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PRAISE FOR THE ONLY WOMAN IN THE ROOM

“Once again, Benedict shines a literary spotlight on a historical figure whose talents and achievements have been overlooked, with sparkling results. The Only Woman in the Room is a page-turning tapestry of intrigue and glamour about a woman who refuses to be taken for granted. Spellbinding and timely.”

—Fiona Davis, national bestselling author of The Masterpiece

“Deftly portrays the fascinating life of a Hollywood icon whose scientific accomplishments have long been eclipsed by her sensuous beauty … follows a remarkable path of survival through the dangers of world war—and those at home, behind closed doors. A read as intriguing and captivating as Ms. Lamarr herself.”

—Kristina McMorris, New York Times bestselling author of The Edge of Lost and Sold on a Monday

“An amazing story that once begun must be finished! Benedict is a master of historical fiction.”

—Stephanie Crowe, Page & Palette (Fairhope, AL)

“I was absolutely fascinated … I devoured this book and would have been happy if it had been twice as long. Whether you are interested in Old Hollywood or World War II, there is much to learn and enjoy here.”

—Carrie Deming, The Dog Eared Book (Palmyra, NY)

“Paints a shining portrait of a complicated woman who knows the astonishing power of her beauty but longs to be recognized for her sharp intellect. Readers will be enthralled.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Relevant today, especially women’s worth in a man’s world … A worthy read about this gorgeous and talented woman.”

—New York Journal of Books

PRAISE FOR CARNEGIE’S MAID

“[An] excellent historical novel.”

—Publishers Weekly

“In Carnegie’s Maid, Marie Benedict skillfully introduces us to Clara, a young woman who immigrates to America in the 1860s and unexpectedly becomes the maid to Andrew Carnegie’s mother. Clara becomes close to Andrew Carnegie and helps to make him America’s first philanthropist. Downton Abbey fans should flock to this charming tale of fateful turns and unexpected romance, and the often unsung role of women in history.”

—Pam Jenoff, New York Times bestselling author of The Orphan’s Tale

“With its well-drawn characters, good pacing, and excellent sense of time and place, this volume should charm lovers of historicals, romance, and the Civil War period. Neither saccharine nor overly dramatized.”

—Library Journal

“Feels like Downton Abbey in the United States … Benedict demonstrates the relevance of history to the present day in this impeccably researched novel of the early immigrant experience. Deeply human, and brimming with complex, vulnerable characters, Carnegie’s Maid shows the power of ambition tempered by altruism, and the true realization of the American Dream.”

—Erika Robuck, national bestselling author of Hemingway’s Girl

“Carnegie’s Maid brings to life a particular moment in the ascendancy of Andrew Carnegie while enriching that moment with a sympathetic understanding of what it meant to be an immigrant living in poverty at that time. This would be an accomplishment for any book, but for one that cleverly disguises itself as a historical romance, it’s an absolute treasure. The Carnegie legacy may be debatable, but Ms. Benedict’s talent for bringing history to life is not.”

—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette

“Marie Benedict has penned a sensational novel that turns the conventional Cinderella story into an all-American triumph. Young Clara Kelley steps off the boat from Ireland into Andrew Carnegie’s affluent world, where invention can transform men and women into whatever they dare to dream.”

—Sarah McCoy, New York Times and international bestselling author of The Mapmaker’s Children and The Baker’s Daughter

“As she showed in The Other Einstein, Benedict again proves that behind every great man is a great woman … readers will be highly satisfied.”

—RT Book Reviews

“They say behind every great man is a great woman supporting him, and that may have been the case with famed American philanthropist Andrew Carnegie. Or at least, that is the fascinating story Carnegie’s Maid tells about Clara, a young American immigrant working in Carnegie’s house.”

—Bustle

“A special addition to the Downton Abbey canon … an absorbing exploration of the influence one plucky young woman might have had on this pioneering philanthropist.”

—Toronto Star

PRAISE FOR THE OTHER EINSTEIN

“Superb … haunting story of Einstein’s brilliant first wife who was lost in his shadow.”

—Sue Monk Kidd, New York Times bestselling author of The Invention of Wings

“Beautifully written and filled with fascinating historical detail, The Other Einstein is a finely drawn portrait of not only what it was like to be a woman in love with physics at that time, but also what it was like to be a woman in love with the wrong man.”

—Jillian Cantor, author of Margot and The Hours Count

“Marie Benedict brings us into the life and times of Mileva Marić Einstein, Albert’s first wife. A brilliant mathematician in her own right, Mileva and Albert plan a life together of equal scholarship, but Albert’s ambitions and Mileva’s role as a wife and mother at the turn of the twentieth century make this an impossibility. Could the theory of relativity actually have been conceived by ‘the other Einstein’? In this fascinating and thoughtful novel, we learn that this is more than possible.”

—B. A. Shapiro, New York Times bestselling author of The Art Forger and The Muralist

“Convincingly resurrected by Marie Benedict, Mileva Marić Einstein is a crusading scientist undone by love. The Other Einstein is a fascinating glimpse into the failings of Albert Einstein as a husband and father. Mileva Marić fully deserves this welcome spotlight.”

—Nuala O’Connor, author of Miss Emily

“The Other Einstein is phenomenal and heartbreaking, and phenomenally heartbreaking.”

—Erika Robuck, national bestselling author of Hemingway’s Girl

“Has the reader rooting for our heroine from the very first pages.”

—Kathleen Tessaro, bestselling author of Elegance and The Perfume Collector

“An engaging and thought-provoking fictional telling of the poignant story of an overshadowed woman scientist.”

—Booklist

“Intimate and immersive historical novel … Prepare to be moved by this provocative history of a woman whose experiences will resonate with today’s readers.”

—Library Journal, Editors’ Pick

“An intriguing … reimagining of one of the strongest intellectual partnerships of the nineteenth century.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“In her compelling novel, Benedict makes a strong case that the brilliant woman behind [Albert Einstein] was integral to his success, and creates a rich historical portrait in the process.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A compelling read … [putting] Marić at the forefront of the narrative, letting her tell her own story.”

—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette
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For Jim, Jack, and Ben


PART I


CHAPTER ONE

May 17, 1933

Vienna, Austria

MY LIDS FLUTTERED OPEN, BUT THE FLOODLIGHTS BLINDED me for a moment. Placing a discreet, steadying hand on my costar’s arm, I willed a confident smile upon my lips while I waited for my vision to clear. The applause thundered, and I swayed in the cacophony of sound and light. The mask I’d firmly affixed to myself for the performance slipped away for a moment, and I was no longer nineteenth-century Bavarian empress Elizabeth, but simply young Hedy Kiesler.

I couldn’t allow the theatergoers of the famed Theater an der Wien to see me falter in my portrayal of the city’s beloved empress. Not even in the curtain call. She was the emblem of the once-glorious Habsburg Austria, an empire that ruled for nearly four hundred years, and the people clung to her image in these humiliating days after the Great War.

Closing my eyes for a split second, I reached deep within myself, putting aside Hedy Kiesler with all her small worries and comparatively petty aspirations. I summoned my power and assumed the mantle of the empress once again, her necessary steeliness and her heavy responsibilities. Then I opened my eyes and stared out at my subjects.

The audience materialized before me. I realized that they weren’t clapping from the comfort of their plush, red-velvet theater seats. They had leaped to their feet in a standing ovation, an honor my fellow Viennese doled out sparingly. As the empress, this was my due, but as Hedy, I wondered whether this applause could truly be for me and not one of the other actors of Sissy. The actor who played Emperor Franz Josef to my Empress Elizabeth, Hans Jaray, was, after all, a legendary Theater an der Wien fixture. I waited for my costars to take their bows. While they awarded solid applause for the other actors, the theatergoers became wild when I took center stage for my bow. This was indeed my moment.

How I wished Papa could have watched my performance tonight. If Mama hadn’t feigned illness in an obvious ploy to take attention away from my important evening, Papa could have seen my Theater an der Wien debut. I know he would have reveled in this reaction, and if he had witnessed this adulation firsthand, it might have washed away the stain of my risqué performance in the film Ecstasy—a portrayal I desperately wished I could forget.

The sound of clapping started to grow fainter, and a chord of disquiet descended upon the audience as a procession of theater ushers paraded down the center aisle, arms laden with flowers. This grandiose gesture, with its inappropriate, very public timing, unsettled the otherwise reserved Viennese. I could almost hear them wonder who would have dared disrupt opening night at the Theater an der Wien with this audacious display. Only the overzealousness of a parent could have excused it, but I knew my cautious parents would have never dared the gesture. Was it one of my fellow actors’ families who’d made this misstep?

As the ushers proceeded closer to the stage, I saw that their arms brimmed not with ordinary flowers but with exquisite hothouse roses. Perhaps a dozen bouquets. How much would this abundance of rare red blooms cost? I wondered who could afford the decadence at a time like this.

The ushers mounted the stairs, and I understood that they’d been instructed to deliver these bouquets to their intended recipient in full view of the audience. Uncertain how to manage this breach of decorum, I glanced at the other actors, who looked equally perplexed. The stage manager gesticulated to the ushers to halt this display, but they must have been well paid because they ignored him and lined up in front of me.

One by one, they handed me the bouquets until my arms could no longer hold them all, at which time the ushers laid them at my feet. Up and down my spine, I felt the disapproving glances of my castmates. My stage career could rise or fall upon the whims of these venerable actors; they could dislodge me from this pinnacle with a few well-placed words and replace me with any one of the number of young actresses clamoring for this role. I felt compelled to refuse the bouquets, until a thought struck me.

The giver could be anyone. He could be a prominent member of one of the feuding government parties—either a conservative Christian Social Party member or a socialist Social Democrat. Or worse, my benefactor could sympathize with the National Socialist Party and long for the unification of Austria with Germany and its newly named chancellor, Adolf Hitler. The pendulum of power seemed to sway with each passing day, and no one could afford to take chances. Least of all me.

The audience had stopped clapping. In the uncomfortable silence, they settled back into their seats. All except one man. There, in the center of the third row, the most prized seat in the theater, stood a barrel-chested and square-jawed gentleman. Alone among all the patrons of the Theater an der Wien, he remained standing.

Staring at me.


CHAPTER TWO

May 17, 1933

Vienna, Austria

THE CURTAIN FELL. MY FELLOW ACTORS SHOT ME QUIZZICAL looks, and I gave them a shrug and a shake of my head that I hoped conveyed my confusion and disapproval of the gesture. As quickly as seemed appropriate amid the congratulations, I returned to my dressing room, shutting the door. Anger and worry surged through me at how these flowers distracted from my triumph, this role that would help me firmly put Ecstasy behind me. I needed to find out who’d done this to me—and whether it was meant as a compliment, however misguided, or something else.

Pulling out the envelope hidden amid the flowers of the largest bouquet, I reached for my nail scissors and slit it open. I pulled out a heavy cream card rimmed in gold. Holding it close to the lamp on my dressing table, I read:

To an unforgettable Sissy. Yours, Mr. Friedrich Mandl

Who was this Friedrich Mandl? The name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it.

My dressing room door shuddered with an authoritative knock. “Miss Kiesler?” It was Mrs. Else Lubbig, veteran dresser to the star of every Theater an der Wien production for the past twenty years. Even during the Great War and the despondent years following the Austrian loss, the gray-haired matron had assisted actors onto the stage for the performances that buoyed the Viennese spirits, like the character of Empress Elizabeth, who reminded the people of Austria’s historical prowess and prompted them to imagine a promising future. The play, of course, didn’t touch upon the later years of the empress, when the golden tether of the emperor’s displeasure became a yoke around her neck, constricting her every movement. The Viennese people didn’t want to think about that, and they were expert at denial.

“Please come in,” I called out.

Without a single glance at the profusion of roses, Mrs. Lubbig began unlacing me from my sun-yellow gown. As I rubbed cream into my face to wipe away the heavy stage makeup and the last vestiges of my character, she brushed out my hair from the complicated chignon the director thought befitted Empress Elizabeth. Although Mrs. Lubbig was silent, I sensed that she was biding her time until she asked the question undoubtedly buzzing around the theater.

“Beautiful flowers, miss,” Mrs. Lubbig commented finally, after she complimented my performance.

“Yes,” I answered, waiting for her true question.

“May I ask who they are from?” she asked, turning her attention from my hair to my corset.

I paused, weighing my response. I could lie and attribute the flowery gaffe to my parents, but this bit of gossip was currency with which she could trade, and if I shared the answer with her, she would owe me a favor. A favor from Mrs. Lubbig could be quite useful.

I smiled up at her, handing her the card. “A Mr. Friedrich Mandl.”

She said nothing, but I heard a sharp intake of breath that spoke volumes. “Have you heard of him?” I asked.

“Yes, miss.”

“Was he in the theater tonight?” I knew Mrs. Lubbig watched every performance from the wings, always scanning her assigned actress so she could readily assist with a torn hem or a lopsided wig.

“Yes.”

“Was he the man who remained standing after the final applause?”

She sighed. “Yes, miss.”

“What do you know of him?”

“I wouldn’t like to say, miss. It isn’t my place.”

I hid my smile at Mrs. Lubbig’s false modesty. In many ways, with her treasure trove of secrets, she wielded more power than anyone else at the theater.

“You would be doing me a great service.”

She paused, patting her immaculately upswept hair, as if considering my supplication. “I’ve only heard gossip and rumor. Not all of it flattering.”

“Please, Mrs. Lubbig.”

I watched her in the mirror, seeing her finely lined face work as if she was sifting through the carefully kept dossier in her mind to decide upon the appropriate morsel of information.

“Well, Mr. Mandl has quite a reputation with women.”

“Along with every other man in Vienna,” I said with a chuckle. If that was all, I needn’t worry. Men, I could handle. Most anyway.

“It’s a bit more than the usual chicanery, miss. One particular romance led to the suicide of a young German actress, Eva May.”

“Oh my,” I whispered, although, given my own past history of breaking hearts and an attempted suicide on the part of a suitor when I rejected him, I could not judge too harshly. While terrible, this tidbit was not everything she knew. I sensed from her tone that she was still withholding something, that she had more to report. But Mrs. Lubbig was going to make me work for it. “If there’s more, I would be in your debt.”

She hesitated. “It’s the sort of information one feels cautious about sharing these days, miss.” In these uncertain times, knowledge was currency.

I took her by the hand and stared into her eyes. “This information is for me only, for my safety. I promise you that it will not be shared with anyone else.”

After a long pause, she said, “Mr. Mandl owns the Hirtenberger Patronenfabrik. His company manufactures munitions and other military weaponry, miss.”

“An unsavory business, I suppose. But someone must do that work,” I said. I couldn’t see why the industry must be the man.

“It isn’t so much the armaments he manufactures, but the people to whom he sells them.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, miss. They call him the Merchant of Death.”
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