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Prologue

APRIL 10, 1865
PHILADELPHIA, PA

fter four years of conflict and bitterness between the
North and the South, General Robert E. Lee had sur-
rendered the day before to Ulysses S. Grant at a place
called Appomattox Court House. For all his ten years, Spencer
Duval could only remember the country at war, and he really
had no idea of what surrender might mean for the country.
His father, Harrison Duval, had been gone much of the
time during the conflict, working for the Pinkerton Agency,
hunting down deserters, profiteers, and other criminal types
who sought to benefit from the country’s condition. Spen-
cer and his mother, meanwhile, kept the home fires burn-
ing in Philadelphia while they prayed for Pa’s safety as he
performed his job. They prayed, too, for the war to stay far
away from the city of “Brotherly Love.” Nothing was more
terrifying to Spencer’s mother than the thought of a war
being fought in their hometown. It was frightening enough
to both when the Battles of Gettysburg and Hanover had
taken place just two years earlier. But now, Spencer knew a
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sense of victory and elation, as most of the celebratory crowd
did. His father, however, said there was still a lot to do. That
gave Spencer’s mother very little to celebrate. She worried
that his job with the Pinkertons was even more dangerous
than fighting in the war.

“It’s good that this war has finally come to an end,” Spen-
cer’s father said as the people around them continued to
celebrate. He’d only been home a few days, and even then,
it was only because the man he was hunting had been seen
in town. Spencer had been intrigued by his father’s stories
of Eugene Astor, a bounty jumper, who pretended to sign
up to fight in the war only to take the bonuses offered and
flee. Astor and his brothers had made a career over the last
four years of robbing the government this way. Theirs was
a treasonable act, and Astor’s two younger brothers had al-
ready been killed, having refused to surrender when caught
by the Pinkertons. Only Astor remained, and he had proven
nearly impossible to locate, much less to capture.

Pa tightened his hold on Spencer’s shoulder. Spencer
looked up to see his father’s jaw clench. It was a sure sign
that he’d spotted something.

“Do you see him, Pa?”

Spencer had been instructed to not gawk around while
looking for the man. Not that he knew what Eugene Astor
looked like. Pa had explained to Spencer what they were
doing and why. He figured a man in the crowd with a boy at
his side wouldn’t be seen as a threat—definitely not thought
of as a Pinkerton.

The idea of being a part of his father’s covert operation
had excited Spencer to no end. He longed to grow up and
follow in his father’s footsteps. He wanted so much to be a
Pinkerton and root out criminals. When his father was able
to be home, Spencer had listened to his stories for hours
while Pa worked to show Spencer tricks of the trade. Now
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Spencer got to see him working up close. It was the proud-
est day of his life.

“No, I thought I did, but it wasn’t him.”

A man took the podium atop the outdoor stage and began.
“Friends, we have come here today to give thanks to God
for putting an end to this horrific and abominable war. Let
us pray.”

Spencer noted most everyone bowed their head in rever-
ence, but Pa took the opportunity to sweep the crowd. He
didn’t miss a thing, and Spencer tried to be just as astute.
Pa always told him to look for the thing that was out of the
ordinary—the person or object that didn’t belong.

Every man in attendance had removed his hat, including
Pa, with exception to one. That man now eased across the
farthest gathering of people. He wasn’t at all remarkable in
appearance, but the fact that he wasn’t praying with the oth-
ers struck Spencer as odd. It struck his father as infinitely
more. He took off, weaving his way through the audience.
Spencer had his instructions for just such an occasion. He
was to move closer to the stage and stay there until his father
returned for him. But something in Spencer refused to be
obedient. He followed his father instead.

The man who’d been moving through the back of the
crowd disappeared down the alley. Pa gave pursuit, and Spen-
cer did as well. Somewhere among the people was Pa’s best
friend, Aloysius Gable, another Pinkerton. Spencer glanced
around, wondering if Al had already maneuvered around to
corner Astor.

The prayer was finished, and the speaker introduced some-
one to great applause. Spencer didn’t care. He was struggling
to keep up with his father. It dawned on him more than once
that he needed to stop and return to the stage. His father
had made it clear that he wasn’t to follow him. It was far too
dangerous. Astor hadn’t been known to kill, but now that he
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knew his brothers were dead, there was no telling what he
might be compelled to do. He just might be of a mind to seek
revenge. Pa and Al had even discussed the possibility that
Astor would seek to shoot down some of the men speaking
that day. One of the men had been among Harrison Duval’s
team searching for Astor’s brothers. When they had been
fired upon by Calvin Astor, it was this man who had claimed
the death shot. He was also a war hero and slated to speak
to the crowd since he was home recovering from a wound
that had taken his left arm.

Pa disappeared momentarily, and Spencer strained to see
where he’d gone. They were headed for the alley, so Spencer
kept moving toward it, hoping that once he cleared the mass
of people, he’d once again see his father.

He broke through a group of older women, who chided
him for his rudeness. He tipped his cap and pressed on. There
would be time to apologize later. Right now, he had to find
Pa. He stepped into the alley, seeing nothing. The applause
erupting behind him made it difficult to listen for telltale
signs of activity, but Spencer finally heard what sounded
like boot steps running. He sprang forward, hoping he might
reach his father and Al just as they caught their man.

The sound of gunfire slowed his pace only momentarily.
Spencer knew his father was armed. Al, too, carried a gun. But
it was a single shot he heard. No exchange. Whoever had fired
had either hit his mark or was prevented from firing again.

Something came barreling around the corner. Spencer
pressed himself against the brick wall and watched as a cou-
ple of stray cats yowled and a large wooly dog came bounding
down the alley. The stench of trash assaulted Spencer’s nose
as the cats ripped through some unmentionable slop and
dashed across the toes of Spencer’s boots. The dog followed,
not giving Spencer a second glance.

There was shouting around the next corner, and Spencer
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refocused on why he’d come in the first place. He crept down
the alley, doing his best to be silent and invisible. The alley
came to a T at the end, and Spencer knew he’d have to go
right or left. The voices were coming from the right, and so
he figured that was where he’d find his father. He hugged
the wall with his cheek flat against the brick. In complete
silence, he stretched his neck just far enough to peek around
the corner.

“You’re done for, Astor. Give up like a man and accept your
consequences.” Pa stood facing a man matching the descrip-
tion of Astor he had shared prior to their outing. The man
was of medium build with brown hair combed straight back,
and a scar edged the left side of his lower jaw. He was dressed
like many of the politicians and businessmen who’d amassed
around the stage. Three-piece brown suit with a frock coat
that hit mid-thigh. White shirt, black tie, and scuffed black
boots. He also held a revolver, not so unlike the one Spen-
cer’s father held.

“We are at a standoff, Pinkerton, but I will end that mo-
mentarily. If ’'m not mistaken, you are one of the men who
helped corner my brothers. Poor Calvin and Amos.” He gave
a tsking sound. “Cut down in their prime, and for what?”

“For lying to the government. For signing up to fight, tak-
ing the bonuses offered, and then deserting. Last count I
had, you and your brothers pulled that scheme nearly two
hundred times in as many towns.”

Astor smiled. “And that was worthy of death? We did what
we had to in order to keep our mother fed and housed. If
we’d left to fight in that senseless war, she’d have been alone.
What did we do that harmed anyone? What did they do that
was worthy of death?”

Spencer watched his father. His gaze never left Astor. He
stood completely still, gun leveled at the man’s heart. Astor
did likewise. Neither seemed to so much as blink.
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“You broke the law and deceived the government. You
weren’t the only bounty jumpers, but you were the busiest.”

“You can hardly fault a man for being good at what he
does,” Astor said with a slight shrug. “But that still isn’t call
to kill two young men who’d never harmed a single soul in
their lives.”

“They were the first to draw their guns and fire. They
refused to surrender and meant to kill us.”

“Out of desperation to remain alive.”

“We wouldn’t have shot them if they’d surrendered.”
Spencer noted the tone of his father’s voice. He wanted an
end to this matter . .. a peaceful solution. His father hated
taking a life and would much rather take Astor in alive. At
least he hadn’t dropped to one knee. His father routinely
knelt when certain he would have to fire his weapon. The
fact that he hadn’t yet gave Spencer hope that maybe Astor
would give up.

“No, you would have hanged them for treason.”

“This is at an end, Astor. You’re under arrest. Drop the
gun.”

For just a moment, Spencer thought the man was going
to comply—then everything seemed to happen at once. Pa
went down on his knee as Astor’s eyes narrowed, and a single
shot rang out.

Spencer watched his father’s head lurch. The revolver fell
from his hands. Without thinking, Spencer screamed and
ran to him. “Pa!” He grabbed hold of his father’s shoulders
and pulled him back. The life had gone out of his eyes. He
was dead.

“No, Pa. Don’t die. Pa!” Spencer cradled his father’s bloody
head and rocked back and forth, mindless of Astor.

To his surprise, the man came and knelt beside them.
“The score has been settled. This is a day to end all wars.”

Spencer stared at him from tear-blurred eyes and mem-
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orized everything about Astor. His score might have been
settled, but not Spencer’s. One day he would find Eugene
Astor and make him pay for what he’d done.

A shout and several voices sounded from somewhere be-
hind Spencer. Astor got to his feet and fled down the alley.
Spencer could still hear the man’s voice. Still see his blue
eyes search Spencer’s face as if looking for an answer to a
question he’d not posed.

The score hasn’t been settled, Mr. Astor. This war isn’t over.

JANUARY 23, 1875
CHEYENNE, WYOMING TERRITORY

“What did Mrs. Ostrander mean that you’re my mama-
sister?” Carrie Vogel asked her mother.

“Carrie, we’ve talked about this before.” Her mother kept
ironing the shirt she was working on. “Remember we talked
about how my mama died when I was young, and yours died
when you were born. Her name was Sarah, and she was my
stepmother. She married our father. When she died, I prom-
ised her I would take care of you.”

“I don’t understand. How can you be my mama and my
sister?” Carrie struggled to comprehend it all. She had never
really paid much attention to what was being said about the
origins of her birth. Marybeth Vogel was the only mother she
had ever known. Edward Vogel was her father.

Her mother stopped the ironing and fixed Carrie with a
loving gaze. “Come sit with me, and we’ll go over everything
one more time.” She put the iron on the stove and then
headed for the door.

Carrie followed her mother to the living room and took
a seat in the chair her father usually sat in. A warming fire
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blazed in the hearth as Mama took to her rocking chair. Car-
rie glanced to the window to see snow was falling once again.
It was beautiful, and she usually loved to watch it, but today
she felt such a jumble of feelings. Ever since Mrs. Ostrander
had said what she had, Carrie had the sensation that she was
about to lose something important. Mama began to speak,
and Carrie forced her attention away from the snow.

“Sarah Murphy was your mother—the woman who gave
birth to you. She married our father, Klaus Kruger, in 1864.
You were born in December of 1865. I was eighteen years old,
and Sarah and I had become close friends. I loved her very
much. I'loved you too. I always wanted brothers and sisters.

“You were so tiny and sweet. A head of blond wavy hair
just as you have now. And those blue eyes—eyes with a color
unlike any other.”

Carrie had often had complete strangers talk about her
eyes. They were powerful and a shade very unlike most. They
seemed almost illuminated, her mama had once said. Asifa
light were shining within them to draw everyone’s attention
to their intense blue color.

“From the moment I first saw you, I fell in love with you.”
Mama smiled in her reassuring way. “I was so proud to be
your big sister. But then your mama got sicker, and the doctor
said he couldn’t save her. She knew she was going to die and
made me promise to take care of you—to be your mama. I
gave my word that I would, and she died. From that moment
on, I became your mama. I’ve taken care of you as a mama
would. I've loved you and raised you. Our father died when
you were not quite two years old, but he, too, loved you very
much. He often said that his girls reminded him of happier
times. Then I married Edward Vogel—the man you know
as your papa. He gave you his name, just as he did me. He
loves you dearly, just as he loves your brothers and sister.”

“So nobody is my real mama and papa?”
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“Oh, Carrie, come here.” Mama held her arms open, and
Carrie climbed up on her lap. Mama’s arms wrapped around
her. “Carrie, sometimes real mamas and papas are people
who come along to do the job when others couldn’t. 'm no
less your mother just because I was your sister first. We’re
just doubly blessed with a bond that can never be broken.
Your papa feels the same way. We are your real parents and
always will be.”

Carrie placed her head on Mama’s shoulder. “It just feels
sad. I wish I could have known my mama Sarah and papa
Klaus.”

“I wish you could have too. I tell you what. I can tell you
stories about them so that you’ll get to know them that way.
I can tell you how much they loved you and how happy they
were to know they had a beautiful baby girl. Your mama
was so excited for you to be born. She and I made all sorts
of little clothes for you. I saved some of the ones she made
because I wanted you to have them one day. Would you like
to see them now?”

Carrie jumped up. “Yes! Where are they:”

Mama laughed and headed for her bedroom. “They’re in
my hope chest. Come along.”

They went into her parents’ bedroom, and at the foot of
the bed was a large cedar chest. Mama opened it and began
going through some of the contents. She set aside an assort-
ment of things and finally pulled up a paper-wrapped bundle.

Untying the twine, Mama glanced at Carrie. “Your mama
could make the most beautiful clothes. Her embroidery was
absolute perfection. She made these little gowns for you
while you grew inside of her. She made a lot of other things,
too, but these were special.”

She pulled open the paper, and inside there were three
tiny gowns in a soft white material. Mama held up one and
pointed to the tiny rosebuds embroidered across the bodice.
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“I didn’t bring a lot with us when we moved here from
Indiana, but these were important to keep. I wanted to make
sure you had something to remember your—” She paused
and then smiled. “To remember Mama-Sarah. She was sure
that you were going to be a girl. She said she just felt con-
fident of that. Still, she wanted to be prudent, so she only
made these three special gowns.”

Carrie touched the edge of the lace that graced the tiny
collar. Mama-Sarah had made this specially for her.

“Why did she die?” Carrie traced the rosebuds, trying hard
to understand a loss that she couldn’t explain.

“She was just too weak to pull through.”

“Did me getting born kill her?”

Mama shook her head and reached out to touch Carrie’s
cheek. “She was never all that strong, but she was so excited
about having a baby. There was only good about you.” Mama
smiled and put the rosebud gown aside to show Carrie the
next.

It was hard to concentrate on the gowns, however. Carrie’s
heart broke at the thought of the woman who’d given her
life. It was hard for her to understand why God had allowed
her to die. Still, she loved her mama and papa, even if they
weren’t the ones who had been there first.

“You can keep these with your special things, if you like,”
Mama said, refolding the gowns when Carrie got up and
moved to the edge of the bed.

“Is Mama-Sarah with Jesus?”

“Absolutely. Papa-Klaus too. You know the Bible says
when we are absent from our earthly bodies, we are present
with the Lord. Your mother and our father loved Jesus very
much. They would be so proud that you decided to accept
Jesus as your Savior. You’ll see them again one day, Carrie.
They both loved God and served Him faithfully. Until then,
I hope you’ll know how much your papa and I love you.”
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Mama finished rewrapping the baby gowns, then came
to where Carrie sat. She handed her the bundle, then put a
finger under her chin to raise her face.

“No matter what else has happened in your life, you have
been dearly loved by many people and always will be.”

Although Mama’s words were comforting, Carrie couldn’t
help but feel that there was still something missing. Some-
thing that left a hole in her heart that couldn’t be filled.
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CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
JANUARY 1890

r. Carrie Vogel read through the American Journal of

Insanity for the latest articles and information on brain

conditions and disorders. When she reached page six,
she froze, unable to believe what she was seeing. She scanned
the article not once but twice, flipping the page back and
forth as if the words might change.

All her life, Carrie had been fascinated with medicine and
healing. About the age of twelve, she started reading every-
thing she could get her hands on about medicine, and she
helped Mama tend wounds and deliver babies. She advanced
through school quickly, and by the time she’d reached six-
teen, she was ready for college, just as her younger brother
Daniel was now. It had taken some doing to talk her parents
into allowing her to leave home and attend a women’s col-
lege. It was an even harder time getting the college to accept
her at such a young age, but after testing her both on paper
and orally, everyone acquiesced. Carrie was something of a
prodigy, and the college was suddenly excited to welcome
her.
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Carrie had wondered if her birth mother might have lived
had there been a better doctor. But as she studied more and
received intense training, she found her interests led her
away from women’s birthing needs and instead sent her to
the brain. Few understood her passion for neuroscience and
brain trauma, but since first hearing about Phineas Gage,
Carrie had known this would be her field of interest.

In 1848, Gage had been a twenty-five-year-old railroad fore-
man when a large tamping bar ripped through his head. It en-
tered just below his left cheek, flew up behind his eye and out
the top of his skull, destroying much of his left frontal lobe.
Even more amazing, he lived to tell about it for a dozen years
after that fateful day. The great “American Crowbar Case,”
as it was often referenced, was a topic doctors discussed at
length had they any interest whatsoever in the brain.

Carrie had been a second-year student at the Women’s
Medical College in Chicago not so many years ago. The doc-
tor speaking had been one of her favorite professors. He was
an older man in his sixties with a passion for the brain and
the medical conditions that involved it. Dr. Ambrose Willaby
had been his name, and his reputation was known far and
wide. He had worked with the very team of doctors who had
treated Gage. When he taught about Gage, he was intricate
in his information, explaining everything and drawing out
the details.

“Mr. Gage was working with black powder, and the tamping
bar sparked an explosion. Mr. Gage had his mouth open to speak
when the bar, some one and a quarter inches in diameter and
three feet-seven inches long ripped through the left side of his face
at a point just forward of the mandible and outside the maxilla.
It proceeded behind the left occipital orbit in an upward trajec-
tory and into the left frontal lobe of the brain. It exited out of the
cranium, flying approximately eighty feet away. When retrieved,
the tamp bar showed both blood and brain matter.”
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Carrie remembered Phineas Gage had suffered only mo-
mentary unconsciousness and a brief seizure. He had quickly
settled and begun talking to the men around him. On his way
to the doctor, he even wrote notes in his foreman’s ledger.
His resilience had baffled and drawn interest from people
far and wide.

Carrie knew it was difficult enough to be a woman physi-
cian. People seemed tolerant of a female doctor tending to
women and their complaints, but one who wanted to work
in brain research was an object of scorn or amusement.

Thankfully, Carrie had found Dr. Oswald Nelson felt dif-
ferently. Oswald was a gentle soul whose work and studies
of the brain had been going on for a lot longer than Carrie’s.
In fact, he was fifteen years her senior and had, like her, gone
to college at a young age. Both were superb in their stud-
ies, making perfect marks, and both had a great passion for
medicine. The most troublesome difference was that Carrie
was awoman and Oswald, a man. His interest was applauded
and hailed as brilliant, while Carrie was often condemned
for her unnatural fascination with the sciences. She toler-
ated people’s attitudes toward her interest but had never
stopped longing for a day when her work as a doctor could
be as equally respected as Oswald’s.

Now, however, it didn’t look like that was ever going to
happen. She looked back at the article in the journal and felt
a surge of bitter anger. Betrayal! Oswald had taken her work
and published it as his own. Again.

How could he do such an abominable thing? They were en-
gaged to be married. They worked side by side at his research
clinic. He constantly sought her opinion and had convinced
her that he respected her as an equal.

Carrie had worked for over a year with a thirteen-year-old
girl who had received horrific brain damage after a carriage
accident. Her skull had been crushed on one side, but the
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impact had shifted the brain, causing damage on the other
side as well. Once the patient stabilized and it became clear
she would live, most of her doctors gave up believing she
would ever be able to do anything. She had lost her ability
to speak, didn’t seem to recognize her family, and reverted
in many ways to an infantile-like state. But Carrie worked
with her, keeping meticulous notes and experimenting with
various therapies to help the child reclaim her skills. Little
by little, her recovery was remarkable.

Carrie had shared the details with Oswald. She was con-
vinced that because of the girl’s youth, the brain had been
able to redirect impulses and heal itself. Her speculation on
how this was managed had been of great interest to other
doctors, and Oswald had taken credit for all of her work.

Letting out a primal grunt of disgust, Carrie threw the
journal across her office, slamming it against the open door.
Her rage didn’t stop there. She’d had it. She was done with
Oswald and his lies. He’d taken credit for her research on at
least four other occasions. Enough was enough.

She reached for a stack of books and papers, uncertain
what to do. For the moment, she figured to go home to her
little apartment, which unfortunately happened to be in the
same building as Oswald’s. No doubt as soon as he learned
she was gone, he’d seek her out, and she had no desire to ever
see him again. Not even to denounce his actions.

She glanced at the top of her desk and swept most of the
contents into the right top drawer and locked it. With her
anger still mounting, Carrie knew she needed to leave before
she took it out on the other workers.

But it was too late. The noise had already attracted at-
tention, and someone had obviously gone to the lab to tell
Oswald because he now stood in her doorway.

“Whatever is wrong, my love?”
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Carrie stopped and pointed at him. “You! You are what’s
wrong. How dare you?”

He gave her a confused expression and drew his hand
to his chest. “What have I done to upset you like this?” He
moved to close the door and noted the journal on the floor.
Without a word, he picked it up.

“You stole my work. You took credit for my research and
my insight. You took my discoveries from the months I've
spent with patients and claimed it for your own.”

He closed the door and turned to face her. His soft expres-
sion was gone, and instead, it was replaced by the determined
look Carrie knew all too well.

“My dear, we’ve spoken of this before. You are a woman
and new to this field. I am a longtime veteran, and the in-
dustry knows my name well. No one is going to listen to you
as a researcher. I’'m really doing you a favor.”

“Well, your favor has changed my mind about everything.”
She reached for a carpet bag that she often used to transport
books back and forth from her home to the office. There
wasn’t a great deal of research done on the type of things
she hoped to learn, but through the years she’d managed to
accumulate some helpful material, and she wasn’t about to
leave it for Oswald Nelson to use or dispose of.

“You’re obviously upset, and I understand. Why don’t we
go enjoy a sumptuous dinner and talk about this in a calmer
environment.”

Carrie stopped again and looked at him. “I am a good
doctor. I was the top of my class.”

“A class for women.”

“It’s a highly regarded college. You've said so yourself on
many occasions.”

He smirked. It was the one thing he knew better than to
do, and Carrie found the last bit of respect she had for him
dwindle away.
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“Carrie, you’re upset, and in time youw’ll see that this was
all for the best.”

“What I see is a man who has clearly come to the end of his
ability to find his own discoveries. Therefore, I quit. Not only
this job, I quit you. There is no love where there is no trust.”

“Now, stop being a child and think about this. We make
an incredible team. Your research and my fame will take us
far. People will give credence to what you believe, and the
discoveries you make will be placed in the archives of edu-
cation for the future. You cannot accomplish that on your
own. No one is going to listen to you, and if you leave me,
I'll make sure they don’t.”

“Do your worst, Oswald.” His threats had the strange re-
sult of calming her. She shook her head. “I’'m not in the least
bit concerned. My reputation precedes me, and my research
and discoveries will speak for themselves. You aren’t the only
doctor searching for answers. There are a great many other
people working toward a better understanding of the brain.
And, if youwll recall, I've been invited by several of those bril-
liant doctors to come and work with them.”

“But with a letter from me, you will no longer be wanted.
I can make it so that you can never practice medicine, much
less be taken seriously in research.”

“So great is your love, Oswald.” Despite his threats, she
suddenly felt sorry for him. She had been providing him
with a phase of research that had taken them in a completely
different direction. A direction that had taken other scien-
tific teams by surprise. She hadn’t argued when he’d gone to
lecture and speak one-on-one with numerous doctors and
researchers. He had assured her that he would give her equal
credit. Over the past year, however, it was becoming more
and more obvious that this wasn’t the case, and in the article,
he hadn’t mentioned her at all. He’d taken full credit for all
the information.
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“Don’t give me that look of pity, Carrie. I can and will do
just fine without you.”

“Yes, perhaps you’ll find another adoring student to take
under your wing. Someone who is innovative and thinks in
ways that go outside the normal parameters set by science.
But youw’ll never really understand how my mind works.”
She turned to load several books in her bag. “I’d rather be a
librarian and never read another medical journal than live
with your deceit.”

As if he finally understood her sincerity, Oswald took an-
other direction. He moved closer and held out his hands.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to go off like that. It’s just that
... well, it reminded me of my father. He is always so insult-
ing, as you know.”

Oswald’s father was also a doctor, but his field of expertise
was the heart. Carrie had seen the man cut Oswald down to
size on more than one occasion.

“Perhaps I can see now that he had good reason for his
lack of tolerance where you are concerned.”

“You can’t mean that. You know how I've suffered because
of him. And you know that my love for you is undying. I didn’t
mean to upset you so. I will send a letter immediately to the
journal and tell them that you were the one who discovered
our findings. We can take equal credit, and though we might
not receive the attention and esteem that could have come
otherwise, I'm sure we can work beyond this upset.”

Carrie could hardly believe that he was still insisting she
stay. “No, Oswald. 'm done with you. Finished. I have no
feelings left for you whatsoever except bitterness and re-
morse for having ever allowed you in my life.”

He came around the desk and took hold of her arm. “Please
let your anger go. You’ll see in the long run that this will all
work out. You’ll one day make a name for yourself.”

“Yes. Yes, I will. But the name I make will be as Vogel, not
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Nelson. I'm not sorry to end this, Oswald. I thought I might
be, but ’'m not. Now release me. I want to finish collecting
my things and go.”

“Those things belong to our clinic.”

“No, they don’t. I have a great many personal texts I've
brought in from home, and they’re coming with me. If you
don’t like it, bring in the police. I have receipts to show for
everything.” She gave him a sad smile. “Keeping files and
papers on purchases as well as my research findings was
something you taught me. I practice it faithfully.”

She turned and pulled a stack of books from the shelf
behind her desk. “If you have any honor left, you’ll forward
the money owed me.” She finished with the books and picked
up a pen. Writing out her father and mother’s address, she
wondered for a moment if she could really return home.
She’d been gone for so long. She had tried to remain on
everyone’s good side, and her parents had come to see her
justlastyear. They’d no doubt welcome her with open arms,
but could she stay there without her work? Her life would
have little meaning without it.

“Here, this is the address of my parents in Cheyenne. For-
ward a bank draft there.” She pushed the paper toward his
side of the desk, then closed the carpet bag. For a moment,
she wished it could be different. She didn’t care about the
engagement, but they had been doing such great research
here in Chicago. She would miss her patients and the people
she had worked with.

“I know this isn’t what you want to do. I can read you
like a book.”

His comment brought her out of her thoughts. “No, you
can’t. 'm written in a language you can’t even begin to com-
prehend.” With that, she took up the carpet bag. It was much
too heavy, but she wasn’t about to show that to Oswald.
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Instead, she moved across the office, back straight and gaze
fixed on the door.

“You’ll come back. You can’t leave like this. You will miss
it too much.”

Carrie kept walking, knowing that if she stopped, she
might change her mind. She would miss the work. More than
she wanted to admit.

“What a horrible thing to do to someone,” Rebecca Broad-
street declared as she shared a cup of tea with Carrie.

Rebecca lived with her elderly aunt and mother in the
apartment next to Carrie’s. She had heard Carrie come home,
and since it was the middle of the day, she felt it her duty
to investigate. Carrie had no reason to keep the truth from
Rebecca and so shared every detail, including the broken
engagement.

“He’s wicked to have stolen your work.”

Carrie nursed her tea and nodded. “I should have expected
it. He’s done it so many times before. Still, I thought we’d
talked it through, and he was going to stop and start giving
me full credit for that which was mine.”

“I suppose as a man he doesn’t feel the need to acknowl-
edge your work. It’s probably easy to steal your thoughts
and print them as his own. After all, who is going to believe
a lady could be smarter than a man?”

“It’s never even been about being smarter. I love what I
do. I want to keep researching the brain so that we can fix
the problems that come from disease and injury. There are
all sorts of issues that affect the brain, and if we can do re-
search and study them out, we can find cures. We can better
understand how the brain works. Right now, it’s still such
a mystery.”
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“Goodness, but you are so far above me in those kinds
of things.” Rebecca put her cup down and shook her head.
“I can’t imagine finding such things important, but I’'m so
glad that you do. Since my mama has gotten old, she doesn’t
reason at all like she did when she was younger. Sometimes
she doesn’t even know where she’s at or who I am. If you
were to figure out what caused her to forget, well, I know
there are a great many people in the world who would be
grateful for a cure.”

Carrie gave her friend a smile. “There’s just so much to
learn, and I know God has put me here to work in this field.
I guess I just don’t know what He has in mind for me to do
next.”

“Give Him time, deary. He’ll show you. He’s faithful to us
that way. Trust in Him. That’s what gets me through each
day. Sometimes, when my mama doesn’t know me, I won-
der how I can possibly go on. How can a mother forget her
child? I ask myself. But then I remind myself, she might have
forgotten, but I haven’t. She was the best of mothers and
deserves the best of care.”

“You’re a good woman, Rebecca. Your mother and her
sister are blessed to have you.”

Rebecca blushed and lowered her head. “I'hope you’ll find
a way to help them someday.”

Carrie reached out and patted her hand. “I hope so too.”

For several long moments neither woman spoke, then at
the sound of a whistle blowing from somewhere in the city,
Rebecca’s head popped up, and she jumped to her feet. “Oh
goodness. It’s five o’clock. I must get supper on. Thanks for
the tea.” She moved to the door and opened it. She paused,
however, and looked back.

“You're better off without him. I'll miss you, but going home
is a good idea. I just feel it here,” she said, putting her hand
over her heart. Then she left, closing the door behind her.
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Carrie hoped she was right. It wasn’t that there were any
real problems between her and her folks. They all got along
well enough. Carrie and her siblings were quite close. She
couldn’t really explain why she’d moved away . . . stayed
away. She supposed, in part, her reasonings had to do with
the scars of the past. She loved her parents, but for all the
love they’d given, Carrie still had an empty place in her heart.
How could she ever admit to that? They’d been good to her.
They had loved her as much as anyone could love another
person. Carrie had always felt safe and protected by her fa-
ther and mother. So how could she be so ungracious as to
mourn the loss of something she’d never had in the first
place?

At times she hated herself for feeling that way. Yet, there
was always that emptiness. Always that sense of something
missing that should have been there. She found herself un-
able to stop wondering about her birth father and mother.
What might her life have been had they lived?

She heaved a sigh. “You’ve got to let it go. You are never
going to know the answers to those questions. No one can
possibly tell you what might have been.”

She chided herself with the same words she always used
when these feelings came about. Mama would have told her
to pray about it and ask God for His guidance, but God had
been the one to orchestrate it all. He was the one with power
over life and death. He could have left her parents to raise
her, but He hadn’t. He’d taken them. He’d taken them both
away from a baby, and that was something Carrie simply
could not understand.

The very idea seemed cruel and unfeeling. And frankly,
for all her prayers, there never seemed any comfort being
offered. Of course, she would never denounce God. She be-
lieved completely in the salvation offered her through Jesus
and did her best to honor the commandments He’d given.
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“But I fail miserably at loving God with all my heart and
soul and mind, and loving others as myself.” The whispered
confession seemed to echo off the walls.

She glanced at the clock and began to gather up the tea
things. She had theater rehearsal tonight at six. Long ago,
when faced with needing to do something to take her mind
off research and patient cases, Carrie had signed up for the
local theater group of amateurs. They were a fun bunch and
performed for free to entertain poor children in a wide va-
riety of plays and musicals that seemed to bring unlimited
happiness.

Carrie knew she’d have to let them know she was leaving.
She had no desire to stick around Chicago for any longer
than she needed to. She would explain to her landlord in
the morning and pack up her belongings. By this time next
week, she’d be back in Cheyenne.

If only that thought would bring comfort.
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lay practice had gone well, but Spencer’s heart wasn’t

in it. He was grateful just to be the understudy for the

handsome prince rather than hold the starring role.
Acting had been a wonderful release for him over the years.
After particularly stressful days seeking to bring criminals
to justice with the Pinkertons, Spencer felt the theater was
an escape. Not only that, but many of the men and women
employed by the Pinkerton Agency were encouraged to take
on acting lessons in order to better play roles in which they
might stop illegal activities.

Spencer hadn’t really intended to stay with the amateur
theater for as long as he had, but his attraction to Dr. Car-
rie Vogel had kept him interested enough to remain. Carrie
was unlike most of the young women he’d met. She was
brilliant and more than a little talented in a wide variety
of things. Spencer had done some research into her back-
ground and education, as well as the job she currently held.
She wasn’t sitting around hosting tea parties or seeking to
better herself in marriage. She was engaged, but Spencer
could tell that the biggest attraction Carrie held for the man
was their common interest in medical research. In fact, he’d
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done some investigating on Oswald Nelson. The man didn’t
come across as someone who could be trusted but, as far as
Spencer knew, had done nothing illegal. Upon meeting the
man, Spencer was even less impressed. But Carrie was an
entirely different story.

Spencer could listen to Carrie talk about her studies for
hours. She was fascinated by her patients and their needs,
whereas her fiancé was fascinated with himself.

Spying Carrie, Spencer made his way to her. She seemed
no more interested in playing her role as the beautiful prin-
cess than he did the role of prince’s understudy. Before he
could ask her what was wrong, the director approached the
group.

“As you know, we have one more week before we open
the play,” the man began. “I need all of you to make sure
you have been fitted for your costumes. We will meet every
night and all day Saturday to make certain that we are ready.
If you have any concerns, please voice them now.”

Carrie stepped forward. “I’'m afraid I am giving my notice.
I learned today that I will be returning to Cheyenne in a mat-
ter of days. I know that Lydia can handle the role perfectly.”
She glanced at the young woman who was her backup. “I do
apologize that I couldn’t give you more warning.”

There was a buzz of comments among the actors and ac-
tresses while the director did his best to consider the situa-
tion. Finally, he gave a nod and motioned to Lydia. “Come to
my office. Mary, you come as well. Carrie, I can only imagine
this has something to do with either your work or family
and therefore will not pry; however, we are heartily sorry to
lose you. It has been a pleasure to have you working with us
this last year.”

“Thank you.” She turned away and headed to her dress-
ing room.

Spencer followed at a distance. He wasn’t at all sure what
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was going on, but it at least gave him an answer as to why
she’d seemed distracted, even troubled, that evening.

Carrie was pulling on her fitted jacket when Spencer
reached the doorway. He stood silently watching . . . wait-
ing for her to notice him. When she did, he could only offer
her a smile.

“What was that all about?”

“It’s a long story.”

“Good, then you can tell me over a late supper. I haven’t
eaten yet, and you have a look that suggests you probably
haven’t either.”

“I haven’t.” She picked up her purse and wool hooded
cloak. “Where did you have in mind to go?”

Their friendship over the last year had given them a fa-
miliarity with each other that Spencer would have liked to
have moved toward something more intimate, had Dr. Vogel
not been engaged.

“I was thinking perhaps O’Malley’s. They have the best
Irish stew and soda bread.”

Carrie actually smiled. “I should have expected that from
an Irishman.”

“I’'m only part Irish. I could have suggested French, En-
glish, or German food just as easily,” he teased.

“O’Malley’s is fine. Let’s go.” She brushed past him, head-
ing for the back exit. She paused only long enough to put on
her gloves and pull her cloak around her shoulders, then she
raised the hood to cover her lovely blond hair.

Spencer followed after her, taking hold of her arm as they
stepped into the alley. “You’ve a taste for danger tonight.
Dark alleys aren’t exactly the safest place to be.”

“But I'm with a Pinkerton and have no fears. I know
you’re armed and alert. You’ve already noticed the drunk
at the end of the alley and the policeman who’s about to
roust him. I’'m fairly certain you’ve even seen the little boy
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and his dog who are hiding behind that stack of pallets at
the opposite end.”

“What about the shirtless old man on the fire escape up
three stories?”

She laughed as they continued to move in the direction
of the police officer. “I saw him.”

“You’re getting better at observation.”

“T'had agood teacher.” Carrie looped her arm through his.
“All of your suggestions have made me a better researcher. I
never imagined that Pinkerton training would help in medi-
cal findings, but careful observation is needed in both. And
just as with criminal investigations, medical situations are
often not what they seem.”

Spencer was surprised by how carefree she suddenly
seemed. He was even more surprised by the way she clung
to his arm. Usually, she allowed very little physical touch.

“So tell me what’s happened. Something has changed.”

“Your observation skills are as good as ever.” Carrie gave
him a quick glance and waited until they reached the street.

The policeman was far too concerned with the drunk to
give them much attention, but Spencer gave him a nod as
he looked up. The man seemed to recognize Spencer as safe
and nodded in return.

The streets were crowded tonight. Chicago was always
alive with masses of people moving quickly from one place
to another. Spencer spied several he figured to be up to no
good. No doubt at least a dozen pickpockets were working
the block. He’d already picked out six who were wreaking
havoc.

“Keep your purse close,” he whispered against Carrie’s ear.

He maneuvered her through the people and past the
dangers until they safely entered O’Malley’s. Here, Spencer
relaxed a bit. He knew the people and the layout. The folks
were good, honest souls who kept the rowdies under con-
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trol. And unlike most of the pubs around the neighborhood,
Sean O’Malley believed in limiting his customers’ drinks.
When they started showing signs of becoming disorderly, he
vacated them from the premises in quick order. Given Sean
was six-foot-six and weighed two hundred and fifty pounds
of solid muscle, few questioned his decisions. If they did
choose to protest, they didn’t do it more than once.

Spencer found them a table in the corner and motioned
the serving girl over. She fixed him with a smile. He knew
she fancied him. She’d done her best to sweet-talk him on
more than one occasion.

“Spencer, for sure I’ve missed yar company. Yar lookin’
mighty fine tonight.”

“Thanks, Eileen.” Spencer looked to Carrie. “Do you know
what you want to eat?”

“Not really. Why don’t you order for the both of us.”

Spencer sensed Carrie was overwhelmed with all that she
had on her mind. “We’ll have the special and coffee.”

“Ah, now luv, wouldn’t ya want to be havin’ a fine pint
with yar food? And what about the lady?” Eileen winked at
Spencer. “A bit of ale would thaw that ice.”

“Coftee will be just fine, Eileen.”

She shrugged and walked away, avoiding the customers
who seemed inclined to draw her attention by being a bit
too familiar.

“She’s rather forward, isn’t she?” Carrie said, pulling off
her gloves.

“She is, but she knows I’m not interested. Now, tell me
what’s happened.” Spencer wasted no time.

Carrie drew a deep breath and settled back against the
back of the booth. “I put an end to most of my life today.”

He frowned. “What do you mean by that?”

“I ended my engagement and my position at the Nelson
Research Laboratory.”
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“Start at the beginning and tell me everything.” Spencer
wanted to say he was particularly interested in the part where
she ended her engagement, but he said nothing.

Carrie unbuttoned her cloak and shrugged out of it. “Well,
if you’re really sure you want to hear it.”

He laughed. “I want to know it all.”

Just then Eileen returned with two coffees. It was exactly
what was needed to ward off the cold. “I’ll be right back with
yar stew and bread.”

“The coffee smells nutty,” Carrie commented, bringing
the cup to her nose. “I much prefer the coffee here to almost
anywhere else.”

“I do too. They make a good lamb stew as well.”

Eileen came with their stew, as well as a plate of soda
bread and butter. “Ya might wanna save room for dessert.”
She leaned a little closer to Spencer. “We’ve got a fine bread
pudding and a vanilla sauce that will make you weep. There’s
even fresh cream if yar preferrin’.”

“Eileen! Come bring me a beer!” a man yelled from across
the room.

She rolled her gaze upward. “For the sake of all the saints.”
She shook her head and made her way back to the bar.

“Honestly, 'm not sure you’re safe here,” Carrie said with
the hint of a smile.

Spencer laughed and tore off a piece of the soda bread.
“Forget her. I want to know what’s happened to you.”

Over their meal, Carrie explained Nelson stealing her re-
search and publishing it as his own. Her hurt over the betrayal
left Spencer with a strong desire to pummel Nelson, but of
course he wouldn’t. However, he was quite happy to hear
she’d ended her relationship with the man. He’d never liked
him and felt he was always up to something underhanded,
not that Carrie had ever spoken against him until today. Now
Spencer knew why the man made him feel that way.
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“Ireally thought we had something special,” she said, pull-
ing apart a piece of bread to dunk in her stew. “I thought he
believed in me.”

“He did, but only so far as it helped him get ahead. That’s
not your fault. He’s a trickster and a thief. Men like that think
only about what will make their own lives easier. Stealing
your research was a simple matter for him. He knew the
public would be far more accepting of new insight coming
from a man. If you dared to say anything about it, he could
merely point to you being a woman to have you disbelieved.
He could even say you’re just jealous of his brilliance and
ability.”

“I know. I thought of hiring a lawyer to go to the journal
and explain my situation but figured no one would care.
They’d think me simply a scorned woman because I'm sure
Oswald will tell the world he ended our engagement. He
threatened me. Told me he’d make certain to ruin my career.
I don’t know what to think or do. Well, I do in part. I'm going
back to Cheyenne and my family. At least for a time. I need
to be away from this place.”

Spencer didn’t like hearing her plans to leave. “I wish you
wouldn’t go.”

“Ilive in the very building where Oswald lives. I'm sure to
run into him and have no desire to do so. I feel certain that
he believes once I calm down, I’ll come crawling back. Or
that I’ll be at ease enough that he can come to me and beg
my forgiveness. He’ll promise me equality and assure me
that he will never again steal my findings. But I know better.
He’s already done it more times than I care to admit.” She
shook her head. “T have no feelings left for him but anger and
frustration.” She paused and lowered her gaze to the table.
“I don’t believe it. He’s here.”

Spencer looked behind him and saw Dr. Nelson approach-
ing their table. “Don’t worry, Carrie. I'll keep you safe.”
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“I can’t believe you’d be seen in a dump like this,” Nelson
said as he stopped at the table. “I’ve been searching for you
everywhere. I even went to that ridiculous theater where you
playact. Someone mentioned you might be here.”

“There’s absolutely no reason that you should have been
looking for me,” Carrie replied, looking up to meet his gaze.
“I have nothing to say to you, Oswald.”

“I think we have a great deal to say. All of this is just a mis-
understanding. You need to put aside your pride and come
back to the clinic in the morning. We’ll forget all about this,
including your indiscretion with this . . . man.”

“Spencer is a good friend to me. He’s never played me
false, unlike you. So please just go. I have nothing more to
say to you.”

Carrie’s blue eyes narrowed. Spencer wasn’t sure what
a rage of anger from this woman might look like, but there
was no sense in letting her be the one to make a scene. That
would only give Nelson a sense of power over her.

Spencer got to his feet and gave Oswald Nelson a small
push. It was just enough to put his body between Carrie
and Nelson. “I’'m afraid you are interrupting our dinner. 'm
going to ask you nicely to leave now. If you choose to go,
then nothing further will be said or done. If, however, you
desire to fight, then I can guarantee you a beating that you’ll
always remember.”

Nelson’s eyes widened, and even in the dim lighting, Spen-
cer could see him pale. Nelson seemed to consider the mat-
ter, then backed away another step.

“Carrie, thisisn’t over. Letters are rolling in regarding the
article. Several universities back east would like to hold a
symposium on our findings. You must give me—us—another
chance.”

Standing beside Spencer, Carrie shook her head. “I gave
you several already. I’'m not fool enough to keep giving you
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my findings. Those were my findings—not ours, not yours.
I'll be interested to see what you come up with on your own,
Oswald. I think your colleagues will be as well.”

“We can change the world together, Carrie. This man can’t
give you what I can.”

“I don’t want what you have to give. Spencer gives me
honesty and kindness. I trust him far more than I trust you.
He has never stolen from me. Never sought to undermine
me or lie to me.”

“All men lie, my dear. If he tells you otherwise, that proves
my point.” Nelson’s expression turned smug, but Spencer
held his temper in check. He had dealt with a hundred Nel-
sons over his career. Men who thought they knew more than
everyone else. Men who thrived on deception.

Carrie shook her head. “I’'m done with you, Oswald. Go
now and leave me be.”

She reclaimed her seat, and Spencer straightened, hop-
ing the six inches he had over the shorter man would add
just enough intimidation to send him on his way. For added
measure he squared his shoulders and moved his arms away
from his body as if to prepare for throwing a punch.

Nelson hesitated a moment, then left. Only after he’d ex-
ited O’Malley’s altogether did Spencer return to his side of
the table.

“I'm sorry about that,” Carrie said, obviously unhappy at
the situation.

“Forget about it and him.”

“I just know he’ll be waiting at my apartment.”

“Then I’ll walk you home and see you safely inside.” Spen-
cer smiled. “Don’t let him ruin the evening for you. He al-
ready took the day.”

She nodded. “You’re right, of course. I'm not sorry to have
ended the engagement, but I will miss my patients. They’re
good people, and helping them has been so fulfilling. I plan
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to continue studying on my own, but it won’t be the same.
Cheyenne has nothing like this going on.”

“Then why return there?”

“My family is there. I haven’t made myself very available
to them over the last few years. My research has taken all of
my attention. I know they miss me. My folks came just last
year to see me. When they left, I thought my mother would
never stop crying.”

“Ilost my mother when I was fifteen. I’d give anything for
more time with her, so I can understand how you might feel.”

Carrie reached out and put her hand atop his. “I will regret
losing you as a friend.”

“You’ll never lose me, Carrie. I'll always be your friend.”

“Oh, I know, but I mean leaving here and not working with
you at the theater. Not being able to talk to you. I've really
enjoyed our evening together, despite Oswald’s interference.
I always find it easy to talk to you.”

“Would you two be wantin’ anything else?” an older
woman asked, interrupting the tender moment. Apparently
Eileen was busy elsewhere.

Spencer looked to Carrie, who was already gathering her
cloak and purse. He fished money out of his pocket and
handed it to the woman. “No, I guess we’re done here.”

He followed Carrie to the door, where he helped her on
with her cloak. “How soon do you plan to leave Chicago?”

Carrie handed Spencer her small purse, then did up the
frogs on the cloak. She pulled on her gloves as they stepped
outside. “I'm not sure. I have to pack up my apartment. Of
course, most of the furnishings belong to the landlord. There
are a few things I'll give to my friend Rebecca because I cer-
tainly don’t want to have to ship everything home. I suppose
the end of the week will be soon enough. I should probably
say good-bye to a few folks I know.”

“Good. Then we’ll have time to get together again.” He
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handed her back the purse and was glad to see her tuck it
under her mantle.

“You’ll be busy with rehearsals. Don’t forget the play is
soon to open.”

“I know my part well enough. Promise me you’ll go out
with me again. Maybe lunch on Wednesday or supper to-
morrows”

She laughed. “You sound like a desperate man. Of course
we can meet again. I won’t leave without saying good-bye.”

Spencer offered her his arm. He didn’t want her to say
good-bye at all, but he knew he could hardly beg her to stay.
She had to heal over all that had happened. Besides, Spencer
was in no position to get serious about a woman. What was
he thinking? There was still Eugene Astor to capture. Until
he was able to bring that man to justice for his father’s death,
Spencer wasn’t going to be worthy of any woman’s love.

He glanced over at Carrie as they made their way to her
apartment. He cared about her. He had from their first en-
counter. How could he just let her go? Leave for Cheyenne
and never see her again?

His mind wrestled against him. He wanted Carrie in his
life, but his life was devoted to hunting down Eugene Astor.
That search had taken him from the East Coast to Texas and
then to New York. After two years in New York, he went to
St. Louis and now Chicago. He was always just a few steps
behind Astor. The man was good at being hidden away. He
knew what he was doing—knew, too, that the Pinkertons
were on his trail.

He saw Carrie to her front door, then tipped his hat and
bid her good night. Thankfully, Oswald Nelson was nowhere
in sight. Spencer headed for his own apartment, anxious to
figure out what he should do. He could hardly ask Carrie to
remain in Chicago. Her mind was set on going home. Maybe
he could tell her what he was doing and why it mattered so
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much. If he explained how his father had died, maybe she’d
be willing to wait for him.

The Pinkertons had already spent twenty-five years on
their pursuit of Astor. It could take another twenty to actu-
ally capture him. If it did, Spencer would be fifty-five by that
time. His entire life would have been devoted to chasing a
ghost in order to avenge his father’s death. Was it worth giv-
ing up everything? It wouldn’t bring his father back. Astor
had to be in his sixties by now. He probably wouldn’t live
another twenty years.

But then Spencer remembered the look on the man’s face.
He didn’t seem at all sorry for what he’d done. He’d left a
ten-year-old boy with his dead father. No concern. No re-
morse. Someone had to bring Astor to justice, and Spencer
had promised his dying mother that one day he would be
that man.
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