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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This novel is a work of alternate history that 

 explores what might have happened if something in our coun-

try’s history had been different. What if the colonies had never 

gained their independence and the British continued to rule? 

What if that ruling class had magical powers?

That would have changed a lot of things, including tech-

nology, industry, and the social order. And many other things 

might have been different. For instance, Great Britain abol-

ished slavery in 1833, and if the American colonies  had still 

been part of the empire, there might never have been the need 

for the Civil War. The pattern of westward expansion might 

have changed as well, altering relationships with the native 

peoples.

With magic in the mix, some technologies might have 

come later or never been developed at all, while others might 

have been ahead of their time. If magic provided the power 

for all industry and technology, common people would be 

dependent on the magical classes for their livelihood and 

survival.
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x Author’s Note

But there are other forms of power, like steam and electric-

ity, and if people could learn about and make use of this power, 

they might have a way to fi ght against the magical classes and 

gain their freedom from the British.
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IN WHICH 
I FACE BANDITS 
AND BUTLERS

If I’d let myself think about what might lie ahead 

for me, I’d have been terrifi ed. So, instead of thinking, I lost 

myself in the book I’d bought at the train station newsstand—

the kind of pulp novel I’d have had to hide behind a copy of The 

Odyssey if I’d still been at home in New Haven. Now, though, 

I could read what I wanted without my father having any say in 

the matter. My life had improved in that way, at least.

Although the motion of the train made it diffi cult to keep the 

paperback book steady, I defi antly held it with the lurid cover 

clearly visible as I read about a daring gang of bandits terror-

izing stagecoaches. I was so engrossed in the story that when 

I heard a sharp noise and raised voices, I initially mistook it for 

my imagination bringing the story to life. Then I looked up to 

see a group of masked, gun- wielding men rushing through the 
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Rebel Mechanics4

connecting doorway at the front of the car. A thrill shot through 

me. I had told myself my life would be more exciting beginning 

today, but I hadn’t really believed it. I picked up my bag and 

dropped the book into it so I wouldn’t miss a thing.

“Seal the door!” the tallest bandit ordered, and one of the 

masked men turned to throw the latch. He held his hands over 

it, and I thought for a moment that I saw a shimmer beneath 

them. A shiver went down my spine, making me gasp. Could 

that have been magic? No, I decided, only the magister class 

could use magic, and that class held most of the property in the 

British Empire and controlled the magical power that ran all in-

dustry, even  here in the American colonies. Magisters shouldn’t 

need to rob trains. When I looked again, the shimmer was gone. 

I must have imagined it.

While the man who’d sealed the door stood lookout, the tall 

bandit who’d shouted the order strode up the aisle, heading to-

ward the rear of the car where I sat. Abruptly, he stopped and 

raised his pistol at a man sitting three rows ahead of me. “I’ll 

take that,” he said in a soft but fi rm voice as he grabbed a slim 

black leather case the man held in his lap. The man clung to his 

case, and it looked for a moment as though he might put up a 

fi ght, but the bandit cocked his pistol with his thumb and held 

it closer to the man’s face. The man released his hold on the bag. 

The bandit gave him a disconcertingly polite nod as he lowered 

the gun and took the case. He then continued up the aisle, seem-

ingly unaffected by the swaying motion of the train as it slowed 

to round a bend.
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In Which I Face Bandits and Butlers  5

He stopped directly in front of my seat, and I gripped the han-

dles of my bag as my heart beat wildly. The bandit stood so close 

to me I could see his eyes through the slits in his mask. They 

 were an icy, pale blue, hard and cold, with little fl ecks of gray 

around the pupil and a band of darker blue around the outer edge 

of the iris. I had never met a killer, but based on every novel I’d 

read, that was how I imagined a killer’s eyes would look.

When the bandit stepped toward me, I reacted instinctively. 

I  rose to my feet, swung my bag at him, and then felt the shock 

go up to my elbows when I connected with his head. He stag-

gered backward, and I felt light- headed as my breath came in 

shallow gasps. I shrank away, fearing retribution.

Instead of being angered by my assault, he smiled wryly and 

holstered his gun. The smile made his eyes look much less icy 

and hard. With a slight bow, he said, “My apologies, miss. I did 

not intend to alarm you.”

“They’re coming!” the lookout called from the front of the 

car. “Hurry!”

My bandit glanced over his shoulder to see the railroad guards 

attempting to open the locked door, then returned his attention 

to me. “And now, if you will excuse me, I need to make use of 

your seat to reach that hatch.” I followed his eyes upward to see 

a hatch in the car’s ceiling, directly above me. The bandit put 

the case he’d taken on the seat near me, stepped onto the seat, 

placed his hands against the hatch, paused for a moment, and 

pushed. The hatch fl ew open, sending a gust of wind rushing 

into the car and jolting me back against the window. I worried 
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Rebel Mechanics6

my hat would fl y off, but I was too afraid of letting go of my bag 

to secure my hatpin. “It’s open, come on!” the bandit shouted 

to the others as he climbed down.

The rest of the gang ran toward us, and I clutched my bag 

against my chest as, one by one, they jumped onto the seat and 

hoisted themselves through the hatch onto the roof of the car. 

A couple passed heavy- looking sacks up to other gang members 

before climbing after them. When the others had all gone, the 

bandit I’d hit reached for my gloved hand and brushed my knuck-

les with his lips, whispering, “I hope the rest of your journey 

goes smoothly, miss,” before he climbed onto the seat, passed 

the stolen case up to a colleague, then pulled himself through. 

The hatch closed behind him with a clang and the car instantly 

grew quieter.

Breathless and quivering, I sank slowly onto my seat, resting 

my bag on my knees. I absently rubbed my left thumb across 

the knuckles of my right hand, where the bandit had kissed me. 

It was the fi rst truly romantic thing I’d ever experienced.

The guards fi nally made it through the door, and they ran 

down the aisle. The man whose bag had been taken leaped out 

of his seat to accost them. “I am a courier on offi cial business 

for the Crown, and those bandits took my case of priority dis-

patches!” he shouted, his mustache bristling in fury. “I expect 

better protection than this when I travel!” The other passen-

gers joined in, adding their complaints at high volume.

The guards did their best to calm everyone. They interviewed 

the courier and several of the other passengers. One of the guards 
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In Which I Face Bandits and Butlers  7

climbed onto the seat beside mine—without so much as a word 

to me—and attempted unsuccessfully to open the hatch. All the 

while, I kept glancing out the window, wondering where the 

bandits had gone. The train hadn’t slowed down enough for 

them to jump, and I’d seen no one running away from the tracks.

The connecting door at the rear of the car opened and a well- 

dressed young man carry ing a large brown leather valise entered. 

He pulled up short and gaped at the commotion. “I say, what’s 

all this?” he asked.

“Nothing for you to worry about, sir,” a guard said brusquely. 

“Please have a seat.”

The newcomer glanced around for a seat and took one across 

the aisle from me. With a sheepish grin, he told me, “There 

was a baby crying in the other car. I didn’t think I could bear it 

any longer. This looks a lot more interesting.” He watched the 

guards conducting their investigation with great fascination, as 

though this was the best entertainment he’d seen in a long time. 

I thought he seemed a little too interested in the proceedings, 

and his color was heightened, as though he was either excited 

about something or had just done a great deal of physical ac-

tivity. Surely one wouldn’t get that red- faced merely while 

making his way through the train in search of a seat. Then I 

dismissed my suspicions as a fl ight of fancy. The bandits couldn’t 

possibly have come down off the top of the train, removed their 

masks and adjusted their appearance in the lavatories, and 

then dispersed throughout the train as ordinary travelers.

Or could they? This man’s height, build, and voice  were all 
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Rebel Mechanics8

wrong for the lead bandit, and I’d paid too little notice to the 

rest of the gang to tell if this man could have been part of the 

group. I decided to leave the investigation to the guards. If there 

was something worth looking into, they’d question him.

The remainder of the journey passed without incident. When 

the train pulled into Grand Central Depot in New York City, 

I noticed upon disembarking that the third- class passengers  were 

being searched, so apparently the fi rst and second classes  were 

above suspicion. I was fortunate that my father’s last gesture 

of goodwill to me had been a second- class ticket.

In the depot, I was immediately swallowed by the sea of por-

ters, newsboys, and passengers. After several vain attempts to 

get a porter’s attention, I was fi nally able to arrange for my trunk 

to be held. Then I followed the fl ow of humanity onto the con-

course toward the exit, where I paused on the threshold. Seven 

potential employers had requested interviews based on my let-

ters of application, so I had high hopes of obtaining a position 

and a place to stay by this eve ning. Beyond those doors lay my 

future, and I was ready for it to begin.

I was entirely unprepared for the assault on my senses as I 

stepped out of the depot onto Forty-Second Street. Horse- drawn 

carriages and omnibuses and magical  horse less carriages clat-

tered up and down the street, their drivers ringing bells, sound-

ing horns, and shouting. Smaller magical roadsters zipped in and 

out of the traffi c, startling the  horses. That many  horses on the 

street left a pungent odor that competed with the smell of cook-

ing from nearby restaurants and street stalls and a pall of smoke 

from coal fi res that hung over the city. There  were people packed 
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In Which I Face Bandits and Butlers  9

shoulder to shoulder on the sidewalk, all in a great hurry. Scat-

tered through the crowds  were the bright scarlet coats of British 

soldiers.

In spite of my grand ambitions, I now worried whether I was 

up to the challenge. The city was even bigger, more crowded, 

and noisier than I’d imagined, and I was so very much alone 

in those crowds. “I fought off a bandit,” I reminded myself as 

I consulted my map. When I spotted a lull in the traffi c I 

darted across the street in the direction of my fi rst interview.

A few streets away from the depot the traffi c and noise  were 

lighter, and once I entered an enclave of fi ne homes, the stench 

from  horses was gone. Perhaps the city wasn’t so intimidating 

after all, I thought. This wasn’t too different from the neigh-

borhood where I’d grown up. It was merely grander.

I soon found the fi rst home on my list, the  house hold that 

most closely met my criteria. According to my research, they 

 were of the magical class but not titled nobility—probably de-

scended from a younger son many generations back. I hoped that 

meant this family wasn’t so high that they would never consider 

a relatively inexperienced professor’s daughter as a governess. 

The  house wasn’t all that imposing, a modest brownstone. I could 

be at home  here, I thought.

Feeling confi dent about my prospects, I boldly climbed the 

front steps and rang the bell. A moment later, a butler opened 

the door, and the way he scowled at me sapped my strength. “I’m 

Miss Verity Newton,  here to see Mrs. Upton. We have an ap-

pointment. She’s expecting me,” I blurted, all in one breath.

He said, “I’m sorry, but Mrs. Upton instructed me to tell you 
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Rebel Mechanics10

that the position has been fi lled,” then closed the door before 

I could protest.

“But she never even interviewed me,” I whispered plaintively 

to the closed door. To hide my disappointment, I marched down 

the steps, my head held high, then strode down the sidewalk with 

a sense of purpose. This was only the fi rst interview. I still had 

six more, and none of them could go as badly as this one.

At the next interview, I made it into the  house before I was 

informed that I was far too young to be suitable for the posi-

tion. That was a slight improvement. The next interview went 

even better, as I wasn’t rejected outright but rather told that I 

would be considered. It was only after I left that I realized they 

would have no way to contact me if they decided to hire me. They 

had only my New Haven address from my initial letter of ap-

plication, and no one there would know how to reach me.

I kept ringing bells and smiling my way through interviews 

until there was just one name left on the list, a Mrs. Talbot who 

was  house keeper for Lord Henry Lyndon. Although I had never 

imagined I might be employed in the home of a titled gentle-

man, Mrs. Talbot’s response to my inquiry had been encourag-

ing. The address was much farther uptown, on Fifth Avenue at 

Seventy-Seventh Street. I headed toward Fifth Avenue, leaving 

behind the clean, quiet neighborhood and reentering the clamor 

of the city.

When I reached the avenue and got my bearings, I realized 

that my destination was nearly forty blocks away. My feet 

cried out for mercy at the thought of that long a walk. I saw a 
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In Which I Face Bandits and Butlers  11

horse- drawn omnibus approaching and decided I could spare 

a few pennies to avoid walking that far.

The bus stopped and I stepped forward and asked the conduc-

tor, “Excuse me, but do you go up to Seventy-Seventh Street?”

“Sorry, miss, but  horses aren’t allowed above Fifty-Ninth on 

Fifth Avenue. The magisters don’t like the mess in their neigh-

borhoods.” One of his team proceeded to demonstrate exactly 

what mess he meant, and I averted my eyes. The prohibition on 

 horses in magister neighborhoods explained the clean streets 

where I’d just been. “Though, if you ask me,” he added more 

softly, “it’s their way of keepin’ the likes of us out of their part 

of town.” Back in a louder voice, he said, “There’s an uptown 

bus on Third Avenue that’ll go to Seventy-Seventh.”

I frowned, puzzled. “But if that bus goes to Seventy-Seventh, 

why not this one?”

“Only magisters live around the park up there. Farther east, 

it’s just regular people—that is, until more magisters move up-

town and shove them out. You can take a cab.” He gestured as 

a magically powered carriage passed, looking rather naked with-

out any  horses pulling it. I knew my bud get wouldn’t extend that 

far. As the bus rattled away, I allowed myself a weary sigh be-

fore gathering my strength to walk to Third Avenue to catch 

the bus there.

“Hey, miss!” a voice behind me said, and I turned cautiously. 

A newsboy stood nearby, a stack of papers at his feet and several 

held so he could display the headlines to passersby. The banner 

at the top declared it to be the World, a newspaper with which 
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Rebel Mechanics12

I was unfamiliar. He wore a fl at cap pulled low over his forehead. 

Dark hair straggled past his collar in the back, and his thin face 

was smeared with ink and dirt.

He gave me a cheeky wink as he raised the papers he held 

and shouted to a passing man, “Parliament renews the colonial 

tax act! Straight off the ether from London! How will it really 

affect us? You won’t read the truth anywhere  else!” The man 

tossed him a coin, which he deftly caught while handing over a 

copy of the paper. The customer folded the paper and tucked it 

inside the breast of his coat as he walked away. When the cus-

tomer was gone, the boy said, “You’re tryin’ to get up to magpie 

land by the park?”

I assumed that “magpie” was his slang term for the magisters. 

“Yes, I am.”

“What would you wanna do that for?”

“I have an interview for a position as governess.”

He raised a skeptical eyebrow. “You want to work for the 

magpies?”

“I want to work for someone who will hire me.” I couldn’t 

help but allow my discouragement to creep into my voice. 

“Now I suppose I had better start walking or I’ll be late for my 

interview.”

“Don’t go just yet.” He glanced around, then gestured for me 

to come closer. “You can get a  ride from  here if you wait. Some 

friends of mine’ll be along any minute now.” He fl icked a small 

gear wheel with a red ribbon tied through it that was pinned to 

his oversize coat and waggled his eyebrows like he was convey-

ing some hidden meaning. I wasn’t sure what the signifi cance 
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In Which I Face Bandits and Butlers  13

of the gear was, but I nodded as though I understood. “Ah, I had 

you fi gured for one of us,” he said with a grin. He stuck out a 

hand blackened with newspaper ink. “The name’s Nat.”

I shook his hand, grateful that I’d worn black gloves instead 

of white. “And I’m Verity.”

A shrill whistle rent the air, and Nat gave a satisfi ed nod. 

“Here they come, right on time. Wait’ll you see this, Verity.”

With a screech and a shudder, an enormous metal contrap-

tion lumbered to a stop beside us. A horizontal cylinder on 

huge spoked wheels belched smoke from a chimney on top, and 

steam billowed from vents on the sides. Two men rode on the 

machine, one steering while the other monitored a series of 

gauges. An omnibus like the horse- drawn one was hitched to this 

monstrosity.

Nat rushed forward and called out to the man studying the 

gauges. “Hey, Alec! I’ve got a friend  here who needs a lift to 

magpie land. You can take her, can’t you? You’re goin’ that way 

anyhow.”

I couldn’t see Alec’s reaction because a large pair of brass gog-

gles obscured most of his face and his attention was focused on 

his device. “We might not be stopping when we’re there,” he said 

as he worked.

A head in a bowler hat emerged from the doorway of the bus. 

“Did you say this charming young lady needs a  ride?” The 

speaker swept the hat off his head, revealing a shock of bright 

red hair and a young face spattered with freckles.

“I need to get to Seventy-Seventh Street,” I said shakily, won-

dering if perhaps I’d fallen asleep on the train and had dreamed 
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Rebel Mechanics14

everything from the robbery until now. This was all so very 

strange.

Nat added, “Verity’s tryin’ to be a governess, and she’s gonna 

be late for her interview.”

The red- haired young man gave me a look of theatrically ex-

aggerated pity and held his hat against his heart. “Oh, you poor 

dear. You’re too pretty to be a governess. Ah, but I suppose you’re 

the in de pen dent type and won’t settle for letting a man take care 

of you.”

I couldn’t help but smile, and I felt my cheeks warm in a fu-

rious blush. I’d never in my life been called pretty. I was admired 

for my cleverness rather than my appearance. I suspected he was 

what romantic novels called a fl irt, but I didn’t think he meant 

any harm, even if he didn’t mean what he said. “You fl atter me,” 

I said. “I have no choice but to make my own way in the world.”

With a saucy wink he replied, “Well, if you change your mind 

about fi nding a man to take care of you, let me know, and I’ll 

submit my application. The name’s Colin Flynn, and if ever you 

want me just ask around, and I’ll be there.”

While we  were talking, a few people who had been milling 

around on the sidewalk approached the bus. Colin replaced his 

hat on his head and stepped down. “One at a time, people!” he 

called out, his tone switching from fl irt to offi cious conductor. 

“All aboard for a voyage into the future.”

As the people stepped up to Colin, they each fl icked some-

thing on their lapels. A closer study revealed that they  were gears 

on red ribbons, like the one Nat wore. Colin also wore one on 
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the breast of his frayed morning coat, but his gear was much 

larger and his ribbon much wider. When all the passengers had 

boarded, Colin turned to address the man tinkering with the 

gauges. “Have you got Bessie all stoked up, Alec?”

“One minute more, Colin. Look out for some competition.”

Colin returned his attention to me. “And now, if you will step 

aboard my humble conveyance, we will take you on a journey 

you won’t soon forget.”

“How much is the fare?” I asked.

“Today we’re offering a complimentary demonstration run. 

It’s an experimental project. We’re engineering students at the 

university.”

I hesitated. I needed reliable transportation, not an exper-

iment. “That’s very kind of you—” I began, but Nat grabbed 

my arm.

“Go on, Verity. Trust me. Bessie’ll get you there.”

“I assure you, it’s quite safe,” Colin added. “All the explosions 

happened in the lab. We’ve had no trouble with the full- size 

model.”

The idea of explosions wasn’t very reassuring, but I didn’t 

know how  else I would make it to my interview on time, and 

I had to get this job. “Very well, then,” I said as fi rmly as I could 

manage, in spite of my misgivings. “I accept your kind offer of 

transportation.”

He grinned, sweeping his hat off his head and giving me a 

gallant bow. “Welcome aboard, Verity. And be prepared to make 

history.”
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IN WHICH 
I LAND AMONGST 

MECHANICS

Colin seated me at the front of the bus, next to a 

girl about my age. “This is Verity,” he said to her. “Look after 

her.” To me, he added, “This is my sister, Lizzie. Pinch her if 

she gives you any trouble.”

“Ignore him, I always do,” she said with an air of much- tested 

patience. She shared her brother’s bright hair, freckles, and lanky 

build. A notebook rested on her knee, and she held a pencil. An-

other pencil was stuck behind her ear.

Most of the other passengers on the crowded bus  were young 

men, and the few women  were not at all what my mother would 

have considered proper ladies. They wore the wildest cloth-

ing, a mix of pieces that seemed as though they’d dug them from 

a rag pile with their eyes closed and then dressed in the dark. 

The men mixed formal wear with working attire, and some of 
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the women wore their elaborately decorated corsets outside their 

blouses. A few of them wore skirts that fell well above their an-

kles. There was one woman near the back of the bus who looked 

out of place in the dull black of a widow in deepest mourning, 

with a black veil obscuring her face.

The engine made louder sounds, and more steam and smoke 

billowed from it—so much that I feared it would explode. Alec 

patted the man at the controls on the shoulder, then tapped on 

the front window to signal Colin. Colin acknowledged him with 

a nod, secured his hat on his head, and pulled a pair of goggles 

from his hat brim down over his eyes. He shut the door, then 

turned to face his passengers. “Ladies and gentlemen—and the 

rest of you lot,” he shouted above the rumble of the engine. “We 

are about to embark on a great venture, one that will prove us 

to be the equal of any thieving magpie. What they do with magic, 

we have built with our own ingenuity. They think to shut us out 

of their districts with their laws, but this bus violates no law—

yet. I’m sure they’ll think of something after today.” The pas-

sengers chuckled, and one or two shouted obscenities coarse 

enough to make me gasp.

“If there was any doubt as to why we do this, look to our 

guest.” He pointed at me, and my skin prickled as I sensed every 

eye on the bus focusing on me. “This young lady  here is the per-

fect example of our cause. She seeks honest employment at a 

home in magpie land, but how is she to get there for the inter-

view? The cabs that can go there are too expensive for common 

folk, and the buses that do convey the common folk aren’t 
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allowed to violate their precious streets because they’re drawn 

by  horses. This is why we’ve devoted our knowledge and skills 

toward this momentous day, creating an engine powerful enough 

to pull a bus without being powered by magic. Now, hang on to 

your seats, because  here we go!”

The engine grew even louder, making chug- chug sounds. After 

a long, piercing blast of the whistle, the engine strained forward, 

dragging the bus with it. At fi rst it crept, as though moving was 

a struggle, but then it built momentum. The bus drew up along-

side a magical carriage that had the coat of arms of a noble  house 

painted on its door and a driver in livery seated in front. It looked 

like the passenger compartment was empty. Colin leaned out 

the bus window and called, “Nice toy you have there. Do you 

know what it can do?”

The driver turned to look at the engine and the bus, and his 

eyes grew wide. “What the blazes is that?” he shouted back at 

Colin.

Colin cued Alec, who pulled a cord, making the whistle sound 

a shrill blast. The engine moved a little faster, pulling ahead of 

the carriage. “This is the machine that’ll leave your magical toy 

in the dust,” Colin shouted with a laugh. The other young men 

on the bus joined in with raucous catcalls at the carriage. The 

driver glared at them, then furrowed his brow and moved a lever, 

and the carriage increased its speed. The engine soon responded, 

going ever faster. Colin leaned out the window, thumbed his 

nose at the driver, and said, “What’s the matter, think your 

master’ll turn you into a frog if you actually drive that thing? 

Or  were you a frog to begin with, and he turned you into his 
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driver?” I saw a fl ash of fury on the driver’s face, and the race 

was on.

The noise was deafening. The engine chugged and puffed and 

made a great rumbling roar. The bus moaned and creaked alarm-

ingly. I suspected it had not been designed for such speed. Every 

so often, it bounced when the wheels hit an obstacle, and there 

was a constant vibration from the paving bricks. Next to me, 

Lizzie wrote in her notebook, and I wondered how she could 

manage while being jostled so badly.

As we rattled our way up Fifth Avenue, crowds gathered on 

the sidewalks. Most merely gazed in curiosity, but there  were 

also cheers as we passed. I was both terrifi ed and exhilarated. 

Carriages on the cross streets barely stopped in time when the 

bus plowed through intersections. The bus swayed side to side 

as it wove its way around slower vehicles. The magical carriage 

kept up, with the bus occasionally pulling ahead before the car-

riage caught up again. In the brief moments when we  were neck 

and neck, I saw that the carriage driver was focused intently, a 

look of sheer determination on his face. Alec and the other man 

on the engine made frantic adjustments, pulling levers and shov-

eling coal into what looked like a furnace.

Colin stood at the front of the bus, surprisingly steady on his 

feet. He sang at the top of his lungs in a strong Irish tenor, “ ‘Yan-

kee Doodle went to town, riding a steam pony. Led the magpies 

on a chase and made them look like phonies.’ ”

The rest of the passengers joined in the chorus, singing, “ ‘Yan-

kee Doodle keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy. Fight the magic 

and the Brits, and with machines be handy.’ ”
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My blood ran cold as the meaning of their song struck me 

and I realized amongst whom I’d fallen. These  were the infa-

mous Rebel Mechanics, the underground group that wanted to 

use machines to overthrow the magical ruling class and break 

the American colonies away from Great Britain. Just being with 

them would be considered treason.

My heart racing with the awareness of where I was, I turned to 

Lizzie and shouted over the noise of the engine and the bus 

wheels clattering on the pavement, “You’re rebels?”

She gave me a reassuring smile. “There is nothing treason-

ous about what we’re doing  here. Do you think this is wrong?”

I honestly didn’t know what to think. I’d heard rumors about 

this group in New Haven, where some university students had 

supported the cause, but my father hadn’t taken the rebels seri-

ously. He’d said it was merely young men being foolish. I didn’t 

think it wise to say this while I was at their mercy. “We are 

perhaps going a trifl e fast for safety,” I suggested, holding my 

bag with one hand while I gripped the edge of my seat with the 

other.

She laughed. “Yes, I suppose we are, but we’re merely prov-

ing that this machine is as good as any magical engine. Usually 

we’d travel at a more reasonable speed.”

There was a shout from the back of the bus, and I looked over 

my shoulder to see a man positioned at the rear window waving 

frantically. Colin noticed the gesture, stopped singing, and 

nodded. Then he leaned out the front window and signaled Alec, 

who frowned and adjusted a lever. The bus picked up speed, 
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making even more alarming noises. I was afraid it would fall 

apart around us. “What’s happening?” I asked Lizzie.

“The police are giving chase. You  were right about us going 

too fast.”

“The police?” I squeaked in horror. With a criminal record, 

I could never fi nd a position in a good home. I wondered if the 

authorities would believe this band of dangerous rebels had kid-

napped me.

I glanced anxiously over my shoulder again and saw the rear 

lookouts grinning broadly. “They’ve given up!” one shouted. 

Colin raised his arms over his head in triumph.

His sister shook her head. “They’ll signal ahead and cut us 

off!” she warned. “We should stop now!”

“The race is still on!” he cried out. “We don’t stop until we’ve 

won!”

The magical carriage kept pace with us. The driver must have 

been a real gamesman, for the police pursuit hadn’t deterred him. 

We’d reached the lower boundary of Central Park, which meant 

we  were within twenty blocks of my destination. “Come on,” I 

pleaded under my breath, unsure whether I was egging on the 

engine or urging our competitor to give up so the race would 

end. The park passed by in a green blur as we rattled furiously 

up the avenue. I couldn’t even tell how many blocks we’d trav-

eled, as each cross street went by in a fl ash.

Our opponent gradually fell behind until his carriage disap-

peared from sight. “Those engines don’t have the capacity for 

long runs at high speeds, not without a constant input of magic, 
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so it was hardly a fair contest,” Lizzie said. “But I do think we’ve 

made our point that there are other viable sources of power.” 

Around us, the bus full of Mechanics cheered and launched once 

more into their raucous Yankee Doodle song. I merely sighed 

in relief.

The bus slowed, and Colin came over to me. “We’re near your 

destination, and the police will head us off at any moment, so 

this is where you get off.” He bade me brace myself in the door-

way, then jumped down to run alongside the bus. Holding his 

arms up to me, he shouted, “Jump, Verity! I’ll catch you!”

The bus still seemed to be moving terribly fast, but I heard 

a police bell approaching and realized that if I didn’t jump, I 

might never make it to my interview. I took as deep a breath 

as my stays allowed and fl ung myself out the doorway. Colin 

caught me easily, ran a couple of steps more, then set me on my 

feet and kept his arms around me until I was steady. “Now, 

hurry into the park and disappear until the police pass,” he in-

structed before catching up with the bus. He leaped aboard 

and waved his hat to me through the doorway. “Best of luck 

to you, Verity!”

I waved back at him and made haste to the nearest park en-

trance. I jogged down a pathway until I could run no more, then 

slowed to a walk. The sound of clanging police bells on the street 

grew louder and turned my legs to jelly from fright. I collapsed 

onto the nearest bench and took my book out of my bag to try 

to appear as though I’d been sitting there all along, minding my 

own business.
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I took no notice of the words on the page as I considered what 

I’d just experienced. History had shown rebel movements to be 

futile. The American colonists had attempted to rebel more than 

a hundred years earlier, but had stood no chance against the mag-

ical might of the British Empire. If there  were other sources of 

power that didn’t require magic, that would change things en-

tirely. I’d just seen a steam- powered engine outrace a magical 

one. Did this mean that another revolution was imminent? That 

would mean violence, death, and an interruption of daily life even 

for those who didn’t support the cause. Life for the nonmagical 

hadn’t seemed that diffi cult to me because my life had been 

reasonably comfortable, but in my fi rst day in the city, I could 

already see that there was much I didn’t know about the world 

outside the sheltered academic enclave I’d previously inhabited.

When no police offi cer appeared after several minutes, I 

considered myself safe. I checked the watch pinned to my bodice. 

It was half past three, and Mrs. Talbot had instructed me to 

arrive before four. I returned my book to my bag, straightened 

my hat and resecured it with my hatpin, then  rose and made my 

way to the nearby park exit.

The homes I faced  were far grander than the ones I’d visited 

earlier and seemed much newer. Some  were still under construc-

tion. The rebels had let me off a couple of blocks beyond my 

destination, which meant that my mad dash through the park 

had brought me almost exactly to the address I sought. When 

I saw the  house, I double- checked the address with Mrs. Talbot’s 

letter because it was no mere  house. It was a palace.
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It was larger than the others on the block, built of white mar-

ble, and it looked like an Italian Re nais sance villa. I imagined 

an army of servants, including wigged and liveried footmen. I 

did not imagine myself in such a setting. I wasn’t at all worldly. 

I hadn’t taken a Grand Tour of Eu rope. I’d barely seen the sights 

of New Haven. How could I possibly hope to teach children who 

 were likely far more polished than I was?

But, I reminded myself, Mrs. Talbot would have known that 

from my letter of application. I had been entirely honest about 

my experience and qualifi cations, if not about my age, and she 

had still requested an interview. If I didn’t get this job, I’d have 

to fi nd a rooming  house and start all over again answering ad-

vertisements. That thought motivated me to cross the street, 

scale the majestic front steps, and reach for the bellpull.

Before my fi ngers closed around the cord, the door opened. 

“You must be Miss Newton,” a tall, broad- shouldered butler said 

in a deep, rumbling voice. “Mrs. Talbot is expecting you. Please 

come in.” The home might have been imposing, but this was the 

most welcoming greeting I’d had all day, aside from the band of 

rebels.

The entry hall took my breath away. The ceiling soared far 

above me, with windows of stained glass that cast multicolored 

light onto the black- and- white chessboard marble fl oor. A sweep-

ing staircase led to the upper fl oors, and statuary in niches lined 

the entry hall. This foyer alone was nearly as large as my old 

home, a fairly large one by New Haven standards. I couldn’t 

hold back a small sigh of longing. How wonderful to live in such 
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a place. Even as a governess, I’d feel like a princess whenever I 

came down that staircase.

I reined in my fl ight of fancy when the most intimidating 

woman I’d ever seen entered the foyer. She was very tall, and 

she had a strong, square, somewhat masculine jaw, with an 

equally strong, square brow. She didn’t look like a woman who 

would tolerate nonsense or ineffi ciency of any sort. Her severe 

black dress and tight knot of hair added to the impression. She 

was more forbidding than my father. I hadn’t believed that to 

be possible.

But her smile was friendly. In fact, there was a hint of sym-

pathy to it, as though she was thinking “Oh, you poor dear.” I 

stiffened my spine, prepared to be told that the position had 

already been fi lled. Instead, she reached to shake my hand. I 

hoped Nat hadn’t left my glove dirty enough to smear ink on 

her bare hand. “Thank you, Mr. Chastain,” she said to the 

butler. To me she said, “Miss Newton, I am Mrs. Talbot. Please 

come with me. We can talk in the morning room.” Without 

waiting for my response, she turned and headed up the staircase. 

I had to run a few steps to catch up with her.

We passed a white- aproned maid on the landing, and Mrs. 

Talbot paused to say, “Please serve tea for two in the morning 

room, right away.” She led me to a very feminine sitting room 

fi lled with dainty furniture so fragile- looking that I feared it 

wouldn’t support a woman as sturdy as Mrs. Talbot, who looked 

even larger and more imposing in this setting. I felt ungainly 

there despite my own average size.
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“Have a seat, Miss Newton,” Mrs. Talbot said, gesturing to-

ward a small sofa. She took the chair across from it. “Lord Henry 

was supposed to be  here for this interview, but he has not re-

turned yet. We may as well begin in his absence.” She gave me 

another sympathetic smile. “I must say, you are not what I ex-

pected. Based on your letter, I assumed that you  were a spin-

ster, but you are very young.”

“I am almost eigh teen,” I said, trying to sit even straighter 

and give the impression of age and maturity. It was less than half 

a year until my eigh teenth birthday, so I felt I was stretching the 

truth only slightly.

She raised an eyebrow but made no comment. “Your letter 

says you have tutored young ladies and young gentlemen. You 

are comfortable with both?”

“Yes,” I said with a nod. “And a variety of ages, as well.”

“Yet you have not attended a university yourself ? Nor school 

of any kind?”

“My father is a professor at Yale. He believed he could teach 

me more effectively than any school. I had received the equiva-

lent of a university education by the time I was sixteen, and I 

had begun tutoring younger children long before that.”

For a moment, her face softened. “You must not have had 

much of a childhood.” That had never occurred to me because 

I liked books and learning, but the note of pity in her voice made 

me realize the loss. She quickly stiffened back into her impos-

ing form. “Lord Henry was impressed with that portion of your 

letter.” Although that should have been a positive sign, I got the 
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strangest impression that she didn’t want her employer to be in 

favor of me.

The maid entered with a tea tray, and the interview paused 

while Mrs. Talbot poured and the maid served sandwiches. 

When the maid left, Mrs. Talbot continued, “The reason I am 

concerned about your age, in spite of your impressive academic 

achievements, is that the position is not purely that of govern-

ess. You would serve as chaperone for the older children, and 

that requires a certain degree of maturity.” She tilted her head 

and studied me for a moment. “You do not appear to be the 

fl ighty type, but I worry that you would not have the necessary 

air of authority with the children.”

“I am capable of being quite stern,” I assured her. “The chil-

dren are not particularly wild, are they?”

A fl icker of a smile crossed her lips. “No, not wild. But they 

may be challenging. Lady Olive is six and requires a full range 

of instruction. She is the one who needs a governess. Lady Flora, 

the eldest, is sixteen and in need of a good example, according 

to Lord Henry. Lord Roland is thirteen and attends school, but 

Lord Henry believes his education needs supplementation.” Lord 

Henry sounded a lot like my father. “Both of the elder children 

must be chaperoned at any social events.”

My heart sank. I knew I could teach Latin, Greek, French, 

literature, grammar, science, and mathematics, and I could even 

get by with music and drawing, although children of this class 

would have specialized drawing masters and music teachers. But 

the sort of social events that the aristocracy attended  were well 
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outside my experience. I wouldn’t know how I should act, let 

alone what would be proper for my charges. I could learn, I told 

myself. I needed a job to have a roof over my head, and this would 

be a very comfortable roof.

“I believe I would be an excellent chaperone,” I said, willing 

it to be true.

She raised her eyebrow again, but she didn’t challenge my as-

sertion. Instead, she asked, “Do you have any questions about 

the children or the position?”

In novels, applicants never seemed to inquire what had be-

come of their pre de ces sors, and I’d always sworn I wouldn’t 

make the same mistake. I doubted that the last governess had 

been killed or driven mad by a specter, but one never knew, and 

there had to be a reason a family this noble would consider some-

one as inexperienced as I was, so I squared my shoulders and 

asked, “If you don’t mind telling me, why is the position now 

vacant?” I thought that sounded properly professional.

She gave another one of those little secret smiles. “There have 

been four governesses in the past year,” she admitted.

“What became of them?”

“Two of them  were dismissed and two left of their own 

 accord.”

“Do you know why?”

She glanced around, then leaned forward and whispered, 

“Lord Henry fancies himself a scientist. He has Ideas.” I could 

hear the capital letter in her voice, and I could tell from the way 

she wrinkled her nose that she didn’t approve of said Ideas. I 
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thought that might explain why she didn’t consider the fact that 

Lord Henry approved of my application a mark in my favor.

“Ideas?” I asked ner vous ly.

“About education and what is valuable for a young lady or gen-

tleman to know. Two of the governesses proved not to live up 

to his standards.”

“And the others?”

“He’s quite the amateur naturalist, with his primary interest 

in insects. And Lord Rollo is a boy.” She watched my face 

carefully as she said this, as though she wanted to see my reac-

tion. Was she trying to scare me into rejecting the position?

“So the governesses found bugs in their bed and fl ed,” I 

concluded, making sure I didn’t sound at all alarmed by this 

prospect. “I assure you, I shall do no such thing.” My suspicion 

that Mrs. Talbot was trying to dissuade me grew stronger when 

her lips puckered in distaste at my response.

A young man then entered the room. He didn’t seem nearly 

old enough to be the master of this house—I didn’t think he 

could be too far beyond his teens. He wore tweed sporting at-

tire, carried a butterfl y net under one arm, held a sketchbook in 

his hand, and had a pair of binoculars slung around his neck. 

His sandy brown hair was wavy and unruly, falling across his 

forehead, and his small, wire- framed spectacles gave him a schol-

arly appearance. There was a distracted manner about him, as 

though he’d been lost in thought and wandered in off the street 

without realizing he was in the wrong  house.

He must have been in the proper home, though, because 
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Mrs. Talbot sprang to her feet at his entrance, wincing as he 

tripped over the edge of the carpet and then barely steadied 

himself. “Mrs. Talbot!” he said, pushing his eyeglasses back up 

his nose. “I just found a particularly rare species of lacewing in 

the park. I wasn’t able to catch it, but I believe I made a credit-

able likeness.” He opened his sketchbook to show her, dropping 

his butterfl y net as he did so. When he bent to retrieve the net, 

he dropped the sketchbook, and it would have landed square in 

the middle of the tea tray if Mrs. Talbot hadn’t rescued it. “Good 

catch, Mrs. Talbot,” he said with a laugh as he took it back from 

her. “I nearly spoiled your tea.” He then noticed me. “And you 

have company. Please forgive my intrusion.”

He started to leave, but Mrs. Talbot said fi rmly, “Lord Henry, 

this is one of the governess candidates, Miss Newton, the one 

from New Haven. She had an appointment this afternoon.”

“Oh dear, and I’m late. I forgot about that entirely. Do for-

give me.” He turned and reached out his hand to take mine. He 

then had to pause and shift his sketchbook to his other hand, 

which made him drop his butterfl y net again. When he bent to 

pick it up, I saw past his glasses and barely stifl ed a gasp. His 

ice- blue eyes fl ecked with gray and rimmed in dark blue  were 

the same as those of the bandit from the train.
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Lord Henry didn’t seem to notice my dismay. If he 

recognized me from the train, he gave no sign whatsoever. He 

was so calm, in fact, that I immediately began to doubt myself. 

He picked up his net, placed it and the sketchbook on the sofa, 

then took my hand and said, “I’m delighted to meet you, Miss 

Newton. Did your journey go smoothly?”

I recalled that the bandit had wished me a smooth journey. 

Was this question meant as a hint—or a warning? I felt like he 

was testing me. “It went smoothly enough,” I said, fi ghting to 

keep my voice even.

“I’m very glad to hear that.” He gathered up the butterfl y 

net and sketchbook and said, “I should put my gear away. I will 

leave you ladies to tea and return momentarily to chat with Miss 

Newton.”

IN WHICH 
I LAND AMONGST 

MAGISTERS
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Mrs. Talbot gave a slight curtsy and said, “Yes, my lord.”

He shook his head. “Now, Mrs. Talbot, what do I keep tell-

ing you about that?”

“Yes, sir.” Her stiff tone indicated that she felt it wrong to be 

so casual with her employer, even if he was young enough to 

be her son.

He grinned. “That’s better.” He headed out, grabbing a few 

tea sandwiches as he left, but paused in the doorway and turned 

back. “Miss Newton, I have a question for you.”

“Yes, sir?” My heart beat so hard I was afraid he could hear 

it. Would he ask about the train?

“Do you like bugs?”

That wasn’t the question I’d anticipated, but thanks to my 

discussion with Mrs. Talbot, I wasn’t taken aback. “I have yet 

to make fast friends with one.”

His lips twitched like he was fi ghting a smile. “Are you afraid 

of them?”

I looked him square in the eyes and said fi rmly, “No, not at 

all.” If he wanted to take that to mean I wasn’t afraid of him 

either, he was welcome to do so.

He nodded with satisfaction. “Good. Good.” Without an-

other word he wandered off, again with that distracted air.

“What did you think of Lord Henry?” Mrs. Talbot asked, 

resuming her seat.

I wasn’t quite sure how to answer. “He seems too young to 

have three children, or children that old,” I said at last.

“They’re not his. He’s their guardian—their father’s younger 
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brother. Their mother died when the youn gest was born, and 

when their father died a year ago, Lord Henry moved into the 

home to look after them.”

I doubted a man responsible for three orphans would go about 

such risky business as banditry when he clearly had no need of 

funds. I must have been mistaken. There  were probably dozens 

of men in the city with similar eyes. I was surprised to realize 

I felt slightly disappointed. If I had to be a governess, working 

for a bandit would make my life much more exciting. Now I sup-

posed I had to hope for something like a madwoman in the attic, 

or perhaps a ghost.

Lord Henry returned a moment later. He sat in the chair next 

to Mrs. Talbot’s and said, “Now, Mrs. Talbot, if you don’t mind, 

I’d like to speak with Miss Newton alone.”

She hesitated, and he said, “We’re considering hiring her to 

chaperone Flora and Rollo. If you can’t trust her alone with 

me, how can we trust her to supervise the children?” He gave me 

the slightest smile and added, “I assure you, her virtue is safe 

from me. You may stand in the hall if you wish to observe us.” 

Mrs. Talbot reluctantly left the room, but she lurked in the 

hallway.

“Are you familiar with the sort of education that is custom-

arily given to girls of my class?” he asked.

“Enough French to travel on the Continent, some drawing 

or painting, and enough music to perform for others?”

“Exactly. That is how Flora has been educated. In company, 

she smiles prettily and says little. I know of far too many men 
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who would fi nd that admirable in a wife, but that is not the 

sort of man I want her to marry. That’s why although she doesn’t 

need a governess, she does need some enlightenment. Do you 

have any ideas for how to achieve that?”

I fi nally felt like I was on familiar ground. “She should read 

the newspaper daily, at least one good magazine weekly, and 

classic literature regularly. I could then converse with her about 

those things so she would be prepared for social occasions.” Al-

though this was a proper interview, I felt like we  were children 

playing  house, talking about teaching someone barely younger 

than we  were as though we  were real adults.

He nodded enthusiastically and smiled. “Good, that makes 

sense. I would want you to do the same on a smaller scale with 

Rollo. He’s getting a better education than she had, but I still 

feel it’s lacking. With Olive, we have a chance to start her cor-

rectly. I’ve yet to fi nd an adequate school for girls. I may resort 

to cutting her hair and dressing her as a boy so she can attend 

a decent school.” He glanced at the open doorway and gave a 

friendly wave toward Mrs. Talbot. “I’m afraid my  house keeper 

doesn’t approve, but I want to make it clear that although she 

managed the correspondence for fi lling the position, you would 

report directly to me, not to her.”

He stood and extended a hand to assist me to my feet. “Now, 

would you like to meet the children?” He held his arm out to 

me, and I took it. He pointed out items of architectural interest 

as we made our way down the hall.

Inside a comfortable drawing room, a pretty, fair- haired girl 

105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   34105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   34 4/27/16   7:42 AM4/27/16   7:42 AM



In Which I Land Amongst Magisters  35

played a grand piano while a lanky boy lay sprawled on the fl oor 

with schoolbooks in front of him. A little girl sat nearby with a 

book in her lap. The remnants of a tea  were spread on a table in 

the middle of the room.

The smaller girl noticed us fi rst. She jumped to her feet, 

crying out, “Uncle!” and ran to throw her arms around Lord 

Henry.

He tousled her brown curls and said, “Hello, Olive.” He then 

addressed the others. “Flora, Rollo, this is Miss Newton.”

The boy rose, came over to me, and bowed formally. “Roland 

Lyndon, Marquis of Westchester, at your ser vice, miss,” he said.

“But we call him Rollo,” Lord Henry said. “We don’t use ti-

tles at home.”

Flora merely nodded at me as she kept playing. She was quite 

good, both technically and in musicality. There was real depth 

to her interpretation of the music. I could see why her uncle 

felt she had the potential to be more than just a decorative 

object.

“Hello,” I said, feeling rather awkward. “It’s a plea sure to meet 

all of you.”

Olive fl ung her arms around my waist. If my corset hadn’t 

already been cinched so tightly, she would have knocked the 

breath out of me. “Are you going to stay with us?” she asked. 

My heart went out to this child, who had already lost both par-

ents at such a young age.

I squeezed her in response and said, “That is for your uncle 

to decide.”
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Lord Henry looked at me with surprise. “Oh, I thought you 

knew I was offering you the position. You do want it?”

I didn’t know why I hesitated. I needed a job and a home, and 

this was my last option without starting my search anew. This 

was also the most beautiful house I’d ever seen and I’d already 

begun picturing myself living there. The only question was my 

nagging suspicion about Lord Henry. I studied his face again, 

and aside from his eyes, I saw nothing of the bandit. His way of 

walking, his mannerisms, even his voice  were all different. The 

resemblance must have been my imagination.

“Why, yes, of course I do,” I said at last.

“Then we should discuss details such as salary and schedule. 

Children, you can get to know Miss Newton better at dinner.” 

He pried Olive’s arms from around me, then patted her on the 

head before escorting me back to the morning room.

As we walked, he said, “We dine informally at home unless 

we’re entertaining, and I do very little of that. You will join 

us, of course. That will be a good opportunity for the chil-

dren to practice conversation. You’ll keep to a normal school 

schedule on weekdays and will have Saturdays and Sundays 

free, aside from any social events where you would be needed 

as chaperone.”

It was more generous than I could have imagined—almost 

too good to be true. When he told me my weekly salary, I wanted 

to pinch myself. Back in the morning room, he informed Mrs. 

Talbot that I had accepted the position. “Please show Miss 

Newton to her room,” he instructed. He gave me a slight bow, 
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squeezed my hand, and said, “Welcome to the family, Miss 

Newton,” before leaving me alone with Mrs. Talbot.

I collected my bag, then Mrs. Talbot took me upstairs to a 

pleasant little room at the back of the  house. It was simply fur-

nished with a bed, wardrobe, desk, and dresser, and had its own 

bathroom. “I suppose we should send for your belongings,” 

she said.

“I had my trunk held at Grand Central.”

“I’ll have the coachman retrieve it. Now, I’ll leave you to get 

settled. We serve dinner at seven. I know that’s early, but Lord 

Henry likes to include Olive, and she has an early bedtime. 

There’s no need to dress. Lord Henry doesn’t stand on cere-

mony.” There was a distinct note of disapproval in her voice, and 

I wondered why she remained in his employ if she didn’t like the 

way he did things.

When she was gone, I sank into the chair by the desk and 

allowed myself a long, deep sigh. I’d barely had time to remove 

my hat when Olive rushed into my room and fl ounced onto my 

bed. “I’m so glad you’re staying,” she said. “I didn’t like the last 

governess, but I like you.”

“You barely know me,” I said, trying to hide my amusement.

“But I know these things.” She dropped her voice to a dra-

matic whisper. “I have magical powers.” She bounced off the bed. 

“Would you like to see the  house? I could show you.”

I was exhausted, but I didn’t feel it was an invitation I could 

refuse. “I would like that very much.”

She took my hand and dragged me into the hall. “The 
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schoolroom is  here,” she said, taking me across to a room over-

looking the street. It was well equipped with books, a globe, 

some scientifi c apparatus, a desk, an easel, and an upright piano. 

“Uncle bought most of these things. He said our schoolroom 

before was woefully inadequate.” She sounded like she must be 

mimicking her uncle without necessarily understanding the 

meaning.

Then she pulled me back across the hall to another bedroom, 

decorated in pink and white. “This is my room. We’re neigh-

bors. If I have nightmares, you will hear me.”

“Do you often have nightmares?”

“Only sometimes. I dream about the airship crash that killed 

Papa. Uncle says it’s only my imagination, since I wasn’t there 

and don’t know what it looked like for real, and my imagination 

probably makes it look even worse.” She sounded out the word 

“imagination” slowly, making sure she got it right. “If I cry out, 

you will come to me, won’t you?” she pleaded.

“I will,” I assured her. “I sometimes have nightmares myself.”

She pressed my hand and said earnestly, “If you cry out, I’ll 

come to you.”

She pointed out Rollo’s and Flora’s rooms, then led me down-

stairs to the library, which was something out of my wildest 

book- loving dreams. “There aren’t many books in  here I can read 

yet,” Olive said. “My books are all in the schoolroom, but Uncle 

says that someday this will be my favorite room in the  whole 

 house.” I got the impression that what ever Uncle said was ac-

cepted as gospel by Olive.
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“Yes, I imagine it will be, if I do my job properly,” I said. It 

was already my favorite room. My fi ngers itched to run along 

all those spines and see what wonders I might discover.

I reluctantly let Olive lead me out of the library to tour the 

rest of the mansion. We saw the dining room being set for din-

ner, the drawing room used for formal occasions, and many more 

rooms whose purpose I couldn’t keep straight in my head. All 

of them  were splendidly furnished and fi lled with artwork wor-

thy of a museum. I could hardly believe that I would be living 

in a place like this. And to think I’d started the day terrifi ed of 

what my future might hold.

Along the way, we passed a closed door. “That’s Uncle’s study,” 

Olive informed me. “We’re not allowed in there. The maids can’t 

even go in there. Not that they want to. They don’t like all those 

bugs. There’s even a giant hairy spider.” She said it with enough 

relish that I doubted she shared the maids’ fears. “He has many 

valuable specimens, and some of them are so fragile that open-

ing the door the wrong way disturbs them.” She recited this as 

though it had been repeated to her many times. I wondered how 

many dragonfl y wings had crumbled to dust because of Olive 

bursting in on her uncle.

When we returned to my room, Mrs. Talbot was there in-

structing a pair of footmen where to place my trunk. “Run along, 

Olive,” she said when she saw us. “Give Miss Newton a chance 

to rest.”

“Thank you for the tour, Olive,” I said. She waved goodbye 

as she ran to her room.
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“Would you like one of the maids to help you unpack?” Mrs. 

Talbot asked.

“No, thank you. I don’t have much.”

She dismissed the footmen, then said, “If you don’t mind, 

I thought I should go over what you can expect tomorrow.”

“Of course.” I gestured her toward the chair and sat across 

from her on the edge of the bed.

“In the morning, you’ll escort Rollo to school, leaving in time 

to arrive at nine. Olive usually goes along for the walk. You’ll 

have lessons with Olive until lunchtime, after which the music 

teacher and drawing master arrive. The drawing master works 

with one girl while the music teacher works with the other, and 

then they switch. You’ll be free during those lessons until it’s 

time for you to meet Rollo at school.”

“Surely Rollo is old enough to walk to and from school on 

his own,” I said.

From her reaction, I might have thought I’d suggested that he 

run off to sea as a cabin boy on a pirate ship. “Oh no, that would 

not do at all. The children must be chaperoned at all times in 

public.”

“Are they in danger?” I asked breathlessly, thinking I would 

do little good as a bodyguard.

“Not that kind of danger.” She sighed. “Young people being 

what they are, we must take great caution that no unsuitable 

alliances or fl irtations form.”

“Are you worried about Rollo meeting shopgirls?”

She frowned. “You must not know the ways of the magisters. 

105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   40105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   40 4/27/16   7:42 AM4/27/16   7:42 AM



In Which I Land Amongst Magisters  41

To keep the magical blood pure, they must not mix with the non-

magical.”

My heart racing and a knot forming in my stomach, I asked, 

“What happens if a magister does . . .” I trailed off, searching 

for a euphemism, then settled for the one she’d used: “. . . mix 

with a nonmagical person?”

She looked even more horrifi ed at that thought than she had 

when I suggested Rollo could walk to school on his own. Press-

ing her hand against her chest as if to quiet her heart, she said, 

“That would be unspeakable—an abomination!”

My stays seemed to constrict drastically around my chest, cut-

ting off my breathing. There was a roaring in my ears, and my 

vision swam. It had never occurred to me that my very existence 

might be considered an abomination.
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Mrs. Talbot must have continued speaking, but I 

heard nothing over the roaring in my ears until she grasped my 

hand. “Miss Newton!” she said fi rmly enough to snap me out of 

my fugue. “You’ve gone absolutely ashen. Should I get the smell-

ing salts?”

I came back to my senses enough to wave her away. “No, no, 

I’m quite all right. I’m afraid the events of the day caught up with 

me all at once.” I gave her a smile that felt weak, shaky, and en-

tirely unconvincing. “Please forgive me.”

She patted my hand reassuringly. “You should rest until din-

ner, and I’ll see to it that Olive leaves you alone.” She slipped 

out of the room, easing the door shut behind her.

As soon as she left, I clasped my hands over my mouth to 

stifl e a pained whimper, lest Olive hear my cry. I’d discovered 

IN WHICH 
MY POSITION BECOMES 

UNEXPECTEDLY PRECARIOUS
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I had magical abilities when I was about Olive’s age and tried to 

will a rosebud to open into a fl ower the way the magical prin-

cess in my storybook did, imagining a full blossom and chan-

neling the power from the ether—and it worked. I tried other 

magical tricks I’d read about in fairy tales, like making feathers 

fl y, conjuring balls of light, and sending scattered buttons into 

a jar, and I could do all of them. I had never seen anyone  else in 

my family do these things, so I had kept it a secret.

A fanciful child with my head full of stories, I decided I was 

a princess in exile being kept safely in a secret hiding place until 

the time came for me to restore my kingdom. That seemed to 

explain so much about my family. My father was stern and re-

mote with me, the way he wasn’t with my siblings when they 

visited, because he wasn’t really my father. He was my tutor, 

doing his duty to prepare me to one day rule my kingdom 

wisely. My mother must have been my nurse—in the stories, 

nurses always seemed to develop motherly feelings toward their 

charges.

When I was old enough to learn about biology, I discerned 

the likely truth. Although I had powers no one  else in the fam-

ily had and was very unlike my sister and brothers, I could see 

traces of my mother in myself. We had the same roundish face, 

wide- set eyes, and stubborn chin. It seemed as though my mother 

had been unfaithful to her husband with some magister, and 

I was the result. That explained my family even better than my 

princess fantasy—the large age gap between me and my siblings, 

the chilly distance between my parents, and the way my father 
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was barely able to stand the sight of me when he wasn’t teach-

ing me.

I’d read many novels about nonmagical governesses falling 

in love with and eventually marrying their magister employers, 

and then there  were all the fairy stories about nonmagical girls 

captivating magister princes. None of these had mentioned that 

such relationships  were forbidden, even though that would have 

made far more interesting reading. Although I knew better than 

to think that novels  were an accurate refl ection of reality, I felt 

betrayed. Someone who read as much as I did shouldn’t have been 

caught so unawares. But there had been few magisters at Yale 

because most of them went to En gland for their education, so I 

had learned everything I knew about them from novels, which 

I now realized had left out a critical fact. I had to wonder if these 

books perhaps refl ected a magister fantasy about breaking with 

convention.

To think I’d worried that Lord Henry was secretly a bandit 

who knew I’d witnessed his crime when my real danger was that 

he might discover I was a magical half- breed. I wondered what 

would become of me if I  were discovered, but there was no in-

nocent way to ask. I told myself that I had nothing to fear as long 

as I exhibited no sign of having magical powers. I’d spent a life-

time keeping that secret, so it was second nature for me.

Lord Henry proved to be in earnest about dinner being infor-

mal. He and the children wore the same clothing they’d worn 
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earlier. Olive greeted me as though she hadn’t seen me for days, 

and Rollo stood politely until I was seated. Flora wore a distracted 

look similar to her uncle’s, though I doubted she was thinking 

about insects. As soon as the soup had been served, Rollo blurted, 

“Uncle Henry, did you hear about the steam engine on Fifth 

Avenue today? I saw it out the window.”

I nearly dropped my spoon in my soup. Could he have seen 

me alighting from the bus? No, it had let me off several blocks 

away.

“Really?” Lord Henry asked.

“Yes! It was like a big  horse with wheels,” Rollo excitedly de-

scribed it with his hands waving, “but all in metal, and it chugged 

great puffs of smoke. Do you think steam power might replace 

magic?”

“I don’t know,” his uncle said. “I doubt we magisters would 

use steam for power, but it might replace  horses.”

“This was better than  horses,” Rollo enthused. “And it had 

a loud whistle.”

“Our carriage has a bell,” Olive said. “That’s better than a 

whistle. It goes ding, ding, ding.”

“The whistle’s louder,” her brother argued.

“Louder isn’t better.”

“Yes, it is!”

“It’s defi nitely not better at the dinner table,” Lord Henry 

put in with a grin as he fl icked his nephew on the ear. If my in-

terview earlier had felt like a child’s game, now I felt like I was 

sitting at a nursery table while the real adults  were elsewhere.
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“I wonder if they’ll come back again,” Rollo said. “I want 

to  ride that bus. It must be exciting.” I bit the inside of my lip to 

keep myself from smiling at the memory. It had been exciting.

“The Rebel Mechanics are treasonous,” Lord Henry said 

mildly, but with an air of wistfulness, as though he was saying 

what a guardian should, even though he was just as interested 

as Rollo. “They’re not the sort you should be associating with.”

“I heard they’re also experimenting with electricity,” Rollo 

said, undaunted, as the footmen cleared the soup course and 

brought out the roast.

“Do you think it will be too cool tomorrow for my pink chif-

fon?” Flora asked, apparently not having heard a word of the con-

versation. “Or I could wear the lavender. I should call on the 

Merriweathers, and Jocelyn Merriweather looks awful in lav-

ender, even though it’s her favorite color. I look so much better 

in it than she does, so if we’re both wearing lavender, it will be 

as though I’ve insulted her without saying a word.” She smiled 

to herself. “Yes, I will defi nitely wear the lavender.”

Lord Henry turned to her in dismay. “This is how you talk 

about your friends? I’d hate to be your enemy.”

She heaved a deep sigh. “Honestly, Henry, I don’t understand 

how anyone could be so socially inept. She’s not really my friend. 

She’s merely someone I call upon.”

“If you don’t like her, why do you call on her?” Rollo asked.

“Paying calls is a duty, not a plea sure.” She directed her gaze 

heavenward, as though trying to conjure a halo of martyrdom 

around herself.
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Lord Henry and Rollo both snorted with laughter, and Olive 

quickly joined in, imitating them. “Then I wonder what you’d 

do if I  were to forbid you paying calls. You’d sulk for a week,” 

Lord Henry said. “You’d run out of gossip entirely, and you 

couldn’t show off your gowns.”

Her eyes widened in panic. “You’re not going to forbid me, 

are you?”

“Do it, Uncle Henry!” Rollo urged. Olive merely giggled.

Lord Henry’s eyes twinkled, but he schooled his features into 

a stern expression—with visible effort—and said, “You may pay 

no calls.”

“Henry, you wouldn’t!” Flora yelped, throwing her napkin 

on the table and rising from her seat as her brother and sister 

sputtered with laughter.

Before Flora could complete her dramatic exit, Lord Henry 

grinned and said, “Tomorrow, that is. I’ll be teaching you magic 

in the afternoon, after your music and drawing lessons.”

“He got you there, Flora,” Rollo chortled.

Flora fl ounced back to her seat. “That wasn’t at all fair, Henry. 

You’re supposed to be the adult in this  house.” Then she added 

hesitantly, “I may still pay calls on other days?”

“If I am not teaching you magic, you may,” Lord Henry said. 

“But only if you want to.”

I watched this entire exchange with fascination. I’d never had 

such conversations at dinner with my family, not only because 

my father never would have allowed it but also because all my 

siblings had left home before I left the nursery table to dine with 
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the adults. Was this the way families without shameful secrets 

 were? Behind the bickering, I got a sense of deep affection among 

the Lyndons, and I felt a pang of envy.

As if reading my mind, Lord Henry said, “We should all have 

behaved better for Miss Newton’s fi rst dinner with us. She must 

think we’ve escaped from the zoo.”

“You three, perhaps,” Flora said with a sniff. “I’ve been per-

fectly civilized.”

“Why don’t you tell us something of yourself, Miss Newton?” 

Lord Henry asked.

I took a sip of water to buy myself time to think. “My father 

is a professor and taught me the way he taught his students, 

starting when I was very young. I’ve done some tutoring and 

teaching myself. And now,  here I am,” I said, unsure what  else I 

could say.

“But why did you decide to come  here and be a governess?” 

Flora asked. “Couldn’t you fi nd a husband? Or is that why you’re 

 here?”

“Flora!” her uncle chided.

I looked directly at Flora and said, “My mother passed away 

recently after a yearlong illness, through which I nursed her. 

I needed a change of environment after that.” Flora’s haughty 

expression melted into a guilty wince.

Lord Henry jumped in to salvage the awkward moment, say-

ing, “Miss Newton is quite well- read. Perhaps if you spend time 

with her, you’ll learn to talk about something other than what 

color dress you’ll be wearing.”
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Flora’s glare chilled me. I could tell she had no desire to chat 

with me about anything and she resented the implication that I 

was in any way superior to her. “Well, obviously she won’t be able 

to chat with me about dresses,” she said with a toss of her hair. 

I had to admit she was right. I’d worn my most professional- 

looking gray dress, but even my fanciest party frock would look 

mousy next to Flora’s day dress.

Lord Henry didn’t seem to realize that she’d insulted me, 

and I supposed that in his world there was nothing wrong with 

not being able to discuss dresses. “There are many more worthy 

topics of conversation,” he said. “I’m sure you’ll soon realize 

that.”

Not likely, said Flora’s sidelong glance at me, and I hoped my 

per for mance wouldn’t be evaluated based on my success with her.

As we left the dining room after the meal, Lord Henry 

stopped me. “I’m sure you’ve had a very long day. You’re free 

for the rest of the eve ning. Breakfast is served in the breakfast 

room beginning at seven—I’m an early riser—and Rollo must 

be at school by nine. Mrs. Talbot will give you directions so you 

don’t have to rely on him.” He added with a crooked smile, “He’d 

probably lead you to the airfi eld or the docks and claim it was 

his school.”

The next morning, I found the breakfast room with only a few 

wrong turns. Lord Henry was already there, sitting alone at the 

table. He glanced up from his newspaper as I entered and greeted 
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me with a smile. “Good morning, Miss Newton. I trust you slept 

well. Your room is comfortable?”

“Yes, very, thank you.”

“Breakfast is on the sideboard. Would you care for coffee 

or tea?”

“Tea, please.”

He gestured to a footman, who left and then reappeared a 

moment later with a pot of tea and a cup on a tray, along with 

a small rack of toast. Rollo soon entered the room, yawning 

loudly. He wore a school uniform with a wide white collar, 

and his hair was slicked tight against his head. He fi lled his 

plate with food, then sat beside his uncle, appropriating a sec-

tion of the newspaper that Lord Henry had already read and 

put aside. Rollo hadn’t read much before he shouted, “Ye 

gods!”

“Rollo, language,” his uncle corrected without raising his eyes 

from the newspaper.

“But, Uncle Henry, the Masked Bandits struck again yes-

terday!”

I couldn’t resist looking at Lord Henry to see his reaction. 

He didn’t show the slightest sign that this story affected him. 

His eyes didn’t widen, narrow, or blink, and his face didn’t red-

den or pale. No muscles twitched or tightened. He merely kept 

reading as he took a sip of tea and said, “Really?” in a tone of 

polite disinterest.

“Yes! They robbed a train!” Rollo frowned as he read some 

more, then his eyebrows  rose. “Hey, it was the train from New 
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Haven. Miss Newton, didn’t you come from New Haven? Was 

that your train?”

“I suppose it could have been,” I said, trying to imitate Lord 

Henry’s disinterested tone while surreptitiously watching him 

from beneath my eyelashes. “But it was a very big train, with 

many cars.”

“Oh.” Rollo sounded so disappointed that I was tempted to 

tell him about my adventure.

“There’s an article about a new model of airship,” Lord Henry 

said. “It’s on page three.” He knew exactly how to distract his 

nephew. Rollo eagerly turned to that page and became lost in 

the newspaper. Once Olive came skipping into the room, she 

took over the conversational burden, chattering amiably about 

any number of seemingly unrelated topics, to which her elders 

responded with nods and vague noises.

Lord Henry checked his watch, then said, “Rollo, you’d best 

leave for school. I’ll save the newspaper for you.” He nodded at 

the footman, who tugged on the bellpull on the wall.

Mrs. Talbot appeared and handed me a neatly drawn map. 

“This is the way to Rollo’s school. It isn’t far.”

“I can show her,” Olive said. “I know the way.”

Rollo whirled to face his uncle. “I have to have the governess 

walk me to school?”

“You know very well that you don’t go out without a chaper-

one,” Lord Henry said.

“But you’ve been coming with me.” I now understood Rollo’s 

dismay. Walking to school with his uncle must have felt like 
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a manly outing, but walking with the governess would make him 

feel like a child again.

Lord Henry’s face softened slightly, so he must have under-

stood as well. “I may still, when my schedule permits, but it is 

Miss Newton’s job, and you will go with her.” His voice grew 

slightly sharper with the last phrase, making it an order.

Rollo sighed dejectedly, and I hurried to say, “Olive and I will 

be taking a morning walk before we begin lessons. Would you 

be so kind as to escort us as far as your school?”

Rollo gave me a frown before saying, “I would be honored.” 

Lord Henry mumbled a goodbye without looking up from his 

newspaper. Olive took my hand as we left the  house, and Rollo 

held his elbow out for me to take.

I felt so very grownup and responsible in my fi rst offi cial task 

as governess. Then I wondered if there was something I should 

be doing. I supposed I should be getting better acquainted with 

my charges. “What is your favorite subject in school?” I asked 

Rollo.

“Mathematics. I want to be an engineer, but Father said that 

was no occupation for a gentleman. It’s a trade, and a marquis 

isn’t supposed to pursue a trade.” His eyes lit up. “Maybe the 

Rebel Mechanics really will start a revolution, and then I won’t 

be noble anymore and I can do anything I want!”

“I’m telling Uncle!” Olive said. “You’re not supposed to talk 

like that!”

“Olive, no one likes a tattletale,” I scolded gently. “I am pres-

ent, and I will decide what needs to be told. I don’t think Rollo 

meant anything by it.”
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After we saw Rollo safely into the care of his headmaster, 

Olive and I headed home, taking a different route along a more 

commercial street. That pleased her im mensely, as she enjoyed 

looking in the shop windows, and I was glad of the excuse to do 

so myself. With such shops selling so many wonderful things, I 

could see how Flora could have an entire conversation about 

clothing.

“I got a doll for Christmas from this store,” Olive informed 

me in a running commentary as we walked. “Flora buys her 

gloves  here. She got a hat  here once, but she didn’t like it, and 

she told everyone  else how awful it was, so nobody  else bought 

hats  here, and now it’s not a hat shop anymore. It’s a shoe shop. 

I don’t know if their shoes are good, though. I don’t think 

we’ve ever bought anything there. Do you like shopping, Miss 

Newton?”

“I haven’t done much of it.”

“Don’t go with Flora. It’s boring because she won’t make up 

her mind and she has to look at everything. Maybe you could take 

me shopping.”

“We’ll see.”

Apparently taking my noncommittal answer as an affi rma-

tive, she began skipping and singing, “We’re going shopping! 

We’re going shopping!”

Although I had worked as a tutor, I hadn’t the least notion of 

the extent of a governess’s duties. Was I responsible for Olive’s 

deportment, and what  were the boundaries of acceptable beh av-

ior? Should I consider skipping and singing harmless childish 

high spirits or unladylike actions that must be corrected?
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I was still wrestling with this dilemma when I heard a voice 

calling my name. I turned to see a newspaper boy standing on 

the corner. “Nat!” I said with a smile. It was reassuring to see a 

familiar face.

“Good morning to you, Verity,” he said. With a glance at 

Olive, he added, “I take it you got the job.”

“Yes, I did. Olive, this is my friend Nat. Nat, this is Lady Olive 

Lyndon, my pupil.” I realized that it might be improper to in-

troduce Olive to a nonmagical boy, but since she was only six, 

I decided not to worry. Olive gave a pretty curtsy and bobbed 

her head so that her ringlets bounced.

“You’ll want to read the newspaper this morning, Verity,” Nat 

said with a wink. I felt I owed him at least the price of a news-

paper after he’d helped me the day before, so I fi shed a penny 

out of my pocket and handed it to him. He presented a copy of 

the World to me with a bow. My father had subscribed to the 

Herald, and that had been the newspaper at the breakfast table 

that morning. Given Nat’s association with the rebels, I assumed 

that the World must take a more radical editorial approach. Feel-

ing a little uneasy about how acceptable such a paper might be, 

I folded it with the headlines inside and tucked it under my arm.

Nat’s eyes widened, and he hissed, “Cross the street, Verity.”

There was so much fear and tension in his face and voice that 

I didn’t hesitate or ask questions. I clutched Olive’s hand and 

darted with her across the street. Once we  were safely on the 

opposite side, I looked back to see a pair of policemen approach-

ing Nat. One of them grabbed a newspaper out of his hands, read 
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the front page, then rolled it up and smacked him on the head 

with it.

“What’s this, then?” the policeman snarled. “Selling sedition, 

are you, boy? This paper doesn’t have the royal stamp on it, so 

it’s not legal to sell. Did you know that?”

“I don’t know anything about stamps,” Nat cried. “I just sell 

papers.”

The policeman backhanded him across the face, then sent 

him sprawling with a rough shove. I was so outraged to see a 

child treated this way that I ran back across the street to go to 

his aid, entirely forgetting that I still held Olive’s hand.
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“Leave that boy alone!” I shouted as I ran. “He’s not 

responsible for what’s in the newspaper.”

When the policemen turned their attention to me, I belat-

edly realized that I’d dragged Olive into the confrontation. She 

stood beside me, staring wide- eyed at the proceedings. “And who 

might you be, miss?” one of the policemen growled at me as, be-

hind him, Nat climbed to his feet and brushed himself off.

I didn’t want to associate my employer’s name with my im-

petuousness, but that became a moot point when Olive said, 

“She’s my governess and I’m Lady Olive Lyndon. You  were being 

mean to that boy, and that’s wrong. Uncle says if you hit people 

who are weaker than you are, you’re a bully.”

I had to bite my tongue to keep a straight face, and Nat looked 

as though he might burst from holding back laughter. The 

IN WHICH 
I AM A RESCUER 

AND AM RESCUED
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policemen  were stunned into silence, which Olive then fi lled 

by adding, “And I have magical powers.” The situation was so 

ridiculous that the tension eased.

The policeman who’d addressed me gave Olive a courteous 

bow and said, “My apologies, your ladyship.” To Nat, he said, 

“I’ll have to confi scate your papers.” He and his partner picked 

up the stack of newspapers at Nat’s feet and, with one last glare 

at the boy, headed off.

“Thanks, Verity, you’re a real piston,” Nat said.

“No, she’s not. She’s a governess,” Olive informed him.

“I’m sorry about your newspapers,” I said.

He shrugged. “I can get more.” He added with a grin, “This 

happens all the time when you’re selling an unauthorized 

publication.”

“What’s ‘unauthorized’?” Olive asked.

“It means the government hasn’t approved it,” I explained. 

“Come along now, Olive. Good day, Nat.”

“Good day to you, Verity, and Olive, my heroine.” He gave 

her a formal bow.

“What’s a heroine?” Olive asked, resuming her skipping as 

we crossed the street.

“It means you’re a very brave young lady who stands up for 

what’s right.”

“Oh, Uncle will like that.” I groaned inwardly. I didn’t want 

Lord Henry to know that I’d brought his niece into confl ict with 

the police on my fi rst day, but the way Olive talked, he might 

not hear half of what she said, and if I asked her not to tell, it 
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would look even worse if the story came out. “Why did that boy 

call you Verity?” she asked.

“That’s my name.”

“I thought your name was Miss Newton.”

“My Christian name is Verity, like your name is Olive. It’s 

Latin for ‘truth.’ ” My name was rather ironic, given my origins. 

I suspected my name had been my father’s cruel joke on my 

mother.

“Verity, Verity, Verity,” she chanted as she skipped. “Will 

I learn Latin?”

“Yes, you will.”

“All of Uncle’s bugs have Latin names.” She giggled. “You 

have a Latin name, so maybe you’re one of Uncle’s bugs!”

Lord Henry nearly ran into us on the front steps when we 

returned to the  house. He had his nose in a book, and an older 

man behind him caught him by the back of his coat in time to 

prevent a collision. Lord Henry didn’t seem to notice. The man 

with him nodded a “good day” to us before he released Lord 

Henry’s coat.

“That’s Matthews, Uncle’s valet,” Olive informed me. “Rollo 

says his job is to make sure Uncle remembers to eat, sleep, and 

get dressed and to keep him from walking into walls.” I got the 

feeling that one should never say anything within earshot of 

Olive that one didn’t want repeated.

As far as I could tell, Flora still wasn’t out of bed, but Lord 

Henry hadn’t mentioned any routine for her other than my en-

gaging her in conversation, which we could do later, and her 
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afternoon music and drawing lessons, so I decided not to worry 

about her. Up in the schoolroom, I set Olive to working on her 

handwriting by copying a page from the science text. While she 

worked, I unfolded the newspaper I’d bought from Nat. Now I 

understood why every newspaper I’d seen before had the royal 

seal stamped on it. This one defi nitely took a different editorial 

approach than the newspapers I’d read. The main story on the 

front page was about the steam engine winning a race against a 

magical carriage. The story went on to describe the implications 

of bringing mass transportation into a restricted area. The ar-

ticle was vividly written, with a perspective that could only have 

come from someone on that bus. The author’s name was Eliza-

beth Smith—the Lizzie who’d sat next to me, I guessed.

The other articles covered injustices in the city, the impact 

of taxes, and suppression of technological progress. I’d thought 

I was well- informed, but I had been entirely unaware of many 

of these issues. The only story this newspaper seemed to have 

in common with the paper Lord Henry and Rollo had discussed 

at breakfast was the Masked Bandits’ robbery, only this paper 

seemed far more in favor of it. Editorial cartoons depicted 

magisters wearing wizards’ robes and pointy hats covered in 

stars, and these magisters lived in remote castles, ruling from 

on high. I had to put down the newspaper when Olive brought 

her work to me. “Very nice, Olive,” I told her. “Now let’s do 

some math.”

The morning passed quickly. Olive was an apt pupil who was 

eager to please. I had already seen how readily she memorized 
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anything she heard, and that applied to her schoolwork as well. 

I seldom had to tell her anything twice. She also had an inquisi-

tive mind and asked thoughtful questions. I understood why 

Lord Henry was reluctant to send her to the typical school for 

girls of her class. Flora fi nally emerged from her room for lunch 

and very pointedly refused to make conversation with me. After 

several attempts, I gave up and focused on Olive.

I got a respite after lunch when the music and art teachers 

arrived. It was a fi ne September day, so I put on my hat and gloves 

and crossed the street to the park. I’d read about New York’s 

Central Park but hadn’t realized it was so vast. I had only to walk 

a short while before I was able to forget I was in the middle of a 

city, in spite of the occasional magical carriage passing by. It was 

easy to imagine that I was out on a country lane. I might be a 

grand lady with a great estate or the daughter of a prosperous 

farmer, someone who didn’t have to worry about securing or 

maintaining employment, who knew her place in the world in-

stead of being a misfi t in any place.

I was so caught up in my reverie that I was taken entirely by 

surprise when someone grabbed me bodily and lifted me off my 

feet. I couldn’t fi nd the air to scream, and I couldn’t seem to move 

my arms and legs to fi ght back. Then a vehicle raced past, right 

through the spot on the lane where I’d been standing. It was a 

magical open- topped roadster, so it made little noise other than 

a soft hum and the crunch of wheels on gravel. The driver, who 

was dressed like a fashionable dandy, didn’t slow at all and ap-

peared entirely unaware that he’d nearly run down a pedestrian. 

105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   60105-65347_ch01_2P.indd   60 4/27/16   7:42 AM4/27/16   7:42 AM



In Which I Am a Rescuer and Am Rescued  61

He wore his hat pulled low, and a pair of driving goggles ob-

scured his face, but I got a glimpse of reddish hair before the 

roadster disappeared from view.

“Why, it’s Verity!” a female voice near me said. I blinked in 

confusion, unsure why anyone in the park should know who I 

was. Then I recognized Lizzie rushing to my side. “Verity, are 

you all right?” she asked, her brow creased with concern.

The man holding me asked, “Are you able to stand on your 

own, miss?”

I turned to look at him, and when my eyes met his, I forgot 

everything  else: my recent near miss, Lizzie, the park. All I saw 

was his green eyes boring into my soul. From the way he looked 

at me, I guessed that he’d been struck the same way. We  were 

frozen together in that moment.

While I was incapable of speech and had even forgotten that 

I’d been asked a question, Lizzie answered for me. “Let’s get her 

over to that bench, Alec. My legs are shaking, and I wasn’t the 

one almost run down.” They walked me between them to a 

nearby bench, where they settled me. I only realized I must have 

had tears springing to my eyes when the man handed me his 

handkerchief. Lizzie then said, “Alec, go get her some lemon-

ade. She’s had quite a shock.”

I was unable to fi nd my voice in time to protest before Alec 

darted off across the park to a refreshment stand. I dabbed at 

my eyes with a shaking hand, then clutched the handkerchief 

and tried to will myself into overcoming the combined shock of 

the near accident and the rapturous moment I’d just experienced. 
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Lizzie sat beside me on the bench and squeezed my hand. “It’s 

fortunate that we came along when we did and that Alec has such 

excellent refl exes.” Her voice sharpened. “Those magpies think 

the city belongs to them. They don’t look out for anyone  else. 

I don’t know how many times I’ve nearly been run down by 

magpie dandies out for a spin in their fancy little roadsters.”

My wits fi nally returned, and I remembered that I was in the 

company of a rebel. But she didn’t look like a radical. She could 

have been any girl out for a stroll in the park. She wasn’t even 

wearing the red ribbon and gear of the Rebel Mechanics. “I saw 

your article about the race,” I said, fi nding my voice. “At least, 

I presumed you wrote it.”

“Yes, ‘Smith’ is my nom de plume—or nom de guerre, as the 

case may be. It wouldn’t be safe to use my real name when re-

porting on such topics and for such a newspaper.”

“Being a journalist must be very exciting.” When I had to fi nd 

a way to support myself, I hadn’t even considered journalism, 

although I could write quite well. I supposed there  were far too 

many books about well- bred, educated young women being gov-

ernesses and too few about young women being reporters.

Alec returned with two glasses of lemonade, one of which he 

handed to me with a bow, and the other to Lizzie. “Verity, I’d 

like you to meet Alec Emfi nger,” she said. “He’s our genius who 

created the steam engine. Alec, this is Verity. She was one of your 

passengers yesterday. Oh dear, I don’t know your surname, 

Verity. That’s what happens when I let my brother make intro-

ductions.”
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So Alec was my savior. I hadn’t seen him without his goggles 

yesterday. I had to fi ght to fi nd my voice. “I’m Verity Newton,” 

I said, answering Lizzie without taking my eyes off Alec. I added 

to him, “Thank you for saving my life.”

He doffed his hat, revealing neatly trimmed fair hair, and 

gave me a slight bow. “The plea sure is all mine, Miss Newton. 

I’m glad I came along at the right time.” He looked like he was 

about nineteen, and he reminded me of the university students 

I’d known in New Haven. He certainly didn’t look like the 

radicals pictured in newspaper cartoons. None of them looked 

at all heroic or noble the way he did.

“Verity, you must tell me, did you get the position?” Lizzie 

asked, placing her hand lightly on my arm.

I dragged my gaze away from Alec to answer her. “Yes, I did. 

And I must thank you both for the  ride. I might not have been 

on time for the interview otherwise.”

“Which  house hold employed you?”

I tensed, unsure I should tell the rebels where I worked, but 

not answering would be rude. “I’m working for the Lyndon 

family,” I said.

“The marquis?” Alec asked.

“No, the marquis died in an airship accident a little more than 

a year ago,” Lizzie said. “Don’t you remember? You said that ship 

had a design fl aw, something about the balloon material, and you 

expected a disaster. You gloated for days after it happened.”

“The current marquis is one of my charges,” I said. “My em-

ployer is the children’s uncle. He’s their guardian.”
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Alec sat on my other side, and his proximity sent a warm fl ush 

through my body. “You landed well, then,” he said. “That’s one 

of the highest families in the colonies.”

“And not just because of the title,” Lizzie added. “Do you 

know who the children’s grandfather is?”

“It hasn’t been mentioned,” I said.

“Their mother was the daughter of Samuel DeLancey, the 

royal governor.”

“Really? I had no idea.”

“You didn’t know this before you applied for the position?”

“No. I only wanted to fi nd a position in a good home.”

Lizzie nodded. “I understand. Women like us can’t afford to 

be choosy when we must make our own way in the world. You’re 

fortunate to have found such an excellent position. I may even 

be a little envious.”

“But you’re a newspaper reporter!”

“You’re a governess for one of the highest families in the 

American colonies. I suppose they also want you to act as 

chaperone?”

“Yes.”

“So you’ll be going to balls and parties and meeting the most 

important people in the colonies, maybe even people visiting 

from En gland.”

My job suddenly seemed a lot more interesting. “I hadn’t 

thought of it that way.”

Alec chuckled, and I turned to see him grinning at me. He 

had a nice smile that transformed his face from studious to 
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boyish. “Aye, you’ve landed well. And to think you arrived in 

this new life on my machine. I’m honored to have been allowed 

to help.” His voice was soft and husky, and he gazed at me with the 

same intensity as before. For a moment, I felt like the two of us 

 were alone in the park, but then I remembered Lizzie. They’d 

been walking in the park together—was he her beau? She 

didn’t appear to take offense at the way he focused so intently 

on me.

I smiled back at him, sure my cheeks must be fl aming. “It’s 

better than any magical pumpkin coach.”

He winked. “Don’t remind the magpies of that story. Next 

thing you know, they’ll be turning pumpkins to coaches left and 

right, and I can’t compete with that.”

“Oh, but it was wonderful, better than magic,” I insisted. 

Then I remembered how the  ride had ended and felt bad for not 

having asked sooner. “Did the police catch you?”

“No, they didn’t,” he said, beaming. “You don’t have to worry 

about us. We’ve got a number of hiding places. By the time they 

caught up with us beyond the magpie zone, Bessie was safe and 

an ordinary team of  horses was pulling the bus. Everyone on 

Fifth Avenue must have imagined a speeding bus pulled by a 

steam engine.”

“It really is a wonderful machine,” I said.

“That’s merely a small one,” he said. He gestured animatedly 

as he spoke, his voice rising with fervor. “A larger one could pull 

a train. Or power a boat. A smaller one might drive a carriage. 

Steam power could run factories. I know a man who uses a steam 
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engine to generate electrical power for light and to run ma-

chinery, even to send messages over long distances. With 

machines, we can do anything magic can do.” He was so pas-

sionate about the subject and so close to me that I found my 

breath quickening in response.

Lizzie leaned across me and patted him on the knee. “Now, 

Alec, I’m sure Verity doesn’t have all day.” To me, she added, 

“He can go on for hours about his machines. You should hear 

him when he gets together with his university friends.”

“My machines may win our freedom,” he insisted. “If we 

don’t need magic, then we don’t need magisters, and then we don’t 

need the aristocracy or Britain. They can cut off our power, like 

they did a century ago in the last rebellion, and it won’t affect 

us at all. The factories can still run and goods can be delivered 

without magisters.”

“See what I mean?” Lizzie said with a raised eyebrow.

I smiled at her, but it felt strained. These could be very dan-

gerous people to know. Lord Henry might have had Ideas, but 

I doubted he’d want someone associated with the rebels teaching 

his wards, and it was entirely possible that he was within 

earshot, crawling through the bushes on a search for insect 

specimens.

Suddenly uncomfortable with my companions and the con-

versation, I checked my watch without really looking at it and 

said, “I should get back to the  house. It was a plea sure meeting 

you properly, Mr. Emfi nger.”

Lizzie shot him a glare, to which he responded with a slight 
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shrug. He turned to me and touched the brim of his hat. “Like-

wise. I’m sure I’ll see you around town, Verity.”

“Thank you again for saving my life. And for the lemonade.”

“Don’t mention it at all,” Alec said, standing and offering me 

a hand up. He gave my hand a lingering squeeze, adding with a 

smile, “On second thought, feel free to mention my heroics as 

often as you like.”

Lizzie shook her head and sighed with long- suffering patience 

as she stood and took my glass from me. “Don’t encourage him, 

or he’ll be quite impossible.”

“Have you ever considered that she might like impossible?” 

he asked her, smiling and winking at me. He was almost as dash-

ing as the masked bandit had been—and possibly even more 

dangerous.

Before I could do anything impulsive and improper, I stam-

mered another goodbye and hurried away. Despite wanting to, I 

forced myself not to look over my shoulder at Alec. If I had been 

the sort of girl who kept a diary that was more than a list of books 

I’d read and my thoughts on them, I’d have run home to record 

this encounter. I was crossing the street to the Lyndon home 

when I realized I still clutched Alec’s handkerchief. I tucked it 

carefully into my pocket before climbing the front steps.

I entered the  house to the sound of a piano. Flora must have 

been having her lesson. Her lush, passionate music perfectly 

suited my mood. I couldn’t hold back a wistful sigh as I remem-

bered the feeling of Alec’s arms around me, the lightning bolt 

that had struck when I looked into his eyes. I jumped guiltily 
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when I sensed someone behind me and turned just in time to 

step out of the way before Lord Henry stumbled into me. He was 

intent on the net he held with a large, vividly colored butterfl y 

caught in it and didn’t seem to see me. He also didn’t seem to 

see the statue in his path.

With some trepidation about being so forward with my em-

ployer, I grabbed his arm and gave him a sharp pull, just before 

he fell into the arms of a naked marble woman. He blinked at 

me over the top of his glasses, then pushed them up his nose 

with his forearm. “Oh dear, you seem to have rescued me from 

a rather improper embrace, Miss Newton,” he said with a rue-

ful smile. “I’m afraid my glasses slipped, and I’m quite blind 

without them.” I thought that if he’d been the one with me in 

the park, he’d have fallen headlong into the carriage’s path and 

we’d both have been killed. “And now I’d better take care of this 

specimen.” He started for the stairs, paused, then turned back 

to me. “Once you get Rollo this afternoon, you’ll be free until 

dinner. I’ll be teaching the children their magic lessons.”

After I had Rollo safely home and in no danger of being seduced 

by a nonmagical girl or—more likely—running away to join the 

Rebel Mechanics, I went to my room. I hardly knew what to do 

with myself in all this spare time. I supposed it was the perfect 

opportunity to read my novel.

I settled onto my bed with my book, but I couldn’t concen-

trate on the story. My mind kept returning to that afternoon in 
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the park. I took Alec’s handkerchief out of my pocket and held 

it to my nose to see if I could detect any trace of his scent, since 

that was an element missing from my memory. Unfortunately, 

it didn’t smell like anything that reminded me of him, but I hid it 

in the drawer of my nightstand anyway. Even if I never saw him 

again, I’d have that memento of my adventure.

I tried to return to my book, but my thoughts still strayed. I 

fi nally gave up and closed my eyes to relive the moment—his 

arms around me, his eyes meeting mine, then later him smiling 

at me and his eyes fl ashing with passion when he discussed his 

cause.

I was jolted out of my thoughts when a wave of power washed 

over me, heightening every one of my senses and setting my 

nerves on fi re. If I hadn’t been lying down, I might have fallen. 

I shivered and burned as if with fever, and the sensation came 

in intense waves.

The magic lessons must have begun. I had never been around 

anyone  else who could use magic, so I’d never known what it felt 

like. But the sensation was familiar, and I realized I’d felt some-

thing similar during the train robbery, only I’d attributed my 

reaction to the excitement of the situation and dismissed the idea 

that magisters would rob trains. If this was the way I reacted to 

magic being used nearby, then keeping my secret in a magical 

 house hold would be impossible.
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you want to go with them,” he said softly, “I’d understand, even 

though hiring a new governess would be very incon ve nient.”

I turned to face him. “Do you want me to go, now that you 

know about me?”

“Only if going is what you want. Nothing has to change, as 

far as I’m concerned.”

I glanced at Alec and the magnifi cent engine, then turned 

back to Henry. “No, I think I can do more in the city. Besides, 

there are the children, and there’s my newspaper career.”

“Newspaper career?”

“Just one of the many things we need to discuss later, but we’re 

running out of time to get home safely.”

Everett and his crew had wheeled the airship out of the barn, 

and he gave us goggles as we boarded. The ship was soon soar-

ing upward. I could see the rebel engines below, snaking their 

way into the wilderness, and I waved, but I wasn’t sure they could 

see me.

Henry was like an older version of Rollo as he moved around 

the ship, taking note of every detail of how it worked, and then 

looking over the side at the approaching city far below. “Rollo 

would be so jealous,” he said with a grin. “I feel guilty for get-

ting to do this without him.”

“Maybe someday we can arrange it for him,” I said.

“Perhaps. You’re the one with the connections.” He studied 

me for a while, then took my hand and said, “That, back there, 

is that why you had to come to the city, why you said you have 

nowhere  else to go?”

I nodded. “I think my father always knew I wasn’t his child, 
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and when my mother died . . . ” I gave a weak shrug, and he nod-

ded. “He didn’t even know about the magic, but that was how 

I knew.”

“Do you know who your natural father was?”

“I have no idea. It wasn’t the sort of thing anyone talked about. 

My parents pretended nothing was the matter, until my mother 

died and her husband didn’t want anything to do with me any-

more. I didn’t know until I arrived in the city that what I am 

isn’t accepted. I never found out what happens to half- breeds, 

but Mrs. Talbot hinted that it was dire.”

“I think it involves isolation, to make sure the blood isn’t fur-

ther tainted. And they may be used to provide power for magi-

cal objects. Slave labor, essentially.” I gulped in horror, and he 

gripped my hand tightly. “I hope you can trust that I’ll keep 

your secret. You keep so many of mine.”

“Isn’t that the ideal relationship between a governess and her 

employer—each having enough knowledge to thoroughly de-

stroy the other?”

“I think it’s also the ideal foundation for a good friendship,” 

he said with a laugh. “Think of it as us having a great deal of 

trust in each other.”

“Oh, what about your roadster?” I asked, remembering one 

last loose end from the night’s adventure.

“I’ll send Matthews to retrieve it. He’s in on all my secrets. 

If you ever need help and can’t fi nd me, you can always turn to 

him, and I’ll let him know he can trust you as well. I suppose all 

of us have some planning to do—after we get some rest.”

The sky was still dark, but lights  were beginning to show  here 
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and there in windows as early risers woke, when the airship came 

in behind the Lyndon  house. Since we had left through the 

kitchen door, the bedroom windows  were closed, but Henry and 

I went down on the ladder together, and he magically opened 

my window for me and saw me safely inside before the ship 

moved farther down the building to his room.

The servants had assumed we’d be out late at the ball and let 

us sleep in, so I managed a short nap before I had to face the 

day. I was grateful that I’d accepted Mrs. Talbot’s offer to walk 

Rollo to school in the morning because that allowed me to take 

my time getting up and dressing. It took me forever to pull all 

the pins out of my windblown and tangled hair, but eventually 

I looked like my usual governess self, and I felt safe going down-

stairs for breakfast.

Henry was already there, and after the way he’d been the night 

before, I was somewhat disappointed to see him in his familiar 

guise, with the spectacles on his nose and the vague, absent-

minded air about him. I liked the real Henry so much better. 

“Good morning, Lord Henry,” I said cheerfully. “Is there any-

thing interesting in the papers?”

“Nothing much,” he said. Then he lowered the newspaper 

and looked at me over the top of his spectacles. “But I under-

stand there are some mad people about who plan to start a 

revolution.”

I sat across from him at the table and poured a cup of tea. 

“Imagine that!” I said, unable to hold back a smile when I met 

his eyes.
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