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            Chapter One
Andie

         
         
            Newport, Rhode Island

            September 2019

         

         By the time my ancient Honda Civic and I made it across the Newport Bridge over the East Passage of Narragansett Bay and past
            the bars and tired neighborhoods nearest the harbor, it was clear I’d traveled more than just the thirty-three miles separating
            my hometown of Cranston, Rhode Island, from the coastal resort town of Newport. As soon as I turned left on Ruggles Avenue
            and into the historic neighborhood of Old Newport, it was as if I’d been dropped into another world; the three-bedroom split-level
            where I’d grown up with my parents and sister—and where I’d lived even after my mother had decamped for parts unknown—seemed
            a distant memory from another life. I found myself holding my breath, as if unwilling to allow the rarified air of this place
            to taint me. I’d seen it happen.
         

         
         I slowed as I reached Bellevue Avenue and took another left, deciding at the last minute to take a brief tour to admire the palatial summer cottages. The novelist Henry James had nicknamed the houses and called Newport itself a breeding ground for White Elephants. He wasn’t wrong. First impressions showed the grand scale of the sloping lawns and expansive views of both the water and the town, the monoliths of stone and marble towering above the sea cliffs like Zeus on Mount Olympus, protected by hedges and iron fences. But with my trained eye as an architectural historian, I spotted the signs of decay, of chipped paint and sagging porticos, and sympathized with the burden of general maintenance and leaky roofs. 

         
         The opulent Chateau-Sur-Mer dominated a corner lot, its mishmash of architectural styles ranging from its original Italian
            Renaissance to Second Empire French jarring to those of us who knew better, but nonetheless stunningly gorgeous to the less
            informed. It had been my mother’s favorite of all the Newport mansions, as she’d point out during our frequent driving tours
            where she’d want to live if she ever had the money.
         

         
         I detoured onto Narragansett to reach Ochre Point Avenue and glimpsed the famed Vanderbilt mansion, The Breakers. I was reminded
            of the oft-quoted F. Scott Fitzgerald, who’d once said, “The rich are different from us.” Hemingway’s famous reply had been,
            “Yes. They have more money.” But even I knew it wasn’t that simple.
         

         
         Heading back to Bellevue, I inched my way down the street, glad that Labor Day weekend and the throngs of tourists were both
            gone so I was able to take my time without anyone honking behind me. I had been told that the driveway I was looking for would
            be hard to find, tucked between Marble House and Rosecliff, toward a less significant house perched near a small curve of
            coast with the improbable name of Sheep Point Cove.
         

         
         I glanced down at the paper in my lap, the directions scrawled in my nearly indecipherable handwriting from an earlier phone
            call with my mentor and producer of Makeover Mansion, Marc Albertson. I frowned at the irony of how my handwriting matched his slurred words, recalling the number of times I’d
            had to ask him to repeat himself as I’d scribbled my notes.
         

         
         I drove past the driveway twice. Judging from the sparse peppering of small, dark stones strewn over a mostly dirt drive, it was unsurprising that I’d missed it. I made the turn, unsure of what I would find on the other side of the open gates, now rusted in place and adorned with overgrown hedges and vines that brushed the roof and sides of my car as I passed through. 

         
         The sight of work vans and the film crew milling around, unloading equipment and unraveling cords, told me I was in the right
            place. As if the missing gray slate roof tiles and chipped pilasters wouldn’t have been enough. A late-model Volvo station
            wagon with Connecticut plates and a dusty old Porsche 911 were parked on the lawn, but I instinctively knew that my Civic
            didn’t belong next to them. Instead, I stopped my car at the end of the drive beneath a drooping porte cochere, where I was
            greeted by the headless statue of a well-endowed Roman god. Even his fig leaf had been worn away by time, in seeming solidarity
            with the crumbling mansion.
         

         
         The house whimpered from gentle neglect, which was always better than the howling heard from houses with no hope of resurrection.
            A good friend from grad school had once told me that old houses were like holding a piece of history in one’s hand. I knew
            she was right, which is why I’d devoted my career to saving them.
         

         
         I exited my car and stepped out onto the weed-choked lawn, filling my nostrils with the salty tang of ocean air and stretching
            my neck to see above the third floor and count the number of chimneys. Viewers of Makeover Mansion always wanted to know that little factoid, as if it had anything to do with the importance of historic preservation or the
            perceived value of the structure. Not that the attitude surprised me. Going into our second season, I’d received enough email
            from viewers—and network heads—to understand that the general population was less interested in historic paint colors and
            authentic wood floor refinishing and more about modernizing kitchens and bathrooms for today’s living. And the proverbial
            family skeletons hiding in musty closets. I found it all more than a little bewildering.
         

         
         I walked toward a cluster of crew people, looking for Marc and then checking my phone again to see if he’d called. Except for three missed calls from a number I didn’t recognize, there was nothing. Not even a voicemail. Ignoring the spam calls, I dialed Marc’s number and let it ring ten times before giving up. I shoved the phone in the back pocket of my jeans and approached one of the men, a cameraman I knew from the first season of Makeover Mansion, George Chirona. He was older than me—midthirties—with muscled forearms and shoulders from hauling camera equipment all day.
            He gave me a bear hug in greeting.
         

         
         “Andie! Good to see you. Any idea where Marc is? We’ve been waiting on him to get started.”

         
         “I was about to ask you the same thing. I spoke with him last night and he promised to be here before the crew to talk with
            the family to go over the ground rules, and to get a preliminary tour. That should have been more than an hour ago.” Our eyes
            met in mutual understanding. “Let me see what I can do. Marc’s been the only liaison with the family, but maybe they’ll be
            okay dealing with me in his absence.”
         

         
         With a faked smile of confidence, I walked around to the front of the house, my steps slowing as I realized the sheer size
            of the home and tried to recall what little Marc had told me about the Sprague family. They’d purchased the mansion from the
            original owners in 1899, around the same time they’d changed the spelling of their last name from Spragg to the more high-brow
            Sprague. They’d seized the opportunity after a huge scandal resulted in a quick sale and renamed it Sprague Hall. Marc believed
            that sharing only sparse details about each project made for more interesting viewing as everything was as much a surprise
            to me as it was for the viewer—even though it left me looking like an unprepared amateur. I’d been tempted to Google, but
            a misplaced sense of loyalty to Marc always held me back.
         

         
         I’d been tasked with the renovation of three major rooms in the Italian Renaissance mansion for a network how-to reality show. All that Marc had told me about the house’s history was that it had been built in 1884 for a short-lived robber baron who had lost all his money less than a decade after he made it and who shot himself in shame. The house had been picked up by the Van Duyvils, an old-money Knickerbocker family who couldn’t see their way to building one of the tacky new mansions but didn’t mind picking one up cheap. But they’d had their own dramatic meltdown (Marc had said something about murder and suicide, not at this house, but at one of the Van Duyvils’ others, which meant that, thank goodness, I wouldn’t have to deal with them on the program) and that was when the house had fallen into the hands of the Sprague family. The Spragues were new money and desperate to disguise it behind the facade of a Newport mansion built to impress. Apparently Sprague senior had been pretty pissed about Rosecliff being built next door, overshadowing his comparatively modest palace (only thirty bedrooms). Mr. Sprague had accused the Nevada silver heiress and her husband who had built Rosecliff of knocking off Sprague Hall, just on a grander scale, even though, by all opinions, the Oelrichs were not in the least aware of the existence of Mr. Sprague, or his inferior mansion. As if there could be such a thing in Newport. 

         
         I climbed wide, narrow steps toward the front terrace adorned with a colonnade on three sides, then passed beneath three sweeping
            arches. Away from the bright sunlight, I blinked in the relative dim shade of the entranceway and found myself staring at
            two massive carved oak doors. I attempted to determine which was the main door and looked for a doorbell before giving up and knocking on the one on the right.
         

         
         Four large holes in the door made me wonder if there had once been a door knocker at some point that had either fallen off
            or been stolen. Or been removed and sold. Looking up at empty chains suspended over the arch above me where an enormous lantern
            had undoubtedly once hung, I’d bet on the latter.
         

         
         While I waited, I noted more signs of decay and the inevitable passage of time all structures were forced to endure, especially
            those in which the cost of upkeep overtook the funds needed to pay for it. Marc had explained that  the elderly and reclusive
            Lucia “Lucky” Sprague had agreed to a season of Makeover Mansion to be filmed in her house for this sole reason, but from his inability to meet my gaze when he told me so, I’d been left to wonder otherwise. 

         
         Rosecliff and Kingscote, another white elephant, had been bequeathed to the Preservation Society of Newport County in the
            early seventies, complete with an income from a maintenance trust. I wondered why Sprague Hall had not been similarly blessed.
            My thoughts dwelled on the long list of tragedies that had plagued the estate and the families who’d lived in it since it
            was built in 1884. I saw the chipping and sagging ruin of this once graceful dame as one of the biggest tragedies of all.
         

         
         I knocked again, the sound swallowed within the thick wood of the door. I imagined most visitors gave up and left after finding
            neither a doorbell to ring nor the staff to answer a knock. If I didn’t need my job or the money it offered, I would have
            done the same. Instead, I took a deep breath, and turned the brass door handle, not all that surprised to feel it give and
            the door swing open on protesting hinges.
         

         
         “Hello?” I called out.

         
         The first thing I noticed was the heaviness of the air, an atmosphere of neglect and abandonment like the opening of an ancient
            crypt. I left the door open, hoping the crisp ocean breezes would dilute the oppressiveness and allow any restless spirits
            roaming among the dust motes to depart.
         

         
         The second thing I noticed was the sheer magnitude of the space, the soaring fifty-foot ceilings and Caen limestone walls,
            the heavy cornices of plaster and gilt. The painted ceiling, depicting what might have been Poseidon taking control of the
            sea from Zeus, but whose once vibrant colors had faded, had great patches missing, presumably having long since taken a suicidal
            plunge to the marble floor below.
         

         
         While working on my historic preservation degree and in my job as architectural historian, I’d seen plenty of large houses. But this was on a scale of Newport proportions: bloated, gilded, and overelaborate. Considering it had been built to mimic the Renaissance palaces of Turin and Genoa, it wasn’t a complete surprise. The total absence of furniture and accessories was. 

         
         “Hello?” I called again, hearing the echo of my words and the faint cadence of voices coming from somewhere deep in the house.
            I followed the sound through the great hall, passing rooms whose uses had long since gone extinct from modern houses, but
            which pulled to me with a nostalgia felt only by those like me who loved old houses and all their quirks.
         

         
         By the time I reached the unadorned back hallways, I knew I’d found the area of the servants’ domain and possibly the kitchen—one
            of the rooms I’d been tasked with renovating.
         

         
         As I approached a brightly lit room at the end of a hallway, the voices of a man and a woman got louder. Even though their
            voices weren’t raised, it was clear by their clipped words that seemed to get shorter and shorter that they were arguing.
         

         
         “Really, Luke,” the woman’s voice carried down the hall. “You need to exercise your power of attorney now before this ridiculous
            TV show is allowed to happen. It’s not too late. You simply have to convince Lucky that she needs to sell this albatross to
            some Russian oligarch or tech millionaire—they’re the only ones who can afford a place like this anymore. It’s ridiculous
            to hold on to it and continue to live in it while it collapses around her—especially when she never even leaves her rooms!
            I will be more than happy to find a gorgeous retirement community for her.”
         

         
         “No,” came the male voice, presumably Luke’s. “She signed the contract and is mentally competent. As her power of attorney,
            it’s my job to make sure that we abide by her wishes—not ours.”
         

         
         I stopped in the doorway of a bright kitchen taken straight from a fifties home-décor magazine, complete with black-and-white-check laminate floors, turquoise cabinets, and Formica countertops. Large windows framed the room, explaining the brightness, leaving me at a momentary disadvantage as the two occupants were backlit from the sunshine, the light aimed directly at me as if I were in an interrogation. 

         
         I took a step into the room, unwilling to accept the disadvantage.

         
         The woman spoke, her accent polished New England, her bobbed hair Grace Kelly–blond, her clothes undoubtedly designer. “I’m
            Hadley Sprague-Armstrong. Who are you?” Her icy pale blue eyes swept over me, quickly taking in my dark hair, olive skin,
            crew neck cotton sweater from Target, and the Sperry Top-Siders I’d found at a garage sale while in college. Telling her my
            name would simply cement her snap first impression: not WASP and lacking funds. Both of which were correct.
         

         
         “I’m Andrea Figuero, the show host for Makeover Mansion. The producer, Marc Albertson, and the crew call me Andie.” I knew better than to offer a hand to shake. My gaze traveled
            between Hadley and Luke, their remarkable physical similarities identifying them as siblings, as I attempted to determine
            which of them was in charge. Luke appeared to be around the same age as his sister, about thirty, with sun-streaked light
            brown hair. His khaki shorts and button-down oxford cloth shirt with rolled-up sleeves exposing tanned forearms was a uniform
            I knew all too well. The fact that he wore sunglasses inside and reeked of stale beer made me dismiss him out of hand. Turning
            back to Hadley, I said, “Speaking of Marc, have you seen him?”
         

         
         Her lips tightened. “No, we haven’t. My brother and I were just discussing the show. Since our grandmother has changed her
            mind . . .”
         

         
         “No, she hasn’t,” Luke said, wearily pulling off his sunglasses, revealing blue eyes the same icy shade as his sister’s. Except
            his were bloodshot and his cheek wore a smear of lipstick, making me dislike him even more. “But Marc isn’t here. I got up
            early to meet with him so I’m more than a little annoyed. He didn’t say anything about sending an underling.”
         

         
         I bristled at his dismissive tone, but knew I had to hold on to my temper. I needed this job too badly. Forcing a neutral expression, I said, “Since Marc’s not here, I’d like to go ahead and do a quick tour of the three rooms scheduled for the renovation. I want to get the crew inside to film preliminary before shots so we can get started on that today.” 

         
         Luke was already walking toward a back door. Over his shoulder, he said, “Hadley, I’m sure you can handle that. I’m meeting
            friends at the club. It’s too nice a day to be wasting time indoors instead of out on the water.”
         

         
         He belonged to a yacht club. Of course. As if I needed yet another reason to dislike him.

         
         “I really don’t think . . . ,” Hadley began to protest.

         
         He opened the door just as Hadley’s phone rang. She held up her hand to prevent Luke from leaving as she answered the call.
            After a short conversation, she tossed her phone into her large bag. “Sorry to disappoint, but I’ve got to go. The stationers
            have completely messed up Emmeline’s fourth birthday party invitations. The font is not at all what I wanted and they can’t
            seem to understand the problem. It’s hopeless. I’ve got to go straighten it out. You’re on your own, Brother.” She let her
            cool gaze slip to me. “Goodbye, Adrienne. I doubt I’ll be seeing you again. Despite what my brother thinks, this arrangement
            is not going to work.”
         

         
         “We’ll talk later,” Luke said through gritted teeth as he held the door open for his sister.

         
         “It’s Andrea,” I called to her departing back, unwilling to let her have the last word.

         
         Luke’s mouth slanted upward in a reluctant and fleeting smile. “I guess I’m stuck with you.” He glanced at his watch. “If
            we hurry, I can still make it. Hope you can walk fast. Just stay close so you don’t get lost.”
         

         
         At an almost run, I followed him through opulent rooms redolent of their former glory with sculpted fireplaces, faded and peeling wall murals, missing chandeliers, and threadbare rugs. Yet the scope and elegance remained, a ghost of a curious past I was eager to uncover. And perhaps help to regain its lost beauty and relevance. It’s why I’d been attracted to historic preservation in the first place. 

         
         I followed Luke through back passageways I knew I’d never find again to the ballroom, the wall murals showing empty spots
            and loose wires where sconces should have hung. A threadbare sofa sat in one corner, the cushions sagging in the middle. “Where
            is all the furniture—” I began, interrupted by my phone ringing.
         

         
         “Excuse me,” I said, still running behind Luke as I spoke. “This must be Marc.” I answered it without looking at the screen,
            not wanting to trip or lose sight of Luke and be lost forever. “Where are you?” I hissed.
         

         
         “Miss Figuero? I was about to ask you the same thing. I’ve been trying to reach you all morning.”

         
         I didn’t recognize the woman’s voice but recalled the multiple phone calls from the same number I’d seen on my screen earlier
            and had assumed were spam. “I’m sorry, who is this?”
         

         
         “This is Roberta Montemurno, Petey’s first grade teacher. You were signed up to bring the snack for today. Can I hope it will
            be here within the next hour?”
         

         
         Shit. “Yes. Of course. I’m so sorry. I don’t know how I forgot. . . .”
         

         
         “No worries. As long as they get here in time. I’m sure you can imagine what fifteen disappointed first graders can be like.”

         
         “Not really, but—”

         
         “Thank you, Miss Figuero.” She clicked off.

         
         Luke, having finally paused, looked at me with annoyance. “One minute,” I said, already dialing my dad. He picked up on the
            first ring.
         

         
         “Dad, I need you to run to Price Right and pick up two dozen cupcakes from the bakery section and take them to Petey’s school.
            Nut and gluten free. I completely forgot.”
         

         
         His heavy sigh rumbled through the phone. “All right. I’ll take care of it. But it’s going to cost you.”

         
         “Gin rummy or pinochle?”

         
         “Your pick.”

         
         I heard his grin through his words. “Done. See you when you get home.”

         
         “Thanks, Dad. You’re the best.”

         
         “I know.”

         
         I hung up, my smile fading as I looked at Luke, who didn’t bother to hide his impatience. “If you’re done chatting, can we
            continue the tour?”
         

         
         I wanted to correct him and say that making me chase him at breakneck speed through a sixty-thousand-square-foot mansion was
            more like a marathon than a tour but bit my tongue. I followed him through another maze of passageways until I found myself
            crossing the great hall from another direction, then heading up the main staircase to the second-floor gallery. Its bronze
            and wrought iron railings were still intact as was the stained-glass skylight overhead. A faded spot on the wall indicated
            where a tapestry might have once hung. I wanted to ask Luke what had happened to it and all of the other missing pieces in
            the house, but I was afraid I already knew. I would ask Marc.
         

         
         We walked down a long hallway over patched and frayed formerly red carpet to a doorway near the end. Luke turned the handle
            and stepped back, allowing me to go first. “Maybelle’s bedroom. I believe this is the third room in addition to the kitchen
            and ballroom in our contract.”
         

         
         “Yes,” I said, curious as to who Maybelle was, and why the décor in this particular room was at odds with that in the rest
            of the house. Before I had time to study it or ask questions, I was dragged back down the main staircase and out through the
            front door from which I’d arrived.
         

         
         I was out of breath from the running, and it took me two attempts to speak. “Do you have a floor plan? I need to direct the
            crew, but I have no idea if I can find those rooms again.”
         

         
         “You’ll figure it out.” He glanced at his watch again. “I’ve got to go.” He began walking toward the parked 911 as I jogged along beside him, my legs no match for his long strides. Luke continued: “In case Marc hasn’t drilled this into you already, there are three stipulations for allowing the filming here. The first is that no one attempts to speak with our grandmother, Lucia Sprague. Her rooms are on the third floor and very private. She prefers to keep them that way. No one is to go up there. The second is that absolutely no filming is to be allowed in or around the boathouse.” 

         
         “But . . .” I wanted him to slow down, to tell me why. I’d never been the sort of person to blindly follow directions. I always
            wanted to have a reason.
         

         
         “Those are the rules. Break them, and the deal is off.” He opened the driver’s door and slid in.

         
         “What’s the third rule?”

         
         “No one from the family is to be in any camera shot, including me. I live here, and I don’t want to be disturbed.” He shut
            the door before I could suggest he invest in a pair of earplugs because shooting started at eight a.m. The engine rumbled as he put the car into gear, then he sped away, churning up dirt and what little loose gravel was left
            on the drive.
         

         
         I took a deep breath, trying unsuccessfully to calm my anger, and found myself looking down the lawn in the direction of the
            water, where the boathouse would be located. Luke had said we couldn’t film there. But he hadn’t said I couldn’t actually go there. Still smarting at being so easily dismissed, I made the quick decision just to take a peek at the forbidden boathouse.
            After telling George and the rest of the crew that I’d be right back and to be on the lookout for Marc, I began walking briskly
            toward the water.
         

         
         I’d barely gone twenty feet before the hairs on the back of my neck stood up as the inescapable feeling of being watched swept over me. I wheeled around, wondering if Luke had returned. The drive was empty. My gaze traveled up the Indiana limestone wall of the house to the row of third-floor windows. I squinted, wondering if the shadow of a woman was a figment of my fertile imagination. It was too far for me to see details, but I felt sure that dark, piercing eyes were staring down at me. I blinked, and the shadow disappeared, leaving only the slight movement of a curtain. 

         
         A cloud briefly obscured the sun. I didn’t believe in omens or portents of doom, but I felt strongly that I was being urged
            to retrace my steps and return to the crew. I walked quickly, the surety of a direct gaze aimed at my back following me until
            I turned the corner.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
Ellen

         
         
            Newport, Rhode Island

            June 1899

         

         Someone was watching from the gallery above.

         
         “Caen marble,” Ellen’s new employer was saying, his voice uneven with the effort of moving and talking. “The brasses are from
            France.”
         

         
         Upstairs, something moved behind the ornate railings of the gallery that ran across three sides of the room. A trick of the
            light, Ellen told herself, an illusion created by the glare of electric light on gold leaf, dazzling the eyes. Ellen squinted,
            craning her neck to try to peer through the elaborately curved metal to whatever lay beyond, but the railings overhead seemed
            to move and twist like something out of a nightmare.
         

         
         Which was ridiculous. Those railings were solid iron or brass or whatever it was they were made of. Mr. Sprague had probably
            told her, and she simply hadn’t heard it. Ellen had been terrified that he would quiz her on her background, that he would
            peer at her face and know her to be a fraud, but all he’d done since the moment she’d appeared at the door, carpetbag in hand,
            was conduct an itemized inventory of the wonders of his new home.
         

         
         And it was wondrous. Wondrous and overwrought. Gold leaf piled upon gold leaf; marble clashed with marble. Deities writhed across the ceiling, something sea-themed, in honor of the ocean just outside the house. Ellen could spot nymphs simpering on shells and a bearded man with a toga and a triton, scowling fiercely at them all, scowling at Ellen as though he could suss out her secrets. 

         
         Whatever it was—whoever it was—on the balcony moved again, moving when Ellen and Mr. Sprague moved, keeping pace with them.
            Not a trick of the light, then. Ellen could feel the fear starting, the prickle at the back of her neck, the cold sweat beneath
            her stays. Someone was up there. Watching her.
         

         
         “Magnificent, isn’t it?” said Mr. Sprague, and Ellen realized he’d stopped, smack in the middle of the great hall. He was
            looking at her smugly, both his chins wobbling above his stiff collar, an absurd collar for summer at the seaside, starched
            and formal.
         

         
         “Yes, yes,” said Ellen hastily, her hands gripping the handles of her carpetbag a little too tightly. She forced herself to
            look at Mr. Sprague, to stop staring up at the railings. It was most likely a servant, eager to see the new addition to the
            household. Or her charge, Maybelle.
         

         
         Yes, that was it. It must have been Maybelle, peering through the railings like any naughty child. That was all. They wouldn’t
            have found her here, couldn’t have found her here.
         

         
         Not yet.

         
         But she couldn’t help herself staring up again, all the same.

         
         Mr. Sprague peered at her through his slightly bulging blue eyes, as if he’d sensed something wrong in her response. “I’m
            surprised to see you gawping like that. You did say you’d worked for the Van Duyvils.”
         

         
         The Van Duyvils. Last winter’s tragedy. Splashed all over the papers from New York to Boston. Murder and suicide or possibly
            murder and murder, and two small children left behind. This had been their house, one of their many houses, before death and
            scandal had struck.
         

         
         Ellen knew Mrs. Bayard Van Duyvil as a grainy picture in the New York World. As a name on a reference written in haste, a desperate attempt to start again.
         

         
         “Only in New York,” Ellen said, hoping the tremble in her voice would be taken for awe, and not fear. She’d never been a good
            liar. “They never came here when I was with them. Their house in New York was nothing to this. This is . . . something remarkable.”
         

         
         Mr. Sprague nodded, satisfied, and Ellen felt her breath releasing, just a little. “Isn’t it? It cost a fortune to build.
            Based on an Italian prince’s palace.”
         

         
         “It’s fit for royalty, sir.” It was fit for the madhouse, but Ellen would praise this riot of excess to the skies if it meant
            a place to hide. No one looked at a music teacher, not here, not in Newport. Here, she was simply another servant, one of
            the vast entourage of the great.
         

         
         Or the hangers-on of the great, which was even better. No one was going to notice a second-rate social climber’s music teacher.
            No one would think to look for her here. Ellen risked another glance at the gallery. No one.
         

         
         “You understand what you’re here for?” Mr. Sprague moved so close that his thigh nudged Ellen’s carpetbag.

         
         The smell of hair oil and sweat overwhelmed her. Ellen forced herself not to take a step back, not to show her revulsion.
            “To teach music, sir.”
         

         
         “To my sister. Maybelle.” Mr. Sprague spoke the name slowly, holding it on his tongue. Abruptly, he clasped his hands behind
            his back and started moving through the room. “You won’t have heard. It’s not public knowledge yet. We’ve an Italian prince
            coming here. The Prince di Conti. His family goes back to . . . well, back to something.”
         

         
         Ellen nodded, trying to act as though this were news to her. She could hear Hildie, in the stuffy confines of the dressing
            room at the Hibernia, one leg up on a chair, rolling her stocking up her thigh. And he’s that excited about it, little Johnny-Boy. Gonna show all them Vanderbilts what’s what with a real Your Highness, Your Highness.

         
         Hildie, with her brassy curls and her throaty alto voice, showing off the bracelet Mr. Sprague had given her—Johnny-Boy, she
            called him. Poor man, all alone with the swells, trying to look like he belongs.

         
         The Spragues were new money, mining money, from somewhere out west. Sprague’s mother had run an inn. The sort that rents rooms that are already occupied, Hildie had said with a wink. That, of course, had been before Sprague senior had hit copper. A great deal of copper. All
            that copper had turned rapidly to gold, and here he was, the boy raised in a bawdy house about to entertain an Italian prince—and
            hook a title for his sister.
         

         
         That’s what Hildie had said. Hildie, passing the time between shows, with her mimic’s gift for mockery.

         
         She’d never imagined that Ellen might take the information and run.

         
         “It’s very impressive, sir,” Ellen said politely. Her carpetbag, with all her worldly goods, hung heavy in her hand. She’d
            abandoned most of her belongings, taking only the essentials of life, but her mother’s music books—she couldn’t leave those.
            They were all she had of her mother, of the life before.
         

         
         “Italian, of course. There’s that. But a prince is a prince. And he’s coming here. To Sprague Hall.” Mr. Sprague brooded a
            moment, before adding, darkly, “The prince likes music.”
         

         
         He made it sound like a deviant pastime.

         
         “Many people do, sir,” said Ellen politely. That was, after all, why she was here. Because the prince liked music. Because
            Mr. Sprague had placed an advertisement looking for a music teacher for his sister, Maybelle.
         

         
         Sprague looked at her slyly. “The prince likes singers. If you know what I mean.”
         

         
         Ellen held herself a little straighter, feeling her face stiffening, as though she were the young lady of good family in reduced
            circumstances she claimed to be. “Sir?”
         

         
         Sprague flapped a well-manicured hand at her. “Got to make sure that Maybelle’s . . . how do you folk say it? In voice. Sweeten the pot, you see. The girl can sing in tune, but she needs . . . whatever you musical types do. Trills and whatnot. Make it look good. Like that Swedish Nightingale.” 

         
         No amount of singing scales was going to turn a debutante into Jenny Lind in two weeks.

         
         “I can teach Miss Sprague arias and ballads appropriate to sing in company, sir,” Ellen said primly.

         
         Sprague peered at her, as though she were a basket of cabbages he suspected of having worms. Ellen had met his type before,
            men who prided themselves on their shrewdness and missed that they were being robbed blind. Men who never enjoyed what they
            had because they were always convinced that everyone was out to cheat them. Possibly because they spent their time cheating
            others. “Arias and ballads, eh?”
         

         
         “As are sung in all the best drawing rooms,” Ellen said firmly.

         
         Not that she’d know. The Hibernia was known for off-color jokes, bawdy songs, and bared knees. Although now and again, they’d
            do a respectable turn, something to keep the audience surprised, to change the mood. Dermot had asked Ellen if she’d consider
            it: stand up there in a ladylike dress with a lace collar up to her chin and her own gold broach and sing “Annie Laurie,”
            “Make them think of their girl, or the girl they’d like to have.”
         

         
         Ellen had demurred. One didn’t refuse with Dermot, not right out. But one could demur. He’d liked it, that show of ladylike
            modesty, the dropped chin, the hesitant shake of the head. Never knowing how hard she was shaking underneath, how afraid that
            he’d press her on it. Knowing that she survived on his sufferance, on the residual goodwill that came of being Aidan O’Donnell’s
            girl.
         

         
         But there were some refusals that weren’t acceptable, some decisions that couldn’t be erased by being Aidan O’Donnell’s girl.
            She’d crossed that line. And now she was someone else, someone else entirely, Ellen Daniels, a music teacher, respectable
            and poor.
         

         
         Well, the poor bit was true. Her father had been everyone’s friend, everyone’s odd job man (and it was best, after her mother and siblings had died, not to look at some of those jobs too closely), but he’d been as open-handed as he was friendly. Money, when he had it, slipped through his fingers. And why be after worrying? he’d asked. There’d always be friends to look after them. 

         
         Friends like Dermot. Friends who expected something of you in return.

         
         Ellen swallowed hard. She shouldn’t be thinking of Dermot. Dermot had been Eileen’s problem. Eileen O’Donnell. She was Ellen
            Daniels now.
         

         
         Simple, honest Ellen.

         
         The sort of woman who knew what was sung in all the best drawing rooms. Annabelle Van Duyvil’s music teacher.

         
         Ellen spared a moment of gratitude for Annabelle Van Duyvil, that unknown woman who had been so considerate as to make herself
            a recluse from society before she disappeared—or was murdered. One of the few things anyone had known about her for certain,
            that wasn’t rumor or speculation or outright libel, was Annabelle Van Duyvil’s love of music.
         

         
         There was no one, now, who would know whether Annabelle Van Duyvil had had a music teacher or not. At least, Ellen hoped not.
            All she had to do was carry this off, train this Maybelle Sprague, make her presentable for her prince—and then she’d have
            a real reference to carry her on to the next position. A reference from a princess. The Principessa di Conti. Every job, every
            reference, would take her farther away from the music hall, Hibernia. And Dermot. And all the things she wasn’t meant to know
            but did.
         

         
         “Can you do it?” Sprague was asking her. “Can you do it in two weeks?”

         
         “By the end of two weeks, your sister will have several pieces fit for company,” Ellen said, with more confidence than she
            felt.
         

         
         “You may think that, but . . .” Mr. Sprague frowned down at her, pressing his lower chin into his collar. “You need to understand about Maybelle. She’s . . . not like the other girls you’ve taught.” 

         
         Ellen presumed not. Her acquaintance had been mostly chorus girls.

         
         “She’s . . . I guess you could say she’s, er, unspoiled.” Mr. Sprague pulled at his collar. Sweat dripped down the side of
            his face, bringing a sheen of hair oil with it. “Lacks polish.”
         

         
         “As any sheltered young girl of good family would,” said Ellen tactfully, trying not to let her apprehension show. Maybe this
            was why the job had been so easy to obtain with her forged reference. Maybe Maybelle Sprague was a hoyden, a virago, the sort
            who ate governesses for lunch and spat out music teachers after tea.
         

         
         “Er, yes. Quite. Exactly.” Sprague preened at that “good family.” Ellen hated herself just a bit. But you did what you had
            to do to survive. Within limits. There were lines one crossed and others one didn’t, but a bit of false flattery fell in that
            gray area in between. “It’s her father’s fault. Er, our father’s fault. He spoiled her. Kept her wrapped in cotton wool. Didn’t
            push her forward. If he’d listened to me—”
         

         
         “Has she a governess?” Ellen asked tentatively. Or a minder, from the sound of it. She was beginning to picture her charge
            as a cross between the maiden and the minotaur, chained slavering to a post and thrown the occasional chunk of red meat.
         

         
         “Oh, governesses.” Sprague shrugged that aside. “Useless, the lot of them. Dried up spinsters full of bookish nonsense. Well,
            if the prince takes her she’ll be his problem, not mine. They’re all Italians over there, anyway. But she has to sing, do
            you understand? It’s crucial that she sing.”
         

         
         Ellen could only hope that the sister wasn’t as tone deaf as the brother. She could hear it in his voice, that flatness, the
            lack of variation in the cadences. It did not bode well. “She will.”
         

         
         “Good.” Sprague yanked on a cord half-hidden behind a tapestry. To the maid who appeared, he barked, “You. Bridget. Take Miss Daniels to her room and then to Miss Maybelle.” 

         
         And that was it. He hadn’t asked a thing about Ellen.

         
         She’d had it all prepared. Her name, her background, how long she had been with the Van Duyvils. Nothing that would stand
            up to too much scrutiny, but enough, she hoped, to pass muster. She’d practiced it again and again in the little scrap of
            mirror in the hired room in Providence, said it often enough that she didn’t stutter on the names and her eyes wouldn’t shift
            sideways as she lied.
         

         
         But it had been for nothing after all. All John Sprague cared about was that she could teach his sister to sing.

         
         And she could, she could, Ellen told herself fiercely, as she followed the maid up the great stair to the gallery above. She’d coaxed chorus girls
            chosen more for their legs than their tone into tune. It didn’t matter how coarse Maybelle Sprague might be, how rude; she’d
            train her into song enough to sweeten the pot for the prince and get Ellen a respectable reference.
         

         
         Ellen Daniels. Honest, insignificant Ellen.

         
         She saw the way the maid’s eyes glanced off her, glanced off her gray dress with its white collar and cuffs, the lace good
            but plain, the cut Quaker in its simplicity. Not a colleague, to be gossiped with; not a guest to be gossiped about; but in
            that murky in-between, a hireling, but of the sort that had “miss” appended to her name—and therefore entirely uninteresting
            to everyone both above- and belowstairs.
         

         
         Good. That was exactly how Ellen wanted it.

         
         She wondered if she was to eat with the servants or with the family, and who it was, here, who made those sorts of decisions.
            Not Mr. Sprague, she imagined. He didn’t seem the sort to care whether anyone other than himself ate at all.
         

         
         There was a Mrs. Sprague. Hildie had told her as much. But Mrs. Sprague was taking the waters in Switzerland. Mrs. Sprague appeared to be perpetually taking the waters in Switzerland. The household, from what Ellen had been able to ascertain, consisted entirely of Mr. Sprague and his sister, Maybelle. 

         
         The maid took her, not, as Ellen had expected, to the upper regions, but to a room off the great gallery itself, the area
            where the principal bedrooms were located.
         

         
         “Are you sure?” Ellen had had an image of a little attic room, a Spartan space with a bed frame and washbasin where she could
            close the door and hide, like a dormouse curled in its hole, just another bit of dust in the corners of this great house.
         

         
         This room wasn’t large, but it was luxuriously appointed, the walls paneled in lightly gilded wood, the bed draped in blue
            velvet. And it had a direct view over the gardens that cascaded down the back of the house to the very edge of the cliff,
            where a treacherous path twisted down to the water itself.
         

         
         “This can’t be right.”

         
         “Mr. Sprague’s orders.” The maid set Ellen’s carpetbag down. It looked particularly shabby on the rich Axminster carpet. “Shall
            I unpack for you?”
         

         
         “No, no.” There was nothing in there to give her away. At least she didn’t think there was. But Ellen moved to block the bag
            all the same. “Thank you.”
         

         
         The maid didn’t shrug. She was well enough trained for that. But she gave the impression of a shrug. Ellen wasn’t a proper
            guest; she wasn’t going to leave a tip or elegant cast-off clothing. In short, she wasn’t worth the bother.
         

         
         “Miss Maybelle’s through here.” Not giving Ellen time to take off her hat or splash water on her face, the maid pushed open
            a door set into the paneling.
         

         
         On the other side lay a floral fantasy. It was all the rose gardens of the world jammed together. Roses on the walls, roses on the carpet. A great, gilded bed on a dais, draped with layers and layers and layers of ruched pink silk. Watteau shepherdesses simpered from the walls; naked Cupids shot arrows from the corners of the ceiling. The simpering sweetness didn’t go at all with the frenzied formality of the rest of the house. It was opulent, yes, but in a way that spoke of spring and sunshine and a young girl’s dreams. A corner appeared to have been set aside as a sort of nook, the part of the room truly lived in, with books tumbled around a chaise longue, writing paper spilling out of an escritoire, slippers lying any which way on the carpet. 

         
         And on the chaise itself lay the most remarkable collection of flounces. Pink flounces, layer upon layer of them, and a little
            pair of matching pink slippers sticking out below. The flounces were so overwhelming that it took Ellen a moment to realize
            there was a woman within them, reclining with a book and an apple.
         

         
         “Music teacher’s here,” said the maid laconically.

         
         There was a flurry of lace-edged petticoats and the woman on the chaise lurched to her feet, dropping the apple, lunging for
            it, and finally righting herself. Not a woman—a girl, red-faced and flustered, her pink bow untied and her fair hair any which
            way about her face.
         

         
         “Oh, hello. You must be Miss . . . Miss . . .”

         
         “Daniels,” said Ellen, feeling thoroughly discomfited.

         
         The girl winced. “Miss Daniels! Yes, that’s it. I’m so terribly sorry. I’d meant to remember; I’d even written it down.”

         
         “It’s no matter,” said Ellen slowly. Unspoiled, yes. But not in the way she’d imagined. Maybelle Sprague seemed far younger
            than her seventeen years, with the awkward posture of a schoolgirl, shifting from one foot to the other and shoving her hands
            behind her back in a futile attempt to get the apple out of the way.
         

         
         “If that’ll be all?” said the maid. Ellen hadn’t been in many great houses, but even she didn’t think that maids were meant
            to speak to their employers that way.
         

         
         But Maybelle didn’t seem to think anything of it. “Yes, thank you, Meg.”

         
         Meg, not Bridget. Ellen suppressed a grimace. It shouldn’t surprise her that Mr. Sprague was the sort to call all his maids Bridget, even if they weren’t. If he knew that she was an Eileen rather than an Ellen, she’d be a Bridget to him, too. 

         
         Maybelle turned back to Ellen, twisting her hands together nervously at her waist. “Oh, dear, what I ought to have said was
            welcome to Sprague Hall.” She assumed the mantle of adulthood with great seriousness, like a child playing dress-up in her
            mother’s clothes. “Have they made you comfortable?”
         

         
         “Very.” Ellen was gritty with dust from having walked down the road; her chemise was clinging to her with sweat; and her throat
            was dry with thirst, but she would never in a million years have said anything otherwise to Maybelle, who was looking at her
            anxiously, desperate to please. “I understand we’re to be neighbors.”
         

         
         “Neighbors . . . oh, you mean the room! Yes. I hope you don’t mind terribly? Not being in a real room, I mean. That used to
            be the dressing room, but I have quite enough room for my dresses. . . . It was—it was John’s idea. He thought it might be
            nice for me to have another woman about. Lysette—Mrs. Sprague—my sister-in-law—she’s away for her health. In Switzerland.
            Or maybe Baden-Baden? It’s somewhere where they have waters. Special waters, I mean. And my mother died when I was a baby,
            so . . .”
         

         
         She trailed off in an excess of awkwardness.

         
         “It’s a lovely room,” said Ellen firmly, eager to stave off any more confidences. “I understand I’m to teach you to sing.”

         
         “Oh yes! My brother . . . well, he’s not my brother, really. He’s my stepbrother. My father married his mother, you see, when
            I was two, and John was fourteen. That was back in Colorado, you see, and my father . . .” Maybelle paused, her hands twisted
            in the expensive material of her dress. “But there’s only the two of us now. John is the only family I have.”
         

         
         “I’m the only family I have,” said Ellen before she could think better of it.

         
         Maybe it was something about the way Maybelle was looking at her, the mute appeal in her face. She reminded Ellen painfully of her little sister. Clodagh, only six years old when she died, holding that rag doll she loved. Clodagh, who just wanted to make everyone happy. 

         
         Maybelle’s face lit. “Are you? Then you know, you know how alone one feels, how it hurts to lose—”

         
         Oh Lord, it hurt. It hurt so much.

         
         Ellen stood there, her face frozen, unable to bring herself to respond. Clodagh and Niamh and Saiorise and Aislynn. And Mam.
            Lying there, thin white hands still on her wedding coverlet. She hadn’t thought of them, she hadn’t let herself think of them,
            not in the years of keeping house for her father, scolding him when he came home a little the worse for wear, trying not to
            think too much of what he’d been doing, trying not to see too much or hear too much, and then, later, at the Hibernia, just
            struggling to survive, to keep her place, to keep her dignity. Cold inside, dead inside, always afraid.
         

         
         Always alone, even in a crowd.

         
         Maybelle dropped her head, taking Ellen’s silence for rebuke. “I shouldn’t complain. I’m very fortunate to have John to look
            after me; he always tells me so.”
         

         
         Ellen was sure he did.

         
         She’s the one with the money. The kid. He just manages it. Manages it away, if you know what I mean. Hildie had twisted the bracelet on her wrist, scowling at the small stones sparkling in the light of the gas lamps. At least I got something out of it while the pickings were good.

         
         Ellen hadn’t paid attention at the time. She hadn’t thought of it. But now—here with Maybelle—she remembered, and the words
            took on a whole new significance.
         

         
         And what of it? Ellen pushed down the memories, pushed down the image of Clodagh, her blond hair in braids. Maybelle Sprague was nothing to do with Clodagh or any of it; they were worlds apart. She’d no call to be feeling sorry for an heiress, whose sugary confection of a dress cost more than Ellen could hope to earn in a year. The family relationships of the Spragues were none of her concern. As long as her salary was paid. 

         
         “You’re lucky to have a brother to look after you,” was all Ellen said.

         
         Maybelle bit her lip. It was odd; they were much the same height, but Maybelle gave the impression of looking up at Ellen.
            It might have been the way she ducked her head before she spoke, as though apologizing for making a sound. “I hope—I hope
            you won’t feel alone here.”
         

         
         “You’re very kind, Miss Sprague,” said Ellen quietly. Too kind. She’d latch on to Ellen if Ellen let her. She wasn’t sure
            she had the strength to carry anyone else right now. She had barely the strength to carry herself.
         

         
         “Maybelle.” The girl looked up at Ellen with big, eager blue eyes. “Please, call me Maybelle.”

         
         “Maybelle.” Ellen felt something twist in her chest, frustration and grief. The girl was too innocent to be left alone by
            herself. Like Ellen had been, once. Before. Back when her mother was still alive, before her father had sunk deeper and deeper
            into associations that could only bring them pain. “I understand you’re to perform at a recital in two weeks’ time.”
         

         
         Maybelle’s eyes dropped. “Yes. For the prince.”

         
         Ellen looked at her quizzically. “It’s a great honor to sing for a prince.”

         
         “I know.” The girl didn’t look honored; she looked terrified. Ellen wondered if John Sprague had pushed her too hard, made
            too clear what was expected of her: that she, this innocent little girl out of the schoolroom, attract an aristocratic man
            of the world.
         

         
         Briskly, Ellen said, “We have our work cut out for us, but I’m sure you’ll do splendidly. You have a beautiful speaking voice.”

         
         “I do?” Maybelle looked at her so hopefully that Ellen felt another inconvenient stab of emotion.

         
         “You do,” said Ellen firmly. “You can always tell from the speaking voice. If you’ll direct me to the music room, we can get started.” 

         
         Ellen desperately wanted to take off her hat, to wash her face, to turn around her strange new room and acclimate to her surroundings,
            but Maybelle needed her, even if it was only to play a few scales and tell her she had promise. Ellen found herself determined
            that Maybelle would sing for the prince—not like the Swedish Nightingale, perhaps, but good enough that any praise would be
            more than flattery. Not for the sake of the reference Mr. Sprague would give her, but for Maybelle.
         

         
         Ellen straightened her spine, trying to ignore how damp and limp her collar was in the heat, how dusty the hem of her dress.
            “You can sing for me what you know—a song, or scales, anything you like—and I can see where we need to go from there.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” said Maybelle with feeling. “I’ll do my best, I promise I will. I only hope I’m not a disappoint— Ack!”

         
         The doors of an armoire slammed open and a creature barreled out, laughing maniacally. “Got you, got you, got you!”

         
         “Dudley!” Maybelle had dropped the apple she’d been holding.

         
         The boy—because it was a boy, a stocky boy in short pants and high socks—snatched the apple up and took a big chomp out of
            it. “You should have seen your face! Gaping like a fish! Fish face, fish face, Maybelle has a fish face!”
         

         
         Maybelle’s mouth trembled, but she made a noble effort to control her feelings. “Miss Daniels, this is my nephew, Dudley.”

         
         “That’s Master Dudley,” said the boy, sizing Ellen up insolently. He took another large bite of the apple. “I’m going to be
            master here someday and you’ll all have to do what I say.”
         

         
         He tossed the apple at Ellen, laughing as she fumbled to catch it, and disappeared down the hall, his shoes clumping on the
            marble.
         

         
         “I hope—I hope you won’t mind Dudley,” said Maybelle uncertainly. “He doesn’t mean it, he’s only little.”

         
         Not that little. And Ellen was sure he did mean it. But that, again, was none of her concern. She was here only for the summer. Just long enough for Maybelle to catch her prince. And Ellen was suddenly quite, quite determined that Maybelle would catch her prince. 

         
         Anything had to be better than the Spragues.

         
         “Come,” Ellen said, with feigned cheerfulness, holding out an arm to her pupil. “Let’s make a start, shall we? We have a great
            deal to do and very little time.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three
Lucky

         
         
            Newport, Rhode Island

            July 1957

         

         Lucky always thought they had too much time on their hands. That was the real trouble with this crowd, wasn’t it? Idle hands
            did the devil’s work.
         

         
         Well, the devil must be awfully busy here in the august rooms of the yacht club, Lucky figured. As you lurched from room to
            room, acquaintance to acquaintance, balancing your champagne or martini or gin and tonic in one hand and your cigarette in
            the other, trying to think of clever things to say about nothing, you might instead be doing something worthwhile. You might
            be stitching lace for a christening gown, for example, or walking out a colicky horse, or fixing dinner for your kids, or
            playing the piano for somebody’s amusement. Except around here, those were all things you paid somebody else to do for you.
            So you gained all this luxurious time to fill any way you liked, and what did you fill it with? Gin and cigarettes and gossip.
            Civilized yet essentially pointless pursuits like . . . well, yachting. And sex—sex, of course!—when you could find someone
            interesting to do it with.
         

         
         Speaking of which, where was Stuy?

         
         Lucky hadn’t seen her husband for at least an hour, not since he went back to the bar for his third scotch and soda. Or was it his fourth? Stuyvesant Sprague always did consider it his duty to follow in the fine family tradition of drinking himself to death. That was how they’d ended up married to begin with, wasn’t it? He’d had too much scotch, she’d had too much champagne. (Well, it was her own debutante party, after all! She was supposed to get high on champagne and youth and the bright happy future!) Anyway, one drink led to another, and more things had come
            out that night than nineteen-year-old Lucia di Conti. Now here she was, eight years into her bright happy future, drinking
            more champagne and wondering where her husband had wandered off to.
         

         
         And with whom.

         
         Lucky sidled between a pair of chattering women—nod, smile, see you at the committee meeting tomorrow!—and took census of
            the likely suspects. Bunny Drummond was sitting on the wicker sofa near the French doors, though Stuy hadn’t slept with her
            in years, at least so far as Lucky knew. Lucky had her suspicions about Lou Dumont, but Lou seemed happy enough flirting with
            one of the Grayson twins, Lucky wasn’t sure which. Then there was Minty Appleton—
         

         
         “Lucky, darling! There you are!”
         

         
         “Minty, how funny! I was just wondering where you were this exact second.”
         

         
         They traded kisses in the air. Minty wanted to know how the party plans were going, how excited Lucky must be. Between the
            two of them, Minty thought it was the best thing going in Newport all summer, the Tiffany Ball. And so generous of the Princes to open up Marble House itself for the occasion! It was going to be a swell
            night, an absolutely smashing party!
         

         
         “And of course it’s such a worthy cause,” she added, as an afterthought. “Historic preservation and everything.”
         

         
         “The committee meets again tomorrow,” Lucky said. “You’re welcome to help out.”

         
         “Oh, I wish I could, really I do. But it’s the same time as the Junior League garden committee. And you know my mother.” Minty grimaced. “She and Mrs. Prince can’t stand each other. She’d kill me if I switched sides. But we’ll be there for the party, never fear! Tom’s already bought the tickets.”
         

         
         “I’m so delighted.”

         
         Minty leaned forward. “Is it true about the diamond? The Tiffany Diamond? One of the committee members gets to wear it to the ball?”
         

         
         “That’s what they tell me.”

         
         “Well? Who?”
         

         
         Lucky smiled. “If we knew the answer to that, we’d lose half our committee on the spot. The Tiffany people are taking their own sweet time deciding whose bosom to lay
            their precious yellow diamond on, believe me.”
         

         
         “I don’t know how you can stand the suspense. Old Prunella Potts says it’s a hundred and fifty carats.”

         
         “A hundred and twenty-eight, to be exact.”

         
         “Well.” Minty looked crushed. “Anyway, I was just looking for your darling husband. Tom thinks he might buy some old yacht off Harry Grayson, and he wants Stuy’s opinion first.”
         

         
         Lucky caught sight of someone at the bar, and for a precious instant she didn’t care one whit about her husband’s whereabouts.
            “Stuy? My goodness, haven’t seen him in ages. If you catch him, tell him hello from me.”
         

         
         Minty laughed. “You’re such a hoot. I always tell Tom, we should be more like Stuy and Lucky. You make it look easy.”
         

         
         “You’re sweet. Look, I must go have a word with Teddy over there. Committee business.”

         
         “Oh, good luck. Just don’t get him started about churches. You know.” Minty rolled her eyes.
         

         
         “I know. Ta ta, darling.” Lucky kissed the air next to Minty’s cheek and Minty did the same to Lucky, as if they actually
            were dear friends who enjoyed each other’s company. When Lucky reached the bar and slung her dainty pocketbook on the counter next to Teddy Winthrop, he complimented her on her performance. Teddy was the only person in Newport who knew what Lucky really thought of Minty Appleton. 

         
         “Why, thank you. I thought it was pretty convincing, myself.” Lucky pushed her champagne glass a few inches forward and lifted
            her eyebrows at the bartender. “She warned me not to get you started on churches.”
         

         
         “I could tell you things about aediculae that would make your toes curl.”

         
         “Teddy, when are we going to run off to Italy together? I’ll take you around to all the ancient di Conti palaces to dig up all those missing
            paintings. It’ll take you years to uncover and draw and catalog everything and by then we’ll have had ten children and neither
            of our spouses will want us back. We’ll grow old together sipping red wine on some hillside covered with olive trees, listening
            to the church bells in the village.”
         

         
         Teddy took her hand and kissed the fingertips. “Just say the word, my darling. You know I’ve been wanting to get my hands
            on those lost di Conti treasures for years.”
         

         
         Lucky laughed and drew her hand back to take the brimming glass of champagne from the bartender. She and Teddy flirted outrageously
            whenever they turned up together at one of these parties; it was the only feature of the evening—or the luncheon or garden
            party or polo match, for that matter—that made it bearable. It was like a pact between them. Lucky could remember the exact
            moment that pact was made, six years ago at the grand reopening of the Museum of Fine Arts. Teddy had chaired the renovation
            committee, had spent years overseeing the exact reconstruction of the original Greek Revival structure, the interiors, the
            gardens; he had curated an innovative exhibition of Italian Renaissance art for the grand reopening, cajoling the Uffizi and
            the Borghese and the Vatican to loan important works; he had given a witty and brilliant lecture to introduce it all to the
            summer people in their ballgowns and tuxedos.
         

         
         Lucky was dazzled.

         
         She’d known Teddy for years, of course—ever since she arrived in Newport with her grandmother, just off the boat from Italy,
            where her father had been imprisoned and later executed for sedition. Little Lucia was nine years old and lost and spoke hardly
            any English at all, and fifteen-year-old Theodore Winthrop was the only one who didn’t make fun of her that summer—who actually
            spoke to her in Italian and asked her questions about home. Of course, the summer eventually ended and Teddy went away to Exeter and then to war,
            came home and went to Harvard and married Alice Peabody, went to Italy to study architecture and came back home again to start
            his own firm, while Lucky went to Miss Porter’s and studied how to be an exact replica of a New England aristocrat, got drunk
            and got pregnant and married Stuy.
         

         
         During that time she and Teddy didn’t see much of each other, like a pair of stars drifting along in the same galaxy. But
            she always had a soft spot for him because he had been so kind to her when no ordinary fifteen-year-old boy would have been
            kind to an orphan refugee kid, and as she watched him deliver that lecture at the art museum six years ago, his spectacles
            nearly fogged over with excitement over Italian art and architecture—well, she just knew he must be a kindred spirit. Everyone else stampeded to the bar after the lecture was over, except Lucky. She came up to
            Teddy as he was wiping his glasses with a handkerchief and said she thought his lecture was just wonderful, and it took her right back to Italy when she was a child, and he said ruefully that it was a smashing success, obviously,
            couldn’t you tell by the way people hung on his words? Don’t worry about the philistines, she said, and their eyes and smiles
            connected and they became friends for life.
         

         
         Each time they met after that, they would silently and mutually arrange for some moment together, even if it was only a minute or two—a moment of connection. Like stopping at a desert oasis for a drink of pure, sweet water. They could flirt outrageously because nothing would ever come of it; Teddy was such a devoted husband to poor Alice and his feelings for Lucky were naturally those of a beloved friend, nothing more, so it was all harmless fun. 

         
         Harmless fun, Lucky reminded herself, sipping her champagne. Her fingers still buzzed from the touch of Teddy’s lips. He wore his navy
            yacht club jacket, like all the men there, over a crisp white shirt and yacht club tie. Neat light brown hair, thinning a
            little at the temples. Blue eyes crinkling mischievously behind his glasses as he spoke of the di Conti treasures. “I do mean
            it, though,” she said. “Next time you’re in Italy, you must let me write to my cousins. The buildings are mostly shambles,
            but they’d be happy to show you around. I know you’d fall in love. And you never know—you might be the one who discovers all
            the lost paintings.”
         

         
         “Now you’re just teasing me. It’s plain the Nazis must have looted it all.”

         
         “Then why hasn’t a single one of those paintings turned up since? That Caravaggio alone, Teddy. It could make your hair curl, it’s not going to hang around unnoticed on somebody’s wall. No, I’ve told you before,
            I’m positive my grandfather hid them around the old villa somewhere. I’d go myself, but . . .”
         

         
         “But what? What’s stopping you?”

         
         Teddy’s voice turned serious. Sometimes he did that—pivoted in an instant from delicious mischief to that quiet, forceful
            intellect of his, which had first dazzled her six years ago. That sympathy between them that couldn’t be named or defined,
            simply existed all by itself.
         

         
         “Everything,” Lucky said wearily.

         
         Teddy laid his hand over hers atop the bar.

         
         “Mrs. Sprague?”

         
         Lucky jumped and turned, splashing champagne over Teddy’s hand and hers. The club manager stood before her in his exemplary
            jacket and see-no-evil expression. God knew he’d had enough practice around here.
         

         
         “I’m sorry to disturb you, Mrs. Sprague, but there’s a telephone call for Mr. Sprague. It’s from the hospital.”

         
         “And I suppose my husband’s nowhere to be found?”

         
         “The call seemed urgent, Mrs. Sprague. I thought perhaps you’d want to take it yourself?”

         
         “Yes, of course. Teddy, you’ll excuse me, won’t you?”

         
         Teddy made a little bow of his head. “Of course. I hope it’s nothing serious.”

         
          

         Lucky took her glass with her into the manager’s office. She’d found it was useful to have booze on hand when taking calls
            from the hospital where her father-in-law lay in the final throes of liver disease, which had only made him even more unpleasant
            and vulgar than in the good old days when he was simply drinking himself to death. The irony of this did not escape her. Still,
            she brought the champagne. She could always stop drinking after he was dead and she no longer needed it.
         

         
         As luck would have it, the voice on the other end belonged to Nurse Silva, who was the least pleasant of the nurses who tended
            to Dudley Sprague, probably because she’d been doing it the longest. “He’s having another attack, I’m afraid,” Nurse Silva
            informed her.
         

         
         “What kind of attack?”

         
         “His blood pressure is sky-high, his kidneys are failing. Fever of a hundred and one and climbing. He’s been calling for Mr. Sprague
            this past hour.”
         

         
         “And how urgently is Mr. Sprague’s presence actually required, do you think?”

         
         “That depends, of course,” Nurse Silva said caustically, “on how important your party is.”

         
         Lucky lifted her glass and swilled down the last of the champagne. “We’ll be over as soon as possible.”

         
          

         She did not ask for help looking for Stuy. He might be smoking cigars on the deck with the other husbands, of course.

         
         Then again, he might not.

         
         She passed through the cardroom, the ballroom. Looped past the bar again and saw that Teddy had struck up a conversation with that nice girl who had married Gray Pendleton, what was her name. Dottie or Darcy or something. She was from out west and tried to hug you—it was awful. Lucky went out through the French doors onto the wooden deck that ran all along the back of the club, overlooking the three docks. Saw the boats bobbing at their moorings, drenched in moonlight. The air was warm and humid and smelled of cigars. Three or four men clustered by the railing, smoking and laughing. She paused to peer at them, but Stuy’s familiar golden head didn’t tower above. Always easy to spot, her other half. Tommy Appleton caught Lucky’s gaze for an instant and looked swiftly away. Guilty, she thought.
         

         
         She walked down the length of the deck and around the corner. Saw a dark shape leaning over the rail, in the shadow near the
            kitchen entrance. “Stuy?” she called out softly. The figure stirred. Lucky came closer and called out Stuy’s name again, a
            little louder, and the shape broke apart into two shapes. One of them dashed into the kitchen, straightening its dress in
            frantic movements. The other one disappeared around the corner of the building.
         

         
         Lucky vaulted into a run. “Stuy! Don’t you slink off! It’s your father!”

         
         She whipped around the corner. Stuy stood the other way, fixing his trousers. The moonlight gleamed on his hair. She crossed
            her arms and waited politely until he finished and turned to face her.
         

         
         The worst thing was he looked so handsome. Honestly, why on earth would a just God waste so much beauty on a man like Stuyvesant
            Sprague? Even sheepish and guilty, his blue eyes charmed you. You could hang your washing from his cheekbones. The moon caught
            the dimple in his chin. How she hated his face, his broad shoulders, the white shirt hastily tucked into his trousers. How
            she wanted to tear that shirt out again and—do what? Kill him?
         

         
         Or pull him against the railing and screw him herself?

         
         “Your father’s having another attack,” she said. “He’s asking for you.”

         
         Stuy’s expression went from sheepish to stricken. “How bad is it?”

         
         “It’s your father, who knows? But Nurse Silva seemed to think we should head over there, just in case. To the hospital.”

         
         He tore a hand through his hair and swore. “All right, let’s go.”

         
          

         Everything about the Newport Hospital made Lucky’s spirits sink, from the sluggish swish of the revolving door to the cheap
            and determinedly cheerful yellow chairs in the waiting room to the smell of cigarettes and Lysol and chicken broth that hung
            around everywhere you went. That nice receptionist was on duty, the cute brunette whose white cap always cocked endearingly
            to one side, and who addressed herself to Lucky because Stuy’s good looks made her stammer. “Oh, Mrs. Sprague, there you are!”
            she said, as if Stuy wasn’t even there. Lucky wanted to hug her for it. “Nurse Silva told me to send you right up. They’ve
            moved him to Ward B, room”— she looked down at her desk—“room 322. Dr. Goldberg’s on duty.”
         

         
         “Thank you, Miss . . . Hancock.” Lucky remembered her name just in time.

         
         Stuy leaned forward and gave the woman his smokiest gaze. “Thank you so much, Miss Hancock.”
         

         
         Miss Hancock turned bright pink and reached for her telephone, even though it wasn’t actually ringing.

         
         Lucky grabbed Stuy’s hand and tugged him toward the elevators. “Your father’s dying, for God’s sake,” she whispered fiercely.
            “Can’t you leave it off just once?”
         

         
         “Leave what off?”

         
         “Oh, never mind.”

         
         The elevator doors staggered open. They got inside and Lucky pressed 3. Up they went in silence, staring numbly at the dial as it crawled from 1 to 2 to 3 and stopped with a ding. Usually they turned left, to Ward A, but Miss Hancock said Sprague had been moved to Ward B, for acute patients. Sprague went there every month or so, when he was dying. They would gather anxiously around his bedside, confer with the doctors outside his door, wait and wait for his last breath. Lucky would cross her fingers and pray. Not for him to die, exactly—that would be unchristian. Just that he would pass as painfully as possible, please God, make him suffer and repent
            and all that, take him to Your merciful bosom and give him a good goddamn shaking. Sprague’s breath would rasp in his lungs,
            the nurses would frown over his blood pressure and his protein levels and colostomy bag and everything. The doctors would
            shake their heads and prescribe something for the pain. Any minute now. And then, miraculously, right there hovering on the
            brink of death, he would pull back. His vital signs would tick back up, digit by digit. His color would improve. He would
            open his mouth and complain about something—usually Lucky. And a week later they would wheel him back to Ward A to start all
            over again.
         

         
         So Lucky turned right and tried not to get her hopes up.

         
         Stuy walked along beside her, his hands shoved in his pockets, shortening his long stride to match hers.
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