhere else to go; she would end up like Mary Jane, selling herself on the streets—

			“Take my comb. It’s there, on the table.”
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			Five minutes later, Caroline stood outside the scarred door on the second floor.

			Her breath was strident in her ears, her pulse filling her head like a tide.

			There was likely nothing of note inside, she told herself for the tenth time. A room filled with old furniture, perhaps, some of it valuable, or crates of personal documents Mrs. Easton didn’t want Caroline snooping through. Or perhaps her first guess had been correct, and despite its guests’ seemingly disparate creeds, the boardinghouse was the meeting place for some fringe religious organization, and behind this door lay their place of worship.

			Or maybe behind this door she would find the grisly souvenirs the Ripper—Rab—had taken from his victims. Maybe she would find Charlie’s remains.

			No. No, no. She was being foolish. Be done with it, Caroline commanded herself. Open the door and be done with these mad thoughts.

			She pulled the keys from her pocket, careful not to let them jangle, and tried one at random in the padlock. It did not fit. Nor did the second, nor the third.

			When the fourth slipped neatly into place with a satisfying click, something like panic welled inside her, spilling over and causing her hands to tremble as she unhooked the padlock from its chain.

			With a final glance at the empty landing behind her, Caroline lifted the iron bar.

			The door was heavier than she’d expected and fit tightly to the jamb. She leaned her whole weight against it, her shoulder digging painfully against the wood, until it gave and swung open with a creak.

			Caroline stood for a moment on the threshold, staring into the blackness. Then she stepped inside.

			In the moment before her eyes adjusted, Caroline felt the room stretching out before her, long and cavernous. Thin frames of light looked back at her eerily from the opposite wall—the boarded-up windows, she realized, lit hazily from the streetlamps outside—but no walls separated the space, no rows of pews, no altars to a strange god. The floor was uncovered by carpets, the walls bare to the limewash.

			It was empty.

			Caroline had the mad urge to laugh. Her nameless fear was baseless, her vague suspicions unfounded.

			But then, illuminated by dim light from the lidded windows, something glimmered in the darkness.

			She stepped closer.

			It was a chain. The steel winked at her as she approached. No, not one chain, but several, hanging from the wall and ceiling like strange vines. And each chain ended in a medieval-looking ring of metal. Her racing mind pulled a word from its recesses: manacle. That was right. They were manacles, thick cuffs of metal with locks and springs used for restraining prisoners. There were four of them—two at arm height, two swinging just above the floor.

			Terror rose like bile. Caroline raised her eyes.

			All along the walls to the distant, boarded windows, iron chains hung at intervals, their empty manacles dangling like the limbs of corpses.
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Chapter 20

			Eight little whores, with no hope of heaven,

			Gladstone may save one, then there’ll be seven.

			Seven little whores beggin for a shilling,

			One stays in Henage Court, then there’s a killing.

			Six little whores, glad to be alive,

			One sidles up to Jack, then there are five.

			Four and whore rhyme aright,

			So do three and me,

			I’ll set the town alight

			Ere there are two.

			Two little whores shivering with fright,

			Seek a cosy doorway in the middle of the night.

			Jack’s knife flashes, then there’s but one,

			And the last one’s the ripest for Jack’s idea of fun.

			
			What lay behind the scarred door on the second floor haunted Caroline: a specter lurking in her periphery, never glimpsed straight on. She saw the manacles winking in the darkness whenever she closed her eyes, and a nameless, hollow dread took the place of her organs. But as the days passed, as the nights grew darker beneath a waning moon, no explanation for what she had seen revealed itself, and she grew terrified that another woman would be murdered before the boardinghouse gave up any more of its secrets.

			Three women had died beneath a full moon. Mary Jane, Catherine Eddowes, and Elisabeth Stride. But not so Annie Chapman, nor Polly Nichols. Perhaps the first two had been practice. Surely it was only a matter of time before the police put it together, before they realized that the peeling letters on the boardinghouse doors proclaimed to all the world its connection to the Whitechapel Murders.

			With Commissioner Warren’s resignation, had the Full Moon Society lost its protection? Every morning Caroline wondered if today was the day that Sergeant Corbet and a battalion of officers would march up the front steps and demand to search the house from cellar to gable. But day after day, they did not come.

			When Mrs. Easton hummed to herself, when the kitchen sang with the smells of butter and salt, when the guests thanked her for clearing their breakfast plates, or asked for another slice of bread for their soup, Caroline second-guessed her fear. Perhaps the metal chains and rings were nothing more than stations for some exotic good, she reasoned. Something that must be hung above ground lest the mice get it. The boardinghouse was a smuggling ring. Illegal, to be sure. Unsavory. But not evil.

			But as twilight stole earlier every evening through the windows, and as Caroline lay in her bed listening to the groans of the house settling like an old dog before a fire, she knew her instinct had been right. Something nefarious happened in that room. She was certain of it.

			But what?

			The fact that there were a dozen sets—one for each guest at the Full Moon’s supper table—was not lost on Caroline. Perhaps it was the guests themselves who were shackled at the wrists and ankles. But again, for what? To participate in some horrific sexual act? To be drugged?

			Caroline chewed her lips and considered. That would make some sense, given Rab’s stock in trade. Although being held upright by cuffs and chains while under the influence of the liquor she had drunk seemed nothing short of torture.

			

			—

			She tried to sleep. She did. And most nights she drifted off for half an hour or so, overcome by exhaustion, to return to the same dream. The flowers, and Charlie, and the beast behind her, until the scene lost the quality of a nightmare and became almost comforting in its familiarity. Always, she woke with a terrible certainty that, if she could only remember the monster’s face, the whole mystery would come tumbling down around her.

			

			—

			By day, she performed her tasks more sloppily than usual, and Mrs. Easton began to lose patience with her.

			“These carrots still have skins, Miss Huxley. Peel them properly, please.”

			As Caroline lifted the knife, she imagined Mary Jane’s flesh peeled from her abdomen, from her thighs.

			“Closer to the spine. It’s a fine piece of sea bream; don’t waste it.”

			As Caroline sliced through the fish’s flesh, she saw Polly Nichols’s throat, slit all the way to the bone.

			“What’s the matter, Miss Huxley? You haven’t touched your kidney pie.”

			As Caroline swallowed a mouthful of bile, she thought of Catherine Eddowes’s kidney. Half of it the murderer had sent to the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee. The other half he claimed to have fried and eaten.

			She became careless in her snooping.

			“Mr. Tythe said the books on his desk were rearranged,” said Mrs. Easton one morning, with a sidelong glance at Caroline. “You know how particular he is, Miss Huxley. You must take more care.”

			“Sorry,” Caroline replied, not looking up from the potatoes she was mashing, pretending each one was Rab’s face. “I was dusting. You know how cluttered his room is.”

			“And Senhor Perreira said the drawer of his desk was left open.”

			“Wasn’t me,” Caroline lied. “He must have forgotten to close it.”

			She must be more careful. None of the guests must suspect her.

			Lost in her thoughts, Caroline looked up to find the landlady surveying her, hands on hips.

			“What?” Caroline asked. “What am I doing wrong now?”

			Her snappishness surprised her, and Mrs. Easton’s mouth fell open.

			“I’m sorry—” Caroline began, at the same time Mrs. Easton said, “Are you all right?”

			It was so far from the riposte that Caroline expected that tears flooded her eyes, and she glanced back down at the mashed potatoes so the landlady would not see.

			She was not all right. She was completely and utterly not all right. She felt like a bullet searching for its mark: hot as the sun, spinning around its own center.

			But Mrs. Easton could not know that.

			“I’m fine.” The words rang hollow and false.

			“It’s just…” Mrs. Easton scanned Caroline’s face. “Well. The past few weeks you’ve seemed…out of sorts. Distracted. I know I am your employer, but I hope you also consider me a friend. If something is amiss, Miss Huxley, if you’re in need of help, I do hope you’ll confide in me.”

			The sincerity of the landlady’s words made the tears spring up anew. What would Caroline give to not be alone in her terrible knowledge, in her terrible suspicions? What would she give to not be alone?

			But Mrs. Easton must be complicit in the Full Moon’s crimes, whatever they were. Her deep affection for Rab was evident in the wax-paper-wrapped sandwiches she left him each morning, the way her eyes followed him, full of maternal warmth. If push came to shove, she was certain, the landlady would choose Rab. Not her. So Caroline shook her head and, without looking up, said, “Thank you for your concern, Mrs. Easton. But I’m fine. Really. Just a bit homesick, I suppose.”

			Homesick for the simple, boring safety of her life at Audley House, lonely though it was. Homesick for the open sky and green trees out her window. Homesick for the girl she had been.

			Homesick, most of all, for Charlie. Charlie waiting for her behind the garden wall, a book under one arm and a pastry box under the other. Charlie eating an apple, spitting out the pips. Charlie laughing, Charlie frowning. Charlie, Charlie, Charlie.

			Each night, Caroline watched the moon grow fuller and brighter through the fog and felt as though its newly gained weight were settling on her shoulders. Time was running out. If there was any clue as to what had happened to Charlie, where he had gone, it would be hidden in Rab’s room. She must find a way in. She must.
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			December rolled in thick and wet as a head cold.

			Despite the little brazier Mrs. Easton found to warm Caroline’s garret room, there was a layer of ice in her pitcher each morning. She had thought Audley House unpleasant in winter; the thin Tudor glass and ancient flues made every room drafty, even as the servants stoked the fires higher. But winter in London, she learned, was different. There was a dampness to the cold here, an insistent creep that started in the fingers and toes but soon settled into one’s bones. She doubled up her socks and skirts. She borrowed a hat and a pair of wool gloves from Mrs. Easton and wore them even while sleeping. But she felt as though she would never be warm again.

			The whole city seemed to slow.

			The morning and evening rush of factory workers down Whitechapel High Street thinned and grew somber. Faces hid beneath caps and behind billows of frosty air, bodies became sexless under coats and cloaks. Even the newsboys, the hardiest creatures of the East End, tucked chapped hands into their pockets and abandoned their posts well before sundown. The streets became a knee-high sludge of muck and rainwater that froze each night and thawed each day and coated her skirts in a stinking patina. The trees were black and leafless, the sky empty of birds.

			Despair colonized Caroline.

			She moved about her daily tasks in a numb stupor. She had, perhaps, led the killer to the woman her brother loved. Even if Charlie were to stride up Old Montague Street and knock on the boardinghouse’s door, Caroline did not think she could face him.

			Twice she stopped at the Leman Street police station. There was a frantic energy in the building that she had not felt on her first visit; the walls were papered in WANTED posters with a half dozen sketches of the Ripper, each face entirely different from the last. Blue-uniformed London City Police officers came and went through the counter hinge, and she could hear voices—raised voices—whenever the door behind the desk swung open.

			Twice she was told Sergeant Corbet was on patrol. The miss could leave a message, if she wanted. But Caroline shook her head and retreated into the icy streets. She could tell him about the locked room on the second floor. But she had nothing to give him, no tangible evidence that would implicate the boardinghouse or any of its inhabitants. And—she was ashamed of her cowardice—a part of her did not wish to know whether her brother’s name appeared on the manifest of the SS Oceanic. If he had willfully abandoned both his sister and his pregnant fiancée, then he was not the man Caroline had thought him to be.

			No, Caroline told herself whenever this thought raised its ghoulish head. She pressed her fingers to her eyelids until she saw a kaleidoscope of color. You know Charlie better than anyone. He would never leave you.

			But as the weeks passed, and the moon swelled, Caroline’s hope of ever seeing her brother again dimmed like a star at dawn.
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			Senhor Perreira came down with a terrible influenza and spent four days in bed, sneezing violently and ringing a bell (which he had among his possessions, evidently, should just such a need arise) to call for tea and beef broth. Mr. O’Riley took to sitting before the parlor hearth wrapped in a moth-eaten velvet duster, casting withering glances at anyone who sidled up to share the heat.

			Mr. Bajwa was positively gray, and Mrs. Easton purchased a second warming pan for his bed.

			“Don’t tell the other guests,” she said, with a surreptitious glance up the kitchen stairs as she filled the iron trap with coals, “but I’m worried about him. Poor fellow. So far from his home. From his family. Could use all the warmth he can get.”

			Only John and Rab seemed to be immune. John appeared to not feel the cold at all; Mrs. Easton often covered his lap with a blanket or brought down his forgotten slippers, which he acknowledged only with a vague half smile. And Rab seemed downright invigorated by the weather, arriving home each evening pink-cheeked, with a joke for the sad sods huddled around the fire.

			Caroline shivered whenever he passed her, and blamed it on the cold.

			

			—

			
			On the fourth day of Senhor Perreira’s illness, Mrs. Easton began to lose patience with the wine merchant.

			“That’s the third time this hour,” she muttered, as his bell rang out from the second floor.

			It was an hour to supper; most of the guests were gathered glumly in the parlor, clutching cups of madeira to their chests like hot coals.

			“I still have the popovers in,” the landlady said. “I’m sure it’s more tea he’s after. Would you mind bringing it up, Miss Huxley?”

			So Caroline, who had been eavesdropping on a conversation between Mr. Toussaint and Mr. Tythe about Commissioner Warren’s resignation, begrudgingly agreed.

			She brewed the tea, arranged milk and sugar and biscuits on a tray, and placed it all in the dumbwaiter. As she ascended the freezing servants’ staircase, blowing breath into her fisted hands to warm them, she cursed Senhor Perreira and Rab Ripley and all the rest of them.

			On the first-floor landing, Caroline fumbled in the near darkness for the dumbwaiter shaft doors and gripped the rope pulleys with cold-stiffened fingers. But before she could begin the tedious work of raising the tea tray from two floors below, a shaft of light briefly illuminated the staircase above her. A door creaked as it opened, then closed, once more casting the staircase in darkness.

			Caroline froze. She was not alone.

			Whoever it was stood on the landing just above her. With her heart in her ears, Caroline tried to conjure the image of the men seated in the parlor below. Mr. Toussaint and Mr. Tythe. John, milky-eyed and slack-jawed. Mr. Bajwa, ashen-faced beside the hearth.

			Senhor Perreira was in his room. Which left Mr. O’Riley, Alfie Rodart, and Rab.

			Then she heard the footsteps. Not one set. Two.

			“I cannot bear it!” Alfie Rodart gasped.

			A tussle, like hands on fabric. The thud of a body against a wall.

			“I cannot bear—”

			“Shush,” said Mr. O’Riley, in a far more tender voice than Caroline had ever before heard him use. “Shush, Alfie. You don’t have to decide nuthin’ tonight—”

			“I must leave, Jim. I’ve been gone months longer than I planned; Amelie is writing daily, begging me to come home. I think she suspects—”

			“It’s too dangerous to cross the Channel now. It’s December, Al, just think of the storms. You won’t get there no sooner if you’re dead.” An audible swallow. “And I don’t rightly know what I’d do if you drowned.”

			The Frenchman whispered something that Caroline could not make out. Then the sounds of a tussle—no, she realized belatedly, naïvely—the sounds of embracing. Monsieur Rodart and Mr. O’Riley were kissing on the landing above her. Her head filled with the sounds of hands dragging at clothing, breath catching in throats.

			She wanted to melt into the floorboards. She considered, briefly, trying to escape down the dumbwaiter shaft.

			“We can’t,” whispered Monsieur Rodart. “Not now. It’s nearly supper. The others will notice our absence.”

			“Later?” The cowboy’s voice was thick with longing. “Please, Al. Who knows how many more times—”

			“Later,” the Frenchman promised. Caroline imagined him stroking a thumb down Mr. O’Riley’s stubbly cheek, over his lips. “At nine. We’ll meet here.”

			More sighs, more whispered words. Then the door opened—Caroline flinched beneath the bright beam of light—and two pairs of feet made their way out onto the second-floor hall.

			Caroline stood alone in the frigid darkness for a long time.

			Alfie Rodart and Jim O’Riley were lovers.

			Thank God, she thought. Thank God they left before…

			It did not bear imagining.

			But as she forced her numb and shaking hands to resume their task, as she wound the rope around its hook and lifted Senhor Perreira’s tea tray, another image floated to the surface of her mind.

			The cigarette lighter she had found in Monsieur Rodart’s room.

			
				Beloved A ~ You are the smoke to my fire. Yours, J.

			

			At least there was one open mystery she could strike through.
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			At supper, Caroline watched through her eyelashes as Monsieur Rodart and Mr. O’Riley, seated at opposite ends of the table, conversed nonchalantly with the men around them and avoided each other’s eyes. She only saw their gazes catch once, fleetingly, but in that brief moment of connection there was such depth of feeling, such bare yearning, that she found herself looking away before they did. She completed the dinner service in a strange fog of emotions, and as she retreated to the kitchen to start on the dishes, she was surprised to recognize the pinching in her chest as pity.

			Apart from the illegal, physical act, there was real affection between them. Real love. And although she tried to hold on to the horror she had felt when she discovered Monsieur Rodart’s pornography, the feeling slipped through her fingers, and all that remained was melancholy.

			

			—

			Upon entering Senhor Perreira’s room, she had found the man asleep in his winter coat, a bottle of Godfrey’s Cordial on the table by his bed. Caroline had left the tea tray on his armoire and slipped out as quietly as possible. But she caught a whiff of cedar cologne in the air. Rab had been here before her. Had given the wine merchant a dose of medicine.

			As her eyes flitted, now, across the starched tablecloth from Mr. O’Riley to Monsieur Rodart, Caroline schooled her face into a blank expression. For, sudden as the report of a shotgun, she had a plan—a foolish, dangerous plan—to steal Rab’s key.
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Chapter 21

			On the night the moon would again rise full and perfect over the broken roof tiles of Whitechapel, Caroline checked her reflection in the glass for the third time.

			All week, as she helped Mrs. Easton with the preparation for tonight’s full moon supper, as she dusted the chandelier and stirred the crème anglaise and scrubbed the baseboards, she had felt like a lit dynamite wick. And now, suddenly, finally, it was time.

			The guests had arrived, as they always did, with a groaning of floorboards and a chorus of male voices. The sheets were freshly aired. The cakes were iced. Senhor Perreira’s madeira was decanting on the sideboard, and up from the parlor floated a soft, feminine piano melody that reminded Caroline of the colors of a sunrise.

			Her coppery hair gleamed in its intricate knot. Her cheeks were flushed, her expression wild. Never had she looked more like Charlie’s sketch: bright-eyed, sharp-featured. Feral.

			She had tugged on her corset laces until it was difficult to draw a deep breath, and over that she had pulled—inch by inch, careful not to tear the seams—the russet silk gown. It clung to her new curves and muscles like the skin over the flesh of a peach, and above the bold, scooping neckline, below the scraps of sleeves, her skin glowed white as a second moon. It was a dress for August, not for December, and so, reluctantly, she pulled her mother’s crimson Kashmiri shawl from the armoire and draped it about her shoulders.

			She slipped the penknife beneath the wide sash at her waist.

			With trembling hands, she dabbed rose oil at her wrists, behind her ears. She tucked her mother’s ring into the bodice of the gown, let the gold chain draw a line from her throat to her breasts.

			She felt like a lamb leading itself to the slaughter.

			Briefly, she considered the pale pink slippers her father had bought her for her last birthday. But they were insubstantial things, suited for the waxed parquet of a ballroom, not a flagstone kitchen. Besides. She might need to run. So instead, she tied up her boots, took a last, long look at her room, and strode to the door. She did not open it. She stood with her ear to the wood and her hand on the knob, waiting.

			She had secreted any evidence that might betray her—Charlie’s sketchbooks, her notes and stolen newspapers, the Blevins family Bible—beneath the false bottom of the armoire in room 203. As she laid the wooden slat into place above them, she thought of her father’s casket being lowered into the churchyard, of the other graves waiting beside. Her mother. Her dead sisters. Charlie.

			He had told her once that were they to exhume his coffin, they would find nothing but the bones of a stillborn goat.

			This was her final chance to discover what had happened to her brother. And it was an act of desperation.

			As the door across the landing swung open, Caroline lifted her chin and turned the handle.

			

			—

			Rab was dressed tonight in a black velvet jacket that accentuated his wide shoulders and narrow waist. His shirt was a cream-colored calico peppered with forget-me-nots, his cravat the same bright blue. But Caroline barely noticed these details. All her attention was concentrated on his face.

			She watched him turn, watched him take in the image of her standing in the doorway. The shining dress, the bloodred shawl, the white expanse of her chest. Her throat.

			He swallowed. “You look…you look positively regal, Miss Huxley. Our guests will be confused as to why you are serving them instead of sitting in a parlor in St. James’s.”

			Caroline’s blush deepened. “Thank you.” She dropped her gaze to the floor between them, hoping the effect was modesty. In truth, she could not bear to look at him. “It was my old mistress’s dress,” she lied, “and all my other gowns need washing.”

			“Well,” said Rab, closing the door behind him and drawing the key from his pocket, “you’re certainly the best-dressed kitchen maid this side of Ermine Street.”

			Caroline feigned a look of distress. “Do you think it’s too much?”

			It was. It was entirely too much. Silk was a ridiculous material for anything other than standing still, and the shawl would trail on the guests’ plates and in the dishwater. But Rab said gallantly, “Not at all. You will raise the level of sophistication in the room simply by being in it.”

			“Thank you. You look very nice, too.”

			God, she hated herself. But as Rab locked the door and slipped the key back into his pocket, Caroline’s resolve deepened.

			“May I put my name on your dance card, milady?” Rab asked, offering his elbow just as she’d hoped. “Fetch you a coup of champagne?”

			Caroline laughed tinnily. She’d swallow a cup of straight gin at the moment, anything to dull the edge of her anxiety. “Certainly, Mr. Ripley. And between the waltz and quadrille, we might take a turn about the garden.”

			She took Rab’s arm and tried not to think of the warmth of his body against hers, the steady inhale and exhale of his ribs against her fingers.

			The servants’ staircase was black as a tomb. With her free hand, Caroline felt her way to the familiar wood of the banister, Rab at her side like a radiant shadow.

			They did not speak, but she could hear every sound he made—the quickening of his breath as they descended the topmost flight, the slide of his tongue over his lips. Lord, she could smell him, the camphor of his tooth powder, the pomade in his hair. And she felt his awareness of her, too, as though they were twin flames in the darkness, bending toward each other.

			At the second-floor landing, Caroline paused.

			“Sorry,” she said, “it’s just…this skirt is so narrow. I’m going to pull it up past my ankles so I can get down the stairs without breaking my neck. Do you mind if I lean on you a bit?” Her cheeks burned with shame and fear.

			“Not at all,” said Rab. His voice was strange, hoarser than she had yet heard it. Caroline wrapped one arm over his shoulder, he moved his from her elbow to her waist, and she bent to raise the hem of her gown.

			Now, she told herself. One chance.

			As she stood up and seemingly found her balance, Rab’s arm loosened around her, and she stumbled artfully out of his grip toward the sickening drop of the stairwell.

			“Oi!” Rab shouted, and then his arms were around her again, and her back was pressed against the wall, and his heart was thudding against her chest like a fist on a door.

			She knew, in that moment, that he would kiss her. She closed her eyes, raised her chin, and felt a wave of relief that this part of her plan, at least, had fallen into place.

			But she did not know that she would first feel the warmth of his breath on her face, then the tip of his nose brushing hers. She did not know how soft and careful his lips would be when they finally found hers, did not know that in the moment after, as he drew away, as cold air rushed into the space between them, every nerve in her body would become a plucked harp string.

			“Miss—” But before he could say her name, she took the lapels of his jacket in both hands and pulled him back to her.

			For a moment there was nothing but torn breath, the fumble of fingers on shoulders, of lips on teeth. Then they found each other.

			Rab’s hands were in her hair, on the back of her neck, holding her to him. He pressed his lips to hers with bruising urgency, pressed all of him against her. She made a sound when his tongue slid into her mouth, and he groaned in response, nipping his teeth around her lips.

			Then, without warning, he pulled away. Caroline froze, thinking they were caught. But there was no sound in the stairwell save their ragged breath.

			“Miss Huxley,” he whispered. “Forgive me—”

			She felt the rush as he wheeled, as he stepped away from her, shut her eyes against the sudden brightness as he opened the door. She caught a final glimpse of him, silhouetted against the lamplight, before the door closed, and she was left alone in the dark.

			Caroline gasped. She clutched her throat as though he had throttled her, felt her face, her chest, the pulse at her wrists.

			And then she laughed. She was alive. She was untouched. Her plan had worked.

			For curled between the fingers of her right hand, she held the silver key to Rab Ripley’s room.

			

			—

			Three minutes later, she stood on the garret landing.

			There was no time to waste. He might have already noticed the key was missing; even now he might be climbing the stairs to find her.

			She could still feel Rab’s hands on her, still feel the press of his body on hers. She shook her head to banish these ghosts. She slid the key into his lock and turned it.

			The room was as she remembered it: the bed unmade, the table beside it stacked with teetering books. Over the pattern of wrens and rose trellises, the walls were still papered in letters and dashes, interrupted occasionally by a magazine clipping of some foreign landmark. And sitting between two complicated pincushions made of C’s and O’s, the strange poetry she had seen the first time she’d entered this room.

			The curse is the cure.

			But Caroline had eyes only for Rab’s desk.

			Her instinct had told her that, if there was any evidence that would lead her to Charlie, it was here. The surface was covered with piles of papers, a few thick-spined books. A charred paste sat in Mrs. Easton’s tea saucer; her medication, Caroline guessed, destroyed with flame or chemicals.

			The first drawer contained nothing but instruments: fine metal tools with sharp edges, thermometers, glass beakers and pipettes.

			The second drawer was heavier and contained nothing but stoppered bottles. Caroline lifted one to the light from the landing: It was purple as amethyst, and at the sight of it, her stomach gave a nauseating little flip of remembrance. Rab’s poison, made from the aconitum in the garden.

			In mild cases, ingestion causes dizziness, headaches, and confusion. In serious cases, paralysis, convulsions, and death by asphyxiation.

			Caroline held the bottle to her chest. She was about to close the drawer when something caught her eye.

			It was a folded paper, tucked against the long edge of wood. She reached in with two fingers, careful not to let the bottles clink, and drew it free.

			The parchment was brittle, the font old-fashioned. Caroline knew what it was before she opened it. Before she saw the curling blue flowers in the margins.

			The final page of the legend of Saint Ciwa.

			No time, she silently scolded herself. It’s not important, there’s no time—

			But already, she had read the first interrupted sentence.

			take me as your husband, and rule beside me as my queen?”

			Ciwa agreed, and the two were married in the spring. Together, she and Lord Ciaran drove the evil Lady Angharad from her father’s lands.

			But the lady, being a vengeful sorceress, cast a final curse: All the children of Ciwa and Ciaran would be half beast, in payment for the death of her son, and on nights when the moon was full, they would be bound to their beastly form until the moon set in the west.

			Caroline stood still as a doe.

			This was a different ending than that in Carys’s story. Half-formed thoughts fluttered through her head like flakes of snow.

			You will lock your door and not open it until the following morning after the sun has risen.

			No. No, there was no time—

			Caroline shoved the paper back where she’d found it and opened the third and final drawer.

			The vials here were much smaller, the size of perfume bottles, their corks stoppered, drenched in a thick coat of wax. She pulled one free at random and held it up between her thumb and second finger.

			The substance inside was viscous and dark. It was crusted on the surface and on the curves of the glass. She turned it to the light and saw, on the opposite face, a neatly written label.

			Mary Jane Kelly

			Caroline’s vision blurred.

			It was blood. It was Mary Jane’s blood.

			“Miss Huxley?”

			A cold finger touched Caroline’s heart.

			Slowly, she turned.

			Standing on the threshold, black against the light, was Rab. As her mind raced, he took a slow, careful step toward her, his hands held out.

			“Miss Huxley,” he said quietly, “you tricked me.”

			Caroline had the mad urge to laugh. She clutched the vials to her chest with one hand and with the other pulled the little knife free from her waist.

			“I tricked you?” she spat. “You’re the murderer! The Ripper!”

			“Give those to me before either of us does something we regret.” His voice was level, infuriatingly calm.

			“No!” Caroline shrieked, brandishing the penknife like a rapier. “You killed Mary Jane, and all those other poor women—”

			He was feet away now, his arms still out, his feet silent on the carpet. She slashed violently through the air between them, and he took a step back.

			“Miss Huxley,” he said, with infuriating calm, “or should I call you Miss Foster? I think we can both agree, the jig is up—”

			“Where’s Charlie?” she shouted.

			Something like sorrow flashed across his face, replaced quickly by a mask of neutrality. But not before Caroline saw it. Named it.

			A terrible, sinking panic seized her. “What did you do to Charlie?”

			“Caroline—”

			“If you take one more step I’ll slice your nose off, Rab. Don’t think I won’t.”

			He smirked. “You’re going to kill me? With a penknife?”

			In answer, Caroline cut the knife through the air. Rab flinched backward, toward the bed, and Caroline did not hesitate. She ducked past him onto the landing.

			She heard his shout of surprise as she ran, but she did not stop, even as she nearly tripped down the stairs in her blasted skirt. She rounded the second-floor landing, then the first, Rab thundering just behind, calling out for her to stop. And then she was at the top of the parlor stairs, knife out, glass bottles clutched to her chest.

			Her mind didn’t register that there was piano music until it stopped.

			A dozen sets of eyes stared up at her.

			“Miss Huxley,” said Mrs. Easton, her eyes wide as saucers, “what in the name of—”

			But Caroline did not so much as pause. She barreled down the stairs, splitting the crowd of men like billiard balls, her eyes fixed on the front door.

			“Don’t let her go!” Rab shouted from the stairs behind. “Stop her!”

			The landlady stepped between Caroline and the front door. “Miss Huxley,” she shouted. “Please—”

			But Caroline did not stop. She flashed the knife again, catching Mrs. Easton’s forearm and tearing through the midnight-blue fabric of her sleeve. She was distantly aware that her blade had drawn blood, a good deal of it, for Mrs. Easton shrieked and John roared. The wild slash of her blade had made her drop one of the vials, but she had no time to retrieve it, no time to think.

			She was through the door, down the steps, and out into the street before the landlady had fallen to her knees.
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Chapter 22

			Caroline did not stop running until she reached Whitechapel High Street.

			As she joined the twilight crush of factory workers just released from their shifts, she forced her feet to match their cadence and cursed herself for not wearing something plainer. Resisting the urge to look over her shoulder every few steps, she dropped her head and hoped the dimness of the light would camouflage the brightness of her hair and her shawl.

			The soot-faced men and women on either side of Caroline threw her sidelong glances, eyeing her unseasonable clothing and uncovered head. But they were tired and hungry, ready for a tipple of gin and a good night’s sleep, and most didn’t spare her a second look.

			She didn’t know where Fairclough Street was, but given Sergeant Corbet’s reliable presence around St. Mary’s, Caroline walked west.

			A few blocks from the church, she slipped through the door of a busy pub and pressed through the warm, raucous crowd to the bar.

			“What’ll it be?” the barkeep shouted at Caroline as he slid a mug of beer to the man swaying gently beside her, clutching the lip of the bar like it was the railing of a ship.

			“Nothing to drink,” said Caroline, then added, when he raised wiry gray brows at her accent, “I’m afraid I’m lost, sir. I’m looking for Fairclough Street. Would you be so kind as to point me in the right direction?”

			The barkeep, bless him, paused, as though there were not ten men and women waving at him to fill their cups, wiped his hands with a dirty rag, and leaned close enough that she could count the teeth he needed pulled.

			“Take Union south cross’t Commercial Road,” he said, drawing an invisible map with his finger on the sticky countertop. “Then down Back Church Lane.”

			Caroline murmured her thanks, but the barman spoke again.

			“Miss?” His voice was low, serious. Pitched for her ears only, with a nod to her bare head, her vibrant shawl. “Be careful, now. There’s a killer about.”

			I know, she wanted to say. I know who the Ripper is.

			But she only nodded politely and turned away.

			The door opened before she reached it, and for a heartbeat she saw Rab outlined against the blue light of early evening. But no, it was not him. It was a young man, no older than eighteen, followed by another, red-cheeked and laughing. Caroline stepped aside to let them pass, and to let the white wave of fear pass through her. She was safe. He was not here.

			There was a small, cheap window that looked out onto the street. She could see nothing but the shapes of passersby, their proportions distorted as though by a circus mirror. In that moment, Caroline wanted nothing more than to stay here, return to the kind-faced barkeep, ask for a cup of something strong.

			But night was falling quickly, and the only thought worse than the thought of Rab chasing her was the thought of Rab chasing her in the dark.

			Caroline allowed herself a final moment before braving the pavement again, bearing the red targets of her hair and her shawl, to examine the vial that was still clutched against her chest.

			She pulled it free surreptitiously, careful not to drop the little knife, and held it between her chest and the Kashmiri wool so that she could read the neatly lettered label without any of the patrons around her seeing.

			She heard her own relieved exhale.

			It was the vial of Mary Jane’s blood.

			She had dropped the unmarked bottle of poison. But this, surely, was evidence enough to convict him.

			What did you do to Charlie? she had asked, and something akin to regret had flickered in Rab’s eyes.

			But Caroline did not allow her mind to linger on her brother. Now was not the time to fall apart. She borrowed the bravery of the Caroline that Charlie had drawn, running toward the dark line of the forest. She tucked the penknife back beneath the sash around her waist, wrapped her mother’s shawl more tightly around her shoulders.

			Now was the time to catch a killer.

			

			—

			
			Back in the frigid twilight, Caroline looked right and left down the high street. Nothing but black hats and gray coats, scuffed work boots and tired faces. No sign of a tall man in a blue cravat. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t there, hidden in the crowd, watching her.

			She waited for a four-horse omnibus to pass, then darted across the street.

			Down Union, across Commercial Road, where a group of uniformed bobbies stood on the corner in a huddle, exhaling white plumes of breath. She considered approaching them, naming Rab as the man they were after, but even if they believed her, they would take her in for further questioning. She was an unknown woman in strange clothes, clutching a hand-marked vial of blood. No, better to go directly to Sergeant Corbet. He would know what to do.

			From Back Church onto Fairclough. It was a narrow little street, crammed with high buildings, but she had no trouble locating the greengrocer and the tidy brick boardinghouse above it. A hand-lettered sign in the window announced, Rooms for Let. Inquire Within.

			A little bell rang over the door as she opened it.

			“Excuse me,” she said to the aproned man unpacking a crate of onions. “I’m looking for Sergeant Corbet. Is he in?”

			“Up the stairs, second floor, room 5,” he replied, gesturing with his head.

			Caroline could have fainted with relief. “Thank you.”

			She felt the grocer’s curious eyes on her as she walked away, but she didn’t pay him any heed. Let him think whatever he wanted. She had made it across the borough with a killer at her heels, with the evidence needed to convict him, in a silk evening gown.

			The second-floor hallway was whitewashed and clean, if nondescript. At the door marked with a wooden number five, Caroline raised her knuckles, held her breath, and knocked.

			For a moment, silence.

			Then a groan of wood as footsteps moved toward her. The door swung open. Sergeant Corbet stood on the threshold, dressed in plain trousers and a thick knitted jersey, blinking at her as though not certain she was real.

			“Miss Foster,” he said after a moment. “Are you all right?”

			Caroline resisted the urge to throw herself into his arms. Her hands had begun to tremble. “I’m…I’m all right. May I come in?”

			“Of course. Forgive me. I just— I didn’t expect— Please, come in.” And the policeman stepped aside.

			The room was martially neat and so warm that Caroline felt like weeping. A fire burned in the little hearth; a brightly colored rug and two chairs sat before it. The table between them held a lamp, a half-empty teacup, and a book, which was splayed open, pages down, to save his place.

			“I’m sorry to barge in,” she said, suddenly uncertain, as he ushered her into the empty chair. “I didn’t know where else to go.”

			“I’m glad you’re here,” he said, placing a warm hand on her shoulder. He was worried, that was clear. Alarmed by her appearance, by the expression on her face. She could have fainted with gratitude. “Tell me, Miss Foster. What has happened?”

			Caroline took a shaky breath. The skin of her face, her chest, her bare arms, stung with the sudden change in temperature.

			She was not sure how to begin.

			“Would you like something to drink?” the policeman asked, sensing her hesitation. “Tea? Or perhaps something stronger?”

			Caroline nodded gratefully. “Tea would be lovely, thank you.”

			He disappeared into the kitchen off the parlor. Caroline held her tingling hands out to the fire and listened to the sound of cabinets opening and shutting, the glassy sound of water poured into a metal kettle.

			She looked around as she gathered her thoughts.

			The window looked out onto Fairclough Street. The sun had long since disappeared behind the buildings before her, and the shadows lay deep and cold on the cobblestones. In a few hours, the full moon would raise its head over the curve of the world. And unless she was quick, and convincing, another woman would die tonight.

			Caroline squeezed her eyes shut and pushed her toes into the ends of her boots.

			“Kettle’s on,” Sergeant Corbet said, reappearing at the kitchen door. “It’ll take a moment, I’m afraid. I let the ashes go cold.” At the expression on Caroline’s face, he dropped into the chair beside her.

			“Are you all right, Miss Foster? Should I call a doc—”

			“I know who the Ripper is.”

			She watched the pronouncement wash over his face. His eyes widened; his lips parted.

			Slowly, carefully, she took the vial from the folds of her shawl and set it on the table between them.

			“It’s Robert Ripley.”

			She could nearly smell his mounting excitement: his body heating, sweat prickling through his pores, pulse accelerating beneath his skin.

			Sergeant Corbet’s hand trembled as he reached it out into the space between them. For a moment, Caroline thought he would take her fingers in his. But they closed, instead, on the vial on the table.

			Sergeant Corbet turned the bottle this way and that before the light of the fire, staring at the congealed sludge that had once been as bright as Caroline’s shawl.

			“Mary Jane Kelly’s blood,” he whispered, setting it back down with a shiver. “Where did you find it?”

			“Rab—Robert Ripley’s drawer,” Caroline said. “In his bedroom.”

			Sergeant Corbet looked at her. Really looked at her, took in the strands of hair that had escaped her careful chignon as she fled through the streets, the brittle brightness in her eyes. She felt she might crack under the careful weight of his gaze.

			“Miss Foster,” he said quietly, “if it’s not too distressing, that is, I think you should tell me everything that happened before you arrived here. So I have the facts straight, and can relay them to the new commissioner without you having to relive the harrowing experience ten more times tonight.”

			It was a gift he was giving her. To tell the story for the first time, here, just to him. Not beneath a dozen cold and suspicious sets of eyes at the Leman Street police station.

			Caroline cast a glance through the window. Night was rising like a dark tide. Quickly, she warned herself. Leave nothing out, but do it quickly.

			She told him. She told him everything she knew, from the very beginning, starting with Charlie’s disappearance after their father died. Her brother’s strange, final letter. Her arrival at the boardinghouse, the motley mixture of men who made up the clientele.

			She omitted the bits about finding Charlie’s notebooks. About the legend of Saint Ciwa ringed with aconitum flowers, the matching blooms in the garden, on her mother’s ring, in the Blevins Bible. The missing page of the fairy tale hidden in Rab’s drawer. In this warm, neat flat, those details felt childish. A little girl’s hunger for mystery and magic.

			Sergeant Corbet listened, still as a hunter, as she told him of her conversation with Mary Jane, of the night Rab forced her to take the tonic and she fell asleep trying to listen at the dining room door. How she had discovered the hanging manacles on the east wing of the second floor.

			His fingers tightened on the chair arm when she described stealing Rab’s key, luring him into the stairwell, letting him kiss her. She did not tell the policeman how she had kissed him back, how her body had leapt like a flame against his, even though she already suspected the terrible truth. The shame of it colored her words, and Sergeant Corbet leaned forward as though he would interrupt.

			But he held his tongue until she had reached the very end, until she had described the vials of congealed blood in Rab’s half-open drawer, each with its neatly lettered label.

			“It’s him,” he breathed. “Miss Foster. You’re right. It’s him.”

			Relief washed over Caroline. “You believe me.”

			“Of course I do. Robert Ripley is the man who calls himself Jack the Ripper. He killed Mary Jane Kelly, and all those other women, and many more poor souls, it seems, who we haven’t even heard of. He kept their blood as sick trophies. I’m certain, if you had had more time, you would have found the other half of Catherine Eddowes’s kidney somewhere in his room.”

			He reached out, touched only the very tips of his fingers to Caroline’s bare forearm. The contact sent a ripple of sensation up to her throat, down her spine.

			“And I believe that you are the bravest woman I’ve ever met.”

			Caroline swallowed. She wanted to drown in the expression in the policeman’s eyes. They were wide and soft and full of gentle admiration. Only Charlie had ever looked at her like that.

			But night was falling fast.

			“Sergeant Corbet,” she said, “I believe he will kill again. Tonight.”

			The policeman’s fingers retreated from her skin. “I’ll go straight to the station. Straight to Munro, the new commissioner. But first, we must ensure your safety.” His lips pressed into a tight line as he thought. “I could ask if Mrs. Thompson has any rooms for let—I think she does; the flat above this one, in fact—”

			At Caroline’s expression, he interrupted himself. “Or perhaps you don’t want to be left alone? Would you prefer to accompany me to Leman Street? The furnace is broken, I’m afraid, and the benches are hard, but you would be safe there…”

			Caroline had the terrible urge to cry. Never again would she sleep beneath her yellow quilt, with the moonlight spilling across the ceiling. Never again would she eat breakfast at the scrubbed wooden table in the cellar kitchen, or hang the laundry on the garden line with Mrs. Easton, or walk the hallways of the boardinghouse beneath the watchful foil gaze of the wallpaper birds.

			“If you wouldn’t mind,” she said, forcing the words out, “asking your landlady if she has a room available. I haven’t any money, I’m afraid—”

			“Don’t think of it,” Sergeant Corbet replied, with a gesture like shooing a fly. “When we have Robert Ripley behind bars, we can speak about what is next for you. What is right. But you’ve had a shock, Miss Foster. You need a strong cup of tea and a good night’s sleep.”

			He stood, lifted his coat and hat from the stand beside the door. “I’ll only be gone a moment,” he said. “Make yourself at home.”

			As soon as the door clicked shut behind him, Caroline was on her feet. Her skin felt itchy and hot as a hairshirt; anxiety whined in her ears.

			What had happened in the moments after she left?

			She had left Mrs. Easton collapsed and bleeding, the guests looking on in horrified confusion. And Rab, Rab barreling down the stairs.

			How long had he chased her before returning to the Full Moon to hide the evidence of his crimes? She imagined him carrying an armful of glass vials down the servants’ staircase, stoking the kitchen fire as the blood blackened and the labels smoked. How many names would be lost before the police apprehended him?

			Caroline pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes until all she saw was white light.

			And Charlie. Was one of the vials labeled Charlie Foster?

			No. No. Don’t think of it. Not yet, not yet…

			She dropped her hands, opened her eyes, and tried to distract herself from the screaming in her head by inspecting Sergeant Corbet’s parlor.

			The title of the book, abandoned pages down on the table, was A Study in Scarlet. Caroline hadn’t heard of it. The red lettering turned her stomach.

			On the mantelpiece was a framed oval daguerreotype of a family—a pretty woman who, Caroline guessed through the blacks and whites and grays, shared Sergeant Corbet’s light coloring, a square-jawed man who had passed on his bone structure, and two children. The girl was four or five, and pretty like her mother, with pale curls. The boy was seven or eight, Caroline guessed, and stood before his parents with his hands clasped, shoulders back, eyes trained on the man inside the camera obscura. Already, there was a preternatural seriousness about him, and Caroline wished she could step through the plate and take his hand, teach him to climb a tree or wade through a stream, as Charlie had done for her.

			The teakettle whistled. Reluctantly, she turned away from the image of Sergeant Corbet’s family.

			The kitchen was as neat as the parlor. Beside the empty teapot—unadorned, inexpensive bone china—sat two matching cups on their saucers. Caroline looked about for the tea leaves.

			They were in a labeled tin right in front of her, beside a matching tin of sugar and another of biscuits. She dropped three scoops of leaves into the pot, lidded it, and opened the icebox for milk.

			It was nearly empty. With a hollow ache, Caroline thought of the Full Moon’s packed larder, the glistening hams and iced cakes, the links of sausages and casks of wine.

			Here there was nothing save a glass bottle of milk, a plate of anonymous cold cuts, and a little cardboard package.

			The box was the color of cream, with scalloped edges and twining roses printed along the borders. A bakery box.

			It was the exact sort of box Charlie sometimes brought when he visited. In the spring or summer, when the weather was fine, he’d be waiting in the perfumed cypress grove or beside the stream with a little white box beside him. Caroline always wanted to open it immediately, see what sort of confection he had chosen for her, pink or green marzipan crowned with candied oranges or sugared rose petals.

			But Charlie made her wait until they had found just the right spot: a flattened boulder that served as a table, a fallen log, a sun-warmed bit of grass. And then they would sit, and Charlie would open the lid like a jewelry box, and the two would tear at the carefully layered cream and cake with their bare fingers until there was nothing left but smears of powdered sugar.

			Something fluttered in Caroline’s chest as she imagined the buttoned-up police sergeant ordering an expensive piece of cake from a teahouse to eat alone before the fire.

			It was as though Charlie was reaching out to her, giving her the gift of this memory when she needed it most. Smiling, she opened the box.

			It took her a moment to comprehend what it contained.

			A small, raw piece of tissue, a scrap of offal the size of a guinea. Shrunken and toughened by time, cemented into the cardboard. It smelled like rotting meat. Caroline shut the box, then stood for a moment, stock-still, heart pounding.

			It was half a kidney.

			On the other side of the parlor, the door of the flat creaked open.
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Chapter 23

			“Miss Foster?”

			Metallic panic flooded Caroline’s mouth.

			She heard him hang his coat by the door, imagined him surveying the parlor, frowning at her empty chair. “I’ve secured the room upstairs for you.”

			Caroline looked about frantically. She was trapped in the kitchen without so much as a window to escape through. The only way out of the flat was through the front door.

			“I have the key here. Mrs. Thompson agreed to bring you up some supper.”

			A knife. She needed a knife.

			“She’s not much of a cook, I’m afraid—”

			He was walking toward her, cool and confident. And she was holding the box containing Catherine Eddowes’s kidney. She dropped it on the counter and opened the closest drawer. Spoons and forks. Butter knives.

			“But the food will be hot, and mostly edible.”

			He was steps away. Steps.

			Please, she prayed. Please.

			She opened the next drawer. A cheese grater, a potato peeler.

			And a chopping knife.

			She wheeled toward the door with the knife clutched in both hands.

			Every hair on her body stiffened. Sergeant Corbet was standing on the threshold.

			She watched him take in the sight of her. His lips parted; his eyes widened in alarm as they moved over her face, over the brandished knife, which, she saw now, was rusted and chipped.

			For a moment, giddy relief ran through her. She was wrong! Not even the world’s greatest actor could feign this reaction—the shocked mouth, the creased brow—

			But then he grinned. It was a slow grin, breaking over his face like a terrible sunrise. And in that moment, Caroline knew he would kill her.

			The policeman’s eyes flicked to the box on the counter, then back to Caroline’s face.

			“Finally figured it out, did you?” His voice was cold as the night outside. “Took you long enough. You’re even stupider than your brother.”

			“What did you do to him?” she demanded. Sergeant Corbet took another step, and Caroline thrust the knife into the space between them. Her entire arm trembled. “What did you do to Charlie?”

			He shrugged. “What do you think, foolish girl? I killed him. Chopped him up, spread him out over a few different culverts. He’s long gone now, washed out to the North Sea.”

			Dread soaked her spine. Charlie. Charlie.

			“What about the ticket?” she asked desperately.

			He huffed a laugh. “There was no ticket. I typed it up myself, stamped it with an inspection seal.”

			“Why?” Her voice cracked, and his smile widened. Caroline thought, ridiculously, of the monster from the legend of Saint Ciwa, with its long jaw of sharp teeth. “Why did you kill him?”

			“He took something that was mine.”

			Her mind raced. What did Charlie possess that had belonged to this man, this lunatic?

			And with a sudden, nauseating drop, she knew.

			“Mary Jane,” she breathed.

			The cold glint in his eyes was all the answer she needed.

			Fury welled within her. It was he who had killed the woman her brother loved. He who had skinned her belly, her legs. Sawn off her breasts. Destroyed her beautiful face so that she would have been unrecognizable but for the fact that she had been mutilated in her own home.

			Caroline opened her mouth to ask why. But she knew. She already knew.

			“You were the man she was to marry,” she whispered. “The one who went to war.”

			His limp. It’s an old wound, he had told her. A musket ball in Burma.

			Caroline’s fingers tightened around the knife handle. “The one who beat her.”

			A shadow crossed his face at that. “Don’t speak of things you don’t understand, Miss Foster. What happens between a husband and wife is no one’s business but theirs.”

			“But you weren’t married,” she sneered. She was feeling reckless, emboldened by her grief. “And when my brother came along, and treated her like a lady, and stole her heart with his kindness, you couldn’t stand it, could you?”

			The poor but neatly kept flat in Miller’s Court. The baby who might have lived, if Mary Jane’s heart had not been broken. If this man, this hateful, blackened man, had not killed Charlie.

			Sergeant Corbet stepped over the threshold.

			“Oh, Miss Foster,” he said softly. “You really have no idea, do you? I didn’t kill your brother because he stole Mary Jane from me. At least, not only because he stole Mary Jane. I killed him because he, like every guest in that boardinghouse, carries a filthy infection in his blood.”

			Caroline’s mind reeled. “Infection,” she repeated blankly. “What infection?”

			A growl of irritation. “My God. Graced with neither beauty nor brains. The disease, you stupid cow. The one that turns them mad on the full moon. They drink some magical elixir and lock themselves up until sunrise. Your brother told me all about it before his heart finally stopped. If I were contaminated by some foreign illness, I’d blow my brains out. But not that lot. They’re proud of what they are.”

			In a distant room in Caroline’s mind, pieces were falling into place. The manacles. The flowers—the wolfsbane—growing in the garden, coloring the liquid in Rab’s medicine. The missing page from Saint Ciwa’s story.

			But the lady, being a vengeful sorceress, cast a final curse: All the children of Ciwa and Ciaran would be half beast.

			Caroline pressed these thoughts to the corners of her consciousness. Sergeant Corbet was enjoying her confusion, and if she could keep him talking a bit longer, perhaps she could work out a plan to escape.

			“They were always kind to me,” Caroline said. He thought her stupid; she would act it. “The men. They did not seem dangerous.”

			“The chicken does not fear the ax until it smells its own blood.”

			He took another step toward her. His right knee trembled as it took his weight.

			With a sudden jolt of clarity, Caroline asked, “Did he hurt you?” She pointed at his lame leg. “Is that why? You told me it was a musket ball. Did my brother—”

			The policeman held his hand up, and she fell silent.

			“I told you that I was wounded by a musket ball in Burma. That is true. But I did not tell you that I was shot by a man in my own brigade.” His eyes flicked over the rusted knife, the windowless room behind her. She saw him realize that there was no scenario in which she survived him. She watched him decide to tell her the truth.

			“Our mission was to occupy Mandalay. My battalion was sent along the bank of the river, on foot, to sneak up on the Burmese southern flank. They let us off near Toungoo. We made our way north, razed a few muddy villages, lined up the natives, and shot them like fish in a barrel. I thought we’d gotten them all. But we hadn’t.” He shook his head: a small, jerky movement, like a tic.

			Caroline blanched. Gotten them all. There would have been women. Children. Whose only sin was existing on land that the British Empire had decided to claim.

			“So there we are, sitting in the jungle under the full moon, waiting for the firefight to start on the northern end, when out of the undergrowth all around, these men—these monsters—appear. We hadn’t heard them coming. They were on us like wolves, killing us with their hands, with rocks. No guns. No knives. My mate fired his musket at me when one of them sunk its teeth into his neck. You’ve never heard such screams.”

			The knife began to tremble in Caroline’s hands. She could nearly see it: A mess of limbs and faces. Gore glowing silver in the moonlight. And a hot, wild piece of her smiled. For these men—these butchers of innocents beneath the Union Jack—had deserved what they had gotten, hadn’t they? And so much more besides.

			“When I came to,” Sergeant Corbet went on, “I was lying in a pool of blood, and every single man in the battalion was dead. Throats torn out. Bellies split. Flies crawling on their eyes. A Burmese fisherman was dragging the boots off the corpses of my friends. Nearly pissed himself when I called out to him. Raised a machete, called me seua saming. But I held out my Saint Christopher medallion to him—it was gold, worth more than his house—and he couldn’t turn it down. He bound my hands before he cleaned the musket wound, though, kept glancing up at my face as though I’d turn into some fiend before he was finished. When he finally drew the bullet free, he laughed with relief. They hadn’t bitten me, you see. Thank God, they hadn’t bitten me.

			“I spent two days in that fisherman’s shack before a British steamer passed. When they brought me on, I told the officers what happened, but no one believed me. Put it down in the records as a guerrilla attack. But I knew what I’d seen. I’d seen men who were not men. Men who killed like rabid dogs. Sua saming, the fisherman had called me. In the hospital in Rangoon, I bribed a Burmese orderly to tell me what it meant. Tiger man, he said.”

			Caroline’s skin prickled into gooseflesh. The manacles. The long, toothy smile of Saint Ciwa’s beast.

			On nights when the moon was full, they would be bound to their beastly form until the moon set in the west.

			“When I came home, I tried to press on. Live a normal life. Really, I did. But the nightmares didn’t stop. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. I started asking questions, discreetly, in the most unsavory streets. And bit by bit, whisper by whisper, I learned that, in every corner of the world, the story of these creatures existed. And more than that—there was a safe house for them, right here in London, right under my nose.”

			His smile grew wider. Colder.

			“It was Mary Jane who led me to them. Led me to your precious Charlie. She thought she was so clever, sneaking off when I was working, while I was putting a roof over her head and food in her belly. But I saw the effort she made when she was going to meet him. The way she looked at herself in the mirror. So I followed her. I watched my woman link arms with another man and walk about as though she belonged to him. When they parted, it was not Mary Jane I followed. It was Charlie. I planned to kill him in a doorway, make it look like a robbery. But he led me to the very house I had been searching for. So I waited. I watched. I learned the pattern of comings and goings, the habits of all the foul beasts who lived there. I kidnapped the kitchen maid and forced her to tell me everything she knew before I slit her throat. And when Charlie’s guard was down, when he’d thought himself safe, I got him.”

			He took a half step toward Caroline.

			“He cried, you know. Your brother. When I was standing over him with the knife, he cried like a child. Begged me not to do it. And it wasn’t your name he whimpered. It was hers.”

			Bright, cutting anger flared through Caroline. Her knuckles were white on the knife handle; the blood sang in her ears. “After you killed my brother,” she said, nearly spitting out the words, “did you stick to hunting women because he put up too much of a fight?”

			She wasn’t sure why she pushed him. Only that she was furious, only that she had no plan for when he stopped talking.

			Sergeant Corbet held out his hands. His palms were clean, his fingers white. But there was blood on them. So much blood.

			“Practice.” He took another step across the tile floor, his feet silent, his eyes like chips of ice. He looked, in that moment, like the man in the daguerreotype. Like his own father. “I did it on the full moon so someone would put it all together, start asking questions. I pretended each miserable, stinking bitch was Mary Jane. She left me for a monster. She would have borne his children. I killed those other whores so that when it was her turn, I could really, truly, enjoy it.”

			The edge of the counter was hard against Caroline’s back. She had nowhere to go, nowhere but through him—

			“You led me to her, you know. You told me she was in Miller’s Court.”

			Caroline’s insides turned to ice.

			“She was so surprised,” Sergeant Corbet continued, taking a step closer, “when I let myself into her miserable little flat. It couldn’t have been easier. The windowpane was broken. I just reached through and unlocked the door. You should have seen her face. I got to take my time with her. There was no one about, no one to interrupt us.”

			It was her, Caroline’s, fault. Her fault that Mary Jane was dead, flayed, mutilated—

			The policeman tutted. “Don’t be jealous,” he whispered. “I’m going to enjoy killing you, too. I’m going to savor that moment when the light leaves your eyes. Then I’ll put a piece of you in the box on my mantel with the ring your brother gave to Mary Jane. And I’ll know that I’ve finally taken everything away from Charlie Foster.”

			They had reached the end.

			Caroline felt it in her marrow, in the soles of her feet, in the crush of teeth in her mouth. His shoulders were bunched like a panther’s, ready to pounce. He was bigger than she, faster. A practiced killer.

			She thought of her mother’s grave, of her dead sisters, whose names no one but she remembered. And Charlie.

			Charlie, for whom she had come here, braved everything. Who this man had torn from the fabric of the world, snuffed like a flame, erased from her life with a flick of his knife.

			Her fear thawed. Rage replaced it.

			He would kill her. But for herself, for Charlie, for the Burmese villagers and Mary Jane and all the others, she would do her best to take him with her.

			Channeling every character from every book whose hands had held a sword, Caroline lunged.

			Sergeant Corbet did not expect the movement. He leapt backward just in time for the rusted blade to hit air instead of flesh.

			“She has a pulse!” he crowed, eyes wide with surprise. “Oh, this will be fun. Mary Jane begged; the others were too drunk to do more than moan. But you, Miss Foster. You’re a wild thing, aren’t you?”

			She thrust again. Again.

			He dodged each, his smile broadening as her slices became sloppier, more desperate. And then she caught his hand with the dull edge.

			“Damn you!” he cried, raising his bleeding fingers to his mouth. A deep gash ran across three fingers; blood spilled onto the tiles. A slick satisfaction curled the edges of Caroline’s mouth. It felt good to hurt him. Good to watch him bleed.

			“That’s enough fun for one evening, I think,” Sergeant Corbet said, and lunged for her again.

			But Caroline was ready. She waited until he was so close she could see the scribbles of green in his eyes. Then she thrust low, aiming for his belly.

			It was as though he knew what she would do before she did. He feinted, sidestepped the blade, and caught Caroline’s wrist in such a tight grip that she cried out and dropped the knife.

			“It’s done,” he whispered, bending her fingers backward until she shrieked with pain. “It’s over, Miss Foster.”

			When she thought her wrist would snap like a wishbone, he released her. But before she had time to think, to sob, his hands had closed around her throat.

			He had done this before. His grip was uncompromising, certain, even as the blood from the cut she had given him dripped down her neck and soaked the front of her gown.

			His eyes were inches from hers, his breath hot and damp with every effortful exhale. He was watching her intently, waiting for her eyes to dull, her face to slacken. It was as intimate as an act of love.

			The edges of her vision narrowed.

			She would die. Here and now, she would die. He would wipe her from the earth like something on his shoe sole. No one would know she had ever been.

			She had wanted nothing more than to live a life that left a mark. A life that pressed its impression into the world so that when she was gone, others would know she had been. And now she would be known only as his victim, like the other women he had killed. Not as the mothers and wives and daughters they had been, not for the sunsets they had witnessed or children they had comforted or the brief, brilliant moments when they had tasted happiness.

			Her head filled with smoke, thick and suffocating. It was over.

			Through the darkness, on the other side of life, Charlie was waiting.

			

			—

			Caroline stood in the field. The air, the sky, glowed the same impossible blue as the flowers. Charlie was waiting at the edge of the forest. He had been waiting for a long time, Caroline realized, and she was sorry for it. But Charlie just smiled his same sad smile and held out his hand. His fingernails were rimmed with black ink. Behind him stood the trees.

			Caroline was not afraid. She knew, this time, that if she reached out, she would feel her brother’s cool skin, the delicate bones of his fingers beneath. This time, she would not wake up.

			A huff of air behind her. The muffled thud of a heavy footfall.

			The beast was just over her shoulder, its breath condensing into drops of saliva in her hair, on her neck. Charlie nodded, once, as she made up her mind. She could not follow him without first knowing what pursued her.

			So, for the final time, Caroline turned to face it.

			She heard her own intake of breath.

			For it was not some monster that stalked her, some terrible creature with long teeth and yellow eyes.

			The thing behind her, the creature that had stalked her nightmares, that had breathed the hot scent of death around her, was Caroline herself.

			And in that moment, she understood.

			With a strength that had never before belonged to her, Caroline opened her eyes onto Sergeant Corbet’s face.

			His cheeks were red with the effort of killing her. A string of saliva trembled on his bottom lip. And in his blue gaze, only inches from her face, she swore she saw a flicker of fear.

			She wanted to smile. She wanted to laugh. But instead, she reached her hand across the counter until she felt the hot belly of the teapot, the handle. She raised it and upended it over Sergeant Corbet’s head.

			He screamed.

			His hands slackened around her neck, and for a moment all she could do was suck blessed air through the ragged flesh of her throat.

			When her vision returned, spotted and blurry, Sergeant Corbet was steaming, shrieking, scrubbing at his scalp like a dog covered in bees.

			Through the pain and the boiling smell of skin and hair, the policeman’s eyes once more settled on Caroline. He lunged for her with scalded hands.

			But she was still holding the teapot.

			She brought it down on his skull with an ear-splitting crash. As he stumbled and slipped in the wet mess of the kitchen, she drew the penknife from her waistband and stabbed him through the eye.
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Chapter 24

			In the following silence, all Caroline could hear was the wheeze of air in and out through her crumpled throat.

			The man who had been Sergeant Corbet lay sprawled before her on the black-and-white kitchen tiles. The skin of his face and scalp was raised in angry red wheals; his mouth hung open.

			His fingers had stopped twitching, but the blood continued to spool bright and thick from his eye, spreading sticky fingers to where Caroline sat huddled in the corner, trembling like a flag in a thunderstorm.

			She had killed him.

			Her relief was bright and brief, replaced too soon by another flavor of horror.

			Someone was running down the hallway.

			“Sergeant Corbet!” It was a man’s voice. “Sergeant?” Closer now. “Are you all right?”

			Caroline retrieved the penknife from the policeman’s eye with a terrible sucking sound and held it before her again as the greengrocer’s footsteps stopped on the other side of the locked door. His fists pounded the wood.

			“Sergeant Corbet!” The handle rattled. “I heard shouting. Is everything in hand?”

			She nearly slipped in the gore in her haste to leave the kitchen.

			“Sergeant! Open up or I shall have no choice but to break the door!”

			There was nowhere to go, no way out but the way she had come. Unless…

			Her boots had tracked blood from the kitchen into the parlor. She bent quickly, swiped at the soles with her mother’s shawl. Then she limped down the narrow hallway into the bedroom.

			It was as neat as the parlor had been. And out the little window—thank God—into the alley behind the house, stood a rickety wooden fire escape.

			Caroline thrust up the casement with a grunt. But she froze with her hands on the lintel.

			Charlie’s ring.

			She forced her feet back to the parlor. The front door was splintering beneath the grocer’s boot. A few more blows and he’d be through.

			There. On the mantel, beside the daguerreotype. A little enamel box.

			Caroline snatched it and staggered back down the hallway just as the wood cracked in two.

			“Sergeant Corbet!” the man bellowed.

			Caroline scrabbled up on the bed, hooked a boot through the open window. Please, God, let him go first to the kitchen—

			Two feet through. She nearly dropped the box as she lowered herself onto the landing. A howl of horror from the kitchen as the grocer discovered the policeman. But she was out, barreling down the stairs and into the dark street without a glance backward over her shoulder.
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			Night had fallen sharply as a curtain over Whitechapel.

			For the first time, Caroline was grateful for the anonymity of the darkness. She stumbled down the street, her breath gurgling, her head pounding as though it would burst.

			His blood was matted in her hair, on her gown, sticky between the edges of her fingers. She reeked of it, of salt and copper. The wind licked icy tongues down her bare arms, through the thin stuff of her gown.

			She thought of finding a hospital but dismissed the idea straightaway. The man, the grocer, had seen her, might at this very moment be describing her to the police.

			Her body howled. Her bones felt like slivers of glass, each muscle an aching, pulsing heart. Her throat was closing as it swelled, each breath a keening in her ears. Her eyes were too big for their sockets, boggy with burst blood vessels.

			There was only one place she could go.
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			The full moon had just raised its face over the easternmost rooftops when Caroline lifted the boardinghouse’s bronze knocker and let it fall.

			She was shivering violently, from fear as much as the cold. Sergeant Corbet’s blood had stiffened on her skin, in her hair, and the December night had its teeth in her.

			If they turned her away, she would die. And why shouldn’t they? She had attacked Mrs. Easton, run screaming into the night with murder on her lips.

			Footsteps fell in the parlor. The door handle turned.

			“Oh!” Mrs. Easton took a step backward, closing the door between them. Her arm was bandaged where Caroline had slashed it.

			“Mrs. Easton,” Caroline croaked, “I’m so sorry, I’m so—”

			The sound of the dead bolt.

			Caroline’s hope flickered and died.

			Then the door drew fully open, and the landlady wrapped her arms so tightly around Caroline that she cried out in relief and pain.

			“Oh,” Mrs. Easton said into Caroline’s blood-soaked hair, “oh, Caroline, thank God, thank God—”

			“Let her breathe!” Rab’s voice. Rab’s hands, firm but gentle, peeling her from the landlady’s embrace, guiding her toward the fire.

			“Fetch her some tea—”

			“Tea? Look at her! Fetch her some brandy!”

			“A damp cloth, please, Jim, if you wouldn’t mind, for the blood—”

			All the guests were there, faces filled with concern, with relief. Senhor Perreira vacated his chair and ushered her into it; Alfie pulled the tweed coat from his shoulders and tucked it around her. It was still warm from his body.

			“Are you hurt?” Rab, kneeling beside her. “Caroline, are you hurt?”

			Her throat throbbed. Her skull felt like a struck bell. But she shook her head, immediately regretting the movement.

			“Who did this?” Mrs. Easton’s hands fluttered about her like anxious moths, sponging the blood from her hair, unwinding the clotted shawl from her shoulders. “Who did this to you?”

			But Caroline was spared the agony of answering. For the landlady froze with the scarlet cashmere in her arms, holding it as though it were a body.

			“Helen,” she breathed. “This belonged to Helen.”

			Through the pain, through the shock of her body and her brain, Caroline found Mrs. Easton’s eyes.

			The tenderness in them welled, split open. Tears ran unchecked down her cheeks. Then Caroline was crushed to the landlady’s chest, her breath a happy-sad sob against her ear. “It’s you!” she cried. “Oh, it’s you. Rab told us, when you left, but I didn’t believe—”

			“Viv!” Rab’s voice sounded very far away. “Viv! Give her space!”

			But Caroline did not want space. She wanted to melt into this embrace, into the warmth and heartbeat and inhale and exhale of another person, a person who, she was certain, although she did not yet understand why, loved her.

			Mrs. Easton reluctantly pulled back, surveyed Caroline’s face as though seeing her for the first time. She swiped at the blood streaking Caroline’s cheeks, tucked a rogue strand of hair behind her ear.

			“You favor your father,” she said, nearly to herself. “But Helen’s in you.” She brushed Caroline’s sharp cheekbones. “Here,” she whispered, “and here,” touching her chin, “and here,” placing a palm on the center of her chest, over her still-pounding heart.

			Caroline’s eyes widened. “You’re Rose,” she managed to say in a painful whisper. The Blevins family Bible. The name beside her mother’s. “Rose Silvia. You’re my mother’s sister.”

			Mrs. Easton nodded, fresh tears spilling down the tracks of the last.

			“What’s that?” Rab’s voice, sharp.

			Caroline forced her eyes from her aunt’s, followed Rab’s gaze to her lap, where a pink and white enamel box glowed innocently against the russet folds of her skirt.

			The joy and relief she had felt under Mrs. Easton’s embrace evaporated.

			In answer, she handed the box to Rab.

			The guests gathered round him, Mrs. Easton at his elbow, as he opened the lid.

			Caroline had not checked what it contained, in her mad dash to leave that blood-soaked flat, the nightmarish body in the kitchen. For a moment, foolish hope lifted its head. Maybe he was lying. Maybe Charlie is alive—

			Then Rab held up a scrap of metal, and Caroline did not recognize the animal sound of grief that came from her mouth.

			Rab passed the ring to Mrs. Easton, who stared at the engraved gold with such vocal sorrow that Caroline cried out again. She passed it to John, John to Monsieur Rodart, he to Mr. O’Riley, he to Mr. Bajwa and Senhor Perreira and Mr. Tythe and Pierre Toussaint.

			The Barbadian held it out to Caroline. It was dwarfed in his huge palm, and as Caroline reached for the ring that had been her brother’s, Mr. Toussaint’s warm fingers grasped hers. She looked up into his face and found a mirror held up to her own sadness.

			“Miss Foster,” Rab said, in a voice thick with waiting tears. “Miss Foster. There’s no time now. No time to grieve and no time to explain. But you need to come with us.”

			Caroline looked at Mrs. Easton, a question in her face.

			“That’s right, dear,” said the landlady with a feeble smile. “Rab will explain everything in the morning. But now it’s time.”

			Caroline glanced at the Dutch clock in the corner. A quarter past ten. The men stood in a half circle around her, their eyes overbright, their hands in fists.

			And through the pain and the exhaustion, through the soreness of her muscles and the pooling bruises on her neck, Caroline felt something rise within her.

			Something old, and fierce, and wild.

			“Drink this.” Rab again, with a snifter of the purple poison. She shrank away, but the others nodded encouragement. “We’ve all already taken it.”

			Caroline shook her head, but Rab did not lower the glass. “Miss Foster,” he whispered. “Please trust me.”

			Rab’s hands in her hair, on her waist. Rab’s breath in her mouth.

			Rab’s face, over and over again, on the pages of Charlie’s sketchbook.

			Her fingers closed around the cup.

			It burned as it slid down her ragged throat. But in its wake there was a pleasant warmth that blurred the edges of her pain. She looked up at Rab, at the rest of them, and found them all watching her with expressions of soft affection.

			“Come,” said Rab, holding out a hand. “Come with us.”
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Chapter 25

			The mystery at the heart of the Full Moon was not a smuggling ring or an opium den. It was not a religious cult, nor a murderous cabal.

			It was, as Sergeant Corbet had said, a disease.

			“We’re not unlike a colony of lepers,” Alfie said cheerfully, as Mrs. Easton slipped the manacle cuffs around Caroline’s ankles in the locked room on the second floor.

			The pain of her injuries had faded under the pleasant hum of Rab’s liquor, but the strange strength that had possessed her in Sergeant Corbet’s kitchen was straining at her seams again, and she nearly knocked the iron key from the landlady’s hand as she clicked the cuffs on Caroline’s wrists. She did not want to be fettered. If only they’d leave her be, if only she could get past them all into the quiet hallway, into the moonlit garden—

			“Only we keep our looks,” called out Mr. O’Riley with a wink from halfway down the room.

			Caroline was closest to the boarded windows, Rab beside her. The moonlight pressed through the cracks, perfect and pearly, and if it weren’t for the restraints, she would have reached out and pried the slats from the glass.

			“You’re the first, er, female, we’ve encountered,” said Mr. Tythe from the manacles opposite hers. He slid his fogged glasses higher and winced as the iron cuff clanked his nose. “The, um, pathogen, you see. Very similar to rabies, in etiology. Carried by the water in the blood. When the moon is fullest, the pathogen is excited, drawn to the surface, as it were, in the same way the full moon raises the tides. The males of the species survive it, but the females die in utero or shortly thereafter—”

			“Gents,” said Rab. “Kindly shut up and leave Miss Foster be. Can’t you see she’s edgier than a stallion on a boat?”

			Caroline glared at him. He smiled back, and if her hands hadn’t been secured by chains to the ceiling, she would have clawed the grin off his face.

			“Easy,” he said, as though she were indeed a startled horse. “It’s your first one. You’re going to feel like a cut nerve, Miss Foster. But come sunup, it’ll all be over. And the next will be easier.”

			“What will be easier?” she snapped. She didn’t recognize her voice; didn’t recognize any of the sensations of her body. She felt hot and cold, like a thousand ants were trapped between her skin and the fabric of her dress. She had to move, to get away from here, to run somewhere open and green—

			“The change,” Rab said simply. And then, when Caroline only blinked in response, he said, “Charlie told you nothing, did he?”

			Caroline shook her head.

			Rab sighed, looked down the length of the room. Mrs. Easton—no, Rose Silvia Blevins, her mother’s sister—had finished locking them all in their stations and was saying something quiet and soothing to John, who was closest to the door with his cuffed hands held over his face, whimpering like a beaten dog.

			The other guests were standing or slumping against their restraints. Senhor Perreira was pacing half a step to the right and left, taking up all the slack in the chains. Mr. Tythe had begun to tremble. And Alfie was breathing as though he’d just run a great distance. A remote part of her brain noticed that the police commissioner was not among them, but she could not follow the thought to any conclusion.

			Something was shifting within Caroline. It felt like her bones were realigning, clicking into place like some terrible new machine.

			“Tell me.” It was her own voice, but she didn’t recognize it.

			Rab turned back to her. His eyes glowed in the gloom, and Caroline remembered when she had interrupted him in the kitchen on the night of the last full moon, how her hairs had stood on end, how her body had thrummed with the knowledge that she had brushed against something very dangerous.

			She saw the same changes in him now: The color was high in his cheeks, his pupils dilated to the edges of his irises, leaving only a thin border of yellow. But now, she wasn’t afraid.

			“Tell me,” she said again.

			Rab shook his head. “Not now. Not now, Cat.”

			Cat. The word rang like a bell through the wild wind in her ears.

			“It will be over soon,” Rab went on, “and you will be yourself again. And I’ll answer every question you have, but not now.”

			Mr. O’Riley had slumped into a crouch with his arms suspended above him like a grim marionette. Mr. Bajwa was praying in a hoarse, ceaseless whisper. Senhor Perreira was cursing, Caroline assumed, in Portuguese. And John. John was shaking so hard that his chains rattled.

			A low, hoarse sound was coming from Caroline’s throat. The vibration purred against her swollen flesh, and she thought, vaguely, that she should stop, but couldn’t.

			The fog in her head was thickening.

			“Hold…on to something,” Rab muttered. “A happy memory. Think of it as…as a raft…in a storm.”

			His chin lolled on his chest. He was succumbing. But to what, she did not know. Fear rose then, sharp and acrid. Reasonless. “Oh, God,” she heard herself say. “Oh God oh God oh God.”

			“A memory,” Rab said again. He forced his head up. His golden eyes were half-masted. “Find a memory, Cat.”

			He held her eyes with his. She clung to them until she couldn’t anymore, until her head dropped, and darkness began to curl across her vision.

			“I’m right here, Cat,” she heard him say, almost in a whisper. “Right beside you. Find a memory, Cat. Hold on to it.”

			So as the moon rose higher, and sanity evaporated from Caroline’s mind like dew in the sun, as the men around her raised their voices in howls of pain and longing, she found her brother like a lighthouse beacon.

			The memory that came to her, that rose to the churning surface of her mind, was of Charlie in the dappled sunlight of the riverbank, catching tadpoles in his cupped hands.

			They’re like you, he had said, looking down at the wriggling creature with his lashes thick and black on his cheeks. Halfway between one thing and another.

			She had thought he meant halfway between childhood and womanhood. Perhaps he had. Or perhaps he meant something else entirely.

			Her brother had hung in this room. Maybe these very same chains had bitten his skin, as they were biting hers. He had endured this, survived this, whatever this was.

			And Caroline was certain that, as this same smothering blackness drowned his consciousness, he had clung to a memory of her.
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Chapter 26

			Caroline opened her eyes.

			Midmorning light poured across the peaked ceiling. She was in her gable bedroom, with the yellow quilt tucked tightly under her chin. She felt as though she had been hit by a train. But she was relieved to find herself here, although she could not remember why.

			When the truth came to her in broken bits and pieces, she rolled onto her side and vomited.

			She remembered very little of the night. There had been pain, and the sound of sobbing, though whether it had come from her or the men, she could not say. Her ankles and wrists felt burned where she had strained against the chains. Her head beat like a rung bell with every pulse.

			She had led the Ripper to Mary Jane.

			She had killed him. She had killed Sergeant Corbet.

			And Charlie. Charlie was dead.

			Again and again her stomach heaved; empty, rhythmic contractions. When it was over, when her body trembled and cold sweat soaked the sheets, she sobbed into her pillow until sleep pulled her back under.

			

			—

			“Miss Foster?”

			Twilight. The window gray, the room cold. Mrs. Easton—her mother’s sister—stood at the foot of her bed.

			“Miss Foster?” she said again, and then: “Caroline?”

			Caroline did not move.

			“Everyone is downstairs. They are waiting for you.”

			Caroline opened her mouth to say she wasn’t hungry, but the act sent a blistering wave of pain down her throat. She only whimpered.

			“Oh, dear.” Mrs. Easton crossed to the bedside and sat down beside Caroline. She raised her cool fingertips to Caroline’s temple, stroked her blood-matted hair. Was the blood hers, or the policeman’s? It didn’t matter.

			Charlie was dead.

			Mrs. Easton hummed an old Welsh lullaby that Carys used to sing.

			Deep the silence round us spreading

			All through the night

			Dark the path that we are treading

			All through the night

			Still the coming day discerning

			By the hope within us burning

			To the dawn our footsteps turning

			All through the night

			Caroline covered her face with her hands and let the grief roll through her.
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			For three days, Caroline did not leave her room.

			Mrs. Easton—who quietly insisted she call her Viv—came and went every few hours with trays of porridge and broth and honeyed tea. Caroline ate little. She lay in bed and waited for Scotland Yard to knock on the door, for them to take her away. She stared at her throat in the glass, at the scarlet wheals in a perfect pattern of fingers.

			And she remembered. She remembered Charlie. She pulled blank pages from the drawer of her desk and filled them with every detail of her brother she could remember. The shape of his eyebrows, the way he paused and turned on the path ahead to wait for her. The expression on his face when he twisted a worm onto a fishhook or searched the branches overhead for a singing bird.

			She stared at the portrait he had drawn of her, half-turned to the viewer, the trees rising thick and black behind her. She recognized the wildness in her eyes now. The angle of her chin, the dormant power in her slender arms. She was capable of great violence. The knowledge was both terrifying and comforting.

			When Caroline dreamed, her brother was no longer waiting for her at the edge of the forest. There were no blue-purple flowers, no monster at her back. But she did dream. She was walking through the woods of Audley House. The grass was springy beneath her boots. The air smelled green, like the water in the stream, and although she was alone, she was not afraid.

			

			—

			
			On the third night, when the house was still and silent with sleep, Caroline turned the handle of her door and stepped silently onto the landing. A strip of light glowed beneath Rab’s door, as she knew it would.

			She raised her hand and knocked.

			A shuffle of papers. The backward squeal of chair legs. His feet, quick and quiet, as he crossed the room. She listened to the silence of his pause on the other side of the wood. She imagined him taking a breath. Arranging his face.

			The door opened.

			“Miss Foster.” His lips were pale, his eyes bloodshot. But he conjured a weak smile as he said, “Please. Come in.”

			The room was unchanged. The walls papered in notes, the desk covered in blackened burners and glass beakers.

			“Forgive the interruption,” she said. Her voice was raspy with pain and disuse.

			“Not at all. I’m not getting much done these days.”

			Caroline nodded. Her grief was a flood that drowned everything but itself. But she understood the desire for distraction.

			“I owe you an apology,” she said. “I made incorrect assumptions about you. I called you a murderer, and you are not one. I assumed that you had something to do with my brother’s—”

			Death.

			“—disappearance.”

			Tears pricked in her eyes. Rab took a half step closer, but she held up her hand and went on. “I was wrong. I’m sorry. But I have questions. And I believe you might be the only person in the world who can answer them for me.”

			Rab nodded. “Where would you like me to begin?”

			“At the very beginning.”

			

			—

			“Now, this is just a fairy tale,” Rab said, in the slightly sardonic tone that she now knew covered a deep well of feeling. “And I don’t give much credence to it. But here it is, more or less: A thousand years ago, there was a girl named—”

			“Ciwa,” Caroline interjected. “I know the story.” She was seated on Rab’s bed, he in the desk chair. Her nose was full of his perfume: camphor tooth powder and cedar cologne. It covered the coppery smell of Sergeant Corbet’s blood that seemed to follow her.

			“Right,” said Rab, glancing sidelong at her. “Well. Legend has it that Ciwa and her beast king had a whole litter of babies, and each of them was part-wolf.”

			The torn page in his desk drawer.

			And on nights when the moon was full, they would be bound to their beastly form until the moon set in the west.

			“Like I said,” Rab went on, “I don’t buy it. Curses and all that. But stories like this must come from somewhere. And Mr. Tythe—he’s read every book on the subject—he says that the Welsh are the oldest tribe in Britain. They were here before the Celts or the Gauls or any of the rest of them, and my theory is this: that they were the first people to carry the disease in their blood. Then it spread, of course, like all diseases do. To every corner of the world—”

			“Tiger men,” Caroline interrupted. Rab cocked his head at her. “Sergeant…” She couldn’t bring herself to say his name. “He told me. Before…you know. He told me he was attacked, in Burma. By men who…who changed.”

			Rab nodded. “We’re called something different in every language. Tiger men. Luisón. Kitsune. But it’s all the same disease. The same pathogen.”

			“Pathogen,” Caroline repeated. The word was foreign in her mouth.

			“That’s right. Think of it as”—he screwed his face up at the ceiling—“as tiny barnacles, clinging to the water in your blood. It’s spread like rabies, by saliva in a wound. The full moon tugs at it, the same way it tugs at the ocean.”

			“And what…what happens to us? On the full moon?”

			Rab’s wry smile stiffened. “Madness,” he said. “Lunacy, to be more specific. We lose ourselves.”

			She had wanted to run. She had wanted nothing more than to break free of her bindings and run. Scabs ringed her wrists and ankles. If it weren’t for the stultifying effect of Rab’s medicine, she might have gnawed off her own hands to be free.

			“Are we dangerous?” she asked, then immediately wished she could withdraw the idiotic question. Of course they were dangerous. She had killed a man, hadn’t she? She had dredged up a fierceness that now, in the cold light of reason, she could not believe. She had stabbed Sergeant Corbet through the eye.

			In the moment, she hadn’t even been horrified. A part of her—a part of her with teeth—had enjoyed it.

			Caroline shuddered.

			“We certainly can be,” Rab said. “I think, back when Britain was just a few muddy villages and some standing stones, our kind just ran out into the woods on the full moon. Spent the night in the trees.”

			She had wanted nothing more than to be somewhere cool and green.

			“But now.” Rab shrugged. “There are so many people. And in cities like London there’s nowhere to run. So we take the medicine, which dulls the effects. Lock ourselves up. When I was little, before Viv reinforced the chains and the doors, John used to escape. Mostly he’d just cower in the corner of the garden under the hydrangeas, but a few times he ran all the way to Bethnal Green. If someone had gotten in his way, tried to stop him…”

			He unbuttoned the cuff of his right sleeve, rolled the fabric up to the elbow. Halfway up his forearm smiled the scar Caroline had seen the first night she had been in this room.

			“Our deepest fear,” Rab went on, “all of us—greater than death, or being exposed as what we are—is making someone else like us.”

			Without thinking, Caroline raised two fingers, dropped them to the half circle of white. It was an old scar; the skin around it had grown and stretched until it was a piece of Rab.

			“You came here when you were a baby,” Caroline breathed, lifting her eyes to his. Dropped on my doorstep in a Moses basket, Mrs. Easton had told her. “Someone did this to you when…when you were—”

			“When I was little, yes. Just six months old or so, is Viv’s guess.” Sorrow tugged at the edges of his smile. Someone had wounded him, had abandoned him, before he could walk. Before he could speak.

			“I used to rail against it all. Curse whoever left me here. Now I consider myself lucky, in a way. I’ve never known another life. Never had to adjust to what I am. Most of the other men hurt someone they loved when they turned for the first time. Had to leave town, start over.”

			The disparate men, asleep now on the floors beneath them. Mr. Bajwa with his quiet, kind eyes. Incorrigible Mr. O’Riley. Monsieur Rodart and Mr. Toussaint and all the rest.

			“They were all bitten?” Caroline asked. She had seen no other scars, except…“What about John?”

			Rab lowered his eyes. “John’s is a sad story,” he said. “But he’s your family, too, I suppose, so you deserve to know.”

			Caroline’s mouth fell open, but Rab did not notice. He was staring at the floor between them, his hands knit together in his lap.

			“John and Viv fell in love,” he began, “when she was just a girl. Fifteen or sixteen, I think. Anyway. He was a laborer on her—on your—family’s estate. When Viv’s father, your grandfather, found out about them—he was like us, you see—he tore John up. On the full moon. Left him for dead.”

			Caroline inhaled.

			“Viv found him. Saved his life. Foreswore her family, sold off her jewelry, and came here, to London. She found others like John—our kind always seem to find one another—and opened the Full Moon. So people like us, like John, would always have a safe place to stay.”

			Caroline blinked away the sudden tears that blurred her vision. Mrs. Easton’s neat, celibate room. The man whom she had once loved so deeply in the room beside hers, nothing but a scarred shell.

			“So, like I said, we were all bitten,” Rab went on, finding the ladder of their conversation and hoisting himself out of the dark water that was John and Viv’s love story. “That’s how the disease spreads. Unless, like you and Charlie, you’re born with it.”

			“Born with it?” Caroline repeated.

			“You’re the first. The originals. The descendants of Saint Ciwa and her beast king, if you care to believe the story. Blevins is Welsh for son of the wolf.”

			The melancholy girl in her medieval clothing. The monster beside her, who walked on two legs.

			“But here’s the real mystery, Miss Foster,” Rab continued. “Men can survive the pathogen. Women cannot.”

			The flowers in the Bible. On the family crest. All those dead baby girls.

			“But my mother—” Caroline began.

			“She was like you,” Rab interrupted. “Girls who carry the pathogen die before they are born, or shortly after. Except you and your mother. Somehow, she survived. Her parents found some Welsh witch doctor who dosed her with medicine, just as she did you, to keep the disease at bay.”

			Dr. Hoffman’s bitter pills. The aconitum in the garden, in the pages of Culpeper’s Herbal.

			“Your mother lost some children, didn’t she? Girls?”

			Caroline nodded. Anne and Mary, whose headstones lay in the untended grass beside her mother’s.

			“She went mad with grief, Charlie said, after they died. Tried to…” Rab trailed off. Swallowed.

			“Tried to what?”

			He looked at her a long moment. The yellow in his irises glowed.

			“Tried to dig them back up. After they were buried. Your father found her in the graveyard, in the moonlight, knee-deep in grave dirt. Howling with grief.”

			Caroline’s cracked heart broke in two.

			“She hadn’t been taking her medicine. When the doctor arrived, your father held a pistol to his head and made him confess. He told him about the family curse, and your father swore that if your mother ever gave birth to a living child, he would smother it in its cradle.”

			“So Mother sent Charlie away,” Caroline breathed. “And faked his death. To keep him safe. But why did he not kill me?”

			Rab didn’t meet her eye. “I think…I think he thought you would die. After all, none of your sisters survived. And then, when your mother fell ill, I don’t think he could do it. I don’t think he could bear to be alone.”

			Caroline nearly laughed. Not once could she recall a time her father sought out her company; he never seemed to wish to linger at Audley House more than a few days, and then only when the weather was fair, the hunting good. He had left her alone. So many years of her life she had hung like a forgotten portrait in an unused room. Until Charlie.

			“When your mother died, Viv told Charlie. She didn’t mean to, of course. But she was a blubbering mess, poor thing, and he got the truth out of her. He decided to confront his old man. Told no one, of course. Typical Charlie. He stole Viv’s market money and boarded a train to Stafford. He asked around, hitched a ride to the big house, and walked down the driveway, cocky as a rooster. Thank God Lord Foster was out. The maid, an old Welsh biddy, sent him off. But not before he caught sight of you.

			“You were pink and round as a rose, he said. And the moment he saw you, everything changed. He needed you, you see. Needed to know that something as sweet and good as you existed in the world. So he told your nurse that he’d be back, and if she knew what was good for her, she’d send word when the master of the house was away so he could time his visits when he was absent. Otherwise, the cat would be out of the bag.”

			Charlie in the cypress grove. Charlie with a bakery box under his arm. Charlie by the stream, Charlie in the stable.

			He had needed her? No. She had needed him.

			“He kept it from all of us. He would sneak out and disappear for a whole day, show up smiling and sunburnt at twilight. Poor Viv thought he was buying gin, or playing cards down at the docks. I followed him once. To St. Pancras. I watched him buy a ticket and board a train for Stafford. I stayed on the platform all day, nearly starved to death, waiting for him. When he got off that train and saw my face, he knew the jig was up. He made me swear I’d never repeat it to another soul, and then he told me all about you.

			“When we got back here that night, Viv gave us both a terrible thrashing. But I told her nothing. I kept his secret.

			“I pushed him, though. Asked and asked until, finally, he told me you were like him. Like us. But you took a medicine. A poison, he called it. Said it was keeping you sick, keeping you weak. But I…” Rab swallowed. “I begged him to bring it to me. Since I was old enough to read, I’ve been searching for a cure. Dreaming of what I could do, what I could be, if I wasn’t…wasn’t like this.”

			Caroline’s eyes flicked to the magazine illustrations tacked on Rab’s walls. The Arc de Triomphe. The canals of Venice.

			“And I knew, whatever that quack doctor was giving you, had given your mother, it wasn’t just wolfsbane.” He followed her eyes, and his gaze went soft. “I’d already tried that, you see. It’s what we all take now. It dulls the pain. Tempers the effect. But it doesn’t stop the change. What you and your mother took, it was different. And now I know what it is.”

			Caroline’s heart galloped.

			“What?”

			“It’s your blood, Caroline.”

			The curse is the cure.

			Dr. Hoffman’s leeches on her chest, on her back. Carried off plump and sated in their jar to be slit open, their meal repurposed for her rust-red pills. The bitter metallic taste was the taste of her own blood.

			“Mixed with wolfsbane, and a few other herbs I’m still working out. Mr. Tythe and I isolated the pathogen. I took scores of blood samples, from all the boarders who were willing, and we located the disease, separated the pathogen from the blood. Under Mr. Tythe’s microscope, it looks like little bullets. The wolfsbane clings to it, like fleas on a dog. But it doesn’t stop it. Doesn’t cure it.”

			The bottles of blood in his drawer. Not the evidence of murder, but of a scientific experiment.

			“Mr. Tythe,” Rab went on, “has been in correspondence with a biologist in Saigon who has discovered that animals injected with small amounts of cobra venom, over time, develop some immunity to snakebites. That’s my best guess for how your medicine works. I tried it with my own blood, with the blood of all the other boarders who would let me bleed them. But nothing happened. Nothing changed.

			“I knew—I guessed, anyway—that your line was the first. The oldest. That wolfsbane, combined with your blood, would stop the pathogen from fully activating. Not without side effects, of course—anemia, lethargy—which seemed a small price to pay for freedom. Of course, there’s a very good chance that if I took a medicine made from your blood, it wouldn’t work for me. Wouldn’t stop the change, the way it did for you. Or maybe it only works for women; you and your mother, as far as we know, are the first infected females to have ever survived childhood. But I had to try.”

			Weak of constitution and spasmodic of nerves, Dr. Hoffman had told her. Just like your mother.

			All those years of illness. All those weeks spent in bed with a summer fever, a winter cold. She had thought she was frail. She had thought she was delicate as a rose. She knew, now, the depth of her strength.

			What would her mother have been if her fierceness had not been fettered?

			“But Charlie wouldn’t give me his blood,” Rab continued. “He said the medicine made you weak, that it killed your mother. He wanted nothing to do with it. So, I got him drunk a few times. Tied a tourniquet around his arm and grabbed my knife. But he always pulled it off before I’d cut him, started swinging. I got desperate. I saw my life passing before my eyes. I thought I’d die having never seen anything of the world except the East End of London, chained to this disease. Some of the other men travel, true, but they have families and servants who keep their secret. They have rooms like ours, with restraints and steel bars and all the rest of it. What if I got out, like John? What if I hurt someone? What if I made someone else like me?”

			Rab’s eyes stared unfocused at the carpet. He blew a breath out through pursed lips. “Anyway. When Charlie met Mary Jane, he and I started fighting. I told him it was irresponsible. Did he really want to bring another poor bastard like us into the world? Or a whole string of stillborn girls?”

			Jumped ship before she got too big. Must’ve known I’d be no good of a mother.

			“I knew when she came into the chemistry that day, trying to make peace between me and Charlie. I knew she was pregnant. I could smell it. And I thought—God forgive me—I thought I could help. I thought if I could isolate the pathogen in the mother’s blood, test it with different antidotes, maybe I could re-create your medicine, stop the child from turning…”

			Charlie was waiting for me when I got home. Straightaway, he knew something was off. Saw the scratch on my arm, looked into my eyes.

			Rage rose in Caroline, burning away the grief.

			“You drugged her,” she said. “You drugged her and bled her. No wonder Charlie left the Full Moon. If it weren’t for you, Rab, they might both still be alive.”

			These men were all the same. The world was their garden, to be picked and plotted and furrowed and burned.

			“Do I not think that every single day?” Rab cut back. His voice had an edge to it, but when she examined his face, she saw the blade was turned upon himself. “I lie awake at night reliving each miserable moment of those last weeks. I hate myself for that, and a hundred other mistakes.”

			Caroline’s rage flickered. He had suffered, too. For his mistake, he had suffered. She swallowed her anger and asked the final question. “What happened the last night you saw Charlie?”

			Rab’s eyes were incandescent.

			“He gave me his blood,” he whispered. “He told me that Mary Jane was expecting. That he wanted his child to have a choice.”

			

			—

			Amystery is a sweeping, twisting thing. But the truth fits like a key in a lock.

			Caroline could see it as clear as a memory. Charlie, walking the night-clad streets of Whitechapel. Climbing the stairs to this room, knocking on this door.

			She could see her brother’s peaked face as he told Rab what he already knew: that the woman he loved was pregnant. She watched him sit, and roll up his shirtsleeve, and nod, once, when the tourniquet was tied. She watched his scarlet blood spill into the little vial, watched Rab write the neat letters on the label. Charlie Foster.

			She watched the two men, so alike, and so unalike, embrace, the first bricks removed from the wall that had risen between them. She watched her brother reemerge into the dark streets, his long arms swinging, a smile on his face as he thought of Mary Jane, waiting for him with a hand on her belly in the humble flat in Miller’s Court.

			Be happy, Cat, he said, whenever he bid her goodbye, when he swiped his thumb across her cheek to catch her tears. Be happy. You and I have so much more than most. We have each other.

			And so, as Rab dropped his head and wept, Caroline’s broken heart began the process of stitching itself back together. She reached out and found his hand.
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Epilogue

			It should have been spring.

			It should have been April or May, the first waxy yellow-green leaves unfurling from their buds, the air laced with the hum of bees and the perfume of apple blossoms.

			But there was no such thing as bad weather, Charlie had always said. Only bad clothing. And at least it wasn’t raining.

			So it was that on a cold, clear morning, a few days before Christmas, Caroline Foster buried her brother.

			The retinue that threaded its way from the front steps of 212 Old Montague Street was a strange one. Two women, both in black. Eight men of every shade and size; one in the white turban of a Sikh, shivering in his emerald silk jacket against the British wind, a Black man with shoulders like a bull beneath a finely cut wool coat, a bowlegged fellow in an American rancher’s hat, and a man who, were he to raise his eyes from the paving stones, would have made a child shriek with the ruin of his face. But John did not look up as he was borne through the streets by Rab and Alfie, and the mourning party reached St. Mary’s without incident.

			It was a quiet morning, not yet seven, the city still stretching its arms overhead with a yawn.

			It had been weeks since cries of Murder! had sounded on Whitechapel’s street corners, over a month since Mary Jane Kelly, the Ripper’s last victim, was buried in St. Patrick’s Cemetery. Although the Metropolitan Police were still out in force, and respectable citizens didn’t leave their homes after dark, the newspapers had turned their attention back to Parliament and distant wars, and a sense of tentative normalcy had settled back over the borough.

			Caroline thought, sometimes, about the shriveled bit of Caroline Eddowes’s kidney in Sergeant Corbet’s icebox and wondered what had become of it. Someone must have found it; the police would have been called moments after she escaped into the street. If they had put the pieces together, then they had immediately covered them back up. Scotland Yard would not survive the disgrace that Jack the Ripper had been one of their own.

			The tall iron gates of St. Mary’s were thrown open, though at this hour, the churchyard was empty save for some crows scratching in the shadows of the yews.

			Caroline, with her mother’s cloak secured firmly beneath her chin to hide the bruises that still ran down the white length of her throat, pointed down the path to where the headstones were the oldest and the grass was the longest.

			Speech was still painful, so Rab, with a long, golden look at her, said, “Over there, gents. Over by the wall, under those trees.”

			They walked single file like empty-handed pallbearers until they reached the place Caroline had indicated and, at her mute nod, formed a tight circle around the tree roots. To a casual observer, they were a mismatched group of mourners, huddled together in the cold shade. Caroline closed her eyes, breathed the smell of black earth and broken grass. It was not Stafford, not the green hills and dense woodland that her brother had loved so deeply. But he was surrounded by friends, and she could come visit him whenever she liked.

			

			—

			The loss of Charlie was still too great to comprehend. It was easier to pretend he was gone, that he had purchased that falsified ticket on an ocean liner. But as Rab knelt in the center of the circle and pulled the trowel from the pocket of his coat, the weight of what they had come to do hit her like a closing door.

			“Steady,” whispered Viv, wrapping an arm around Caroline’s waist. “He’s watching us, love. Show him you’ll be all right.”

			Caroline inhaled, pressed her feet down into the ground like the roots of the yew. She was here for Charlie. For Charlie, she would be strong.

			She had recovered quickly from her injuries. But the shock still woke her at night, and she sat at her desk for hours, trying to translate it all into words. Across the landing Rab’s lamp burned, too, and it comforted Caroline to think of him with his beakers and burners, searching for an antidote for the pathogen that poisoned her blood.

			But it didn’t feel like a poison. It felt like a cure.

			She saw the difference in her glass, felt it when she lifted buckets of water or climbed the stairs. She was no longer a flickering flame. She was a blazing fire. She wished her brother were here to see it, see the new brightness in her face, the muscles wrapping her bones.

			She had given Rab two vials of her blood; he had spent every free moment hunched over Mr. Tythe’s microscope. But even if he discovered what differentiated her blood from the others’, even if he created a medication that would stop the change for them all, Caroline did not think she would take it. She felt, for the first time in her life, that she was the captain of her own ship. One night of suffering each month was a small price to pay.

			

			—

			Rab stood now, wiping the dirt on his black trousers, and found Caroline’s eyes. The hole he had dug was as wide and deep as a hand. Once, in the woods, Caroline had found a dead baby bird, and she and Charlie had buried it ceremoniously beside the river, marked it with a little stick cross. That’s what Charlie’s grave looked like. The memory reached out for her like a hand.

			“Um,” Rab said, “I’m not, er, much for speeches.” He glanced down at the little impression in the dirt, and Caroline felt her already swollen throat tighten.

			When he spoke again, the words were clotted with tears.

			“Charlie should still be here,” he said, blinking furiously. “And he’s not. And that’s the worst thing that I can think of. The worst thing in the world. He was good, and kind. On your worst day, when life was looking darkest, Charlie would come along and have you laughing before you could think.”

			A chuckle from Mr. Tythe, a nod from Mr. Toussaint.

			“He was like that,” Rab went on. “Like the sun coming out from the clouds. And he was taken from us. I get so mad when I think of it. I feel like a pot about to boil over.”

			Rab’s hands were knotted at his sides, his knuckles white. A frisson ran through the circle of men, a shiver of shared anger.

			Then Rab took a breath and loosened his fingers from their fists.

			“And then I remember that life isn’t fair. And there are lots of people that were good and kind and should still be here but aren’t, and lots of bad people who are still here and don’t deserve to be. It’s downright maddening. But there’s nothing to do, I suppose, except be kind to each other. Be as good as possible, and remember those that have gone before, and try to make them proud.

			“And so today…” He trailed off, swallowed. Collected himself. “Today, we bury my brother. Miss Foster’s brother.” His yellow eyes caught Caroline’s again and held them. “Today we bury Charlie Foster, and we vow to see the good in ourselves and in others. We vow to be the sun, not the clouds.”

			Caroline smiled at this and drew the enamel box from the folds of her cloak.

			It contained Charlie’s ring and a folded-up portrait of Mary Jane. A strange casket, a strange collection to signify a life. But as she stepped carefully forward, knelt, and placed the box in the miniature grave, Caroline felt her brother.

			She felt him there, between Monsieur Rodart and Mr. O’Riley, between the discrete brush of the backs of their hands. She felt him in the warm, damp eyes of Mr. Toussaint, and Mr. Bajwa, and Senhor Perreira; in Mr. Tythe’s watery smile. She felt him in her aunt’s arm around John’s bent shoulders, and in the wind in the trees and the living earth and the waking city.

			And she felt him in Rab. In his long limbs, in his easy movement, in the broken look in his eyes. In how, she knew, he wanted to reach for her. In how she wanted to reach for him.

			Caroline dropped a fistful of earth over the white and pink enameled box and whispered, so that only she and Charlie could hear, “You saved me. I will carry you with me, always. Rest now. Rest. I’ll be all right.”

			As she stood and reclaimed her place in the circle, the other men followed suit.

			One by one, they sprinkled a handful of dirt over Charlie’s grave with a word, or a prayer, or a tear, until the box was obscured, and they all stood in silence with soil creasing their palms.

			It was done. Charlie was gone, and Mary Jane was gone, and the man who called himself Jack the Ripper was gone. And all across the world babies were crying and hearts were stopping and seeds that would be wheat or tulips or beech trees cracked open and sent green fingers toward the light.

			The hurt was not gone. It would never be. And Caroline didn’t wish it to leave her. For in the ache in her chest, in the scar on her heart, she would know her brother had lived, and had made this mark on her and on the world.

			As they turned back to the churchyard gates, back to the high street that was now rumbling with cartwheels, back toward the boardinghouse that Caroline had begun to think of as home, she glanced over her shoulder. Rab was still standing beneath the yews. When he felt her eyes on him, he looked up and gave her a sad smile.

			Caroline stopped. Viv passed her, and Jim and Alfie and Mr. Toussaint and all the rest. And when Rab caught up with a question in his face, she reached out and took his hand.

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			I have clearly taken some liberties with the historical record. As far as I’m aware, werewolves did not roam Victorian London! However, outside of this clear departure from reality and some adjustments to the dates of newspaper articles, I have largely endeavored to render this place and time in the most accurate detail as possible.

			In 1888, in London’s notorious East End, at least five women were brutally murdered by a man who called himself Jack the Ripper. This novel engages with them and reimagines them. It is important to remind ourselves that before they were infamous victims, they were real people. Real women. They were daughters and mothers, sisters and wives. As women born into working-class families, the cards were stacked against them from the start. From what we know of them, their lives were a hellish cycle of poverty, childbearing, alcohol dependence, and homelessness.

			The sensationalist Victorian press called them prostitutes, although there is evidence that only two of the five engaged in sex work. This label gave the world an excuse to write off their deaths as somehow deserved. Even now, like the Victorians before us, we tend to focus on the mysterious, larger-than-life Jack and erase the lives of the women he killed.

			Mary Jane Kelly features prominently in this novel. I have written her as Charlie’s tenderhearted lover and a survivor of domestic violence. Historians know almost nothing about her early life; she was born in Wales or Ireland, but did not speak with a strong accent and never mentioned her family. How and why she came to London and turned to sex work are a mystery. There is some evidence she was trafficked to Paris, but escaped and returned to London, where she lived again in the East End and eventually took up residency at 13 Miller’s Court.

			When Jack the Ripper began his murder spree, Whitechapel’s unhoused women were terrified. When they could not afford a bed in a boardinghouse, many slept on the streets. As I describe, Mary Jane offered the floor of her flat for other women who otherwise would have had no roof over their heads. There is speculation that her last boyfriend left her after an argument over this act of generosity.

			On the morning of November 9, 1888, Mary Jane Kelly’s landlord came to collect her overdue rent. He discovered the twenty-five-year-old dead on her bed, her body and face mutilated. The windowpane beside the door had been broken for some time and, as I describe, the hole plugged with newspapers and rags. The killer had no difficulty reaching in and turning the handle.

			No family members could be located to attend the inquest of Mary Jane’s death, or her funeral.

			For my understanding of Mary Jane Kelly, Jack the Ripper’s other victims, and the grim world they inhabited, I am forever indebted to historian Hallie Rubenhold and her award-winning nonfiction book The Five: The Untold Lives of the Women Killed by Jack the Ripper. I encourage anyone interested to pick up a copy wherever you buy or borrow books.
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