
Excerpt from In Her Dreams 
By Joanna Reeder 
Copyright © 2017 

 

 

another one 

 

“Nora, wake up! Please wake up!” a frantic young boy pleads. “We have to move!” His 

sniffles are loud, and he chokes on his words. “Nora, c’mon, c’mon, c’mon!” A small hand tugs 

at my arm again and again. “C’mon, c’mon, c’mon!” 

My head throbs between my brows, past my temples, and around to a sharp pulsing at the 

back right side of my head. I struggle to open my eyes without success. My fingers are already 

woven through my thick hair, so I can feel the wet, sticky blood pooling against my scalp. The 

blood is warm, almost hot in the freezing temperature and trickles through my fingers at a steady 

drip.  

Drip. Drip. Drip.  

From my head to my heels, wherever my body touches the frozen ground is numb.  

Drip. 

Drip. 

Drip.  

“Nora, please!” The boy’s voice is softer now, despondent. But he doesn’t stop talking. 

“Please, Nora. C’mon, c’mon, c’mon!”  

With great effort, my eyes open, rimmed with fine white crystals. I blink to unstick my 

ice-encrusted lashes. My shallow breath is barely visible against the gray winter sky streaked 

with branches going every which way above me. Blocking half of it is a blond, baby-faced boy: 

the source of the incessant babbling.  



Colin, my memory provides. My brother. His face is pale and streaked with dirt, tears, 

and blood.  

“Are you hurt?” I ask, reaching a hand to touch his face. His eyes widen, but he does not 

answer. “Colin.” I say his name. Firm. The way Mama scolds him when she’s caught him eating 

pastries meant for the widows. “Are. You. Hurt?” I speak slowly so that his shocked mind can 

comprehend.  

“But how did you—?” 

“Colin!” I close my eyes when my shout sends more shooting pains into orbit around my 

crown.  

“No,” he says, clutching my hand with blood-stained fingers. He is sobbing harder now. 

“Please, Nora.” His voice cracks. He finally breaks from his daze. I wonder if his head is 

somehow injured too. Gently but firmly, Colin tugs at my arm to help me to my feet. 

I resist again. 

“Nora, the ice is breaking. We’ll fall through.”  

As if hearing its name called, the frozen river underneath us groans and cracks. I can feel 

the vibrations and almost hear the rushing current beneath, despite Colin’s continued noise. 

“What happened?” I wonder, not fully understanding the danger. My head feels fuzzy.  

“The branch. It broke.” Colin points to the tree above us, then to a large tree limb only 

inches above my curls. I crane my neck—sending lightning-sharp pain through my head.  

Everything flashes purple. Then blinding white.  

And I know myself.  

It’s rare. I’m usually so immersed in the experience that I can’t really see myself or my 

surroundings. I start cataloging the facts. Through Nora’s eyes I see the limb, at least two feet in 



diameter. The far end of it has punctured the edge of the ice, sending spider-web cracks 

everywhere. And although I can’t turn my head, somehow I can sense similar cracks shooting in 

all directions around us. The snow-saturated appendage still hangs sickly from the tree, attached 

by less than a sliver of wood.  

The branch will fall. 

I gasp, and the minuscule movement causes more pain. A moan escapes my—Nora’s—

lips. Twitching my fingers locked in my hair, I feel a jagged edge that falls into an indent. My 

heart lurches with panic. How is she still conscious? How is she still alive with a giant gash in 

her skull? The sound of dripping blood has ceased. A steady flow now silently pools past my 

fingers, creating steam on the ice. 

Nora is dying.  

I’ve died fifty-seven times, and it sucks. Every. Single. Time. I brace myself for number 

fifty-eight, wondering how long the branch will last. How should I catalog this? I think to myself 

as a distraction. Head injury? Yes. If the dying happens fast. If it’s not fast, maybe hypothermia. 

Or shock or blood loss. Any of those could take a while. And while I am no expert, my eyes 

keep darting back and forth between the precariously angled branch and the cracking ice… It 

could be drowning.  

I shudder. Drowning isn’t pleasant.  

Colin. My heart lurches again. If the ice breaks, he could die too. There isn’t much hope 

for Nora, but Colin can get to safety.  

“Get off the ice, Colin,” I say. Good, my voice is steady.  

Colin’s sobs and mumbling abruptly stop, and his eyes widen. “Nora, you—” 

“Please go!” My shout is pathetic.  



“Not without you. Please, Nora,” Colin cries and resumes incoherent speech.  

“Nora! Colin!” a voice from the bank calls.  

“Papa!” Colin calls back. “The ice is breaking.”  

“Don’t make Mama and Papa lose us both,” I say, my voice so weak I am not sure Colin 

hears me. I can feel myself fading, but Colin hasn’t left.  

Quickly I search through her head. What’s her last name? Is there anything I can say to 

get him to go?  

Do not panic him. It’s the only thought I get from Nora before she is silent again. 

“Colin, what is today’s date?” I ask, scrambling. 

He looks puzzled. “February the twelfth.” 

“February twelfth,” I repeat. “Nineteen hundred and…” I guess, hoping he will fill in the 

rest.  

“Eighteen forty-nine.”  

Wow. Way off. I snap back to the moment. “Right, February the twelfth, eighteen hundred 

and forty-nine.” I take a deep breath in an attempt to clear my head and stay conscious a moment 

longer. “Next year, on February the twelfth, eighteen hundred and fifty, I want you to remember 

how much fun we had today. Before this.” Nora floods my thoughts with the two of them 

laughing and playing, skating and sliding on the frozen river—their favorite pastime. “How 

much fun we always had in winter together.” 

“But—” 

“Remember that, okay?” I plead. 

He nods, scrunching his face to hold back a yowl as tears stream down his dirty cheeks.  



“And remember how you were so brave—” I choke. Taking a deep breath, I clear my 

throat and continue. “You were so brave because you got off the ice quickly and saved yourself.” 

I smile weakly. 

Colin nods again and is suddenly and finally quiet. “I love you, Nora Violet Harker.” He 

squeezes my hand. 

He sounds so old, so grown up, Nora thinks. “I love you too, Colin William Harker.” 

His smile is faint. 

“Go to the bank. Now,” I order.  

Colin decisively stands and slips as he runs across the ice. 

Let this be quick, I pray. 

Several loud wails of grief carry through the icy air from the bank. Someone attempts to 

cross the ice. Please don’t let it be Colin. But before they get close enough for me to see, the ice 

rips and river water spills upward, mixing with the blood. 

Craackk. 

My head snaps upward at the sound. People say time slows down when you’re in 

imminent danger, like a car crash, but it slows even more for the poor girl bleeding out on the ice 

who is unable to move or scream or cry as she watches the free branch finally tumble down. 

So I cry for her.  

Showers of ice and snow stab the parts of me that aren’t already numb as the branch 

breaks through the glass river and plunges into the water, pulling me down with it. 

I fade fast. The loss of blood and the icy water quickly take me away into 

unconsciousness before I have to consider sucking in water to make it end.  

I’ll have to label it in my unknown category.  



Tuesday 
 

“Hey, Emily.”  

Halfway to the parking lot, I didn't turn at the call of my name even though I’d recognize 

that voice during a hurricane. There was an exorbitant number of Emilys at my high school—at 

least twenty in the junior class alone. I rarely turned until someone said my name twice to avoid 

embarrassment.  

Let her think I was deaf.  

“Yes, Emily Chandler, I’m talking to you.” I could hear the smile in her voice before 

turning to see it. She wore a lot more makeup than she used to, making her look almost 

airbrushed; and her hair was more platinum blonde and less strawberry. I almost didn’t recognize 

her anymore.  

“Arianna,” I said, matching her pink-satin smile with a courteous one and pushing my 

glasses higher on the bridge of my nose.  

“I realize we have too many Emilys at our school,” she said with a hand on her hip. As 

my ex-best friend, she knew me well. “But I thought you’d at least acknowledge me.”  

“I didn't realize it was you,” I said with a shrug. She narrowed her black liquid-lined 

eyes. She knew I was lying. “We haven’t talked in a while,” I countered. Plus, she used to call 

me Em.  

“Look, I noticed you didn’t join a group for the Hamlet project.”  

It was true. My recent social decline was part of the problem, but I’d spent most of my 

morning classes tuned out anyway. That tended to happen after experiencing death. “Yeah, I’ll 

talk to Mrs. Tanner about that tomorrow.” That was probably a lie too. 

“We already have four people, but you can join my group.”  



“Thanks, Ari,” I said. At least it would save me from standing in front of class while Mrs. 

Tanner asked for a group to take me as a charity case. 

“Sure.” Arianna shifted her feet. It was the first time we’d talked in months, and it was 

weirdly awkward. We should be talking about her new boyfriend while walking to my house to 

do homework. “Well, I’ll talk to you later,” she said instead, then walked away. So much had 

changed, but at least we were on speaking terms again.  

My phone rang. It was Mom.  

“Hey!” Her voice was extra peppy. “You ran out of the house quick this morning. Is 

everything okay?” Translation: Have you recovered from you night terror? You know, since you 

woke up screaming and all? That’s what my parents thought the death dreams were. Night 

terrors. My psych too. I wish. 

“Fine,” I said in the happiest voice I could muster. Ari was one of two people in my 

entire world who believed the truth, and there she was—walking away with her too-thick 

eyeliner and platinum hair. 

“Well, Josh is back from vacation and wants to work,” she said. She’d mostly given up 

on prying if I didn’t own up to my feelings, but I’d get more questions later if I couldn’t convince 

them I was really okay. “We gave him the back sections to mow, so we don’t need you today. 

But if you want to work, I’m sure Dad can find something in the office.”  

My family managed the Meadow Grove Cemetery. We sold plots, dug graves, 

coordinated with mortuaries, handled landscaping and maintenance, and offered other various 

services related to burying the dead.  

“That’s okay,” I said. “There are some things I wanted to do this afternoon anyway.”  



There was a pause on the other line. If she guessed my lie, she knew I was headed to the 

flower shop. I could almost hear her internal debate on whether to press for the truth. “Okay.” 

She didn’t press. “I love you, sweetie.” 

“Yeah, you too, Mom.” 

 

***** 

 

“You’re Emily, aren’t you?” a girl in her twenties asked. I’d been admiring the bouquet 

arrangements in the glass cases while Mr. Brewster was busy helping a customer. I nodded. She 

was a new employee. Her Brewster’s Floral name tag read Tiffany.  

“Mr. Brewster told me about you,” she said. “So, what’ll it be? The usual?” Tiffany 

flashed her customer service smile.  

“The usual?” I wasn’t ordering a burger and fries.  

“Yeah, a single white rose?” She looked guilty, like she’d offended me. “Mr. Brewster 

keeps extras on hand. He says you come in all the time and that’s what you always buy. He 

described you perfectly.” I glanced at the owner; he was still busy writing up an order for his 

customer. “You know…” Tiffany waved her hands, flustered. “Shoulder-length black hair, 

glasses hiding pretty blue eyes, fair skin.”  

“Lots of girls could be described like that,” I argued.  

“He also said you might be wearing a black cardigan over a lacy white top and faded 

jeans.”  



I glanced down at my attire. It was true, but there was a good reason I wore my favorite 

clothes when buying white roses. “Anything else?” I didn’t want to sound rude, but this girl 

seemed to know a lot about me and I knew nothing of her.  

“Just that you always look—I think the word he used was melancholy—when you come 

in.”  

Did he also give you a copy of my mental health chart? Or do you want to go ahead and 

call Dr. Shew yourself? I wanted to ask. Or scream. Or stomp out because I hated being so 

predictable. It was Dr. Shew’s fault. She’d recommended a strict routine and ritual to help cope 

with my night terrors.  

On the other hand, it was endearing that Mr. Brewster was so observant. He knew 

nothing about my trials. 

“So what’ll it be?” Tiffany asked. “A white rose?” 

“Yes please.” I couldn’t stomp out, I needed this. “Actually, make it two,” I amended. 

Just in case. “And wrap them separately.”  

“Coming right up.”  

Maybe I would have to settle for grocery store flowers next time. No one got questioned 

by grocery store clerks. 

A few minutes later with the flowers wrapped in clear plastic, I exited and made my way 

to the cemetery. Luckily my dad was on the phone when I walked into the office. He merely 

waved when I sat down at the computer and logged in. No questions today. Running out of 

reasons for researching people buried in Meadow Grove, I quickly conducted two searches and 

printed them, leaving before Dad got off the phone. I could have flipped through the plot book, 

but this was quicker.  



It’s funny that Dr. Shew thought the rose ritual, as she put it, was the best way to cope. 

The first time she suggested it I was ecstatic. After all, the cemetery was my favorite place to be. 

But the actual ritual was utter agony.  

Despite what was coming, as I walked onto the grounds, I felt like I could finally breathe 

again. Like I’d forgotten how stifling everywhere else was. Slowing my steps, I raised my head 

to the clouds and closed my eyes, feeling the breeze and heat of the afternoon sun against my 

face. The cemetery wasn’t spooky, in my opinion. It was peaceful. Whenever I needed a break 

from schoolwork or from the stresses of high school and being a teenager—which happened a lot 

lately—I walked through the cemetery. I meandered up and down the rows or found a quiet 

corner to sit and read or think. The cemetery had been my sanctuary since I was a young child, 

but I’d only discovered my deeper connection to the consecrated grounds a few years ago.  

It didn’t take long to find her. Spending so much time with my family’s business, I knew 

the plot areas like the back of my hand, but I stopped before approaching. After taking several 

deep breaths and counting backwards from fifty, I stepped forward and knelt down.  

There was no flourish carved into the small white stone. Just simple block lettering: Born 

July 5, 1832. Died February 12, 1849. She was sixteen when she died. I always forced myself to 

verify the dates before reading the name because of what followed.  

After one more deep breath I read her name: Nora Violet Harker.  

A wave of emotions and sensations washed over me. The memory was strong and fresh, 

causing my head to ache and pulse like I had an open gash. My skin tingled from my crown to 

my toes with the pain of the ice and the freezing river water. Colin’s voice, begging Nora to get 

off the ice, tore at my heart. His frantic babbling and mumbling and pleading rang in my ears. 



Within seconds it was over, the pain vanished and my skin warmed again. Only the sound of 

birds, a distant lawnmower, and my own thoughts filled my head.  

With a shaking and sweaty hand, I leaned forward and gently laid Nora’s rose on the 

stone.  

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. It wasn’t my fault she died the way she did, I knew that. I felt 

bad for her, for them, but sometimes I wondered why I had to relive their memories and 

sometimes their deaths in my dreams. The burden was almost unbearable at times.  

The rose ritual was utter agony, but the relief that followed was totally worth it. 

“Emily?” An unfamiliar voice only two steps away interrupted my thoughts and startled 

me. I composed myself before looking at him and hoped the sweat on my forehead wasn’t too 

noticeable. He didn’t look familiar. “Sorry,” he laughed. “I didn’t mean to scare you.” He looked 

close to my age, average height with brown hair. “You must’ve thought I was a ghost. They’re 

all around us in the cemetery, you know.” He winked.  

“Visiting family?” I asked, ignoring the lame joke and pointed to the silk bouquet he 

held.  

“Um, yeah. My grandma’s buried back there.” He hooked a thumb over his shoulder. 

“The cemetery cleanup is in a few days, and my mom didn’t want the flowers thrown away.” He 

smiled again. “But of course you know that since your family runs the place.”  

I nodded. He knew a lot about me, and I couldn’t even place his face. It was déjà vu, this 

happening twice in one day. Flower-shop Tiffany and now this. Maybe he was new in school?  

“Duncan Stewart.” He gestured to himself seeing my confusion.  

“Emily Chandler.”  

“Yeah, I know who you are.” His smile lit up his face. It was the contagious kind.  



His face still wasn’t clicking in my memory, which was weird. It was normally pretty 

good. “Sorry,” I said with a half-smile.  

“We’ve never actually spoken,” he offered with a shrug. “Check your yearbook. I 

promise I’m in there.”  

“I believe you.”  

“What about you? What are you doing here? Are you working?” He pointed to the flower 

I still held. “Has cleanup started early?”  

“No,” I said, pausing. “I’m… I’m visiting a friend.” I managed a smile, which he 

returned.  

“I’ll leave you to it then,” Duncan said, shoving his free hand into the front pocket of his 

jeans. “Nice talking to you. Finally.”  

“You too,” I said and watched him walk away for a few seconds before returning to Nora.  

Shuffling the printed pages, I located Colin’s grave not far from his sister. His death date 

wasn’t the same as hers.  

He survived the accident, I thought gratefully. Nora saved him.  

Doing the math in my head, I calculated Colin was seventy-four when he died. Though 

the white roses were supposed to be for the people whose deaths I experienced in my memory 

dreams, I placed the second rose on Colin’s grave. He was only eight when Nora passed. It must 

have been awful for him to watch his sister die.  

But at least she saved him.  

  



Lucy 

 

I am engaged. 

It is the first thought in my head when I awake. Stretching and smiling, I am so 

comfortable and content that my body will not allow me to arise. The magical memory of 

Charles—my Charles—on bended knee in the garden last night enters my thoughts. I happily let 

the memory play out slowly, but then my thoughts turn to Margaret, my dear friend. How she 

will love to hear every detail! I must tell her the news!  

Not wanting to waste another minute, I ring for Betsy and sit at my writing desk. I pen a 

quick letter to my friend, inviting her to luncheon.  

“Miss Lucy,” Betsy knocks at my bedroom door and enters. “Shall I help you dress for 

breakfast?” 

“Not now.” I carefully fold my letter and seal it. “Have my family already gone?” 

“Yes. Mrs. Eldridge and Miss Hannah left early.” 

Then I will have no one to eat with. But I do not regret the solitude. It will give me time 

to write my elder sister about my engagement. “Please have my breakfast sent to my room.” 

“Yes, Miss Lucy.” 

“And ask Drake to deliver this to Miss Wood.” I hand her my letter. “And then inform 

Mrs. Holt that Miss Wood will dine with me for luncheon today.” 

“Yes, Miss Lucy.” Betsy curtsies and leaves my room. 

 

***** 

 



Margaret takes my hands in her pretty white gloves when she arrives. “Oh, Lucy, how 

lonely you must be!” she says, “Your guardians and sister gone for a fortnight!” 

“Do not pity me, Margaret. I am happier than words can express.” My smile is genuine. 

A confused expression passes over her features. 

“I am lonely only for someone to share my happiness.” Still seeing her confusion, I 

gesture for her to sit. “Please, let us eat, and I will tell you all about it.” In my elation, I am 

wearing my favorite blue dress even though only the servants and Margaret will see me today. 

We exchange pleasantries while our meal is served, then when the servants leave, Margaret leans 

forward. 

“You are holding me in suspense, Lucy,” Margaret says. “Please tell me the cause of your 

happiness.” 

I pause. “Charles proposed.” 

Margaret stifles a squeal. “When?” 

“Last night.” 

“Oh, you must tell me all about it!” Her eyes sparkle with excitement. “And do not leave 

out a single detail.” She takes a bite of her sandwich.  

“I would not dare.” I laugh once. “As you know, we had a farewell dinner last night.” 

“Yes, for your family.” She provides. “And for Mr.—” 

“And for Charles.” It is bad manners to speak over her words, but she feels the effect and 

smiles. “Charles asked me to walk with him in the garden after dinner,” I begin. 

“Did you know why he wanted to walk with you?” she says before I can get another word 

out.  



“Not until Hannah asked if she could join us and my aunt rejected her.” I am patient with 

my friend. Being friends—good friends—since childhood I forgive her interruptions. “She said 

Hannah must get to bed immediately since they planned to leave early this morning.” 

“So Mrs. Eldridge knew?” 

“Probably.” I smile. “Uncle Harry cannot keep a secret from her. Charles spoke to him 

first, of course.” Saying his name gives me butterflies. I take a bite of my sandwich to build the 

suspense.  

My technique works. “Go on,” Margaret prods. “You walked together in the garden?” 

“Yes. First we talked about his trip,” I say. “He was excited to go. It will be a good 

opportunity for him, but he said he was dreading it for one reason.” 

“What? Missing you?” Margaret giggles. 

“Yes, but I pretended not to know his meaning.” I flash a sly smile. “Men are so fond of 

declaring their feelings. I didn’t want to rob him of it.” 

“Is that true?”  

“I read it in a book once.” I take another bite, but quickly continue. “He became flustered 

and his face turned crimson red.” 

“What happened next?” 

“He was speechless for a time.” Pure joy fills me as I recount one of the happiest 

moments of my life. I was right, I thought. This is much better than recounting my engagement 

alone. “I wanted to ask him what was the matter, but the look on his face kept me quiet.” For 

once Margaret allows me to speak without interruption. “I did not realize how desperately he 

would miss me until that moment.” 

“Oh, and will you miss him too?” 



“Yes,” I say. “He asked me just that, if I would miss him while he was gone, and I said I 

would. Then, Margaret—” I clasp my hands together and hear my voice change in my elation. 

“He told me how he adores me and that he thinks I am the loveliest creature he has ever seen. He 

said he planned to wait until he returned from his trip to tell me what he was about to declare, but 

could not wait a second longer. 

“Let me tell you what he said: He told me that from the moment we met, he did 

everything in his power to be near me, to earn the privilege to be called my friend. He said he 

never dared to hope that I would see him as anything more than that, but he fell in love with 

me!” 

Margaret sighs. 

“Then he knelt down and took something out of his pocket.” I continue. “‘Now please,’ 

he said, ‘I must know your feelings. I must know if you love me even a tiny fraction of what I 

feel for you. If you do, and I desperately hope you do, Lucy, will you marry me?’” 

“Go on!” Margaret urges when I again pause. 

“Can you not guess, Margaret? I said yes!” I remove my glove and present my hand to 

show her my pretty ring. “I told him I loved him and that I would be the happiest woman in the 

world to be his wife.” 

“Lucy, how romantic!” She admires my newly decorated hand. 

“It was his grandmother’s ring,” I add. “And now you know why I am so happy.” 

To my delight, Margaret asks me more questions about my enchanted evening, prompting 

me to divulge further details while we finish our meal. But all too soon it is time for her to leave.  

“I am so happy you rescued me from an afternoon alone,” I say, forcing a fake pout. 

“Thank you for coming.” 



“I only wish I could stay, dearest Lucy. Surely your beloved’s absence will seem longer 

without a friend or family to pass the time.” Betsy helps her into her overcoat. “When will he 

return?” 

“Not for three weeks, but I will hardly be alone,” I assure her. “Tonight a cousin of 

Charles’s arrives and as his future cousin, starting tomorrow it is my privilege to divert him.” 

“Him?” Margaret’s interest is piqued. “Is this cousin a bachelor?” 

I laugh. “I believe so.” 

Margaret’s face falls. “Is he old and gray with only a few hairs left on his head?” 

“Charles said they were the best of friends as boys before his cousin moved to 

Savannah,” I say. “I do not think he is old.” 

“Then he must be short and plump,” Margaret says, her mood not shifting much. “And 

young men can lose their hair too.” 

I laugh. “Oh, Margaret, how you see the worst in every situation! And really, are looks 

the most important attribute a young man can have?” 

“Perhaps he has missing teeth because he boxes and gambles,” she says, ignoring my 

chastising words. 

“Or,” I say, with a wink, “he could be even more handsome than Charles.” 

“And cruel and unfeeling toward plain girls like me.” 

“Margaret Wood, you are anything but plain!” I exclaim. “I am sure that Charles’s cousin 

is kind and considerate… and handsome.” 

“Well then,” she says, her tone finally hopeful. “As my dearest, most-cherished friend, 

you should find out his character, then introduce us.”  



“Absolutely. And if you fall in love with this cousin,” I mimic her inflection. “And 

decide to marry…” 

Margaret’s eyebrows rise with excitement. “Then you and I will be family!” 

“What fun that will be!” I say, and we embrace before she departs. 

I am all smiles in my solitude the rest of the day and find myself perfectly content 

reading in the sitting room after dinner. It is difficult to keep my mind on the pages as they 

wander to thoughts of my happy engaged state, but fortunately I am not reprimanded by anyone 

who demands my attention or cordiality since there are no guests at home and my family is 

away. And since books have no feelings, the one I pay horrible attention to has no reason to feel 

slighted— 

“Excuse me, Miss Lucy,” Drake says as he enters the sitting room. “A gentleman is here 

to see you.”  

“At this hour?” I put down my book and stand, noting the clock on the mantle shows the 

time is a quarter past nine o’clock. “Let him in.” 

Drake nods and leaves the room, re-entering with a young gentleman who looks not 

much older than myself.  

“Would you like me to fetch Betsy for tea, Miss?” Drake asks. 

“There is no need,” the gentleman says, waving a gloved hand. “My visit will be brief so 

the young lady may get back to her evening.” His voice is raspy and low, with a hint of a 

Brooklyn accent.  

Drake bows and exits. 



“Please tell me you are Miss Hannah.” The gentleman approaches, removing a glove and 

extending his hand to take mine. “Younger sister of Miss Lucy who is recently engaged to my 

cousin Charles.” 

“News travels fast,” I say, smiling. “I’m sorry, Mr.—” 

“Harker, Andrew Harker.” He presses his lips to my fingers, then releases my hand and 

crosses the room to the fireplace and turns again to face me. “Charles wrote me of his intended 

proposal weeks ago,” Mr. Harker explains. “He left a note at the house telling me Miss Lucy’s 

answer. I apologize for coming at a late hour, but I just arrived and wanted to offer my 

congratulations.” 

“Andrew Harker,” I repeat. “I did not expect to meet you until tomorrow. You may 

congratulate me,” I say, presenting him my left hand. “I am the future Mrs. Charles—” 

“Then you are Miss Lucy.” A hint of disappointment is evident.  

“I am,” I say, ignoring his rudeness in cutting me off. “If you wished to meet Miss 

Hannah, I’m afraid she’s away at a funeral with our uncle and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Eldridge.” 

Mr. Harker nods. 

“But she will be back for her birthday in a fortnight,” I add and give him a knowing smile 

“She turns eleven this year.” 

“Right.” Understanding colors his features. “Forgive my forwardness, but when I heard 

of your beauty, which I must say is entirely accurate, and that you were intended for Charles, I 

hoped you had a sister I could meet.” His half-smile only slightly covers his chagrin. 

I feel my cheeks flush. “Hannah would be pleased to hear that, but please, Mr. Harker—” 

“Call me Andrew,” he interjects then bows his head and looks at me through dark 

eyelashes. “After all, we will soon be family.”  



“Yes, but we are not family yet.” I laugh. “As I was saying, Mr. Harker, Hannah is too 

young for suitors.” 

“Of course, Miss Lucy.” Mr. Harker again raises his head. His eyes linger on my face 

long enough to make me uncomfortable. 

“Tomorrow,” I say, causing his eyes to flit away. “Since Charles is gone, you will dine 

here with me.”  

“I look forward to it.” 

“I am sorry there is no one here but me to entertain.” 

“Nonsense. It is my own fault for insisting that I visit while everyone is away.” He 

inspects a silver ring on his right hand, then loosens it and twirls it around his finger. “I intend to 

stay until autumn, so I will only be alone in the house until Charles returns.” 

“Well, as your future cousin, I will gladly do my best to make you feel welcome until 

then.” 

“I hope you mean it, Miss Lucy, because I intend to take you up on your offer.” His smile 

is warm, but mischievous. “Saturday you can take me on a tour of your town.” 

“We can take a picnic and make and outing of it, Mr. Harker.” 

“And you will call me Andrew by the end of the week.” 

“We shall see, Mr. Harker.” I do not hide my smile.  

He pauses a moment as if deciding what to say then asks, “Could I pay you a 

compliment, Miss Lucy?” 

“What an odd question, but yes.” My smile does not leave my face. “Why would I refuse 

a compliment?” 



“That dress.” He gestures to my favorite blue gown. “If you look even half as fetching in 

your other frocks as you do in that dress, I am surprised Charles didn’t secure your hand the 

moment he laid eyes on you.” 

My cheeks flame, and I turn away to hide my embarrassment. 

“In fact, had I met you even a moment before Charles proposed, he would have had 

competition.” 

“Mr. Harker—” I turn back to face him. 

“Do not take offense, it was only a compliment. I promise to act properly from now on in 

your presence.” He tips his hat. “Good night, Miss Lucy. Until tomorrow.” 

“Good night,” I say, and he leaves me. 

While banishing the memory of Mr. Harker’s compliment from my mind, I did not fail to 

note that he was indeed kind, handsome, and very likely in search of a wife.  

Margaret will be pleased. 

I determine to call on her first thing in the morning to see if she is not otherwise engaged 

on Saturday. 

 


