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I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine.

— Song of Solomon 6:3
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7

PROLOGUE

London London 
Late September 1881Late September 1881

There wasn’t too much in life that seriously chafed Rose 
Finlay, unless it was someone trying to overlay their 
brand of happiness onto hers. She knew her own mind 

well enough not to be taken in by such attempts, not even when 
they stemmed from the best intentions.

She supposed she could forgive her dear friend Emma for 
this infraction today, given that the lady was newly married, 
blissfully in love, and had just this hour departed on her honey-
moon.

Nonetheless, Emma’s admonition about a certain book con-
tinued to jangle in Rose’s head: “Definitely don’t read the sec-
tion for widows!”

The way Emma had said it made clear she was goading Rose 
to do just the opposite. But how could her friend honestly think 
any part of that book would hold the least bit of interest for 
her?

Rose had seen the newlyweds off, standing on the steps of 
their newly acquired house and waving as their carriage left 
for the railway station. Now as she walked home, she found 
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Emma’s words growing increasingly heavier, as did the book 
to which she had been referring. Rose held it close, with the 
title facing toward her so no passerby would know that she, 
of all people, was carrying The Spinster’s Guide to Love and 
Romance.

It was an absurd title, with equally absurd content to match. 
It was stuffed with balderdash, designed to feed the romantic 
longings of lonely and impressionable females. Rose gave a 
snort of derision. She was neither lonely nor impressionable, 
thank you very much. The ship Impressionable had long since 
sailed, and Rose was comfortable with her own company.

She’d been tasked by Emma to return the book to the home 
of its rightful owner, their friend Alice Shaw. Alice and her 
husband, Douglas, were traveling overseas, but Emma and Rose 
had been looking in on their flat every week and watering the 
plants. Rose was determined to return the book at her next op-
portunity. When the Shaws returned, she would encourage Alice 
to get rid of it once and for all. Both Alice and Emma had tried 
their hand at applying the “advice” contained in it, sometimes 
with disastrous results. Both ladies had found husbands, but in 
Rose’s view the book had been more of a harmful distraction 
than a helpful guide.

Rose arrived at her lodgings hot and disgruntled. She tossed 
the spinster book onto a table and made a face at it. She tugged 
off her gloves and dropped them onto the book, along with 
her hat. After opening a window to let in some air, she sank 
onto the sofa. It felt good to get off her aching feet. She fanned 
herself with a copy of her favorite literary journal, happy to be 
home after a tiring day.

She lived in a nice set of rooms, although the place felt rather 
large now that Emma had moved out. Rose sighed. She’d lost 
her two best friends to marriage. That wasn’t entirely true, of 
course. Alice and Emma were still her friends. Rose was sure the 
three of them would find time to get together once the ladies 
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returned from their travels. They might even share tea on Sun-
day afternoons sometimes, as they used to do when they were 
all single. However, Rose had no illusions that things would 
be the same. Her friends’ lives would be centered around their 
husbands and homes. Perhaps soon there would be children. In 
Emma’s case, it seemed certain. She was eager to start a family. 
Rose could easily picture the kind and compassionate Emma 
with a little brood of laughing, towheaded children hanging 
about her neck. It would be the hearth and home Emma had 
longed for. Rose was genuinely happy for her.

She laid a hand on her stomach, feeling a dull ache in her 
midsection. Her body was healed now, at least as far as the 
doctors were concerned. Perhaps the source of the ache was 
closer to her heart. This sensation came over her from time to 
time, when she was in an especially sentimental mood. Today, 
as usual, it was followed by the sting of tears. Rose blinked 
them back. There was no use crying over a past that could not 
be changed. She was not destined for motherhood and never 
had been. Rose was sure of this, and not simply because she’d 
made a disastrous choice by marrying Peter Finlay. No. Her 
own body had betrayed her first, and then Peter had.

He had betrayed her twice, if she counted the early death 
he’d brought upon himself, leaving Rose with the bitter task of 
cleaning up the mess he’d made of his life. But then, Peter had 
always been a master at shirking responsibility. Any remnants 
of Rose’s fancies regarding marriage and a happily- ever- after 
had vanished permanently on the day he had died.

She had found a new life, though, Rose stoutly reminded 
herself. She had replaced a foolish dream with a more practical 
and satisfying goal— one she could attain on her own. Thanks 
to hard work and dedication, she was succeeding. Truth be told, 
dying had been the best thing Peter could have done for her. 
Rose supposed she ought to feel shocked by such a thought, but 
anyone who knew Peter would certainly understand. Except for 
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Peter’s mother, of course. Old Mrs. Finlay had been completely 
blind to every one of her son’s faults.

Rose looked down at the mourning ring on her left hand. 
Gold and black, with a ring of seed pearls and In Memory of 
inscribed on the band, it was elegant enough, if somewhat mor-
bid. Much as she preferred not to remember Peter, she didn’t 
mind wearing the ring. It conferred upon her a status for which 
she was grateful. A widow was generally accorded more defer-
ence than a mere spinster. She had more freedom to manage 
her affairs without the condescending attitudes of men or their 
oppressive oversight. That had been an advantage, and she’d 
made full use of it. However, she didn’t wear the ring solely to 
advertise her widow status. Nor did it signify, as her mother- 
in- law wrongly believed, that Rose was heartbroken over losing 
her husband. It had a more important purpose.

The ring remained on Rose’s hand as a reminder to never 
again allow a man to dominate her life— and most importantly, 
her heart.
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CHAPTER  

One
Two weeks laterTwo weeks later

R ose sat in the tea shop next door to the post office where 
she worked. Dusk was approaching, but Rose was in no 
hurry to leave. After a busy day dealing with an endless 

parade of needy customers, she had come here for a bit of a 
rest before walking home. The shop was one of many owned 
by the Aerated Bread Company. Known as ABC depots, they 
were welcoming places that offered tea and inexpensive meals. 
This was one of Rose’s favorite places to go after work.

A bright autumn was now taking a sour turn toward winter. 
Dark clouds brought cold rain almost daily. Rose had taken a 
table away from the large windows and the chill seeping through 
their edges. Nevertheless, she still had a view of the outside. She 
noticed the lamplighters had begun their tasks early to ward 
off the advancing gloom.

The pot of tea and a ham sandwich, a tiny luxury she oc-
casionally allowed herself, were giving her the fortification she 
needed to tackle several errands on her way home. She pulled 
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out a list of tasks from the book she’d brought with her. As 
she read over it, Rose began to consider whether some of these 
could be put off until tomorrow. Given her tiredness and the 
inhospitable weather, it was an appealing option.

“Will there be anything else, miss?” Rose heard the waitress 
ask. She looked up, about to answer, but then she realized the 
waitress was addressing a young lady two tables away.

Rose was surprised to see the lady seated by herself, with-
out a family member or chaperone of some kind. She couldn’t 
be more than eighteen years old. In fact, she and the waitress 
appeared nearly the same age. The difference in their circum-
stances could not be plainer, however. The waitress wore a black 
frock and a plain white cap, whereas her customer looked like 
she’d stepped off a fashion plate. Her gown was a rich shade of 
blue with white ruffles along a V- shaped collar that highlighted 
her delicate neck. Her hair was swept up and arranged with 
pretty tortoiseshell combs. It was clearly the work of an expert 
ladies’ maid. Her hat was small and elegantly simple, allowing 
her hairstyle to do the work of framing fresh features that were 
lovely with or without embellishment.

What was this girl doing in a tea shop on her own? It was 
highly unusual, not to mention potentially harmful to her repu-
tation. She clearly came from a good family that would likely 
care about such things.

The young lady seemed to hesitate and throw a glance out 
the window before answering the waitress. “Yes . . . I believe 
I’ll have a currant bun, please.”

“And more tea?”
“No, thank you.”
“Very good, miss,” the waitress answered smoothly, al-

though Rose noticed the look of surprise in her eyes as she 
turned away from her customer. It was odd— why get bread 
without tea?

When the waitress had gone, the girl surreptitiously pulled 
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a few coins from her reticule and counted them. Perhaps she 
was calculating how much she could spend and still have cab 
fare to get home. This was the hallmark of someone who had 
a rich father to buy her fine things but not a lot of her own 
money to spend. At the post office, Rose had waited on women 
who were dressed in clothing that would cost the yearly wage 
of many workers, yet they could barely find coins for a few 
penny stamps. It always made her thankful that she was able 
to earn her own money and had the power to spend or steward 
it as she pleased.

After placing the coins back in her reticule, the girl turned 
her attention once more toward the window. She watched the 
pedestrians as they bustled by the shop, even after the wait-
ress had returned with her order. She seemed to be waiting for 
someone. But whom? When the girl’s face lit up in a radiant 
smile, Rose could easily guess the answer.

The bell over the shop door jangled as a man strode in. He 
was tall and lean, handsome in the way that only men of the 
upper classes could be— which was to say, he was wearing the 
very best clothes and carrying himself with the proud stance 
of someone born into wealth and privilege.

Rose recognized him. He was Sanderson Deveaux, the 
younger son of the Earl of Ormond, widely known by his nick-
name of Sandy. He was a frequent customer at her post office. 
He rented a private box there for receiving mail, although much 
of his correspondence was done by wire. Incoming telegraph 
messages were dispatched to Sandy’s lodgings at the Albany, 
an exclusive block of residences for well- to- do bachelors. He 
wasn’t the only resident of the Albany to come to her post 
office, but he was the best known to Rose because her cousin 
Abby was the head cook at his father’s estate in Sussex.

Rose grew concerned when Sandy made a beeline for the 
young lady by the window. In the glittering society world Sandy 
inhabited, he was known as a bon vivant whose personal charm 
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and aristocratic lineage made him a sought- after guest for 
parties and a favorite of many ladies. Rose knew from her work 
that many women were among his frequent correspondents.

According to Abby, there were occasional whispers that 
Sandy had been the downfall of several naïve females who’d 
been led astray by mistaking his lavish attentions for genuine 
affection. If so, his powerful father had been able to prevent any 
scandal from becoming public, thereby maintaining the good 
family name. There was something about Sandy meeting up 
with this pretty, unchaperoned girl in an out- of- the- way place 
that increased Rose’s worry.

“Miss Sophie Cochrane, as I live and breathe,” Sandy said 
with playful astonishment as he reached her table. He removed 
his hat and gave her an elegant bow. “What a wonderful sur-
prise to see you.”

Rose snorted in disgust at this obvious pretense, but Sophie 
beamed up at him. “Sandy! I’m so glad you’re here. I was afraid 
you might not come.”

Heavens, they were pretty far along if Sophie was addressing 
him so casually.

“I would jump at any chance to be with you, dear girl.” Sandy 
indicated the chair opposite her. “May I?”

Sophie nodded eagerly.
He sat down and began plucking off his fine leather gloves. 

“I was out for much of the day, but when I returned home, I 
found your telegram waiting for me.” He draped his gloves 
over his hat. “I knew if I hastened over, I could make it before 
you left.” His voice was a smooth, rich baritone, the kind that 
could draw females like flies to honey. He took her hand and 
kissed it with a flourish. “How glad I am to have caught you.”

From her position, Rose could see both their faces, albeit 
in profile. Sandy released the girl’s hand, but he kept her rapt 
attention with his charming smile and quite possibly a wink. 
Sophie was starry- eyed with happiness.
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Their subsequent conversation was held in muted tones, but 
Rose was able to catch enough words to follow the gist. She 
opened her book and pretended to read, covering the fact that 
she was straining to listen. From time to time, she managed a 
surreptitious glance in their direction.

Sandy looked down at the currant bun on Sophie’s plate. 
“You’ve already been served, I see.”

“I was afraid if  I didn’t order something, they might ask 
me to leave. I’m sure the waitress will be back soon to ask for 
your order.”

“Excellent. I’m famished.” He leaned forward. “Now, my 
dear Sophie, you must tell me what you’ve been up to. How on 
earth did you manage to escape your velvet cage?”

“I told my mother I was going shopping on Regent Street with 
Mrs. Drayton and her daughters, which we did. Then they went 
home, and I came here.” Sophie looked pleased with herself as 
she related this information.

“The redoubtable Mrs. Drayton simply allowed you to wan-
der off on your own?” Sandy made a tsking sound. “I am deeply 
disappointed in her lack of oversight.”

This brought a giggle from Sophie. “It wasn’t quite so easy 
as that. I told them I had an appointment for a fitting at the 
dressmaker’s shop on the same street, and that my mother was 
going to meet me there.” Sophie’s mouth widened in a sly smile. 
“So everyone is happy.”

Sandy grinned in return. “I knew from the moment I met 
you that you were a clever girl.”

“It isn’t that I enjoy subterfuge,” Sophie insisted coyly. “It’s 
just that life can be so very dull if one adheres to the rules all 
the time.” As she spoke, she picked up a teaspoon and scraped 
some glaze from her currant bun. She placed the spoon into 
her mouth and took a delicate taste of the glaze, all the while 
holding Sandy’s gaze. “Don’t you agree?”

This girl was a flirt of the first water. Rose could only marvel. 
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How did one so young learn about such things? Perhaps she 
had an older sister, or— heaven forbid— was taking advice from 
a more questionable source. Rose thought about the spinster 
book. It was bad enough that Emma, who at least had some 
experience out in the world, had been influenced by it. What 
if such a book got into the hands of a very young person like  
this?

The object of her seductive playfulness responded in a man-
ner that was no doubt what she was hoping for. “My dear 
Sophie, you are a girl after my own heart.” He covered her free 
hand with his own and gave it a little squeeze.

Sophie gave a tiny movement, as though a shiver of delight 
ran down her spine.

Rose didn’t like this scenario at all. Sandy was at least ten 
years older than Sophie— decades more than that, if one counted 
life experience. He could easily crush her heart and walk away 
without thinking twice about it.

No one else in the shop seemed to be paying attention to the 
lovebirds by the window, aside from a few admiring glances sent 
toward Sandy by some of the female patrons. The ABC depots 
were known to be safe and respectable places for women to 
take tea or enjoy a light supper. Sandy could sweep this girl off 
her feet and out the door, and no one would suspect anything 
was amiss.

The waitress approached their table, looking as impressed 
by Sandy as the other ladies in the shop. “May I get you some-
thing, sir?”

Removing his hand from Sophie’s, he took a more relaxed 
position and glanced up at the waitress. “What’s good here?” 
He was clearly out of place in these humble surroundings. He 
had probably never entered an ABC depot in his life. “I’ll need 
something substantial.”

“We’ve beef rissoles, sir. They’re very good.”
“That sounds fine. And some ginger beer, too, if you please. 
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I suppose that’s the most bracing beverage one can get at this 
establishment.”

“Yes, sir. Right away, sir.” The waitress hurried off.
Sandy’s hand returned to Sophie’s, which had remained con-

veniently placed on the table. He traced a little pattern on the 
back of her hand with his forefinger, although he was gazing 
into her eyes. “I can’t tell you how much I’ve been thinking 
of you, ever since that delightful conversation we had at Mrs. 
Dover’s home.”

Sophie blinked. “At Mrs. Houghton’s home, do you mean?”
“Ah yes, forgive me for getting those ladies mixed up. It’s 

understandable, seeing as how it’s you I remember most about 
that visit. Those stuffy matrons are all rather interchangeable, 
aren’t they? Promise me you’ll never become like them.”

Sophie tittered. “Oh, there’s no chance of that!”
“Good. Stay as fresh and enchanting as you are now.”
This eavesdropping was becoming painful. Rose knew very 

well there was no chance of that girl staying fresh and enchant-
ing if she continued to welcome a man’s attentions in this way.

“I don’t believe my mother and aunt are stuffy old matrons,” 
Sophie said. “It’s true my mother hardly ever attends parties 
anymore. But it’s because they wear her out so easily. She’s got 
a weak heart, you see. But she’s perfectly happy to let me go 
out. My aunt Marjorie has been taking me with her on social 
calls to introduce me to people.”

Sandy nodded. “Your aunt was that charming lady you ac-
companied to Mrs. Houghton’s home, was she not?”

“Yes, and she was completely taken with you.” Sophie smiled. 
“She told my mother all about meeting you in the most glow-
ing terms.”

Rose blew out a breath. No wonder this girl was wading so 
eagerly into deep water. Her mother was absent, for all intents 
and purposes. Her aunt was apparently a dolt, if her head had 
been turned by Sandy’s wily charms. Being from an aristocratic 
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family would only add to his appeal. There were many women 
who could be swayed by such things, abandoning their better 
judgment as easily as checking a coat at the theater.

“In fact . . .” Sophie paused, then finished her sentence with 
the air of someone imparting the most delicious information. 
“My aunt is trying to persuade my mother to come with us to 
Miss Lester’s recital at Lady Bromley’s home, so that she can 
meet you.”

“So you received the invitation?”
“Yes, and my mother has agreed to let me go.” Sophie ap-

peared to be nearly bubbling over with anticipation.
Sandy rubbed his hands together, nodding in satisfaction. 

“I knew Lady Bromley could be counted on.”
“I just had to see you today, so I could thank you,” Sophie 

exclaimed. “I’m sure we never would have been invited to such 
an exclusive event if you hadn’t put in a good word for us. The 
Draytons barely secured invitations, but only because Lady 
Bromley’s cousin has his eye on Jane.”

Sandy smiled indulgently. “I merely informed Lady Bromley 
you were the most charming and accomplished young lady I’d 
ever met, destined to go places in society, and that you would 
be a sparkling addition to the guest list.”

“You didn’t!” Sophie protested, blushing at his praise. “How 
shall I ever live up to such high expectations?”

“But you shall, my girl. And once we have won over Lady 
Bromley, it will be a simple thing to get you an invitation to the 
autumn ball at Lord and Lady Randolph’s home. That’s the 
highlight of the Season. Loads of people come back to town 
just to attend it.”

“I can’t wait to meet them all!” Sophie said, looking en-
thralled as she envisioned the scene.

“What I like most about Lady Bromley’s home is the charming 
garden out back.” He resumed his gentle caress of Sophie’s hand. 
“It’s the perfect place to escape to if the room gets too hot. . . .”
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Rose wasn’t able to hear the rest. Irritatingly, the waitress 
chose this precise moment to return to her table.

“Will there be anything else, ma’am?” she asked.
Rose could hardly take her eyes from the scene playing out 

a few tables away. She was sure they were planning a tryst in 
that garden of Lady Bromley’s. She felt like a terrible busybody, 
and yet, she also had an undeniable urge to protect this girl, if 
possible. She had no idea how she could do so. She only knew 
she wasn’t ready to leave the shop. “Yes, I believe I’ll have a slice 
of gingerbread,” Rose told the waitress. “And more tea.” That 
would give her a reason to linger a while longer.

The waitress left to fill the order, and Rose trained her ear 
once more on the conversation between Sophie and Sandy.

By now, the subject must have moved to something else, 
because Sophie’s expression had grown serious. “There is one 
thing I should warn you about. My mother insists on speaking 
to my uncle John about this event. She wants him to go with us. 
He’s very likely to object to the whole plan. He’s such a stuffy 
old man. He’s always telling me to slow down, be cautious, 
that I’m too young to be out in society. But I’m eighteen years  
old!”

Sophie said this last bit as if it completely negated her uncle’s 
fears. It sounded to Rose as though this uncle was the only one 
in the family with any sense.

Sandy tilted his head in surprise. “Did you say uncle? I was 
under the impression your aunt Marjorie was a widow.”

“She is. Uncle John is my mother’s brother. He’s been look-
ing out for all of us since my father died.”

“I see.” Sandy shrugged. “I have found that men are not 
always as intractable as they seem. Doesn’t your uncle want 
you to rise in the world?”

“He does. That was the fervent wish of my father as well.”
“Then you keep working on him and get him to agree to the 

party. If he comes along, I’ll find a way to set him at his ease.”

_Delamere_HoldingtheLine_KD_nr.indd   19_Delamere_HoldingtheLine_KD_nr.indd   19 8/18/22   8:35 AM8/18/22   8:35 AM

Holding the Line • Jennifer Delamere 
Bethany House, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2022 used by permission



Holding the Line

20

“Yes, I will! He simply must allow me to go, once my mother 
and I explain how important this is.”

The waitress brought Sandy’s food. He exclaimed over it, 
using such glowing terms that one would think he was at a 
fine restaurant. The waitress stammered out a happy reply and 
practically curtsied before moving away.

Rose made the gingerbread last as long as she could, still 
pretending to read while trying to listen in on the tête- à- tête. 
While Sandy ate his rissoles, he continued to build up Sophie’s 
excitement for Lady Randolph’s ball. He described the lavish 
food, fine music, and dancing. He went on to talk about the 
people who would be there. It sounded like an impressive list.

Once he’d finished eating and the waitress had taken away 
their plates, their conversation shifted to a more personal tone. 
Their voices dropped to low murmurs as they leaned close in an 
almost conspiratorial air. At this point, Rose could only catch 
bits and pieces, enough to know Sandy was playing up the ro-
mantic aspects of the ball. She heard mention of the waltzes, 
of their getting away for a private moment alone. Sophie hung 
on every word, her eyes shining.

Rose couldn’t help but think back to the first time she’d 
danced with Peter. He had made her feel like the most special 
woman in the world. He’d wooed her with expert precision, 
capturing her heart, weaving a romantic spell just as Sandy 
was doing with Sophie. Even at a young age Rose had prided 
herself on her good sense, and yet she had not seen past the 
dashing exterior Peter had presented. Poor Sophie, from what 
Rose had seen of her, stood even less of a chance against Sandy.

Finally, though, Sophie seemed to take note of the gathering 
dusk. “I really must be going,” she said reluctantly. “Mama will 
start to worry if I don’t get home soon.”

“You’re right, it wouldn’t do to raise her concerns. It’s grow-
ing too dark for you to be out on the streets alone. Allow me 
to get you delivered safely to a cab. Where’s that waitress, so I 
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can pay the bill?” He looked around and spotted the waitress 
at a table near the back. “There she is. Wait here. I’ll be back 
in a moment.”

Sophie’s face was alight with pleasure. It wasn’t too surpris-
ing. Sandy was acting every inch a gentleman, despite adding a 
nauseating helping of flirting into the mix. Even if Rose hadn’t 
known about that man’s dubious reputation, she would never 
have fallen for his pretend concern about keeping a lady safe. 
Unfortunately, Sophie was exactly the sort of girl who would 
succumb to it.

As she waited, Sophie looked absently out the window, 
watching the people who passed by. Suddenly, her eyes grew 
wide, and she started up from her chair. Rose saw that a man 
had stopped and was staring in the window. He was looking 
directly at Sophie with a displeased expression.

Sandy was still at the counter at the back of the shop, set-
tling the bill with the waitress. Sophie didn’t even glance in his 
direction. She hurried to the door and went out just in time to 
meet the other man and stop him from coming inside.

It was easy to guess what was happening. This man knew 
Sophie, and Sophie did not want him to know about Sandy. 
Did Sophie have multiple men on a string? Rose could hardly 
believe it, except that she had seen how the girl knowingly 
flirted with Sandy.

Sophie and the other man were standing in front of the shop 
window, clearly visible from where Rose was sitting. Sophie 
took the man’s arm in a familiar gesture and smiled artlessly 
up at him. By contrast, he was frowning down at her. If this was 
a beau, he wasn’t a happy one. He began speaking to her in a 
way that suggested he was asking her pointed questions. She 
kept her cheerful countenance as she replied, clearly looking 
to assuage his irritation.

The man was handsome and well- dressed— two things Rose 
had gleaned by now were sure to get Sophie’s admiration. 
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However, she wasn’t looking at the man in the same way she 
had Sandy. Her smile seemed easy and friendly, not coy and 
flirtatious. Was this a family member, perhaps? Considering 
the guilty way Sophie had fled the shop, Rose thought it was 
possible. This was surely not her uncle, though. Sophie had 
described him as a stuffy old man. This man looked to be in 
his midthirties.

Rose sent a glance over to Sandy. He watched, brow fur-
rowed, as the pair outside continued their conversation. Instead 
of trying to join them, he lingered at the back of the shop, 
striking up a conversation with two ladies who were seated at 
a nearby table. Rose couldn’t hear what was being said, but it 
was clear he was chatting with them like old acquaintances. 
Obviously flattered, they responded to him warmly.

By now, Sophie and the gentleman were in animated con-
versation. Given that Sophie presented an attitude of cajoling 
deference toward him, Rose leaned more toward the belief this 
was a family member of some kind. He certainly hadn’t lost 
his stern expression.

She was so busy watching them without any pretense of 
doing otherwise that she was taken by surprise when the gentle-
man suddenly turned to look inside the shop. Their eyes met. 
He lifted his eyebrow, silently asking her, as he had Sophie, just 
what she’d been doing. Mortified, Rose looked hastily down at 
her book, trying to appear wholly absorbed in it. She doubted 
she fooled him. She suspected that none of Sophie’s excuses— 
for that was surely what she’d been giving him— had fooled 
this man either.

After a few more moments, Rose hazarded a look back at 
them. She caught sight of the pair walking off together. Sandy 
continued his conversation with the two ladies for another few 
minutes, then said a polite good- bye and exited the shop. He 
went up the street in the opposite direction Sophie and the 
other man had taken.
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Sophie was apparently safe from Sandy— at least for today. 
Rose was still worried for her, though. She ought not to be so 
invested in what happened to the girl, given that she didn’t 
even know her, but she couldn’t help it. Perhaps it was because 
she saw something of herself at the same age. She’d been so 
young when she’d met Peter, and his flattering pursuit of her 
had completely swept her off her feet.

It was easy, at that age, to think that one knew better than 
one’s “stuffy” relatives what was best for one’s life. Hadn’t Rose 
thought the same thing? Yet the steps she had so confidently 
taken had led only to disaster. It made her heart ache to think 
of it, now more than ever.
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