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Praise for Carol Henry

SHANGHAI CONNECTION

Voted #2 Best Book/E-Book Romance Novel

in the 2012 Predator’s & Editor’s Reader’s Poll

Rich with setting and suspense: “
Shanghai Connection
is a fast-paced romantic suspense. Carol Henry brings the setting alive with vivid descriptions that transported me to a place I’ve never been.”

~
Alicia Dean, author of romantic suspense

A Connection You Want To Make: “One hot, sexy, ex-military hero, one emotionally wounded heroine, and an action-packed plot. Plenty of edge-of-the-seat thrills, along with the romance in this story—that’s why this is a connection you want to make!”

~Mal Olson, author of adrenaline-kicked

romantic suspense

~~*~~

AMAZON CONNECTION

Voted Best Book Cover in 2009

Predator’s & Editor’s Reader’s Poll

“Ms. Henry is an imagery wizard, creating scenes and characters who make you believe the danger... Wonderfully sensual and intriguing.”

~Between the Lines (WRDF Review)

“Henry fully utilizes the exoticness of the Brazilian rain forest as the backdrop to her story. It is the perfect setting for romance and adventure.”

~Romantic Times

“[
AMAZON CONNECTION
] is a fast paced suspense book...the description of the Amazon jungle will make you feel like you are actually there.”

~You Gotta Read Reviews
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To my husband, Gary—a model train enthusiast,

with whom I share all my wonderful adventures.

And to all those who worked those great ribbons

of steel, and the families who stood beside them.
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Forward

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

In 1877, the railroads flowed with America’s blood. The nation almost postponed the centennial celebration the year before due to poor economic conditions caused by the war between the North and the South. Families had a hard time making ends meet. The railroads had a stranglehold on the nation.

Charley Carmichael moved his family out of the rundown tenement houses of Philadelphia to his wife’s family farm in the pristine hillsides of New York. But Charley isn’t a farmer. Railroading is in his blood. And now, the nation’s trunk lines threaten to cut wages by another ten percent.

Everyone is talking strike.

Charley’s boss demands his loyalty, his co-worker his trust, and his family his love and attention. With his wife’s health deteriorating and his family split apart, will the family ties be strong enough to keep the ribbons of steel from pulling them apart?

Prologue

John Donahue looked over his shoulder. Great. No one within earshot. He approached the group of Irishmen who had stopped to take a break.

“Hey, Michael, I hear they’re paying fifty cents more a day up the line in Baltimore,” Donahue said as he strolled up to the men leaning against the building having a smoke. “Seems to me you guys would want more yourself, seeing as you’re working your butts off for nothing in this hell-hole.”

“Watch him, Michael,” Johann Westmüller spoke up. “He’s trying to rile you, that’s all. Pay him no never mind. You’d be better not listening to his kind, I tell ya. Charley would have kept us informed.”

“He does make sense, Johann. Why should we be slaving away for pittance when those blokes in Baltimore have all the good luck? Fifty cents more a day’s nothing to be sniffing at, mind ya. I say we do something about it.
Now!
Why wait on the boss man to try and fix things on his own.”

“I agree,” said Patrick. “I don’t want to be slaving away for nothing, neither. My ma’s not well, and we sure could use the extra dough. I say we get this strike underway. Be ready for them big bugs the minute they cut our pay.”

“I didn’t mean to get you all excited about striking or nothing,” John cautioned. “Charles Carmichael was told to keep his mouth shut. The boss would have my ass if he found out I told you what others are getting. Those most affected by the cut should be better informed, is all. You’re right.” He turned to the other man standing next to Johann. “Seamus, maybe you should think on it, too, before you decide whether or not to go on strike. I won’t say nothing to the boss, mind you. You can trust me to keep my mouth shut. I don’t rat.”

The others nodded.

John turned, hung his head, and walked back to the office. He hid his smile as best he could so as not to give himself away. He’d set the bait, and the stupid fools believed him. It didn’t take much to start them fighting amongst themselves, either. Hell, they didn’t know enough to check the facts first. They’d head right for that pot of gold in a lightning storm. Fifty cents?
Ha!
The poor souls in Baltimore would love to be getting fifty cents more a day. They were lucky enough to get the ten per cent cut like everyone else and like it. Damn fools.

John couldn’t wait to meet with Mr. Rossellini later. A member of the union, the man wanted nothing more than to make Tom Scott suffer the way his family had suffered over the past three years. Mr. Rossellini promised him there’d be something in it for him if he helped stir things up down on the line.

Wait ’til he tells the big union man how he’d blindsided those stupid fools. They might be hard working men, but they weren’t any too smart. Mr. Rossellini was sure to give him an extra kickback for his troubles once he had things underway. Cashing in on the strike was a walk down the lane. Talk about a pot of gold. He wasn’t sure what Mr. Rossellini’s stake in the strike was, but he didn’t care so long as he got his cut.

John wiped the grin from his face when he rounded the station and headed back to his office. Climbing the stairs on the left, he set his hat on his desk and knocked on Aderley’s office door. Not waiting to be invited to enter, he turned the latch and walked in. Mason Aderley stood over his desk thumbing through a file—the big man looked a bit white around the eyes and mouth.

“John, glad you’re here. There’s something amiss with the latest shipment from Eckly coal mines. I can’t seem to put my hands on the shipping statements. Where the hell are they?”

“Processed and filed already,” he answered. “I can get you the books from receiving if you want to see them.”

“Good, good. You do that. And, John, I need you here tonight. Scott wants me to institute the ten percent reduction in wages in a few days. I want you to do the paperwork for me this evening. Make sure everything is in order.”

“I’m afraid I can’t stay tonight, sir. I have other plans.”
Damnation.
Mr. Rossellini wasn’t going to take kindly to him being late.

“Cancel them!” Aderley boomed.

John jumped back at Aderley’s tone. He swallowed hard and knotted his fists to keep his hands from shaking.

“Get those statements and give them a thorough going over. I’ve put the paperwork on your desk. I want them on
my
desk first thing in the morning. And John, I’m counting on you to keep this quiet.”

Aderley took his gold pocket watch from his vest and flicked the lid open to check the time. The man didn’t have an inkling of what was going on.

“I have a meeting at the bank in fifteen minutes. I’ll be going home from there for the evening.”

Aderley placed his gray top hat on his balding head with purpose and strode from the room—and the building.

Dammit. If he hurried, he could see Mr. Rossellini, get back to the office, and still have plenty of time to cover his tracks with the reports he’d padded over the last year. He’d work ’til midnight if he had to in order to make the books look as if they were on the up and up.

John shoved his chair back from behind the wooden desk in a corner of the narrow hallway. A sham of an excuse for an office, seeing as Aderley’s office was one of the finest he’d ever seen. It lacked for nothing. He waited to make sure Aderley was gone before he ran from the building. Had Aderley gotten wind of the activity going on down below? If so, then he’d know the rail workers were only interested in one thing—strike.

A strike was sure gonna happen and soon, once the pay cut went into effect. He knew, because he was the one who received the telegram from Camden Junction, just outside Baltimore. Things at the Junction were heating up real good. He had to tell Mr. Rossellini. The man would be delighted.

The Baltimore and Ohio held twenty-seven hundred miles of tracks, and Camden Junction was smack-dab in the center. Trains were switched off to Washington, D.C. or parts out west in the new territory. The poor fools had suffered a fifty percent cut in wages over the past few years and were now the lowest paid, not counting those working on the New York Central. He’d checked it out. Being Aderley’s accountant had its advantages. He snickered. Why, the brakemen on the B&O only made thirty to seventy dollars a month. There sure as hell was gonna be a strike, and not just in Philadelphia. Pittsburgh was hot, too. Damn hot, according to the union boss.

Strike? It was closer than the old geezer’s pair of breaches. And the entire countryside was behind those wanting it. He didn’t make much money either, but if he continued to play his cards right and keep Mr. Rossellini happy, he’d be rolling in dough and long gone before things really heated up.

Chapter One

Charley stepped away from the tracks as the six-o-five rattled down the steel rails to a screeching stop in front of the station platform. Steam screamed from around the iron wheels, and a sooty puff of smoke streamed into the air from the smokestack.

Right on schedule.

He looked up in time to see John Donahue coming toward him at a dead run. Mason’s skinny secretary never moved any faster than he had to. Matter-of-fact, he didn’t think the sneaky rat could get out of the way of an on-coming locomotive fast enough to save his own hide. He didn’t trust the man. And he didn’t understand why Aderley kept him on his payroll.
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