CHAPTER TEN

Vampire. The word had struck a chord in me, and I’d faintly remembered a rhyme my old nurse had told me. Something meant to frighten me into staying in my bed at night and eating my vegetables like a good girl. She’d told it to me often; often enough for it to stay in my memory for all these years. Now I remember it all:

Beware the beauties,

And their gentle voices.

Do not take their hands,

Or make any choices.

Good is gone,

They are empty and bleak.

Never kiss one,

Or allow them to speak.

Vampires.

There may be some truth to it, but considering that I’ve done almost all of the things listed not to do, and I am a vampire now myself, I tuck away the rhyme and don’t think of it again. Questions hum in my mind, and I am eager to ask. Even though I’m not tired, and I’m fairly certain of the answer, I ask anyway: “Do we sleep? Ever?” 


“We have the need only if we’re healing from a grave injury or our blood supply is dangerously low. But we can sleep as regularly as humans if we want to,” Sudeep answers.


I go to something that’s been in the back of my mind. “Why did Avani tell me my fortune that day? Why lure me into the alley? What was the hair for?”

“You were being followed,” Sudeep answers tonelessly. “The Necaz have had their eye on you for a while now. I watched you when I could, to keep you from them. That day, I’d been lax in my awareness. My mother wasn’t—she was helping you. Our home is one of the few places that the Necaz don’t dare venture, so she brought you in. The hair, my mother used to make a protecting charm for you.” 

I look at the old woman. I know that I should thank her, but for some reason I don’t want to. I’d lost rest many nights worrying about that hair, and what she’d done with it, Avani doesn’t seem to mind that I don’t say anything. She just stands, with Sudeep’s assistance, and goes to lie down on the rag bed.

I watch them thoughtfully, and then my mind focuses on something Sudeep had said. Wait—I was being followed? By a Necaz? That day? I open my mouth to demand more answers, but then I shut it again. I know that if I dwell on this that I will have no peace of mind. Instead, I ask another question. “Can other—vampires—drink our blood?” I ask it with a degree of dread. 

Sudeep is staring into the flames again. “Yes. But our own blood to us tastes disgusting.” 


I frown. “You said the Necaz are soul-drinkers, correct?” 


He nods.


“Then why are the victims always being found drained of blood? Why are they still warm?” 


He sighs. “The Necaz have always taken the blood of the humans they kill. It’s their way of mocking us, and also a nice way to make it seem as if we are the ones that have committed the crimes. As for the warmth, I don’t know. The bodies are always found like that, and I don’t think anyone knows why.” 

“And what are auras?” I ask, recalling one of the very first things he said to me when I opened my eyes to this strange new exixtence.


Sudeep takes up a piece of stained material on the ground—it looks like an old handerkcheif—and tosses it onto the dying fire. “And aura,” he begins to answer, “is everything. It is the reflection of our souls, our state of mind, our very life. An aura can tell you what the being inside it is feeling, whether their intentions are good or bad, if they’re dying or thriving. You’ve only the need to know what the colors represent, and you hold the key to knowing everyone you come across.”


“Colors?” I repeat.

He doesn’t have a chance to answer. Avani shifts her weight on the hard ground, the rags she is laying on clearly not much comfort. I see her wince and guess that her hip is bothering her still.  Then my mine is already racing to other questions I have tucked away.

“How old are you?” I ask her. “Sudeep is… eighty, correct?” I recall her telling me that earlier, and glance at Sudeep. 


Avani nods. “Yes, ’e is. I’m oonly a lit’le older. As you can see, I’m already agin’.” She snorts like she’s laughing, and even Sudeep is smiling faintly. 


“What? What’s so funny?”


Sudeep sighs. “Avani is not one of us. She was presented with the choice, unlike you and I, and she chose to live the human life.” Something flits over his face, a shadow of sorts, and I try to break through his invisible defenses to see what he’s feeling. 


I sense nothing.  Or, if anything, bleakness. 


“How old were you when you… became a… vampire?” I discover that I do not like the word. But even I can’t explain why. 


“I was nineteen,” he answers, that shadow still not lifting off his face. “My mother was twenty-four when she had me.” His desolate tone provokes me to try again to find his feelings. It is difficult; I’ve not yet grasped a hold of how to work these strange new reaches my mind has. It’s like there’s a bridge from Sudeep’s mind to mine—we are linked, and to find his thoughts I only need to delve into my own. Within my mind, I find him. But when I touch the thoughts I want to see, I hit an invisible wall. Determined, I continue to search for a way inside. I finally find a leak in his strong armor, somewhere underneath his anger, and I quickly grasp his emotions. 

He yearns for what used to be. He regrets the past. He doesn’t know what to do with me. And he wants to die. We have more in common than he knows. 


I rapidly do the math in my head. If what they say is accurate, then that would make Avani ninety-four. I again experience pity for Sudeep. Even I, so new at this, can see the clinging illness deep inside of the old woman’s body. It can’t be anything else. While the rest of her veins are full of pulsing blood, there is a black oily substance slowly, but surely, making its way inside her organs and veins. I know he can see it too, but is helpless to stop it. 


“C-can vampires have children?” I ask, successfully hiding my revelation of his mother’s illness behind a bland face. Sudeep’s anguish is like knife in my side. But what bothers me most is the fact that I care so much. I don’t know him. He’s been rude, physically cruel and frightening in every way. Why am I feeling these sentiments?


“Yes, thought it’s uncommon.”


“Oh,” I murmur. “Uh… do, do you have any brothers or sisters?” 

Avani has nodded off to sleep. Without having to look at her, I hear the breathing pattern in her lungs change. 


“No. I don’t,” Sudeep replies shortly. I don’t fail to notice that this particular question irks him. I can see that his patience is finally wearing thin. 


“Just one more question.” My throat grows dry and I fiddle with the hem of my battered skirt. “This may sound a little… irrational.”  He gives no indication that he’s listening but I know he is. I feel like an idiot because of what I’m about to say, but it’s been nagging at me ever since I left that alehouse. 


“Ever since I woke up, there have been times when I’m not myself,” I plunge. I don’t continue, pursing my lips in attempting to find the right words. I avoid looking at Sudeep. “I’m not acting like myself, if that makes sense. A few times I became… cruel. That incident with the girl in that alehouse—but I swear that wasn’t me! It almost was like someone just took my body from me and made me say things, do things…” My ramblings sound foolish even to my own ears. I stop and blush. 


“Never mind.” I sigh. My hands are folding tightly in my lap, and I study them with concentrated intensity. 


Out of the corner of my eye I see him stand. He gazes at me for an instant, and I turn to meet his eyes. But before I can he jumps to his feet and wordlessly leaves the shack. 


“Did I say something wrong?” Avani doesn’t answer; she’s asleep. I sigh and clutch my knees to my chest. But the old woman must be a light sleeper, because she groggily comes awake. 


“No,” she answers. “ ’E’s jus’ upse’ because ’e was ’opin you would no’ ’urn ou’ like ’im. Bu’ ’e knows the ways.” 


“Turn out like him? What do you mean?”


“Whene’er a ’uman is changed, a process we call vicissitudo,” she struggles to make her tongue form the word, “the quali’ies o’ the vampire goes ’o the newborn.”  


Instantly I know what she is saying. And I know she is right. That strength when fighting Sudeep, that anger. That resentment and maliciousness towards Wendy and Ashen. Those were not what I knew when I was a human. I now recognize them as all of what Sudeep has felt. What he now feels. I have just witnessed the play of emotions inside him. And now I am like him. I feel the same things. 


I think it would have been better if I had died. 


“You may no’ ’ave no’iced,” Avani continues, “but wha’e’er Sudeep is feelin’, you feel. Wha’e’er you feel, he feels. You both ’ave become one. You are bonded by ’is blood.” 


I don’t know what to say but I do know that I don’t like this new information. It immediately brings to my mind the image of a puppet. And I definitely do not like it. 


“So when I’m being cruel to someone else, it’s because Sudeep is feeling spiteful?” I ask slowly. The idea makes me feel less guilty about the way I had treated the people in the alehouse. Having someone else to blame for it is indeed convenient. 


For the first time since I’ve met her, Avani looks uncertain. I concentrate on listening to her thoughts. With irritation I realize that she’s blocked them off as Sudeep has.


“Please, tell me,” I appeal to her in a soft voice.


She nods, making a decision. “You need ’o know,” she says absently. “ ’E’ll be mad, bu’ i’ mus’ be said.” 


I am intrigued, rather than frightened, as I perhaps should be. I lean forward, involuntarily because of her stench, but I don’t want to miss any of her words. 


“Sudeep was no’ always one o’ the Volun’as,” she tells me. I draw back in surprise. Sudeep speaks of the Voluntas with reverence, respect. Even with his confounding shields up, I can detect his pride at being a part of them. 


Before I can ask her why, she goes on, “The reason why you are ’avin’ ’rouble  with bein’ like the Necaz, evil wit’ no concern o’er anyone else, is because Sudeep used ’o be one o’ them. An’ bein’ made by ’im, you ’ave inheri’ed the Necaz’s na’ure.” 


I completely sit back. “Are… are you saying that I am…” I don’t know what I’m trying to say. But something has come together in my mind now. I remember back when Sudeep saved me from those men. I’d caught a glimpse of his desires on his face. Part of him had wanted to leave me there, watch me suffer. He’d had to fight it. He’d had to go against his own will. Just to do what was right. 


And I’m just like him. We are one. I want to wretch. Is that what the rest of my existence will be like? Will I have to struggle to do what’s right? What should be doubtless in my mind? Will I have to fight against myself continually? Against something inside me that shouldn’t be there, that belongs in the pits of Hell?


“Oh, God,” I whisper. “Oh…” I bend over my knees.


I’m trying to take it all in. Think, Rachel, I tell myself. Don’t imagine the future, take one step at a time. I sit up and take a deep, calming breath.


“Can I control it?” I ask Avani, biting my lip. I feel myself pleading with her with my eyes. 


Avani opens her mouth to reply but she doesn’t get a chance to answer; I hear the slight sound of the door flap lifting. I turn around.  Sudeep stands behind me, staring at us with a strange, angry look. He smashes a hole into one of the walls with his fist.


“Damn your wagging tongue!” he snaps at Avani, tight-lipped.


Avani returns the glare, her pointed chin outthrust a little. “Damn i’ as much as you want, bu’ she ’as a righ’—”


“She has no rights until Decimus deems her worthy to have them!” he thunders. “My past is none of her damn business!” 


I cower. It flitters through my conscious that I am not angry, as he is. Could it be we’re not completely connected? That I am not wholly like him?


I meet his fiery gaze unflinchingly. Dismay chokes me when I feel my fear fading and my own anger, no, his anger, rising up in me. Avani speaks the truth. I feel what Sudeep feels now; shame, regret, resentment. Most of all, anguish. He would take what he’s done back for any price. As we just stand and look at each other, tasting each other’s feelings, hopes, dreams, regrets, I am shocked when his black eyes unexpectedly soften. The smoldering coal in them dies. 


“Light approaches fast,” he finally says with a sigh, tearing away from my face. He bends down and picks up a stone on the dirt floor as an excuse not to look at me anymore. “We will leave soon.” He tosses it into the air and catches it. 


I wish the moment wouldn’t end. The vulnerability and the understanding he had felt and given to me have made my mind clouded. But the moment has already ended. He’s pulled away from me yet again; the shields I am learning to despise are up around him once more. 


Abruptly, my emotions shut down. I’m blank, focusing only on what must be done. I am Sudeep. I straighten my clothing and look to gather what little belongings I have. It’s laughable—the only possession I have other than what is on my body is the blasted fur coat. 


“Rachel,” Avani calls gently. I turn to her. She nods encouragingly. “You can shu’ ’im ou’. Think o’ wha’ Rachel would be feelin’, wan’ i’, and figh’ fo’ i’. Push ’is feelin’s away.” 


I frown at her. I’m irritated. She’s making me lose my intent on the task. I’m barely aware of Sudeep’s feelings changing again; he’s resisting the urge to use his mind to control his mother. He wants quiet. 


Avani knows this too and purposely provokes him. “Sudeep isn’ you’ mas’er. You can—”


“Silence!” he shouts, his fragile string of patience snapping yet again. I watch as he and his mother battle each other. It is not a physical fight; both of them are exerting all of their mental strength against each other. I can sense the currents weaving in and out between the two of them. 


Sudeep staggers back as if she’s struck him. Avani lets out a whoosh of tired air. Her hands are shaking, and beads of sweat decorate her wrinkled forehead, but she’s smiling triumphantly. 


“You see,” she says with little pants, “i’ is awl a mat’er o’ will.” 


I don’t reply; Sudeep is furious. So I am too. I advance toward her just as he does. 


She smiles sympathetically at Sudeep. It catches me off guard—it catches Sudeep off guard.  Camille, she says in his mind. I blink. I don’t think she meant for me to hear it, by the sorrowful expression on her wrinkled face. Never forget Camille, she repeats. Sudeep freezes, his own face twisting into ancient sadness and pain. 


I know his feelings will come to me in a moment, and I don’t want to feel what I see there raw and exposed on his perfect face. I think on what Avani told me. Think of what Rachel would be feeling, wanting, and fight for it. Push his feelings away. 

How can you remind me of her? Sudeep asks his mother. What kind of mother would do that? I cringe at the flow of Sudeep’s melancholy that seeps into me. Rachel Baldwin would be… what at this point? She would be frightened, yes, frightened out of her wits. I concentrate on making my fear chase away the misery. I close my eyes, my brow puckering. Fear, not sorrow. 


But the sorrow clings to me like my own skin. I must be doing something wrong. Sudeep and his mother are still speaking in their minds, and their voices intrude in my head. Without thinking I shove them out of the way. Sudeep’s grief is like a sickness. It fills me, weakens me. Does he feel this way often? I’ve never experienced anything like this wretchedness. Not even when I lost Rand. Not even when my father died. Not even when we lost everything. 


Now I’m too miserable to do anything. I don’t want to fight anymore. I want to find a dark corner and make my mind a blank again. I find safety in the blackness. 


No. Sudeep finds safety in the blackness… no, that’s not true. I wearily remember when Rachel had hidden behind a bland face, an insipid voice. It had been her way of rejecting the pain that threatened her. Again I am reminded that Sudeep and I are more alike than either of us knows. 


Sudeep is drawing into himself. He’s finished with arguing with Avani and she’s won. He can’t remain angry at her anymore. He begins to bury the sadness down. Not getting rid of it, only covering it up. I resist the urge to say anything. He does not trust me. He would not listen. 


The blankness is threatening me again. I brace myself against it, literally straightening my shoulders and tightening my muscles. Sudeep sees and frowns. I feel him poking around in my mind, trying to find what it is that has me so stiff. 


And I do it. I squeeze my eyes shut and shove him out. I don’t really know how I accomplish it. I am just picturing my own face, laden with fear.  And he’s gone. He’s back in his own body. He’s staring at me with shock, and something akin to awe. 


Nothing has felt so good in all my life.

*  *  *  *  *

For a couple more hours Sudeep and I remain in the shack. No one says anything. Sudeep has withdrawn into himself. Avani is muttering under her breath. I ignore her words—she’s praying—and practice focusing my hearing in and out of her unguarded thoughts. Protect them, she’s thinking. I ease out of her mind gently enough that she isn’t aware I was in. It’s grows easier the more I do it. 


I want to get into Sudeep’s thoughts more than I care to admit, but he’s always so aware and protected. I use my hearing, and my smell. I can’t help but being often amazed at how dull my old human senses really were. This new world, so alien to me, is in many ways startlingly captivating and yet repulsive. While I can see the pleasing details that were not there before—such as how the stars seem brighter and closer—I can also see all the flaws that had been hidden also. The mold on the walls, the smoke in the air high above us. The other repulsive smells that accompany the urine scent, the deep wrinkles in the old woman’s’ face, and the fleas that bury themselves in her hair.

My sensitive ears pick up the sound of a woman screaming. I tense and look to Sudeep, wondering if we should help her. He hasn’t moved—but I know he’s heard it by the way his full lips are pursed. 


Should we help her? I ask him hesitantly. It is the first time I’ve spoken to him in this way. He doesn’t even bother to glance at me. We stay here, he answers simply. 


I fume silently. I can’t understand how he can be so… cold! I decide to leave him as soon as I can. As soon as it is safe from the Necaz and whatever else threatens me. How will I live? Should I go to Edinburgh, as originally planned? I cannot help but look at my ominous future. I know that it’s not the best thing to do at this point—I know nothing of what it will be, and Father always said worrying would make me prematurely gray. But much of the old Rachel is still within me, especially now that I’ve grasped a bit on how to not be controlled by Sudeep’s every whim. I flex my fingers, and stuff them in my dress pocket. I’m startled to feel a piece of paper inside it. I slowly pull it out, already knowing what it is.


I’d forgotten completely about it. I hadn’t been ready to read it before. But now… 

I unfold the damaged letter.

Rachel,

Don’t rip this up into pieces. Just read it. Then you can burn it or rip it or do whatever you want with it. I wanted to tell you that I haven’t changed. My desires and feelings about you have stayed the same throughout these years we’ve been apart. It’s you that’s changed. I saw your hands. They weren’t the same hands they were three years ago. Those were the hands of a servant, and we both know what you’re doing is a lie. You don’t have to live like you are. I would come for you in a moment if you would but send for me. I’ll take you out of the wretched house you’re working in. I’ll take you away from that place that isn’t fit for you to sleep in. I still have your ring, Rachel. It’s yours to have if you want it. I still love you, and I still want you for my wife. My life has been empty without you. Did you know that I’ve been searching for you ever since you left your father’s home? My men have been able to find no trace of you. I thought that you might have died. Imagine my happiness when you appeared before me that day, just as beautiful and graceful as always. Words aren’t enough to express my feelings, Rachel. Come and see me. Write back. Anything. Just please, reply. I need to hear from you. I’ll be back at the Nathanial’s soon, and we can also see each other then. Again, I love you, Rachel Baldwin.  

Always yours,

Rand

I fold the letter again, blinking rapidly. A full minute has passed before the full meaning of his words sink into my brain. For a moment I am swept with an almost overwhelming desire to laugh, but I manage to check it, with an effort that makes my chest heaves as if I’ve run for miles. He has told the truth. He hasn’t changed. Everything that caused our separation is still rooted inside him. He is a fool. A fool for writing me, and for causing me more pain. A fool for telling me he loves me. I hate you, Rand Darren, I tell him, no matter that he can’t hear me. I don’t even care if Sudeep listens to my words or not.

The world abruptly shifts. Sudeep sits up; he’d been lying on the makeshift bed. Both of our gazes are riveted in the sane direction—the open doorway. We both watch as the yellowness of the sunrise crawls down the tops of the buildings. I shift my body so I can look up through the hole in the roof. The sun has announced its existence faithfully again. The three of us in the shack just admire it. Avani sighs; she knows that the appearance of the sun means that Sudeep and I are leaving. I transfer my eyes from the blinding sun to Avani’s son. 


His face is uplifted toward the warmth, and his eyes are closed. I admire the way his dark lashes rest against his smooth ivory skin. It distracts me from thoughts of Rand. I bite my lip, though, not liking the butterflies that flit around inside me, and turn my gaze elsewhere. Sudeep is so elegant to look at, just as Amy and Rand are. Just as I am not. But then the memories of those mens’ lustful thoughts in Frid’s alehouse come to mind. They’d thought me beautiful. Then again, most of them had been drunk. 


Sudeep’s eyes fly open, and I jump. “It’s time,” he says tersely to me. 

I turn to Avani. “Thank you,” I say shyly. “For—for everything.” I never thought I would be thanking this small, crippled old woman for anything. But life, I’ve discovered, has ways of jerking itself without warning. 

Avani nods regally. “Be safe,” she instructs, sternly staring down first me, then her son. Both of us move to the door.  

“Mother, stay away from the streets,” Sudeep orders, demonstrating a surprising concern that I haven’t seen from him since our first meeting. 


Avani rolls her eyes at me behind her sons back. I don’t show any indication that I saw it, but say goodbye to her in her mind. She winks in return. 


Sudeep lithely ducks underneath the door flap. He doesn’t wait for me but charges back into what I call the maze in my mind. 


“We are going to Richfield,” he says when we emerge to the street. 


“Richfield? How far is that from here?” I ask. He ignores me, and I resist another urge to strike out at him. 


We step out into the open. I blink, unaccustomed to the light I used to know so well. I think Sudeep may have been right about one thing—the day is safer. At least its feels safer. 


Don’t draw attention to yourself. Get behind me, Sudeep commands. I balk at obeying him, but he turns around and gives me a scathing glare. I frown unhappily and shuffle behind him. Keep your head down and do not look at anyone! he adds. I wince at the loud words rebounding off the walls of my head. 


I have to admit to myself that I do look conspicuous in this pathetic coat-thing and with my ragged head of hair. 


We reach the main street. I frown in perplexing concentration when a buzzing sound reaches me. As we near the busy stands and crowds of people the buzzing grows louder. It grows until I gasp and draw back, holding my temples. The sound, the thoughts, the smells! It is as normal as every other day in the city of London. But then again I was a human the last time I was in the sun. It’s too much for my freshness and ignorance. 


Just block them out, Sudeep thinks impatiently. I nod, trying to picture my face again. Me, Rachel Baldwin. It takes a while, and my concentration slips several times. But eventually their thoughts fade until they’re just an uncomfortable hum again. The smells and the noise I cannot do anything else but endure as Sudeep leads me. The animals are louder then ever before, and the smell coming off the small mounds of horse manure on the cobblestones make my nose sting. The talking, and haggling over prices, screeches in my ears. My eyes see too much at once, and it all is too confusing for me. If Sudeep did not have a firm grip on my hand, I would stand unthinkingly, and in due course find a place to curl into a ball. 

Some people do pause to stare as we pass, but no one approaches. We are left alone. It’s curious. Even though they don’t know what we are or what we can do they instinctively shy away. I know it shouldn’t, but it hurts. I used to be one of them. I once was accepted, despite being unseen.

We go on, and Sudeep is almost running. He lets go of my hand. This time I effortlessly keep up. I recognize the boardinghouse I used to stay in. Praying no one comes out and sees me, shame pierces my conscience when I think of what I must have done to Sarah. She would have been worried, and ashamed at the fact a criminal marred her scandal-free establishment. I have no doubt that I did damage her business if only a little. 


I look up and around me, wanting to memorize every single detail. I feel as if it’s the last time I will see London. I bid farewell to the tall, thin spires of Parliament, visible to me where I had not been able to see them from here before. I say goodbye to the stands and the small boys with their papers. They shout out about yet another murder. It has fast become a regular headline. I say goodbye to the flower girls, to Bart Penndel, disgusting scoundrel that he is. To Amy, Beatrice, Randall Darren…


Why are you so slow? Sudeep snaps. He loses his tolerance and reaches back to take my hand once more. There’s the jolt again. My hand tingles. He pretends, or really is, unaffected by it and pulls me along. We pass all the places familiar to me. The mass of people grows thinner. I see with startled unease that he’s taking me to the East End, though by a different route. I recognize the grimy streets and the street lamps. They’ve not put in the fancy new electric lights here yet.


There are stands here too, just fewer people to buy and sell anything. Scruffy little boys are playing with a ball made of cloth. The women here bicker and haggle over prices louder than in the heart of the city, and they use language that makes my cheeks heat. I take my attention from them when Sudeep halts.


“Wait here,” he says and pushes me against one of the brick walls. 


“Here?” I squeak. He turns away, and I see, with resentment, the rolling of his eyes. 


You’re more than capable now to take care of yourself, he says in my head. Besides, no one’s going to touch you in broad daylight. I don’t like him invading my mind constantly and I try to shove him out. I hear his ghostly mocking laugh even though I can’t see him anymore; he’s disappeared into the crowd. 


Long moments pass. There is nothing else to do, so I allow the insistent thoughts of the people around me to be heard. 


Ridiculous! I wouldn’t pay that much even to get Harold out of prison!


Jus’ a few mo’ hours and I can go ge’ a drink…


Tha’ son o’ a—


I hurriedly push that thought away. It’s coming from one of the boys playing ball. He’s angry because it was stolen from him, or so I gather from him shaking his fist under that other boy’s nose.


Tha’ bun looks so good. The steam comin’ off i’…


The thought stirs compassion from me. I look for the person—it’s a small girl. She’s just standing in front of a tray of hot, visibly steaming sweet rolls. They are an enticing color of golden brown, meant to goad anyone into buying and getting as taste of the tempting flavor seen there. But I am not looking at the buns. I look at the girl, and at her tattered brown dress, short cropped hair, and bony legs. I can feel my chin quivering and I have to hold some weak tears back. I want to help her, want it with everything in me. But I have no money. 


She takes my memory unwillingly back to when Amy and I had just came to London… it’d been the year of 1892. A year that had started out good. I’d had a lovely birthday, and I was just beginning to gain the attention of young men—other than Randall Darren. I’d had his attention all along, before I was even nine. He’d been by my side my whole childhood. 


But he hadn’t been at my side when I traveled to London. Seventeen, and alone. Madame Bouclé had met us at the train station. The last thing our lawyer had done for us was to find us means to survive in the city, and she had been his solution.  Amy had only been fourteen. 


Madame Bouclé had trained me for two years before finally giving up. I was hopeless. My hands were not graceful, and I didn’t have a talent for sewing, embroidering, or anything of such. I found work at the Nathanials. I worked there for only a year, until I destroyed all that I had built by stealing this coat. I never had a chance, really. My name, Rachel Baldwin, had been soiled from the moment I stepped down onto the platform at the station three years ago. And I managed to spoil Rachel Martin, as well. I have no name. No, that’s not right. I have no last name. I am Rachel. I am Rachel. 

