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PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, THE SMALLEST OF THE CANADIAN provinces, has a rich and varied heritage. The Míkmaq people called it Epekwitk (Anglicized spellings vary), which means “resting on the waves” or “cradle on the waves,” a tribute to the island’s crescent shape. The French named it Ile Saint-Jean, or Saint John’s Island, when they began to colonize it in 1713. The English took it over in 1758 and gave it the decidedly English name Prince Edward Island, in honor of Prince Edward Augustus, Duke of Kent and father of Queen Victoria. In 1864, four years after this story takes place, Prince Edward Island hosted the Charlottetown Conference, during which the colonies moved toward uniting to become Canada. Ironically, islanders didn’t see the move as advantageous to them, and Prince Edward Island did not become a province of Canada until 1873.

The island is now home to about 140,000 people, and nearly three-fourths of the people can claim British ancestry. Prince Edward Island is known for its beautiful coastal scenery, including beaches and red cliffs, and rich farmland. A more recent attraction is the newly constructed eight-mile Confederation Bridge, which, in winter, becomes the world’s longest bridge over ice-covered waters. A trip across it from New Brunswick takes about ten minutes.

The island is also home to Lucy Maud Montgomery’s most beloved fictional character, Anne Shirley. Anne’s home of Green Gables (based on the author’s uncle’s real-life farm) and other sites related to the author and her books draw thousands of tourists to the island each year. PEI is a popular destination for vacationing Americans who want to experience the gentle island life.

Susan Page Davis


Chapter One
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June 27, 1860

Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island

The back door to the kitchen burst open. Molly Orland nearly dropped the wooden spoon she held.

“Mum!” Her brother Nathan loomed in the doorway, panting.

“What is it?” Their mother turned from her worktable and stepped toward him, fear leaping into her eyes.

“Papa’s hurt.”

“No! What happened?”

“He fell off the wagon. Thinks his leg is broken.”

Mum snatched a clean towel off the rack and glanced at Molly. “Get a jug of water—quick.”

Her chest aching, Molly filled the small pottery jug her father sometimes took when he went to work in the fields.

“Where is he?” her mother asked Nathan.

“Grandpa and Joe are bringing him in the wagon.”

Molly’s younger sister, Kate, scurried down the stairs into the room. “What’s going on? Nathan, what is it?”

Molly’s hand shook as she reached to touch Kate’s shoulder. “Papa is hurt.”

Kate’s face crumpled.

Their mother grabbed the jug in one hand and held up her skirt and the towel with the other and whisked out the door. Nathan followed her, and the room went still.

“How bad is it?” Kate’s lips trembled as she looked up into Molly’s face. Her eyes filled with tears.

Molly felt tears flooding her own eyes. She hauled in a painful breath. “We don’t know yet. Let’s get his bed ready.”

She strode into their parents’ bedchamber with twelve-year-old Kate on her heels. The bed was made neatly, as always during the day.

Molly seized the edge of the coverlet. “Get on the other side, Kate. Help me lay this back, so they can get Papa into bed easily.”

“Will he need the doctor? I could go for Dr. Trann.”

“I think he might. Let’s go meet them and see if we should run to the Tranns’.”

As soon as they’d turned down the covers, Molly hurried to the front door and looked across the barnyard and down the field. Kate pushed in between her and the doorjamb. The hay wagon, pulled by Papa’s team of big chestnut geldings, rolled slowly toward them. A lithe figure ran from the wagon toward the road of packed red earth.

“Look! There goes Joe.” Molly pointed. The youngest of the four Orland siblings at ten, Joe streaked across the hayfield then hopped over rows of potato plants until he reached the road and tore for town. “Mum must have told him to fetch the doctor.”

“What else can we do to help?” Kate’s weepiness had passed, and Molly decided that keeping busy was the key for both of them.

“Come, let’s fill the teakettle. Doctors always want hot water.”

“What for?”

“To clean things, I expect.” Molly filled the kettle from the bucket of water on the floor by the stove. “Can you run out and draw another pail of water? They’ll be nearly here by the time you do it.”

Kate seized the pail and ran for the back door. Molly checked the stove’s firebox, put in another stick of wood, and went back to the doorway. The wagon drew up outside. Was her father conscious, and, if so, how badly did he suffer? Molly swallowed around an aching lump in her throat. If Papa was badly hurt, how would they keep the dairy going, and who would finish getting in the hay crop? The boys and Grandpa couldn’t do it all by themselves.

Grandpa Anson carefully climbed from the seat in front onto the mound of hay. Mum and Nathan remained kneeling beside the prone form that lay on top of the load. Molly ran down the steps and caught her breath at her first glimpse of her father.

His ashen face was set in a grimace that could not hold back his groans. His left trouser leg was soaked in blood above the knee.

“Molly, get the blanket off Joseph’s bed,” her mother snapped.

Molly hurried into the house and dashed up the stairs to her brothers’ room beneath the eaves. Nathan and Joe shared the small chamber and the tiered bunks that hugged the wall. Molly grabbed the edge of the woolen blanket tucked over Joe’s straw tick on the top bunk and yanked it off. His pillow and nightshirt tumbled to the floor, but she didn’t stop to pick them up.

Nathan, her mother, and her grandfather hovered over Papa on the hay as Molly ran through the doorway and to the wagon’s side. Her mother plucked the blanket from her hands and laid it out beside the injured man.

“Now, Nathan, help me lift him onto the blanket.”

“I’ll help too.” Anson squeezed closer and grimaced as he looked down into his son’s face. “David, can you hear me?”

“I hear you, Da.”

“We’ll move you easy, son.”

Nathan looked anxiously at his mother and then his grandfather. “Maybe we should wait until Dr. Trann gets here.”

“If the doctor’s not home, it could be hours,” Mum said. “Let’s slide him over onto the blanket, and then we can lower him down slowly. Molly can help.”

“Should we put splints on it?” Nathan stood solidly atop the hay mound as though still unwilling to move his father.

“The doctor will tell us,” Grandpa said. “Let’s get him in the house.”

Kate had come to stand beside Molly, and she stepped forward, her brow wrinkled like the furrowed cornfields. “I can help too.”

Together, Mum, Nathan, and Grandpa managed to ease Papa onto the wool blanket. Getting him down from the wagon was harder. Molly’s heart wrenched as he let out a cry of agony. They lowered him quicker than they’d planned to the ground, with Molly and Kate trying to easy the landing. Papa lay panting, staring up at the sky, as Mum slid down off the hay load.

“David, did we hurt you more?” Mum wrung her hands as she bent over him. “I should have listened to Nathan and let the doctor tell us how to do it.”

“Nay. I’m all right.” Papa’s clenched teeth belied his words.

“Nathan, there’s a wide plank in the byre leaning against the wall,” Grandpa said. “I was going to use it to wall off a calving stall. Fetch it, lad. We’ll carry your father on it and jostle him less.”

Molly wrapped her apron around her hands and squeezed them tight. “What shall I do, Mum?”

Her mother’s eyes were dark with determination—no time for weeping yet. “Get down the willow bark and yarrow, in case the doctor can’t come. And tear up that old linen towel I said could go for a rag. We’ll need strips.”

Molly hurried with her little sister to the assigned tasks, terrified to turn her back on her suffering father yet relieved not to gaze any longer on his face.
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Lord Washburn’s country estate, outside London

Peter Stark entered the Earl of Washburn’s “closet”—the private study where the earl conducted his official business—with caution. His heart always thumped when his master summoned him. Washburn treated him well, but the difference in their stations and the knowledge that His Lordship could make life very difficult for him if he desired always kept Peter on edge in his presence.

“Good afternoon, my lord. You wished to see me?” Peter bowed as he spoke.

“Yes, yes, come in.” Washburn laid aside the paper he’d been reading. “Have a seat, Stark.”

Even more unsettled, Peter walked to the chair the earl indicated. He always stood in the presence of aristocracy—except for that one time several years ago when his master had invited him into his closet and spoken to Peter as one man to another, not as a master to a servant. That had never been repeated, and Peter liked to think they understood one another—but here was the earl inviting him to sit down again. Was he going to talk about Peter’s past once more? What would be the point?

Peter sat still and tried not to fidget.

“I’ve just learned that I’ll soon be taking a journey,” Washburn said.

Peter arched his eyebrows. “A journey, my lord?” He’d seen the butler usher in the Duke of Newcastle that morning. Newcastle—the queen’s colonial secretary—had been closeted with the earl for a half hour and then left, seemingly in a good humor. Was he the one who had informed Washburn of his impending trip?

“Yes. It seems I’m invited to travel to North America with Newcastle and the Prince of Wales.”

Peter’s heart sank. The earl would be away for several months, which meant Peter wouldn’t work during that time unless he went back to his former means of earning a living—hiring out as a day laborer and doing whatever heavy work was available. Or perhaps he’d carry on under the supervision of the earl’s steward.

“I wish you a good journey, my lord.”

Washburn smiled. “I was hoping you’d consent to accompany me.”

Peter blinked. This unexpected news made it more difficult to keep his composure. To travel with His Lordship—and to America! What would his mother say about this? “I...don’t know what to say, my lord.”

 “It’s like this.” Washburn leaned forward and laced his fingers together on the desktop. “Newcastle has charge of the arrangements for the prince’s transportation and so forth. The entertainment—that is, the reception in each city...the levees, balls, and such—will be left to the local officials. But Newcastle asked me to go along as a friend of the prince’s family and a representative of the government. Of course, General Bruce will go in the capacity of the prince’s personal governor, but I have a good rapport with His Royal Highness, if I may say so, and I’ll be able to advise him if it’s needed.”

Peter nodded slowly. The Prince of Wales, at eighteen years of age, would need older, steadier heads along. He couldn’t charge across British North America alone, for certain. The provincial politicians would eat him alive, currying the favor of the future regent—not to mention the mischief the young prince had shown he could find when unsupervised. General Robert Bruce would keep a lid on the young man’s behavior, and Washburn would be available as a discreet confidant—a role he filled well, as Peter could attest. But he wasn’t sure what part someone like himself would play in this drama. Surely he wouldn’t be considered a companion for the prince. A commoner of questionable parentage would not be approved for such a position.

“And you wish me to go?” he managed.

 “Yes. Two of the prince’s friends are going—soldiers back from the Crimea. They’ll be company for the prince, as equerries. But Newcastle thought it would be well to have a young man along whom we could send on errands if we meet with any problems. Someone who can deal with shopkeepers and railroad superintendents if need be, things like that. I told him you are a dependable and personable young fellow. He agreed to let me invite you.” Washburn sat back, beaming at Peter.

“That was very kind of you. Thank you.” Peter found it difficult to speak, but the idea had grown more real—and more attractive—as his master talked. “I admit, it was selfish on my part, knowing I’d travel more comfortably with you along,” Washburn said. “I’m not taking Varrell, so you’ll have to assist with my wardrobe and the like.”

“That would be an honor, my lord.”

“I’ll warn you, though, most of the members of the suite will be middle-aged fogies like me...or journalists from various newspapers. Dr. Acland, the prince’s physician, will be along, as well as a couple of other gentlemen, but it will be quite a small party. We don’t want to overwhelm the provincial folks with a plethora of guests to put up.”

As His Lordship explained it all, Peter tried to take it in. He, a common laborer, now servant to an earl, had been chosen out of all the men in England to accompany the Prince of Wales. It boggled the mind. But the description of his duties eased his tension a bit. He could run errands and go behind-the-scenes to settle small difficulties. As Washburn’s understeward, he was used to wading through the minutiae of details to make his master’s life run more smoothly. Surely he could do that for the prince as well. And if Washburn needed him to brush and press his clothes, Peter was used to doing that for himself. Varrell, the valet, could give him some pointers before he left.

“Of course I’ll stand for your expenses,” Washburn said. “So, what do you say? Can I count on you?”

Peter’s heart thudded in his chest. The earl was leaving the decision to him, not ordering him to go. That typified the relationship they’d had for the last six years. He was an employee, but he’d served Washburn with a willing heart since he was sixteen years old. This voyage could change his life. What would it mean for him? For his mother? For the future?

He managed to smile serenely. “Of course, my lord. I’d be happy to serve you on the journey.”


Chapter Two
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Molly tiptoed about the kitchen, helping her mother cook supper while Grandpa and the two boys milked the cows.

“Do you think Papa will wake up for supper?” Kate asked from the doorway.

Mum glanced up from kneading the biscuit dough. “The doctor gave him a good dose of laudanum. He’ll likely sleep a few more hours. But the rest of us need to eat.”

Kate clenched and unclenched one fist as she hovered. Molly made herself smile in what she hoped was a reassuring manner. “He’ll get rested, and maybe you can talk to him in the morning.”

“How will we keep up with all the chores?” Kate asked.

“I’m sure I don’t know.” Their mother reached for her biscuit cutter.

“The boys and Grandpa Anson can handle the milking, now that school is out,” Molly said.

“It will test us, for certain.” Mum swiftly pressed the cutter into the dough a half dozen times and laid it aside.

“Kate and I will do everything in the house,” Molly said. “And I can milk too, if need be.”

Her mother made a dismissive sound.

“I know I’m not good at it, but if I practice, I’ll get better.” Molly reached for a stack of ironstone plates.

“That’s probably true, but I think you’d help us more if you tried for one of those jobs at Government House.”

Molly stopped with her hand in midair. “Do you?”

“Your father mentioned it to me last night. He didn’t want to push you into service if you weren’t of a mind to do it, but the truth is, we were scraping the bottom of the cash barrel before this happened. He already wondered if he’d have enough to pay men to help with the hay crop.”

Molly walked around the table, setting each plate down deliberately. Taking a job as a domestic servant was far from what she’d imagined she’d be doing at the age of twenty. A schoolteacher, perhaps, though Mum and Papa had coaxed her to stay with them on the farm. She’d even dreamed of marrying and keeping her own house by now. But the young man she’d fancied had turned elsewhere, and she hadn’t met anyone else she could love enough to leave her family for.

But scrubbing and cleaning at the governor’s mansion? She turned toward the small mirror that hung beside the coatrack. “They would never choose me.” She eyed her reflection doubtfully in the old walnut-framed glass her grandmother had brought across the ocean from England. Her grandpa and her friend Allison said she was pretty, but she didn’t feel pretty.

“Why not? You’re not afraid of hard work,” her mother said. “That’s what they want at Government House—young ladies who’ll be diligent and not lose their heads over the prince.”

“The prince.” Kate squinnied up her eyes until they became slits with blue slashes glinting at Molly. “Imagine being in the same house with him.”

Molly shook her head and turned to get the saltcellar from the cupboard. “I wouldn’t be so foolish as to become enamored of an aristocrat. Everybody in this family knows better than that.”

Nathan entered the kitchen from the dairy attached to the house, carrying a can of cream. “Fresh from the separator.” He lumbered to the churn, and Molly leaped to open the lid for him.

Her mother continued as if the conversation had not been interrupted. “I expect you’re right, dear. You’d be fine.”

Her brother tipped up the can of cream and emptied it into the wooden churn. “Our Molly is nearly always right, but what is it this time?”

Mum gave him a wan smile. “We were discussing whether she should put in her name for service at Government House.”

Nathan eyed his sister with keen appraisal. “Would you go and scrub floors, or what?”

“Probably.” Molly shrugged as though it were not important, though her pulse had ratcheted upward when her mother suggested it, and she felt like running to her room to escape the discussion. She smoothed her apron. “The governor’s wife is going to hire extra domestic staff to get ready for the Prince of Wales’s visit. Housemaids and kitchen staff, mostly.”

“We could use the money, I guess.” Nathan set the cream can on the floor and replaced the churn lid firmly. “With Papa laid up, it might be tough around here this summer. You know the doctor said six weeks at least, maybe eight, before he can work again.”

Mum said gently, “Molly shouldn’t have to apply if she doesn’t want to. We’ve plenty for her to do here.”

“Aye.” Nathan gazed at his mother with mournful blue eyes. “We might be all right. Joe and I will work hard.”

Molly’s chest ached. Go to work at the governor’s house, among strangers? She would have people critically watching everything she did. And would others look down on her if she became a servant? But if this was the one thing she could do that would most help the family in this time of need, of course she would do it. She pasted on a smile for her mother’s sake. “It would only be for a few weeks. The prince is coming in early August.” She went to the large cabinet where they kept the everyday dishes and flatware. Automatically, she counted out seven forks.

“Still, I never expected to see my daughter go into service.” Her mother shot another questioning glance at her.

“It’s all right, Mum,” Molly said. “Allison Johnson is putting her name in. I’ll go with her tomorrow.” Molly crossed to the kitchen table and laid down the forks. She picked up that week’s edition of the Islander. “The notice says they want a dozen women.”

Her mother’s brow furrowed. “If I were younger...”

“You’ll be needed here at home,” Nathan said.

“Yes,” Kate said from the corner near the stove. Molly realized she’d been listening and waiting to see the outcome. “You can’t go to work in the city, Mum.”

“Let Molly apply.” Nathan sounded very like Papa, though he was two years younger than Molly’s twenty. “If they don’t take her, we’ll get by on what we have, though it’s precious little. If they do, it will be a help. And as Molly says, it’s only until August. She’ll be free to help with harvest.”

“Will Papa and Grandpa get to meet the Prince of Wales?” Molly asked. Grandpa had talked of the possibility for weeks now.

Her mother frowned. “I doubt your father will be able. He’ll be disappointed. But Grandpa will want to go, of course. I don’t think you could stop him from going into town when the royal party arrives.”

The door that led to the front yard swung open, and Grandpa Anson hobbled in, leaning on his cane.

“Well, then, Da, what’s the news?” Mum asked. “I saw you leaning on the fence and conversing with Denny Sayre.”

“Denny says Lord Washburn is coming with the Prince of Wales in August.”

Molly caught her breath. “Washburn?” It was a name they all knew well.

“Aye. He heard it from Tinen Brophy, and he’s a member of the legislature, now there.”

Mum eyed her father-in-law narrowly. “Now, Da, you mustn’t start anything.”

“What do you mean, start anything? ’Twasn’t me who started it. All I want is a word with His Lordship, that’s all. Just a word.”

“But...” Mum closed her mouth and turned back to her biscuit dough.

Molly realized she’d counted out enough plates and forks to include her father at the table and took one of each back to the cupboard. “Grandpa, I’m going with Allison Johnson tomorrow to ask for employment at Government House. What do you think of that?”

The old man stroked his white beard. “Well, now, that’s interesting.”

“It will be a good opportunity for her.” Mum looked anxiously at him for a moment.

“Perhaps.”

“Perhaps she’ll meet His Lordship,” Nathan said. He ducked out the back door and closed it.

Molly stared after him. What would she do if she came in contact with the earl? The idea was more daunting than that of meeting the Prince of Wales.

“There, we shall have some nice biscuits tonight.” Mum placed each one in the pan and set it in the oven. “Katie, after you’ve set out the cups and knives, go call the boys and your father for tea.”

“But Papa’s abed, with his leg all smashed.”

Her mother’s face threatened to crumple. “You’re right—I misspoke. Call the boys and let your papa sleep.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Molly and Kate hurried to finish setting the table. Their mother poured hot water into the teapot and bustled about the stove. When the last dish was laid, Kate scurried out the back door that led through the dairy into the barn.

Grandpa reached out and laid a gentle hand on Molly’s sleeve. “You’d not be eyeing one of those grand fellows who’ll be with the prince?”

“Of course not, Grandpa.”

He nodded and straightened the chipped cup she’d set beside his plate. “The prince is but eighteen years old—two years younger than you, my girl.”

“That’s so. He’s Nathan’s age. But there’s talk of a ball in his honor.” Molly rounded the table, laying out soft old linen napkins at each place as she went.

“A ball.” Her grandfather snorted, and her mother looked their way.

“And why not?” Mum asked sharply. “He’s the queen’s son, after all, and the heir apparent.”

“Oh, yes. Our future ruler.” Grandpa looked longingly at the teapot. “I suppose he’ll want to dance with the local girls.”

“Not with me,” Molly said.

“And why not?” Mum asked again. “You’d stand up to any of them for looks, even Mrs. Dundas.”

Molly smiled at that. “Now, Mum, let’s not be comparing me to the governor’s wife.”

“Well, she’s a handsome lady, ’tis true.” Again Grandpa eyed the teapot.

“I expect it’s brewed enough for you to have half a cup.” Molly picked up the teapot and poured some into his cup.

Mum shook her head. “You spoil that man, Molly.”

Grandpa laughed. “Too late for that. My Ellen coddled me for nigh forty years, and you’ve not done such a shabby job yourself, Liza. She’s carrying on the tradition.”

Mum waved a dismissive hand at him. “There now, don’t ask me to give you extra flan because you talk so sweet.”

“Well, then I’ll ask our Molly. Think you to be a Cinderella, girl?”

Molly chuckled. “Me? I’m like her, I suppose. I’ve no dress to wear to a fancy ball. But then, I’ve no fairy godmother, either.”

“You never spoke a truer word.”

“Besides, if I’m in service at Government House, I certainly shall not be invited.”

“Perhaps not.” Grandpa sipped his tea and looked over at Mum. “How’s David doing now?”

“Still asleep.”

“I’ll check on him now, before we sit down,” Molly said. She stepped to the door of her parents’ room and opened it gently, peering into the dim room. Her father lay on the bed as the doctor had left him, breathing deeply as he slept.

The back door opened once more as Molly regained the kitchen, and Kate skipped in. “The boys are washing up.”

A moment later, Nathan and Joe came in, their sleeves rolled up and their hair damp, with comb marks lining it.

“If it stays warm like this, we’ll get all the hay in,” Nathan said as he slid onto the bench on the wall side of the table.

“We may need to hire another man to help us get it all cut,” Grandpa said with a frown. “I doubt we can manage it alone.”

Ten-year-old Joe took the seat beside Nathan. Kate took the other end of the bench. With her mother at one end of the table, Molly took her customary chair beside Grandpa Anson.

“Shall we pray?” Her grandfather bowed his head, and all of them followed his example. “Lord, we thank Thee for this food and for our family and farm. We beg Thy swift healing for David, and we ask Thy providential hand on the young prince as he comes to us. May he prosper if You see fit to preserve him and let him one day rule over us.”

The others said, “Amen.” Molly shot Grandpa a sideways glance, expecting him to begin talking about the royal visitors again, but he began filling his plate and for once kept his thoughts to himself.
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June 28

Molly and her friend Allison stood in line outside the back door of Government House. A chilly drizzle soaked their bonnets and skirts. Some of the women in line had umbrellas, but most did not. 

Allison’s face pinched up as though she’d bitten into one of Mum’s icicle pickles. “We look like a couple of drowned rats. They’ll never pick us.”

“We’re no worse off than most of the others.” Molly touched her friend’s shoulder with her sodden glove. “Just be glad you wore your warm coat.”

“Who’d have thought it, in June?”

“Indeed.” The line moved forward, and Molly took a step. They’d arrived early, and she had counted thirty women ahead of her and Allison that morning. Nine were left—that she could see. Others were sheltered inside the kitchen of the huge house, as they’d progressed in the line to that point. Behind Molly and her friend, at least sixty more stood in the rain. The queue straggled down the drive toward the city streets near the harbor, so far that Molly couldn’t see the end of it. “We’ll be inside soon.”

A young woman in a worsted skirt, cotton apron, and gray knit shawl emerged from the door ahead of them, squeezing past those waiting. “ ’Scuse me. ’Scuse, please.”

“Fanny!” Allison seized the young woman’s arm. “Were you interviewed?”

“Good day, Allison—or rather, soggy, nasty, wet day.” The interviewee laughed. “You’re nearly there, so take heart.”

Molly knew Fanny Dalton slightly. The young woman had attended the same rural school as she and Allison but had been two grades behind them. Molly kept her peace and let Allison carry the conversation.

“What did they ask you?”

“Hmm. Well, if I had experience in service, and if I could do heavy cleaning, and who my folks were.”

“Were you hired?”

Fanny frowned. “The housekeeper said those as are hired will be told on Monday.”

Molly let out a pent-up breath. So they would have to wait four more days before they knew the outcome.

Other women in line were looking at Fanny and leaning in to catch her words. Fanny bent toward Allison and said softly, “Once you’re through the door, you’ll be in the kitchen. If you’re there for a few minutes, you’ll warm up and dry out a little. If you’re in luck, your hair will dry and not frizz all over like mine did.”

Allison smiled. “I brought a comb.”

“That was great foresight on your part. You ought to get a moment to use it. Best of luck.”

“Thanks.” Fanny walked away, and Allison said to Molly, “At least we can run the comb through our hair before they call us. Maybe you can shield me so other people can’t see me do it.”

Molly, whose locks were pulled back and knotted at the nape of her neck, only smiled. Her hat had at least kept the worst of the water from her hair and she doubted she could improve her looks in a ten-second encounter with Allison’s comb, but she was willing to aid her friend.

At last the line moved forward enough for them to reach the back entrance of the mansion. As she stepped into the dim interior, Molly realized they didn’t enter the kitchen directly. The line wended through a cold room holding several large tubs and baskets. This must be the laundry. Soon they shuffled to the next doorway. Several women were visible inside the vast kitchen, all diligently tending to their tasks—chopping vegetables, filling the firebox on a huge cast-iron cookstove, and putting away stacks of clean dishes. Although the door had to remain open behind them, the warmth of the kitchen prompted the girls to remove their coats and shake their skirts a little, hoping they would dry quickly.

Four stools had been placed so that the four women at the head of the line could sit down for a few minutes and ease their feet, and to Molly’s surprise a girl of about sixteen, dressed in black and wearing a white overall apron, brought her and Allison each a cup of strong tea.

“Thank you very much,” Molly said.

The girl ducked her head. “You’re welcome, miss.” Her soft brogue told Molly that she belonged to one of the many Irish families on the island. “Mrs. Dundas came in an hour ago and saw that the ladies had a long wait. The tea was her idea, to perk you up before you face Mrs. Bolton.”

“Mrs. Bolton?” Allison asked in a guarded whisper.

“She’s the housekeeper, miss.”

“Ah.” Allison shot Molly a glance.

Realizing they had an opportunity to gain information, Molly asked, “Do you like working here?”

“Oh, surely.” The girl smiled. “It’s hard work, but they treat us well and the pay is good.”

Molly smiled back. “What’s your name?”

“Jane Lyons. I’m one of Cook’s helpers.”

“I believe my younger brother was in school with you,” Molly said. “Nathan Orland.”

“Sure, I remember. He was a year above me. But I’m done with school now that I’m employed.” Jane nodded and turned to take empty teacups from those ahead of Molly in the line. On her way back past them, she paused just long enough to say, “I hope you’re hired, ladies.”

“I wonder how she got her job,” Allison said.

“Who knows? Maybe she’s related to someone in service here, or perhaps she answered an earlier advertisement.”

During their conversation they drank their tea and moved forward until they were privileged to occupy two of the stools. Every few minutes a footman wearing green-and-gold livery came to the doorway near where the first woman in line sat and told her to go in. Finally Allison was called, and Molly sat on the first stool still waiting her turn and holding both their coats.

“Almost there, dear,” said the older woman behind her.

Molly turned and smiled at her. “Yes, ma’am. Aren’t you Mrs. Chiden?”

“The same. I’ve known your mother these twenty years.”

“So, you hope to get work during the royal visit?” Molly asked.

“We all do, don’t we?” Mrs. Chiden grimaced. “I suppose every family can use a little ready money.”

“Yes, that’s so.”

The door opened, and the footman said, “Next.”

Molly followed him along a hallway and up a flight of stairs, wondering what she should do with the coats. Another footman in his green-and-gold livery stood outside a closed door in the passageway.

“You’ll wait here,” said the young man who had brought her up.

Before Molly could thank him, the door opened and Allison slipped out. Her face was bright red, and she looked close to tears. She seized Molly’s wrist before taking their coats. “Good luck, friend.”

“Thank you.”

The first footman said, “I’ll take you down, miss.”

The footman beside the door nodded to Molly and opened the door again. “There now, go on in, miss.”

Molly thought he winked at her, but she wasn’t certain, so she decided to ignore him. She stepped forward into a cozy sitting room crowded with furniture. A thin, gray-haired woman sat regally in a rocker near the empty fireplace. Beside her was a small table holding a teacup and saucer, a pencil, and a sheaf of papers. Not a speck of ash marred the spotless hearth. The furnishings outshone those at the Orland farm in their finery, but Molly wasn’t sure the room full of stiff chairs, stands, and china ornaments was as comfortable as the shabby rooms back home.

The woman’s black dress crinkled slightly as she pushed the rocker back and forth with her toes. “Come in, then, and sit down. We haven’t all day.”

Molly scuttled into the chair facing her.

“I’m Mrs. Bolton.”

“How do you do?”

“I do fine, thank you. What is your name?”

“Molly Orland.”

“Hmm...” Mrs. Bolton consulted the paper before her then raised her chin, giving the effect of eyeing Molly down one side of her ample nose. “You’re a farm girl?”

“Yes, ma’am. My father is David Orland, on the North River Road.”

“I see. What sort of work do you do on the farm?”

“I keep house with my mother, mostly. I cook and sew and scrub and churn—whatever needs doing.”

“And have you a beau?”

Molly’s pulse quickened, and she blinked at the abrupt question. “No, ma’am.”

The housekeeper nodded. “Wouldn’t want your young man coming around while you were working, or making a fuss about it.”

Molly was beginning to understand why Allison’s face had flushed so while she sat in this chair.

“So you’re not afraid of drudgery?”

“Oh no, ma’am. I can scrub and iron and wash dishes—whatever you need.”

“Well...I’ll keep you on the list.” Mrs. Bolton made a notation on a piece of paper. “If you are hired, you’ll be informed on Monday. You’ll come in that afternoon to be measured for your uniform. You’ll provide your own dress and apron for regular work, and you’ll receive one dress, black stockings, a white apron, and a cap to wear while the royal visitors are in residence. You must supply your own shoes—black. You can keep the clothing after your period of employment ends.”

“Thank you, ma’am. That’s very generous.”

“Perhaps. You’ll be expected to arrive properly clothed and clean every morning.”

“Assuredly.”

Mrs. Bolton nodded. “Go on, then. If you don’t hear on Monday, you’re not hired.”

“Thank you very much.” Molly stood and gave a little curtsy then strode toward the door. The footman grasped the knob on the other side, swung the door open for her, and then closed it.

“All done, miss?”

“Yes, thanks.”

He smiled at her. “Not so bad, was it?”

“I suppose not.”

“I’m Eustace. Milton is the other footman. He’ll be right along to take you down.”

Molly eyed him cautiously. He wasn’t homely, but she suspected he fancied himself quite a figure in his uniform. Did he chitchat with all the applicants? She thought not. She looked down the hallway, toward the stairs. Milton and Mrs. Chiden rounded the corner of the passage.

“I work here regular,” Eustace said.

“I see.”

“Perhaps we’ll meet again.”

“Yes, perhaps.”

Molly was glad when the others came close.

“Go right in, ma’am,” Eustace told Mrs. Chiden.

Molly smiled at her. “I wish you success.” She scooted after Milton toward the staircase, without looking back at Eustace.

At the kitchen door, Milton swung open the panel and let her pass before saying, “Next.”

Molly slid by the waiting women and squeezed through the laundry room door.

Allison waited for her under a tree on the back lawn. She held out Molly’s coat when she saw her. “What kept you?” she asked, before falling into step with her friend.

“I didn’t think anything did. But that footman upstairs—Eustace. Did he want to talk to you?”

Allison curled her lip. “He asked me if my knees were shaking before I went in. Can you imagine?”

“Cheeky, I’d call it.”

Allison nodded. “He’s supposed to keep the line moving. Mrs. Bolton won’t stand for much shilly-shallying.”

“I agree, and if he thinks he can flirt with all the new maids, he’ll get a surprise when he comes around us, won’t he?” Molly slipped on her coat and buttoned it, though it smelled of damp wool and hung heavy on her shoulders. The rain had stopped, but the wind still blew keenly off the sea.

Allison laughed as they trudged down the muddy street. “You’re so sure they’ll take us on. But what did you think of your interview? Will she hire us?”

“I don’t know. She did say that we’d know Monday, and if I was called I should come in for a dress and other clothing. Did she tell you that?”

“Aye. But perhaps she told everyone.”

“We’ll have to be patient. I thought you looked a bit upset when you came out of Mrs. Bolton’s room. What did she say to you?”

Allison shrugged. “Just things like did I have any followers—you know, beaux.”

Molly nodded. “She asked me that too.”

“And she said I looked a mite scrawny. I suppose she was testing me.”

Molly threaded her arm through Allison’s. “Well, I don’t think you look scrawny, though you are willowy-slender.”

The friends walked away from the harbor and the crowded streets of Charlottetown. Their fathers’ farms lay about two miles from the official home of the colony’s lieutenant governor, George Dundas. The islanders usually referred to Dundas simply as “the governor,” though he served under Sir Edmund Head, the governor general of British North America and as Queen Victoria’s official vice-regent of the island.

After the first half mile, the paved streets gave way to roads—normally hard-packed earth, but an oozy red mud today. They kept to the side as much as possible, walking in the grass at the edge of the road.

“This mud will be the death of us,” Allison muttered.

“It is a trial. But the sky is lighter ahead, and I believe it’s getting warmer too.” Molly unbuttoned her coat as she walked and looked out over the fields that already sprouted this year’s crop of potatoes in long, regimental rows. “I love this time of year, and Grandpa says it will dry up soon.”

“Do you think we’ll get to see the prince if we’re hired?” Allison’s brown eyes had gone dreamy.

“I don’t know. We’ll probably be kept below stairs and out of sight. I expect the more experienced servants will serve the prince and his retinue.”

“You’re probably right.” Allison’s foot slipped, and she stumbled into the spongy roadbed. “Ach! This mud.”

Molly smiled and grabbed her friend’s hand. “Come on. Let’s get home. I’m sure our mothers have plenty of chores for us to do.”

“But if we did see the prince...”

“Yes?”

“They say there will be a fine ball at the Colonial Building.”

Molly grimaced. “Servants won’t go to that, unless it’s to pass trays of food and take the ladies’ wraps. It will be for the legislators and their wives and the leading merchants—people like that.”

“That’s so unfair.”

“What’s fair?” Molly shook her head. “I don’t think many girls on this island will lay eyes on Prince Albert Edward. That’s only for the rich.”


Chapter Three
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Monday, July 2

Molly woke early and couldn’t go back to sleep. When she heard her grandfather call softly to the boys, she rose and dressed. She filled the coffeepot and set it on the stove. Grandpa and Nathan liked coffee after they finished the morning milking.

As she worked, she tried to imagine herself in her own kitchen. She’d expected to be married by now—had even picked out her husband two years back. Emmet Price. He was reading law then, and her father considered him a fine prospect. Emmet had called on Molly every Friday evening for two months. He’d even spoken to her in general terms about the future. Though Molly wasn’t sure she loved him, she had begun to dream.

All that had changed on the evening Emmet questioned her about her family. He’d heard a rumor in town—something about her grandfather being deported from England. It was true, Molly admitted.

But why, he wanted to know. Emmet had pressed her on the issue until she told him everything. It wasn’t a secret, exactly, but they rarely spoke of the matter outside the family circle. But Emmet was to be part of the family, wasn’t he? Molly felt he had a right to know.

“The man’s a felon,” Emmet had declared when she’d finished the tale. “A criminal in exile.”

Molly had leapt up, flushed with anger. “How dare you! My grandfather is an honorable man!”

That was the last time Emmet had come around. If they saw each other across the church or met on the street, they nodded coldly and then studiously avoided looking at each other. Just thinking about the night they’d had their falling-out still made Molly’s blood simmer.

She tore about the kitchen trying not to think about Emmet or the fact that no other suitors had come a-courting since then. Had Emmet warned all the other young men that she was the granddaughter of a felon? Surely not. Any decent young man would see Grandpa Anson’s integrity and ignore the rumors.

Molly blew a stray wisp of hair off her forehead and began to chop onions with a vengeance, as though her family’s well-being depended on her making the pieces small enough. She had breakfast started—potatoes sliced and frying with the onions, and cornmeal mush bubbling on the stove—before her mother came into the kitchen.

“How’s Papa?” Molly asked.

“Fretful. That leg pains him so. I dosed him just now so he’ll rest a bit longer. Dr. Trann is due to come and look at him again today.”

“That’s good. I’ll be anxious to hear if his bones have begun to knit together.”

“I’m not sure the doctor can know that yet, but he should be able to see if anything’s going wrong. Your father hates the medicine. He wants to stay alert and know what’s happening around the farm.” Mum sighed and tied on her apron. “Can you help weed the garden today? Da and the boys have all they can manage with the milking and the hay.”

“Yes, and Katie and I can churn if you’d like.”

“We’ll see how things go. I may need your help with the washing later.”

Nathan opened the back door and came in with a can of milk. “Smells good in here.”

“You can eat any time you’re ready. Shall I put the eggs on?” Molly asked.

“Aye. I’ll tell Grandpa and Joe.” Nathan left the milk on the work counter and went out the way he’d come in.

Molly put the cast-iron skillet on the stove and plopped a generous blob of butter into it. She glanced out the window toward the road before she took the eggs from the icebox.

“Looking for word from Government House this early?” Mum asked.

“Silly, isn’t it? If someone does come, it will probably be in the afternoon. I’m sure there are many closer to town that they’ll go to first.”

Mum smiled at her, weary before her day’s work had begun. “To be truthful, I don’t know how I’ll get on without you if you’re hired. But we’re dreadfully low on cash. Anything you bring in will be welcome.”

“I know.” Molly went to her mother and gave her a quick hug.

“Do you mind so very much?” Mum asked.

“No. At least not yet.” Molly smiled. “Ask me again when I know what I’m getting into.”

She cracked a dozen eggs into a bowl, stirred them, and poured them into the sizzling skillet. Grandpa and the boys came in, and she sat down to pray with the family while the eggs cooked.

A half hour later, while she washed the breakfast dishes, Molly was surprised by a knock at the front door. She hurried to open it, thinking that perhaps Dr. Trann was making his rounds early.

On the doorstep stood Eustace, the footman from Government House, in his green-and-gold uniform.

“Good morning, Miss Orland.” His bright smile left her no doubt of his errand.

“Good morning. May I help you?” She determined not to give him any encouragement in his notion that the maids would flirt with him.

“I’ve come to you first, miss. You’re the farthest out, but I wanted to be sure you knew, and I was certain farm folk would be about early.”

“You’re correct in that,” Molly said.

He smiled even broader. “Well, then, you’ll come to Government House between one and three this afternoon for your kit, and they’ll tell you when you’ll begin work. Sound pretty good?”

“Yes, thank you.”

He winked at her. “Right. So I’ll be seeing more of you, Miss Orland.”
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“Molly! Molly!” Allison’s voice reached the kitchen at the Orland farm before she did.

Molly threw down her dish towel. By the time she’d gotten to the back entrance, Allison had given a peremptory knock and flung the door open.

“They’ve given me a job! That footman from Government House—Eustace—just came to our house and told me I was chosen. I’m to go in this afternoon for my outfit.”

Molly smiled and drew Allison into a quick embrace. “Wonderful! He came here too, and I was going to stop in after lunch and tell you and see if you’d heard.”

“We can go together.”

“Yes, let’s,” Molly said. “Was Fanny Dalton hired?”

“No. I saw her father on my way here, and he said she hadn’t heard a word. Since she lives closer to Charlottetown than you do and we’ve both heard, I expect she wasn’t picked.”

“That’s too bad, though I believe he started with the farthest houses first. Perhaps we’ll see her after all.” Molly sent a swift prayer of thanks for the relief of having Allison accepted too. It would have been much scarier to begin service alone.

That afternoon, a score of women arrived at the back entrance of the governor’s grand mansion. Molly and Allison went with the rest, in through the laundry as they had a few days earlier, to a large room beside the kitchen.

“This is the servants’ hall,” Mrs. Bolton informed them.

Molly looked down the long table and wondered if extra chairs had been added for the newly hired staff. She’d had no idea so many servants worked at the governor’s house.

“You will eat your lunch here on the days that you work. Cook will provide your meal after the family and guests have been served upstairs. Most of the staff eats lunch about two o’clock. If you work into the evening to serve the late dinner upstairs, you’ll have tea at six.”

The housekeeper called each new employee’s name and told her to report to either the first parlor maid or the cook the next morning.

“Molly Orland.”

Molly stepped forward.

“You will work under Roberts, the first parlor maid.”

Molly curtsied. When each woman had been assigned her duties, she went out to the laundry and received her clothing. The laundress looked Molly over and handed her a plain black cotton dress and apron, black stockings, a kerchief, and a white apron and cap.

“You’ll wear the kerchief when you’re cleaning these next few weeks. If you serve or go where the family’s present, you’ll put on the cap. When the royal visitors are in residence, you will wear the white cap and apron. You are expected to look clean and fresh each morning.”

Molly nodded. Allison came behind her and received the same wardrobe for the job. Allison had been told to report to the cook in the morning.

As they headed for home, carrying their bundles of new clothing, Molly waited for Allison to speak. Her friend was quiet for a while, but after several minutes, she said, “Well, then, we shall start something new tomorrow.”

“Indeed.” Molly eyed her cautiously. “Are you disappointed? That you’re assigned to the kitchen, I mean.”

“Not really. I’m just delighted to have the job.” Allison gave her a weak smile. “Of course I’d rather be where you are, but in all honesty, if I hadn’t been hired, we’d have been in dire straits this summer.”

“Us too, with Papa laid up.”

“I’m sorry. I know it’s been hard since he broke his leg.”

“Yes. I’ve been out there milking with Nathan and Grandpa every day. It’s just too much for the two of them. Mum will have to help them now. Joseph isn’t big enough to handle the cattle, but he’s learning. Everything is harder without Papa.” Tears filled Molly’s eyes, and she wished her friend hadn’t mentioned their families’ situations.

“All this rain too,” Allison said. “It’s like to ruin the hay crop. Oh dear. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

Molly shifted her bundle to her other arm and patted Allison’s shoulder. “Don’t be sorry. Things are hard now, but they’ll get better.” She smiled. “We both have work, and the prince is coming to the island.”

“Just think. We’ll be washing the dishes he’s eaten from.” Allison’s eyes glistened. “I’ll find a way to see him. Somehow I will.”
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Saturday, August 4

Peter rose at dawn and packed his luggage. He shaved carefully and dressed in the suit he’d reserved for traveling by boat. It wasn’t his best, but it was finer than any his family could have afforded. His master, Lord Washburn, provided well for him, and while traveling, Peter dressed better than he had in England when working at the Washburn estate. He now performed a valet’s duties and often served the earl while the other aristocrats in the prince’s party were present, and so he had a trunkful of new clothes and dressed like a gentleman. Peter found that ironic.

His visit to America was only beginning, though his journey had already lasted nearly a month. After crossing the Atlantic, they’d spent nearly two weeks cruising about Newfoundland, Nova Scotia, and New Brunswick with the Prince of Wales. Today the prince would head off by railcar for Fredericton, New Brunswick, while Peter would sail in the opposite direction for Prince Edward Island.

He looked out the window of his hotel room. Once again, it was raining. That shouldn’t matter, though the trip across the strait would have been more pleasant on a bright day. Lord Washburn had given him particular instructions. Be sure the people of the island know that the prince will arrive the ninth or the tenth, most likely the ninth. Make certain the ceremonies are appropriate. And if this incessant rain continues, make sure they’ve provided for the prince’s comfort and a way for him to stay dry.

The rain had plagued them since their arrival in British North America, and several in the party were beginning to sniffle. So far the prince had avoided the nuisance and seemed to enjoy every moment of mixing with his public.

Lord Washburn often complained in private—never before the prince or the Duke of Newcastle—that he was wrinkling up like a raisin and his stockings never truly dried out. Peter did his best each night to make sure His Lordship’s clothing was fully clean and dry—even if it meant sitting up half the night by a fire and holding the earl’s smallclothes in careful reach of the flames’ heat without scorching them. But it was all for naught. By midmorning, Lord Washburn’s feet had gotten wet again and his toes were puckering.

When he had finished getting dressed, Peter went to the hotel’s dining room. He didn’t expect to see his master so early, as he knew for a fact that Washburn had stayed up to have a glass or two of brandy with the prince and the Duke of Newcastle the previous evening.

The hotel’s owner met him at the entrance to the dining room. “Good morning, Mr. Stark.”

Peter nodded.

“I understand you are leaving us this morning. I hope you’ll enjoy your breakfast, sir.”

“Thank you. And could you get a man to take my trunk to the ship?”

“Of course.”

Peter gave him a coin generous enough to pay the man who did the work and reward the man sent to summon him. “I’m sailing on the Valorous. And I thank you.”

The hotelier hurried away. Peter entered the dining room and filled a plate at the sideboard with broiled fish, scones and jam, and a boiled egg. As soon as he sat down, a steward appeared at his elbow with a silver coffeepot.

“Coffee this morning, sir? Or would you prefer tea?”

“Thank you, that’s fine. A little cream in it, if you please.” He looked up as another man entered the dining room.

“Good morning, Stark.”

Peter jumped to his feet and bowed to the Earl of Washburn. “I didn’t expect to see you this morning, my lord.”

“I wanted to have a final word with you before we part.”

“Very good, my lord. Can I serve you breakfast?”

“Nay. I’ll take some coffee, and we’ll talk. I’ll eat later with the prince and 
Newcastle.”

Peter nodded and waited until his master had taken a seat.

“Sit, lad,” said the earl.

Peter sat, feeling a bit odd and out of place. Sitting down when the earl was in the room violated the rules under which he lived, and eating in his master’s presence was unthinkable.

The steward poured coffee for the earl. “Would you like cream and sugar, my lord?”

“Yes, thank you. Just a bit of sugar.”

Washburn said no more while the steward cut a small piece from the sugarloaf, placed it in his cup, and poured in a dollop of cream. Peter began to eat, though it was difficult. He took small bites and tried his best to remember every table manner his mother had ever taught him. He simply couldn’t enjoy the well-cooked food with the earl sitting across the table from him.

At last the steward left them.

“Now then,” said Washburn, “I’m glad we have a moment with no one else present. You will take the utmost pains, my lad, to be certain the people of Charlottetown put a good face on it when the prince arrives.”

“Of course, my lord.”

The earl pulled a wry face and lifted his coffee cup. “They weren’t prepared when we landed in Saint John, as you know. I hope we can prevent that from happening again.”

“Yes. Of course, His Highness was very good about it.”

Washburn sipped his coffee and set the cup down. “Yes, he’s been very good-tempered throughout the journey so far, but a little more of this rain and a few more provincials full of excuses—well!” He brushed the thought aside with a wave of his hand. “No matter. You will precede us this time, and the lieutenant governor shall be on the alert.”

“Absolutely, my lord. I’ll see to it that they’ve got their program in order. With your letter and the one from the Duke of Newcastle, I’m sure I’ll be admitted to see the proper authorities.” Peter laid down his fork and gave up all pretense of eating.

“That is well, then. I know you’ll see to all the details. His Grace was a bit perturbed the other day—more so than His Highness, I believe. Of course, the duke reports continually to the prince consort and the prime minister back in England.”

“We’ll make certain the islanders are prepared,” Peter assured him. He reached for his own cooling coffee. If he did not head for the docks soon, he’d miss his ship to Prince Edward Island.

The earl leaned toward him confidentially. “Of course, the queen hopes this tour of her son’s will solidify the local feeling and they’ll show more support for the monarchy and confederation of the colonies. You’re aware of that.”

“Well...yes, my lord, I’ve heard talk.”

Washburn grunted and leaned back. “Then you’ve also heard that the people of Prince Edward Island are among those most resistant to confederation.”

“Yes, my lord.”

“This trip is very important. And the prince’s temper, while even and sweet to this point, could grow less amiable if he’s met with disdain.”

Peter straightened his shoulders. “Surely the colonists wouldn’t—”

“I don’t suppose they would, but we can’t be certain, can we? I expect the local officials to fawn over the prince. I’m not so sure about the farmers and workmen.”

“Ah.” Peter tipped up his cup and drained it.

“Well, you must be off, lad, if you hope to catch the tide.” The earl stood.

Peter rose as well. “Yes, my lord. I shall look forward to seeing you in a few days.”

“I’ll anticipate the reunion as well. Oh, and Peter—”

“Yes, my lord?” His master rarely addressed him by his Christian name, and Peter felt the earl’s concern behind his words.

Washburn reached into his waistcoat and brought out a small pouch. “You may have some unexpected expenses.”

“You’ve been most liberal with me.”

“Take it. You may have need. They might even send you to a hotel.”

“Yes, my lord. Thank you.” Peter accepted the pouch and tucked it into the pocket of his jacket. To his surprise, the earl extended his hand.

“And take care, Peter.”

“I will.”

The earl nodded and looked him over as their hands clasped with a wistfulness that bespoke the loss of his family more than ten years ago. Peter wished he could fill the empty spot in Washburn’s lonely life, but in his station, he could be no more than a servant to the earl. And so he released his master’s hand and turned to the hall, where he’d left his bags. He only hoped he could fulfill the earl’s expectations. When he’d been invited to accompany Lord Washburn on this journey, he’d never expected the prince’s reception—and perhaps the loyalty of North American British subjects—to require his personal attention.

He shouldered the small bag that held his personal items and the leather case containing the top hat that wouldn’t fit in his trunk and quickened his steps toward the dock. He could not fail his master or his prince.
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