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Prologue 

London 
Spring 1805 

 gentleman’s study is more than a mere sanctuary for its 
master. For it to be that true beacon of masculinity the 

room must be formidable and austere; a place that conveys all 
the proper pride, pomp, and circumstance that is due to its den-
izen as he conducts his business and intimidates his underlings. 
No self-respecting gentleman would accept anything less, and 
Horatio Granger was no exception. 

However, young Miss Tabitha had never felt such trepida-
tion in her father’s study. From an outsider’s perspective, Mr. 
Granger’s room was the epitome of what that it should be—
managing its function to perfection. But for Tabby, it was a 
place filled with fond memories of sitting with her father by the 
fire as they gorged themselves on books and teacakes. Though 
plenty of people found Mr. Granger to be an imposing man, 
Tabby knew her papa to be more bluster than bile, and visiting 
him in his study had never caused Tabby an ounce of dread or 
dismay. 

Until this moment. 
Clenching her fists in her skirts, Tabby watched her father’s 

face. It was thin and lined, though that had more to do with the 
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angry pull of his eyebrows than age. She had to make him see. 
Her happiness depended on it. Leaning on his desk, he watched 
her as if peering into her soul, and Tabby pushed away her 
nerves to radiate the confidence she felt in her choice. This was 
the right one. There was no other.  

Tabby’s heart rested on the edge of a knife, ready to be 
cleaved in two if things went awry. She knew that if the worst 
should happen, there would be no piecing it back together. Her 
heart would be irrevocably ruined, and she would be lost. 

“You wish to marry Joshua Russell?” Her papa huffed and 
shook his head. “That jackanape?” 

“He is a gentleman,” insisted Tabby. “A good man.” 
“No man with his reputation can be called either of those 

things, Tabitha,” he said with a scowl. “You cannot be serious 
about marrying him. He should never have been introduced to 
you in the first place! And he should have had the decency to 
speak with me before paying his addresses, rather than hiding 
in the shadows like a sneak.” 

“If he had come forward sooner, you would have denied 
him as you are now.” 

“What good father would do anything less?” He puffed his 
cheeks, glaring at his desk. “If I’d had any clue that he was sniff-
ing around, I would have packed you off into the country post-
haste.” 

Tabby held herself in her chair, though she felt compelled 
to get on her knees and beg. She’d never had such an urge be-
fore, but the thought of losing this battle left her feeling as 
though a vice were clamped around her heart, squeezing it until 
it was liable to burst. 

“He has changed, Papa. I am not ignorant of how Mr. Rus-
sell has behaved in the past, but he is different now.” 

Her father huffed again and shook his head. “Altering one-
self to impress a young lady is not a sign of a true change of 
heart. I hate to be the bearer of bad news, my girl, but such a 
shift in character does not last after the lady is won.” 

Her fists clenched tighter, and Tabby fought to keep her 
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composure. She would not prostrate herself before her father, 
even if every part of her heart and soul was desperate to shown 
her conviction. “He has no desire to gamble anymore, and he 
has been attending church services every Sunday.” 

“To impress you.” 
“He gave up drink,” Tabby continued. “Except for a bit of 

port with the gentlemen after dinner, he abstains from any spir-
its. His former friends have all but shunned him because of his 
new behavior, and yet it has not weakened his resolve. Surely, 
that is a sign of a changed man.” 

Just thinking about Joshua’s struggle filled Tabby with ir-
repressible love. He was such a sociable creature, and to be so 
isolated from his former friends and acquaintances cut him to 
the core. He did not deserve such treatment nor her papa’s dis-
trust. Joshua was human. He had been frail and weak, but 
Tabby knew that any person could change if they wished to be 
better. She knew Joshua was becoming something more than 
he had been a few months ago. Watching that transformation 
was one of the most humbling and remarkable things Tabby 
had witnessed in her twenty years of life. 

“Tabitha—” her father began, his tone all but telling her 
what was to come. 

But Tabby did not want to hear it. Surrendering all sense of 
decorum and self-respect, she rushed to him. Gripping his 
hand, Tabby knelt beside his chair. “Please, Papa. I love him so 
much, and it is not fair to hold his past against him. None of us 
are perfect, and he is changing. He truly is. And we love each 
other so very much.” 

Tears blurred her vision, making it impossible to see her 
father’s reaction. 

“Dearest Tabby,” he said while mopping at her face with a 
handkerchief. “I understand—I do—but you are too important 
to me and your mother. We cannot allow you to marry someone 
whom we distrust, and neither of us feel he is the good man you 
believe him to be.” 

“I cannot bear to live my life without him,” she said, her 
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words broken. “I love him.” 
Her papa sighed and stood, pulling her to her feet and es-

corting her to their sofa by the fire. Seated beside her, he took 
one of her hands in his while surrendering his handkerchief as 
she continued to sniffle. 

“Love is not what that I worry about,” he said. “Any fool can 
see that Mr. Russell loves you. He made it very clear when he 
spent the morning begging for permission to marry you. How-
ever, love is not enough.” 

“That is not—” Tabby began, but stopped when her father 
raised a silencing hand. 

“Tabitha, I know that at your age you feel it is, but trust 
someone who has a little more life experience than you. Love is 
not enough because romantic love is not always constant,” he 
said. “When you marry someone, you bind yourself to them ir-
revocably. It is easy to love them through the good times, but 
when the struggles of life come, you need someone who will 
stick it out.” 

“Joshua—” But at the sharp look from her papa, Tabby be-
gan again, “Mr. Russell will do that. I do not believe I have ever 
seen a man work so hard for the woman he loves.” 

“I have,” replied her father. “Many times. People get 
wrapped in the glow of love and alter themselves dramatically 
in order to win the object of their affection. Then they marry 
only to realize that the energetic infatuation fades with the re-
ality of daily life, and eventually, they revert to what they once 
were. They changed solely to make the other happy, and at 
some point, that will not be enough of a reason to maintain the 
lifestyle they did not desire in the first place.” 

Tabby crushed the handkerchief and shook her head. “That 
is not the case with Mr. Russell. He is so much happier now. He 
does not want his old life.” 

“Sweetheart, I know you believe that with all your heart, 
but resentment grows quickly in the wrong circumstances, and 
I have never witnessed a happy ending for couples who start off 
with such different desires in life. You want a home and family, 
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and he wants pleasure and idleness. What happens in a few 
years, when life has settled you both firmly in that quiet country 
life and Mr. Russell begins to miss his old one?” 

“You don’t believe people can change?” asked Tabby. 
“Of course people can change,” he said, giving her hand a 

squeeze. “But doing so for someone else is not a true refor-
mation. Such things can only come from within, independent of 
what others desire of you. It is one thing for him to be inspired 
by your good example and alter himself because he wishes to be 
better, but everything he has done has been to win your good 
opinion. What happens if he decides it is no longer worth the 
sacrifice?” 

“Papa, every marriage is a gamble,” said Tabby. “There are 
gentlemen who feign goodness in public, and good men who be-
come wicked, so marrying a seemingly perfect husband with a 
perfect past is no guarantee he will remain so and that our mar-
riage will succeed.” 

“But you increase the risk of failure if your husband is an 
unabashed libertine and rake.” 

Tabby shot to her feet. “I will not listen to you condemn 
him. No matter what he may have been, he has changed, and it 
is unfeeling of you to hold it against him.” 

Her papa stood and tried to draw closer, but she stepped 
away. “I am your father, and it is my duty to protect you.” 

“I am not a child.” 
“Only children say that,” he replied. 
Tabby ignored it and continued. “I want your blessing—we 

both do—but I am nearly of age and shan’t need it. If you and 
mother will not give it to us, we will simply wait until the law is 
on our side.” 

She had hoped not to need to resort to such tactics. Over 
the years, she had dreamt of the moment when the man she 
loved would ask for permission to marry her, but Tabby had 
never thought that she would have to beg, plead, and cajole her 
papa into accepting it. This should be a happy event, and the 
look on her father’s face was anything but. His brow wrinkled 
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further, and his eyes were dimmed with disappointment, not 
shining with joy. 

“Are you so determined to have him?” asked her father, his 
voice sounding weaker than Tabby had ever heard before. 

Tabby ran her father’s handkerchief through her fingers 
and then lifted it to wipe away a new wave of tears. This was not 
at all what she wanted, but she knew her Joshua was worth it. 
Stepping closer to her father, she took his hand in hers. 

“I cannot imagine my life without him,” she said. “I have 
met many gentlemen, but none of them have stirred my heart 
so. You and mother may not trust him, but I do. He is a good 
man, and I want to marry him more than I have wanted any-
thing in my life. I know that we shall be happy, Papa, and one 
way or another, I shall marry him.” 

Her father turned away and stared into the fire, leaving 
Tabby blind to what he was thinking. She wanted to push him, 
but she knew she must wait. If there was any chance of this end-
ing happily, she had to be patient. Tabby’s breath caught as she 
watched him, her heart ceasing to beat as he deliberated. 

When he met her eyes again, Tabby saw the resignation. It 
was not the emotion she had hoped for, but the nod of his head 
had her springing into his arms. With kisses on his cheeks and 
a flurry of excited words promising him heaven and earth, 
Tabby’s excitement enveloped him as she assured him of all the 
blissful years that were yet to come. 

Turning away, she ran for the study door, bursting through 
it as her father slumped onto the sofa. In the moment, she did 
not notice the tears in his eyes and the way his head hung low, 
but in the years to follow, her memory would dredge it up on 
many an occasion. At present, the only thoughts in her head 
were of Joshua standing just outside the door, his eyes red and 
face twisted in uncertain agony. In two steps, she threw herself 
into his arms. 

“We must marry the moment we can get a license,” she 
said, hugging him tight. 

“He gave his permission?” Joshua’s voice trembled. 
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Pulling away, Tabby nodded through a wave of new tears 
and saw matching ones in Joshua’s eyes. With a triumphant 
shout, he spun her around, crushing her in his arms. When they 
stopped, Joshua’s hands framed her face in his strong fingers. 

“I love you, my darling,” he said, saying the endearment as 
if it were as sacred as a prayer. 

“I love you, too,” replied Tabby before he pressed his lips to 
hers. 

*** 

Thornwood, Devon 
Eleven years later 

Tabby Russell stood at the library window, capturing the 
image of her gardens firmly in her mind. She had stood thusly 
many times during her eleven years as mistress of Kelland Hall. 
In summer, the blossoms filled the beds in a rainbow of colors. 
In winter, the landscape grew barren, but the grass and moss 
became all the more vibrant under the winter rainfalls. And 
then there were the days when the snow coated the hedges and 
ground like a down blanket, all cozy and inviting. But for a few 
weeks in spring and fall, the seasonal transition seized the 
world in a gloomy mess of mud and decay. Tabby wished her 
last memories of her home were more colorful or comforting, 
but it was a fitting end. 

Crates were scattered across the library, the bits and pieces 
of her life stuffed inside, hastily packed to make way for a new 
family that would fill these rooms. Walking over to the last of 
the boxes, Tabby wrapped a rag around a vase before nestling it 
among the straw. Gathering extra bits of padding, she made 
double and triple sure that it was safe from harm. Having no 
intrinsic value, her mother’s favorite vase had escaped the rav-
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ages of the creditors, and Tabby could not bear to see the heir-
loom damaged. 

Retrench. 
Tabby had grown up hearing stories of great families 

brought low, and that word was spoken in hushed voices with 
raised eyebrows as neighbors tittered about their downfall. 
Tabby herself had participated in such conversations. Not in a 
mean-spirited manner, but with the morbid fascination of those 
who cannot image such hardships befalling them. Yet, here it 
was at her doorstep. Retrenching. 

It was a temporary step. Nothing more. By downgrading 
their expenses and adding the income of a renter, they would 
make due. It would take time, economy, and sacrifice, but 
Tabby knew they would gain a more secure financial footing. 
They would manage. 

Kneeling beside the crate, Tabby reached for the next left-
over bit of her life when she heard tiny footsteps echoing in the 
vacant hallway. Tabby looked behind her to see her little man 
run past the doorway. Phillip peeked out at her, and Tabby 
glanced at a stack of her father’s books that they’d been unable 
to sell. Pretending to examine them, she kept her eyes fixed on 
the crates as Phillip crept across the room. She turned the books 
over, studying them with the intensity of a scholar while the 
floorboards thumped and stifled giggles drew closer. 

And then Phillip pounced. Throwing his arms around her 
neck, he leapt onto her with a squeal. 

“Mama!” he shouted, squeezing her neck. 
Swinging him around, Tabby nibbled at her favorite spot 

on his cheek and tickled his sides. Phillip wiggled and laughed, 
his joy raising her spirits. Holding him tight, Tabby gazed at the 
boy who looked so like his father. They shared the same curly 
chestnut locks and crystalline eyes that were the color of a clear 
summer sky; when he was grown, Phillip would be just as hand-
some as Joshua had been. 

Phillip wriggled in earnest, so Tabby gave him one last kiss 
and released him; the three-year-old promptly began digging 
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through the crates. 
“What are you doing, Mama?” he asked, scattering a bit of 

straw. 
Tabby scooped the mess with one hand and secured Phil-

lip’s wrists with the other. “I am packing our things.” 
“Why?” he asked while tugging at her grip. 
Tabby handed him one of the books she did not care about, 

but Phillip pushed it aside and reached for the straw. “We’ve 
talked about this, dearest.” 

Phillip looked at her, his brow scrunched, but Tabby did 
not have the time and patience to go over this conversation 
again. This change in their circumstances was difficult enough, 
and Tabby did not have it in her to withstand another tantrum.  

“Where’s Papa?” she asked, diverting Phillip’s attention. 
“In his study,” he said. “He’s sick.” 
Tabby sighed. She had thought Joshua would be able to 

watch their child so she could get the work done, but appar-
ently, that was beyond his capability. 

“Should we go find him?” asked Tabby, standing and hold-
ing out her hand to Phillip, giving his a squeeze as they left the 
library. 

Rather than walking, Phillip hopped along, making a ribbit 
sound. When his little tongue darted out to catch an invisible 
fly, Tabby found herself smiling—until Phillip decided there 
was a fly on her hand, and she got a quick, wet lick. 

“Phillip!” 
But the frog in question pulled out of reach. With a grin, 

Tabby lunged for him, and the frog abandoned his hopping and 
ran. The two of them tore through the hall, around the corner, 
and up the stairs. She kept Phillip a few steps ahead, close 
enough to keep him worried, but far enough behind to make it 
look as though he were winning. 

At Joshua’s study door, Phillip paused, turning around to 
give Tabby another quick flick of his tongue, but she dodged out 
of the way and grabbed him. Tickling him until he shook, Tabby 
pretended to growl at his impertinence. 
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“Tongues belong in mouths,” she said, probing Phillip’s 
most tickly of spots under his ribs. He howled with laughter, 
and when he had done enough begging Tabby put him down 
again with a final tickle and knocked on the door. 

She heard something that sounded vaguely like “come in”, 
but it was just as likely to have been “go away”, though Tabby 
did not care which it had been. Pushing the door open, she 
stepped inside and saw her husband lying face down on the 
desk, a near empty bottle of cognac beside his head. 

Phillip stepped towards his father, but Tabby held him back 
and went in search of a servant. No more than three months 
ago, it would have taken less than a minute for Tabby to stum-
ble across some maid or footman, but now the hallways were 
empty. She was nearly at the kitchen before she found a maid 
sitting in a corner. 

“Louisa,” said Tabby, and the maid got to her feet with a 
mild curtsey. “Would you please look after Phillip for a few 
minutes while I speak with Mr. Russell?” 

“I’m no good with children, ma’am,” said Louisa, looking at 
Phillip. “Isn’t there someone else who could watch him?” 

“None that I have found,” replied Tabby. “Please. It shall 
only be a few minutes, and I would rather Phillip not be there. 
Without his nanny around, I fear he will get into mischief.” 

Tabby spared herself a moment of self-pity. She had been 
reduced to begging for help from a maid. In other circum-
stances, Tabby would have simply ordered it, but as none of the 
staff’s salaries had been paid for quite some time, she knew she 
was in no position to demand anything. She would not risk al-
ienating one of the only servants who remained at Kelland. 
Likely, the girl still held out hope that she would receive her 
back pay, and it pained Tabby to know that it would not be 
forthcoming. Not in the near future, at any rate. 

“I promise to fetch him in a trice,” said Tabby. 
Louisa stared at Phillip with a frown, but she gave a sour 

nod to her mistress and took Phillip by the hand to lead him to 
the nursery. He glanced at his mother, and Tabby gave him a 
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smile while straightening her spine for the impending scene, 
and there was no questioning that the impending conversation 
would lead to a scene. 

Marching back to the study, she found her husband in the 
exact same position. 

“I asked you to watch Phillip,” said Tabby, walking to the 
desk. 

“Demanded, more like it,” mumbled Joshua, pushing up-
right. He rubbed at his face, scratching the stubble on his jaw 
and mussing his shaggy hair. 

“He is your son, and I need help,” she said. “There is so 
much packing to be done, and without Nanny Gilbert around to 
watch Phillip, I am finding it difficult to get much done with 
him underfoot, and I need you to watch him.” 

Joshua stretched and then settled into his chair to stare at 
his wife. His eyes were red and droopy, the lines at his eyes and 
mouth far deeper and craggier than a man his age should have. 
In the eleven years of their marriage, it was as though Joshua 
had aged twice that. If Tabby were honest with herself, she felt 
much the same, even if it did not show. 

“I have enough to deal with,” said Joshua. “I don’t need to 
be doing a woman’s job.” 

“You found a renter?” It was too much to hope for. Kelland 
Hall was not at the peak of repair and finding someone willing 
to take on the crumbling estate seemed an impossible feat. 

“I am taking care of things,” he said, reaching for the cog-
nac bottle. 

Tabby snatched it. “Drinking will not help the situation.” 
“It is the only thing that makes the ‘situation’ bearable,” he 

said, giving her a gimlet eye. 
“It is burying your head in the sand, Joshua!” Tabby 

stepped around his desk to throw open the curtains and point 
at the men gathered near the entrance to their home. “The cred-
itors are quite literally on our doorstep. If it weren’t for your 
connections, we would already be forced to flee the country, 
though I have no idea how we would pay for the trip.” 
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Joshua’s fist came down on the desk. “I am taking care of 
it!” 

Tabby took a breath and came around to stand before him. 
With another deep lungful, she sat on the chair facing him. They 
needed to discuss this like rational beings. “Joshua, please, I 
need to know what is happening.” 

Joshua glanced at the bottle in Tabby’s hand. “I found a 
buyer.” 

She placed the bottle on the floor beside her, giving herself 
a moment to think as Joshua’s eyes tracked her movements. 

“A buyer?” she asked. 
“No one is interested in renting. Apparently, the Russell 

family holding isn’t worth what it should be.” Joshua gave a 
self-pitying chuckle and crossed his arms. “The house needs too 
many repairs we cannot pay for, but the land is still worth some-
thing. I am selling the property in its entirety to Mr. Brexton.” 

Tabby held her composure, but it was a struggle. Their 
neighbors had coveted the Russell land for a long time, but she 
never thought Joshua would agree to sell. Casting a glance at 
the room around her, Tabby imagined the sad and lonely future 
for the home. The Brextons only wanted access to finer hunting, 
and she doubted they would care much about maintaining the 
building. 

Her home. It held many bitter memories, but there were 
sweet ones, too. Those first years of marriage had been every-
thing her young heart had dreamt of, and for a brief moment, 
Tabby revelled in the thoughts of those sunny days. 

“Selling?” she whispered. It was one thing to accept a tem-
porary displacement, but another to realize their home would 
be gone forever. And then another stark realization struck her. 
“But that means we shall lose our income.” 

Joshua snorted. “What income? Our tenants have all but 
fled us, and the estate’s profits have dwindled to nothing. The 
house is the only thing of value we have, and selling it will barely 
cover our debts.” 

Tabby let out the breath she had been holding. “I suppose 
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that is something of a blessing. With the debts gone and a little 
economy, we can live off the interest from my dowry.” 

Joshua’s eyes fell to his desk for a moment before he 
reached into a drawer and retrieved another bottle. There was 
nothing more than a single swallow left in it, but he downed it 
and dropped it to the floor, where it hit the rug with a muted 
thud. 

“There is no money left from your dowry,” said Joshua, 
resting his head against the chair. Closing his eyes, he looked 
like he was ready to fall asleep, but Tabby was having none of 
it. 

“No money left?” Tabby could not believe it. With no living 
siblings, her parents had been very generous with her dowry. 
There was no possible way that it and all of the Russell fortune 
could be gone in little more than a decade. 

“Not a cent,” mumbled Joshua. “My luck has been sour for 
the last few years, but it should turn soon.” 

“Luck?” Tabby’s eyes widened, her breathing coming in fast 
bursts. “Are you saying you lost it all gambling?” 

“Not all of it.” 
But Tabby heard the insinuation. Not all. But most. Tabby’s 

heart sent out a silent prayer, pleading for it to be untrue. That 
he had lost vast amounts of their fortune was no secret, but this 
was far more than anything Tabby had anticipated. This was not 
retrenching. This was poverty. 

“How much do we have left?” she asked, terrified to hear 
the truth. 

“Enough.” 
“How much?” 
“Enough,” he said, opening his eyes and raising his head to 

give her a hard look. “I am certain one of our friends will put us 
up for a while. Or perhaps Cousin George will assist us.” 

Tabby’s heart broke at the thought of having to beg their 
friends and relations for scraps. It was humiliating, but for Phil-
lip’s sake, she would do what she had to until they could get 
themselves established someplace new. 
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“And then what?” she asked. 
Joshua’s brow furrowed, but when he said nothing more, 

Tabby clarified. “That is no long-term solution, Joshua. We may 
find respite through charity, but we have no income and no 
property. How are we to live?” 

He shrugged. “There is nothing more to do. You are fretting 
and worrying too much. It will work out. Things will be fine.” 

“We need income,” Tabby insisted. 
“Are you suggesting I work?” he asked. His lips quirked and 

he looked ready to laugh, but it died when Tabby replied, “Yes.” 
“That is ludicrous,” he said with a snort. 
“Ludicrous is living without an income. We need money,” 

she said. 
“We will make due.” 
“Not without an income!” Tabby got to her feet. “Even if we 

can receive housing and food from others, will they pay for Phil-
lip’s clothing? His schooling? There is no other money coming 
to us. No long-awaited inheritances. Are we to live the rest of 
our lives off the charity of others? And what of our son’s fu-
ture?” 

“And your solution is for me to become a common la-
borer?” he scoffed. “I am a gentleman.” 

“Not a laborer, but something. With our connections, I am 
certain we could find you a good profession.” 

Joshua looked at her as though she were speaking in 
tongues. Tabby was no fool and had known that he would not 
be keen on pursuing a trade, but she could not understand his 
blindness to their circumstances. They needed income and had 
no other option. 

“Please, Joshua,” she said, dropping to her chair once 
more. At this point in her life, it seemed as though she should 
be familiar with debasing herself, but begging hurt her pride 
every time. 

Joshua’s gaze darkened. “After all I have sacrificed for you, 
you would ask me to surrender the very core of who I am?” 

Tabby needed no clarification. In the last few years, playing 
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the martyr had become one of Joshua’s favored pastimes. “And 
you are the only one who has sacrificed for this marriage? You 
poor soul for bearing the entirety of that hardship on your 
shoulders,” she said with cold mockery. 

Joshua slammed his fist against the table again, but Tabby 
would not be quiet. 

“You made your choice, Joshua. As did I,” she said. “I think 
it is time that you stop blaming me for your decisions.” 

“Get out!” he yelled, plucking the empty bottle from the 
floor and flinging it across the room. 

Tabby did not flinch. It was nothing more than a tantrum, 
and Tabby would not be made to cower by a man acting more 
childish than his son, but neither would she listen to his pa-
thetic self-pitying tirade. Getting to her feet, Tabby held 
Joshua’s gaze for several quiet moments, making it clear that 
his outburst had no effect. Only then did she leave the study, 
closing the door behind her. 

Walking through the empty halls, Tabby’s tears finally 
broke through her defenses as she thought about her lost home. 
Life at Kelland Hall had been far from perfect, but it had been 
hers. Disappointing though it may be, she had built a life here, 
and it was painful to say goodbye to it forever. And then there 
was the terrifying future. The unknown and dark prospects 
loomed before her, bringing a wave of panic. She had no idea 
how to fix it all, but it was abundantly clear that it would be her 
responsibility. 

The man she had married was gone. Memories of what 
Joshua had been haunted her. Perhaps it would be easier to 
bear the present if not for the fact that Tabby had been given a 
glimpse of the man he could be. The good, loving, considerate 
man she had married. Joshua had the capacity to be so much 
more than a drunken lout and was simply choosing to reject 
that goodness. 

Tabby paused for a moment and closed her eyes against the 
wave of disappointment. Another tear slipped down her cheek, 
and she brushed it away. Memories of begging her father for his 
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blessing came to mind, and some small, shameful part of her 
was grateful her parents had not witnessed papa’s predictions 
come to fruition. Tabby supposed they might be watching over 
her from beyond the grave, but she hoped they weren’t. Better 
that they be preoccupied with their eternal paradise than their 
poor daughter; she was beyond their assistance now. 

“Mama!” 
Tabby had a moment to brace herself before Phillip threw 

himself at her. She revelled in the little arms and legs clutching 
her neck and waist. The love. The comfort of it. It was exactly 
what her poor soul needed at that moment. Regardless of what 
Joshua was, he had given her the most wonderful son a mother 
could ask for. That was something. 

And with that thought, Tabby summoned other bits of hap-
piness. Memories of the good that had come despite her fool-
hardy decision to ignore her father’s advice. Perhaps if she gath-
ered enough of them, she might outweigh her regrets. 
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