crest: elaborately intertwined initials — T
and R for Thomas Reed, Nora’s father.
Nora quickly slid into the dryness and
immediately let the hood of her large cloak
fall back. This morning, her maid had braided
her auburn hair with dark green ribbons that
matched Nora’s eyes and her emeraldcolored, open-front coatdress. Luckily the
rain hadn’t disturbed the wide braid that fell
across her back. Nora was not in the habit of
powdering her hair white as fashion had
dictated. Instead, she preferred it natural and
was pleased when Simon compared her
tresses to liquid amber. The young woman
smiled dreamily at the thought of her
beloved. Maybe she should stop by her
father’s office before visiting Lady
Wentworth.
“Down to the Thames first, please,” she
gave Peppers rather vague directions. “I want

to go to the Wentworths’… you know, the
large house in the business district.”
Lord Wentworth had settled near the
offices and trading companies along the
Thames. Apparently, close contact with the
merchants and sugar importers was more
important to him than a residence in one of
the more distinguished residential
neighborhoods.
Peppers nodded. “You wouldn’t like to
visit your father?” he inquired.
The old servant knew Nora well enough
to read her slender, expressive face. In the
last few weeks, she had requested remarkably
often that he drive her down to the Reed
offices — even when it was a detour and she
had no real need to go there. Of course, the
urge was not so much to see her father, but
instead, Simon Greenborough, the youngest
of his clerks. Peppers suspected that Nora

also met the young man when she went out
for a walk or ride, but he had no intention of
interfering. Undoubtedly, his master would be
displeased if his own daughter had a dalliance
with one of his employees, but Peppers liked
his young mistress — Nora had always known
how to wrap her father’s staff around her
finger — and so he indulged her infatuation
with the handsome, dark-haired clerk. Thus
far, Nora had never kept real secrets from her
father. Thomas Reed had practically raised
her alone after her mother had died many
years before, and the two had a close, warm
relationship. Peppers didn’t think that she
would jeopardize it for a mere flirtation.
“Let’s see,” Nora said and her face took
on a mischievous expression. “It couldn’t hurt
if we’re passing by anyway. We’ll just have a
little drive!”

Peppers nodded, shut the door behind her,
and climbed onto the box, with some
reluctance. With all due respect to Nora’s
young love, this certainly was not very
inviting weather to go for a drive in. It was
pouring rain, and water rushed through the
city, dragging refuse and waste along with it.
The rain and filth from the streets combined
to form a foul-smelling sludge, which
gurgled under the carriage wheels.
Additionally, it wasn’t uncommon for signs
that had been torn from storefronts, or even
animal carcasses, to get caught in the spokes.
Peppers drove slowly to avoid risking an
accident and to spare the footboys and
passers-by, who were walking despite the
weather. They fled from the spraying water
when a carriage passed, but didn’t always
manage to escape the stinking shower.
Regardless, Peppers didn’t have to rein in his

horses in this weather. The animals moved
onwards with reluctance — much like the
slender, young man, apparently an errand boy,
who was leaving Thomas Reed’s office as
Peppers steered his carriage past. Peppers
felt sympathy for him, but was now distracted
by Nora, who was pounding on the window
between the coach and the box.
“Peppers! Stop here, Peppers!”
Simon Greenborough had hoped that the
weather would improve, but when he stepped
out onto the street from the semidarkness of
the office, the sight of soaking wet horses
pulling covered coaches disabused him of the
notion. Simon tried to pull up the collar of
his threadbare coat to protect the lace
trimming of his last acceptable shirt. He was
in the habit of pressing it himself every
evening in order to keep it at least partly in

