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CHAPTER 1

Lowell, Massachusetts 
 Sunday, September 8, 1833 

“I object to this marriage—the woman is not free to wed!” The indictment reverberated off the walls and then plummeted to the slate floor of St. Anne’s Episcopal Church. The wedding guests craned their necks, a few murmuring and shifting in their pews before finally retreating into a cocoon of silence.

Arabella Newberry whirled toward the voice, her bridal satin rippling in waves behind her. “What are you doing here?” she cried out, her strained words slicing through the hushed quietude of the sanctuary.

Franklin Newberry edged out of a pew near the rear of the church, moved to the center of the aisle, and squared off with his daughter. Raising a paper into the air like a flag, he waved it above his head. “I hold proof of my words,” he avowed, continuing to brandish the paper overhead while moving down the aisle toward Bella. “She is bound by contract to the United Society of Believers in Christ’s Second Appearing.” His voice boomed through the church.

Bella reached out and clutched Daughtie’s hand, pulling her friend close. “How did he know? You wrote to him, didn’t you?” she accused, staring into Daughtie’s doe-eyed gaze.

“N-n-n-no,” Daughtie stammered. “How could you even think such a thing?”

There was no time to answer Bella’s claim, for Franklin Newberry was now upon them, pushing Bella to one side as he thrust the document atop Reverend Edson’s open Bible.

“See for yourself!” He stepped back a pace after issuing his command.

Theodore Edson stared at the document lying before him. Quickly scanning the contract, he glanced at Bella’s ashen face and graced her with a look of compassion before turning his attention to Franklin Newberry. “I don’t believe this document to be of legal consequence. It appears to have been signed by Miss Newberry when she was still a child of tender years—and she’s female. I’m not a lawyer, but I don’t believe a judge would find she had capacity to contract.”

“She had capacity among the Shakers. She was old enough to understand the gravity of her decision, and the Shakers believe in equality between the sexes. She held the same ability to contract as any man and she is bound.” Franklin reached out and grasped his daughter’s wrist.

Bella tugged against his hold and winced as her father’s fingers tightened. Her creamy white skin quickly turned red and was now beginning to resemble the bluish-purple shade of an overripe plum. She wiggled her fingers. Pinpricks ebbed through her hand, and she pumped her fingers in and out, praying the action would permit a smidgen of blood to pass through her father’s constricting grasp.

“You’re hurting me. Turn loose my wrist.” The words hissed from between her clenched teeth.

Disregarding the plea, he gave her an icy stare, one that would freeze the warmest of hearts. She willed herself to maintain a steady gaze. Should she look away, her father would believe he had the advantage. “You are coming with me.” His voice was cold, void of emotion.

Bella ignored the ripple of fear flowing through her body and with an air of determination jutted her chin forward. “No! I intend to marry, and nothing you say or do will prevent this wedding from taking place. Create a scene if you must, but when I leave this church, my name will be Mrs. Taylor Manning.”

“Indeed it will,” Taylor agreed. His chest puffed out a bit. “I think you’d best leave,” he said, raising his voice loud enough for the entire congregation to hear.

Bella shot him a look of gratitude. She was beginning to think he’d lost his ability to speak.

Franklin turned his frosty stare upon Taylor. “You’re the one who invited me. Now that I’ve arranged to be present, you want me to leave? I’ll depart right now, so long as my daughter accompanies me.”

Bella leaned around her father’s large frame in order to see Taylor. “You? You invited my father to attend our wedding? How could you do such a thing without asking me?”

“I was hoping the two of you could resolve your differences and mend your relationship. What better time to apologize and grant forgiveness than on this happy occasion?” 

“Apology? You think I owe this disrespectful, vow-breaking girl an apology?” Franklin Newberry’s voice once again boomed through the church.

“Forgiveness? I don’t need his forgiveness.” Bella’s voice was no match for her father’s, but she knew he heard her words, and that was all that mattered. She looked at Taylor. “Did you truly invite him?” Her voice was now soft and filled with disbelief.

Taylor nodded and gave her a feeble smile. “My intentions were honorable.”

“Indeed they were,” Franklin agreed. “Who can say what it cost him to send a coach to Canterbury in order to have his man deliver an invitation. A noble gesture.”

Reverend Edson cleared his throat. “If this discussion is going to continue, I would suggest we move to another place outside the hearing of the wedding guests. Perhaps we could request they excuse us for a short time,” he suggested. 

“I’ve nothing to say that can’t be heard by these people. You asked openly if there was an objection to this marriage, and I’ve voiced my protest for all to hear. Why should we move elsewhere? If Bella truly believes she has a right to marry, let her defend herself in front of her invited guests,” Franklin replied.

Taylor directed his gaze toward Bella. “Had your father sent a response agreeing to attend, I would have told you he was expected. But he sent no reply with the coach driver, nor did he respond later. Consequently, I assumed he would not attend.” Taylor hesitated a moment and arched his eyebrows. “I expected him to follow proper etiquette.” 

Her father’s hold loosened, and Bella shook off his hand. “You thought my father would adhere to the rules of etiquette? The only rules he follows are those that take him down a path of ease. That’s why he joined the Shakers—to escape the responsibilities of a wife and daughter. Isn’t that correct, Brother Franklin?” She spoke quietly, her words audible only to Reverend Edson and Taylor. “You were an adult who broke your marriage vows to my mother—vows you made before God. You have no right to speak to me of broken contracts. Your words are fouled by your own behavior. Please leave this place.”

The minister turned his gaze from Bella to her father. “I don’t want to have you forcibly removed, Mr. Newberry. Either take a seat or quietly leave this church. Please.”

Bella watched as her father tugged at his indigo blue surtout and meticulously fitted each cloth-covered button through its buttonhole. Then, with head high and lips twisted in a tight line, he turned on his heel and walked down the aisle, the click of his shoes coldly tapping out his farewell. She squinted against the sunshine that streamed through the arched doors of the foyer, momentarily encircling Franklin Newberry with a dazzling light. Once again her father was turning his back on her.

Bella swallowed hard against the sudden urge to call him back. He hadn’t wanted her years ago when he’d decided to join the Society of Believers, and he still didn’t want her. Why couldn’t he love her for who she was? Why couldn’t her earthly father offer the same unconditional love she’d found in Jesus?

Reverend Edson lightly touched Bella’s arm and brought her back to the present. “Bella? You look pale. Do you want to proceed or shall we wait?” The pastor’s words were a hushed whisper.

Bella glanced at Taylor. He met her gaze, his eyes filled with concern. “We should proceed,” she replied, turning toward the pastor. “But,” she continued, turning her attention back to Taylor, “we need to discuss this entire matter after the ceremony.”

“We don’t want your marriage to begin on a sour note. Perhaps a short interlude would be best,” Reverend Edson encouraged.

Bella gently adjusted the pleats along the waistline of her ivory satin gown. “No need to delay, Reverend Edson. Our marriage will survive the brief discussion of today’s events,” Bella replied with a sweet smile. “Nothing has changed my love for Taylor.”

“Very well. We’ll proceed from where I left off,” he told the congregation.

“Let’s begin after the part where you asked for objections,” Taylor suggested.

Nervous laughter followed by warnings of shh drifted through the sanctuary, eliciting a faint smile from the minister. “Repeat after me,” he instructed Taylor.

Bella listened as Taylor recited his vows and then slipped a gold band onto her trembling finger while he pledged his love. She followed with her own vows before looking up to receive his kiss. Her face tinged scarlet as they turned to face their smiling guests. Tugging at Taylor’s arm, she propelled him forward, down the steps, and out of the church.

“I didn’t realize you were so anxious to be alone with me. I believe we were at a full trot coming down the aisle,” he teased while helping her into their awaiting carriage.

She turned to face him, ready to defend her actions, but burst into laughter when he began imitating their quick escape from the sanctuary. She patted the seat beside her. “Come along. If we hurry, we’ll have a few minutes alone before the guests arrive.”

“Yes, my dear,” he said, giving her a mock salute. “I’ll fortify myself for the tongue-lashing I’m about to receive for my boorish behavior.” He slapped the reins, sending the horses into motion.

She giggled at his remark. “You do realize you almost ruined our wedding.”

“Almost. That’s the key word, my love. Even with my lack of common sense, we still managed to become husband and wife. And having you as my wife is all that matters.” 

She gave his arm a playful slap. “How can I remain angry when you’re so willing to be reprimanded?”

“Because I know I was wrong,” he said, his voice suddenly becoming serious. “I realize my actions were foolhardy, and I apologize for taking such liberty without first consulting you, Bella. I give you my word: it won’t happen again. With both of my parents deceased and the remainder of my family in England, and with your mother deceased, I thought it would be nice if your one remaining parent could be in attendance. My genuine wish was for you to experience reconciliation with your father. I foolishly thought our wedding might provide an opportunity for the two of you to make amends. Little did I realize your father would use such an important event to wreak havoc.”

“The wedding gave him a perfect opportunity to return the embarrassment I caused him when I ran off from the Shaker village to work at the mill. I’m sure he viewed my departure from Canterbury as a personal affront rather than what it truly was—an unwillingness to embrace the Shaker beliefs and way of life he had chosen for our family. I only wish my mother could have lived to see me happily married.” 

Taylor’s expression filled with concern. “Bella dear, I didn’t mean to make you sad with all of this talk. I had simply hoped your father would come for the right reasons, such as wanting to resolve differences . . . and to see his lovely daughter in her wedding gown,” Taylor added.

Bella looked heavenward. “If seeing me in my gown was his intent, he could have done so without causing a scene. Instead, he brought along my contract with the Shakers; he obviously desired a confrontation.”

“You’re right. I suppose I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt,” Taylor said while pulling back on the reins and drawing the horses to a stop. “I’ll be pleased when we’re able to move into our own house, and with a bit of luck, it should be finished by the time we return from our wedding trip to England,” he said, helping her down from the carriage and escorting her up the steps of John and Addie Farnsworth’s house.

“Perhaps if you hadn’t insisted on all the intricate stonework, the house would already be completed,” she said, gracing him with an engaging smile.

“Uncle John is the one who insisted upon having Liam Donohue design and build the fireplaces and decorative stonework. When I objected, he said I couldn’t refuse him since he considered it our wedding present—over and above the gift of our journey to England.”

“Yes, but had you not gone on and on about the new fireplaces and beautiful stonework Matthew Cheever had Liam complete in his house, I doubt whether your uncle John would have hired Mr. Donohue. However, I find his choice a unique and wonderful gesture, one we’ll enjoy for years to come.”

Taylor gave her a broad smile. “I certainly hope so. And here I thought we had hastened back to the house so you would have time to chastise me before our guests arrived.”

Her face grew serious at his comment. “Chastising my husband in public is not something I plan to do. However, I would like you to promise you won’t contact my father again without first discussing such an invitation with me.”

“You have my word and my apology, Mrs. Manning,” he replied, pulling her into his arms and kissing her soundly.

“That was a thoroughly delightful kiss,” Bella whispered before disengaging herself from Taylor’s hold around her waist. He attempted to once again pull her close. “Taylor, we have guests arriving,” she said in her most prim and proper tone.

Taylor glanced toward the procession of horse-drawn carriages now moving down the road toward the house and emitted a loud guffaw. With a swoop of his arm, he pulled Bella back into his arms. “You’re my wife, Bella. It’s perfectly acceptable for me to kiss you,” he replied, holding her close.

Taylor released her from his embrace before the entourage pulled into the driveway, but Bella’s cheeks remained flushed a deep ruby red long after he’d turned her loose. “It may be acceptable to kiss me, but it’s hardly appropriate to do so in the middle of the street.”

“We are nowhere near the middle of the street, my love.”

Addie and John Farnsworth hurried up the steps to the house, their carriage the first to arrive. Addie looked at Bella with definite concern. “You’re overheated. Look at your face—all red and flushed. Come along upstairs and I’ll tend to you,” she ordered, taking Bella by the hand. Addie had been mothering Bella since Bella came to work for the mills and resided at the boardinghouse she ran. Now, as a newly married woman herself, Mrs. Addie Farnsworth clearly didn’t intend to neglect her duties.

“I’m not overheated,” Bella protested while following Addie upstairs. “It’s downright cool outdoors.”

Addie touched Bella’s cheek. “Your cheeks are warm— you’re sick.”

Bella giggled. “I’m not sick, Miss Addie. Taylor embarrassed me and I blushed,” she explained.

Addie nodded, her eyebrows furrowed in concern. She went to a pitcher and poured water into a bowl. “You need to understand that Taylor was attempting to present you with a wonderful gift—the opportunity for a restored relationship with your father.”

“Yes, we’ve . . .”

“Now don’t interrupt, dear. I want to finish my explanation. Granted, Taylor should have given the matter thorough consideration before inviting your father. It would have been wise for him to seek out his uncle’s advice or gain your permission, but his intentions were admirable. I pray you won’t overly fault him,” Addie rattled on. She wrung a cloth in the water and continued to fuss. “He truly is a good and thoughtful man. Don’t let the sun go down on your anger.” She dabbed the cool wet towel on Bella’s face.

Bella reached up and pulled the cloth away. “I’m not sick, Miss Addie, and I’ve already forgiven Taylor.”

Addie’s eyebrows arched and her mouth dropped open. “You have? Well, why didn’t you tell me? I’ve been going on and on when I should have been downstairs seeing to our guests.”

“I tried, Miss Addie. You told me not to interrupt,” Bella explained.

“You’re right, I did.” Addie chuckled and pulled Bella into a hug. “And you must remember I’m no longer a boardinghouse keeper that you refer to as Miss Addie nor the wife of John Farnsworth that you address as Mrs. Farnsworth; I’m now your aunt.”

“Yes, Aunt Addie,” Bella replied, the words sounding foreign though delightful to her ears. “I’ll try to remember.” 

“Good. Now let’s go downstairs and greet your guests.”



CHAPTER 2

Bella leaned close and whispered to Daughtie and Ruth, “Come upstairs and help me change into my traveling dress. I want to spend a little time alone with the two of you before we leave for England. We can sneak off and go up the back stairway without being detected.”

The three girls wended their way through the crowd, coming to a halt several times to respond to a guest or answer a question before reaching the stairway. They giggled in delight when they finally entered the bedroom upstairs.

“Let me help you with the buttons,” Daughtie offered. “I couldn’t believe your father actually appeared at the wedding today,” she confided while helping her friend out of her gown.

Bella nodded. “I could barely believe my eyes or ears. I knew it was my father’s voice, but I couldn’t believe he was actually in the church. The whole ordeal with my father is like a bad dream.”

Ruth sat down on the edge of the bed and ran her hand over the smooth satin fabric of Bella’s wedding gown. “Didn’t Taylor realize you and your father weren’t on good terms?”

“That’s exactly why he invited him. Taylor hoped the wedding might be a way to bring us together. Unfortunately, he didn’t realize the depth of my father’s anger. Even though my father willingly relinquished his claim to parenting me when he became a Shaker, he still believed he had the right to force his will upon me. Taylor didn’t realize the only reason my father would attend the wedding was if he thought he could force me to return to Canterbury. Taylor was distressed by my father’s behavior,” Bella explained.

Ruth cast her gaze downward. “Perhaps I ought not complain about my family quite so much.”

Daughtie held up the fitted jacket of Bella’s carriage dress. “This emerald green print is perfect with your blond hair, Bella.”

“Thank you,” she replied, a faint blush rising in her cheeks. “I’m going to miss both of you so much, but I want you to know I’ve been praying an agreeable new roommate will arrive to take my place at the boardinghouse.”

Ruth bounded off the bed. “Tell her our news, Daugh-tie.” 

Daughtie hesitated a moment and then gave Bella a faint smile. “We’re going to move out of number 5. Mrs. Arnold next door has a bedroom open that Ruth and I are going to share. The room had been rented to two sisters, but they’ve returned home to Vermont. Isn’t that the best of news?”

Before Bella could respond, a knock sounded at the bedroom door. “May I come in?” Lilly Cheever inquired while peeking into the room.

“Of course; please join us,” Bella replied.

“I hope I’m not interrupting.”

“No, not at all. Actually, you may be able to lend some insight to this conversation. We were just discussing the fact that Daughtie and Ruth have decided to move into Mrs. Arnold’s house. Based upon Mr. Arnold’s past behavior, I have some concerns about their decision. What do you think?” Bella asked, taking Lilly by the arm and drawing her toward a chair.

Lilly seated herself in the upholstered walnut rocker and seemed to briefly contemplate her reply before speaking. “Well, it’s obvious Mr. Arnold isn’t likely to change his ways. After all, he received ample warning from his supervisors to correct his behavior with both the mill girls and his wife. Although his conduct improved for a period of time, he ultimately returned to his unseemly actions. However, it isn’t as though he’s living here in Lowell any longer—nor does anyone expect him to ever return.”

Bella’s gaze remained fixed upon Ruth and Daughtie while Lilly spoke. She had hoped Lilly would caution her friends against such a move. Unfortunately, it appeared both Daughtie and Ruth had been comforted by Lilly’s statements. Crossing her arms, Bella plopped down on the bed and faced Daughtie. “He’s a despicable man. Once he discovers the two of you have moved in, I believe he’ll enjoy coming to the house and nosing about. And with his terrible temper, I’m concerned for your safety. Besides, isn’t there a rule that girls can’t be assigned to Mrs. Arnold’s house unless the other boardinghouses are full? After all, that house wasn’t designed to be a boardinghouse, was it, Mrs. Cheever?”

“The other houses are full. A new girl has already moved in to take your place and there are two more girls arriving who will move into number 5 as soon as we move out,” Daughtie interjected. “You do think it’s safe, don’t you, Mrs. Cheever?”

Lilly glanced back and forth between Daughtie and Bella. “I don’t know which question to answer first,” Lilly replied, giving the girls a broad smile. “You’re correct, Bella. The Arnold house wasn’t designed as a boardinghouse. The houses at the end of the rows were built specifically for the overseers and their families, with a common wall joining them to the boardinghouses. The Corporation gave Mrs. Arnold special permission to remain in the house and board two girls because of her difficult circumstances and because the new overseer wasn’t married. It worked out well because he preferred to remain a boarder at Miss Mintie’s boardinghouse.” She leaned in as if to share a secret. “I think he’s completely gone over Miss Mintie’s cooking.” The girls giggled.

Ruth picked up a tortoise-edged comb and began fashioning Bella’s hair into long curls. “Why did they limit Mrs. Arnold to only two boarders? There’s certainly space for additional girls in the house.”

“The house would have required remodeling to become a true boardinghouse. While the Associates desired to help Mrs. Arnold, they didn’t want to make structural changes to the dwelling, for they realize that another overseer and his family will eventually occupy the house.”

A lock of Bella’s thick blond hair was tightly wrapped around Ruth’s finger as she turned toward Lilly. “You mean Mrs. Arnold will eventually be forced from the house?”

“No, I don’t think that’s going to happen, Ruth. But when her child becomes older, Mrs. Arnold may decide to go to work in the mills herself or become a keeper, should a position become available at one of the regular boardinghouses,” Lilly replied.

Bella tugged on Ruth’s hand. “You’re pulling my hair, Ruth.” With an apologetic smile, Ruth released her hold and handed Bella the comb. “It’s the reappearance of Mr. Arnold that most concerns me,” Bella said. “Surely he returns to visit his daughter. What if he becomes abusive on one of those visits? Daughtie or Ruth could become the subject of his rage. Furthermore, I don’t like the idea of my friends being anywhere near that unscrupulous man.”

“Well, I think you’re borrowing trouble,” Daughtie replied. “Besides, I’m looking forward to being around little Theona. You know how much I enjoy children, Bella.”

Bella nodded. “Daughtie was always requesting assignment to the children’s dormitory at the Shaker village,” she told Lilly and Ruth.

Ruth grimaced. “I spent enough years at home looking after younger brothers and sisters. What attracts me is having a bedroom we won’t have to share with four or five other girls—and there will only be four of us around the table for meals. Won’t that be delightful?”

Lilly nodded. “I understand completely, Ruth—about living with fewer people. Although I must admit I’m like Daughtie when it comes to children. Having a little girl in the same house is most agreeable. Our little Violet has truly brought joy into my daily routine,” Lilly replied, a faint smile touching her lips at the mention of Violet’s name. “I truly doubt there’s any need to worry about Mr. Arnold. I think he would fear being placed in jail should he cause a ruckus. Now, why don’t we turn to a more pleasant topic. I understand you and the Farnsworths are sailing for England in only a few days, Bella.”

“Yes. Taylor and I are taking the Governor Sullivan to Horn’s Pond, where we’ll spend the night before going on to Boston tomorrow. Then John and Addie will join us in Boston later in the week. Can you imagine anything more exciting? I’ve never even been to a city the size of Boston, much less traveled to another country. Having the opportunity to meet Taylor’s family makes the trip even more wonderful. He’s quite anxious to see his grandfather Farnsworth and grandmother Manning. I’m certain his grandmother must be a wonderful lady. She graciously moved to London in order to help care for Taylor’s grandfather Farnsworth when his physical ailments worsened. Considering they’re only related through the marriage of their children, I find her actions commendable. Taylor’s younger sister, Elinor, is now nine years old, and she writes Taylor the most endearing letters. We’ll be visiting her, of course. However, it’s still uncertain whether there will be sufficient opportunity to meet his older brothers and sister,” she explained.

“Bella! Here you are. Taylor was beginning to fear he’d lost his bride,” Addie said while entering the bedroom. She gave the younger ladies a bright smile. “I dislike being the one to break up this little gathering. However, Bella, you really must come bid your guests good-bye. It’s nearly time for you and Taylor to depart for Horn’s Pond. You’re due at the canal within the hour.”

Bella stood and turned for Addie to inspect her outfit. “Do you think Taylor will like my dress?”

“Taylor Manning will be pleased with anything you choose to wear, whether it be coarsely loomed cotton or this beautiful printed challis.” Addie quickly adjusted the neckline pleats and gave a nod of approval. “He is quite smitten with you; of that there is no doubt.” 



Taylor made his way through the garden and then surveyed both the parlor and dining room. Bella was nowhere to be seen. He glanced at his pocket watch. Perhaps Addie was correct—perhaps she’d gone upstairs to change into her traveling apparel. Though they’d been married only a few hours, Taylor wanted Bella close by his side. His misstep of inviting Mr. Newberry had given him a fleeting glimpse into a future without Bella. What foolishness! Why he had ever considered such a notion now astounded him. Certainly his plan had been well intentioned, but he should have realized there was a potential for failure, a calamity that could cause his bride embarrassment and pain. He didn’t deserve the gentle forgiveness Bella had extended.

Taylor startled as Matthew Cheever slapped him on the back and observed, “It appears as if the womenfolk have deserted us. Best get used to these unexpected disappearances. Isn’t that right, John?”

John Farnsworth gave Matthew a nod. “Indeed. I’m constantly looking about for Addie. She’s generally fluttering about the kitchen rather than enjoying herself with our guests. But I suppose that’s one of the things I love about her. She’s more concerned about others being cared for than being cared for herself.”

“We can only hope that Taylor has been as fortunate in his choice of a wife as we’ve been,” Matthew replied. “Kirk and Anne asked me to extend their apologies. Anne wasn’t feeling well, and they were forced to make an early departure.” 

John gave a hearty laugh. “I doubt it was Mrs. Boott’s health that caused the early departure. When I last saw her, she appeared to be enjoying herself. I fear attending Taylor and Bella’s wedding was a huge concession for our Mr. Boott. I don’t think he’ll soon forgive Bella for her public arguments in favor of the new school system. After all, a man willing to withdraw his membership from a church named after his wife is one who doesn’t easily forgive those who take a stand against him.”

Matthew’s lips turned upward into a broad smile. “You’re probably correct, John. I’m sure Anne nudged him into attending the wedding, but I doubt it took much effort. Let’s not forget that he values both you and Taylor. He knows you’ve contributed immeasurably to the success of the mills. It was appropriate for him to be here even though Kirk is not overly comfortable in these social settings.” 

“Especially when he’s unsure how some of the guests feel about him,” Taylor replied with a grin.

“Well, you must admit you have quite a variety of social classes represented today,” Matthew said.

John nodded. “Ah, Matthew, but that’s the joy of a wedding. It’s acceptable to force the socially elite to mingle among us commoners.”

“You’re no commoner, John. You hold a position of high esteem in this community. Look at this home the Corporation built for you. Why, I’d venture to say you live better than I do,” Matthew replied with a grin. “I know you’re paid better.”

Patting Matthew on the shoulder, John said, “I’m a man of the working class, Matthew. My position in this town was elevated because I hold valuable knowledge and ability needed by the Corporation. That asset has proved beneficial to all of us, and I’m most grateful. But the fact remains that my social class remains with the laborer, and I’m delighted to have them in attendance. It pleased me immensely to see Hugh Cummiskey and Liam Donohue make an appearance here today. And if all these mill girls hadn’t attended, why, Bella and Addie would have been devastated.”

“Don’t forget—I’m married to a young woman who once worked in the mills, also,” Matthew replied. “I have no problem with anyone who’s here today. However, I think some of those in attendance came as a surprise to Kirk.”

“And hastened his departure,” John promptly added.

“Perhaps,” Matthew said, “but he did want me to advise you against taking any unnecessary actions while the four of you are in England. Kirk and I both fear there are still those in England who would like to see you brought to justice for what they consider treason.”

“We plan to keep to ourselves,” John said while waving off the remark. “I seriously doubt anyone in England remembers I ever worked for the mills, much less cares if I ever return for a visit.”

Matthew shook his head. “Don’t discount what I’m saying, John. We both know danger could befall you. The English economy has suffered greatly because we’ve been able to duplicate their machinery.”

Several girls moved closer, their laughter and animated chatter infiltrating the men’s conversation. John nodded toward the library, and the three men moved into the unoccupied, inviting room before continuing their discussion.

John seated himself in front of an alcove lined with shelves of leather-bound books. “If memory serves me, it was your man, Francis Cabot Lowell, who stole the plans for the machinery. They hold him responsible for that particular act, not me. My part in the growth of the mills is minuscule. Had I not assisted with the improvement of your printworks, someone else would have soon done so. I doubt the English still bear a grudge.”

Matthew took a seat opposite John. “I’ll not argue with you, John, but you and I both realize you are in some danger. We can’t be certain how much, but I would ask that you give your word you’ll be careful.”

“If it makes you feel better, you have my word. Weather permitting, we may journey to Portsmouth, but other than that, the majority of our time will be spent in London. I’ve no plans to visit Lancashire. With my family all relocated in London, there’s no reason to venture anywhere near the mills.”

“I understand, but I’m sure there are mill owners who visit London, just as members of the Associates travel between Boston and Lowell.”

“Those men of importance didn’t know who John Farnsworth was even when he worked for them. I doubt they’ll remember me or bear a grievance after five years.”

“Some wounds take a long time to heal, especially when they affect the financial investments of powerful people,” Matthew warned. “Remember, I have a stake in your welfare, too. I’m the one who convinced the Associates we could do without you and Taylor for this extended period. If you’ll not consider cautious behavior essential to your own well-being, then consider it a favor to me.”

John leaned toward Matthew and rested his forearms on his thighs. “If it will cease your worrying, then you have my word I’ll remain alert.”

“Thank you, John. And on a more pleasant note,” Matthew said, now turning his attention toward Taylor, “I wanted to let you know Kirk and I will be attending a meeting of the Associates next week in Boston. I plan to present your new designs, Taylor. I find them very exciting. I’m certain the owners will be impressed and eager to begin production of them once you’ve returned from England.”

Taylor attempted to hide his pleasure, not wanting to appear portentous. He had spent a great deal of time on the drawings, discussing them with his uncle as he proceeded to ensure the machinery could be adjusted to accommodate the patterns. When both Addie and Bella had given their delighted approval to the designs, he had finally believed the plans were ready for production. He had anxiously awaited approval, but when none came, he believed they had been determined unacceptable.

“I’m pleased you like them. I only hope the Associates will share your opinion.”

John smiled broadly and rose from his chair. “I told you there was nothing to worry over. Those new designs are wonderful, innovative. They can’t help but like them—and if they express concern, Matthew, you need only call upon their wives to change their minds.”

Matthew gave a hearty laugh. “I showed them to Lilly and she was enchanted, so I know you’re correct on that account, John. If need be, Kirk and I will insist upon interrupting the women in their music room and asking for their opinion,” he agreed.

“If you’ll excuse me,” Taylor said, rising from his chair, “I believe I’ll see if I can locate my bride. We really need to make our departure or we’ll miss our boat.”

“Certainly, my boy. You don’t want to do that or you’ll be stuck here at home with us old folks.”

Taylor gave his uncle a lopsided grin before leaving the men to continue their exchange. Stepping into the hallway, he glanced over his shoulder. The two men were once again deep in discussion, his uncle’s brows furrowed and his lips set in a narrow, tight line. Perhaps his uncle John was more concerned about their journey than he’d indicated earlier.

Bella’s voice pulled him away from his thoughts, and he glanced up the stairway. She was a beautiful vision with her creamy yellow hair tucked under a bonnet trimmed in the same emerald green that was woven into the fabric of her dress. Suddenly spotting Taylor, she graced him with a bright smile as their guests gathered around. Upon reaching the final step, Taylor leaned forward and placed a tender kiss on her cheek. She blushed uncontrollably, and Taylor knew he would love her forever. John and Matthew joined the crowd, and Taylor’s glance momentarily rested upon his uncle’s face. His thoughts returned to their earlier discussion, and a wave of concern overcame him. Surely this journey wouldn’t put any of them in jeopardy. He attempted to push thoughts of danger from his mind, but Matthew’s words of caution would not be silenced. Taylor looked back at his wife’s smiling face. He fervently prayed this journey would not place Bella in any peril.



CHAPTER 3

Boston, Massachusetts 

Tracy Jackson leveled a scowl directed at everyone in the room. Matthew Cheever shifted his gaze to Kirk Boott in an attempt to gauge Boott’s reaction. Tracy was obviously intent on imposing his will upon the other Associates. Kirk’s expression was indecipherable; however, Matthew was certain the stoic mask was a facade, for Kirk’s passion regarding anything that affected Lowell and its paternalistic operation was legendary.

“Comments, gentlemen? Nathan? Josiah? Kirk—surely you have something to say,” Jackson urged.

Swirling the small amount of port remaining in his glass, Kirk shook his head. “I’ll defer.” He tipped the glass to his lips and finished his drink.

Josiah Baines cleared his throat. “Well, I vote to remain practical and move slowly. You all know I believe in the railroad, but I certainly don’t think we need to consider steam locomotion. We’re talking about transporting goods between Boston and Lowell. We can use horse-drawn wagons pulled on rail just as effectively.”

“Now, why would we even want to consider such a proposition, Josiah?” Tracy rose from his chair and gave Baines an icy stare before turning toward the other men. “Could we all consider being a little more forward thinking?” 

“There’s no need to become offensive, Tracy. You asked for our opinions, but it’s obvious you really don’t want them unless they concur with your own. Well, I for one, have always believed in carefully calculating my risks and not taking unnecessary chances investing money.”

“I haven’t noticed any unwillingness to share in the vast profits that have come from any of my previous suggestions or proposals, Josiah. You’re always against me in the vote but first in line for your money.”

“Now, now, gentlemen,” Nathan Appleton interrupted, “let’s remain civilized. We can discuss this without coming to odds among ourselves. I understand your excitement over the prospect of using steam locomotion, Tracy. However, some of us aren’t as informed and enlightened. A calm examination of ideas will be much more helpful than exchanging barbs, don’t you think?”

The cue was obvious to all in attendance, and Tracy nodded his agreement. “My apologies, Josiah. As you know, I tend to be overzealous when I’m trying to make a point.”

“Apology accepted,” Josiah replied. “Anyone else care to voice an opinion? Surely some other member of this group has a view he’d wish to share.”

Nathan rubbed his jaw and nodded. “You say Robert Stephenson had good results with the steam engine on the Liverpool and Manchester Railroad, and I don’t doubt your word, Tracy. But you must admit that making the huge financial investment required for steam locomotion is a bold stand, especially on an invention that hasn’t proven the test of time. I’m having difficulty justifying the capital outlay based upon the population and commerce of Lowell. We can’t compare the cities of Boston and Lowell to Manchester and Liverpool. Such a concept would be foolhardy, for our numbers are vastly dissimilar, both in trade and inhabitants.”

“Our primary concern is to have reliable transportation during the winter months when the canals are frozen,” Thomas Clayborn commented.

Tracy poured himself another glass of port before turning his attention to Clayborn. “We need to think beyond today’s needs. If we don’t make plans for the future before it arrives, we’ll never be the forerunner, the one to set the standard. I, for one, prefer taking the lead rather than playing catch-up.”

“Come now, my good man. We’re hardly a bunch of backward bumpkins. Look at what we’ve accomplished over the past few years. I think you’ll have to agree that all of us have willingly cooperated with most anything you’ve presented. You ought not take us to task the first time we question a major decision,” Clayborn rebutted.

Matthew glanced out the tall, narrow window where a golden autumn sun now rested upon the distant horizon. He wondered if an amicable agreement could possibly be reached among the members, and although he had a definite stance, the only opinions that mattered here were those of the Associates. Matthew’s stomach emitted a loud growl and he quickly pressed a hand to his midsection, hoping to silence the noise.

Kirk shifted in his seat. “I’m going to weigh in on Tracy’s side this time. Personally, I believe his concept will transform Lowell from a mercantile community to an industrial powerhouse—and create extraordinary wealth in the process. This is no time for diffidence. If we move forward with the railroad, we’ll no longer need to depend upon navigability of the canals. There’s no doubt steam is the direction of the future. I don’t see how we can decide against Tracy’s proposal and continue to think of ourselves as capitalists.”

Clayborn rubbed the back of his neck as though the massaging motion would clear his head. “You’re probably correct, Kirk, but I think I’m going to need some additional time to decide. Tracy, if you could supply us with some definitive costs, it would be helpful.”

“I think I can manage that within the next few weeks. Again, I apologize to those of you who think I’ve been overly aggressive with my proposal.”

“Well, at least we haven’t been subjected to William Thurston’s legendary ranting about the Irish and their blight upon the town. I’d much rather listen to your fresh ideas than one of Thurston’s tirades. That man’s absence as a member of the Associates is refreshing as far as I’m concerned,” Josiah replied. A murmuring of agreement and a few guffaws followed the remark.

“I concur with your assessment, but I would certainly like to see that man brought to justice,” Nathan stated. “Who would have ever thought someone as inept as William Thurston could have eluded the police and kept them at bay for this long? Rather unfair, I think, that J. P. Green is in jail while Thurston is probably involved in some other illegal scheme.”

Josiah nodded. “However, with Thurston’s egotistical nature, there’s no telling when he might reappear and attempt to do further harm to the Corporation. My poor wife still can’t believe William was in the business of kidnapping and selling Yankee and Irish girls into the slave market. Of course, I didn’t reveal all of the unpleasant details, nor did I tell her that he hadn’t been captured. I fear she would have taken to her bed.”

Henry Thorne scratched his head and grinned. “I think all this talk of William Thurston is nonsense. He associated with thugs and ruffians and has likely come to an early death. I’d guess he’s probably rotting in a shallow grave somewhere. Besides, even if he has escaped harm, I doubt if he’d be foolish enough to show his face in Lowell again.”

Kirk selected a cigar from the box that was being passed and carefully clipped the end. He inhaled deeply on the imported extravagance before expelling a large cloud of grayish-blue smoke. Lips pursed into a tight pucker, he watched in obvious satisfaction as the haze lifted toward the ceiling. “Let’s don’t forget the matter of the doctor,” he reminded the others.

“Thank you, Kirk. The matter had slipped my mind,” Nathan replied. “For those of you who may not know, Dr. Ivan Ketter has accepted our offer to set up his practice in Lowell the first of the year. With Dr. Fontaine’s departure some months ago and now Dr. Barnard retiring at the end of the year, the town will be without a physician. Dr. Ketter seems a good choice, and Matthew has agreed to find suitable accommodations. We had hoped he could commence his duties immediately. Unfortunately, he’s advised me he can’t accept the position until January.”

“I take it Dr. Ketter isn’t interested in purchasing Dr. Barnard’s house?” Josiah inquired.

Kirk flicked the ash from his cigar. “Dr. Barnard isn’t interested in selling. He plans to remain in Lowell. There are those of us who prefer Lowell to Boston,” he replied with an amused grin.

“My apologies. The question wasn’t meant to be offensive,” Josiah replied.

“No offense taken. Why don’t we adjourn? I’m famished,” Kirk said as he snuffed out his cigar.



CHAPTER 4

England 
 October 5, 1833 

Bella quivered, unable to contain her excitement. After weeks at sea, the sails of the Sea Sprite were now finally furled and the passengers were jostling each other for a better view of England’s sights. A sharp elbow in her ribs and a heavy foot coming down upon her stamped kid shoe caused Bella to grimace and then move closer to Taylor’s side. He glanced down and gave her a broad smile.

As a cool ocean breeze swirled across the deck of the boat, Taylor encircled her waist with his arm, pulling her close. “I can’t believe we’ve finally arrived. It seems an eternity since I left England and my family,” he said. “Of course, with Rowland and Edward off at sea and Beatrice now married to a Scotsman and living in the north, it leaves only my grandfather Farnsworth, grandmother Manning, and Elinor for you to meet.”

“If we’re very fortunate, one of your brothers may be home between voyages, and perhaps your grandmother has written your sister Beatrice and she’ll come for a short visit while we’re here.”

Taylor gave her a faint smile. “You are an optimistic young woman. I suppose anything is possible, but I’m not holding out much hope of seeing them. I fear Elinor will have to suffice.”

A sigh of exasperation escaped Bella’s lips, and she gave him a look of mock indignation. “You should be every bit as anxious to see your little sister as your other siblings,” she lectured.

“Elinor can be a pesky child, constantly vying for attention. Unless she’s changed—which I seriously doubt—I’m certain you’ll soon come to share my opinion.”

“Little girls are known to adore their older brothers. You should feel honored. And she has grown older. Her letters to you have been enchanting.”

Taylor made a snorting sound and then pointed toward the shoreline as the small ship drew closer to town. “I can hardly wait to show you the sights in London. Some of my fondest memories are the yearly visits to London with Uncle John. The summer each of us turned ten and every year thereafter, he would treat my brothers and me to a few days in London. What fun we would have.”

“And your sisters? Were they ever included?”

A chuckle escaped his lips. “You’re going to give me your equality speech again, aren’t you?”

“No, but just remember—when we have our daughters, I’ll expect equal treatment for each of them.”

“Each of them? I didn’t realize you were planning such a large family. However, since you are, I’d like to put in my bid for several boys.”

“What’s this I hear, young man? You’re already expecting to father several sons?” John asked while maneuvering Addie close to Bella on the deck.

“To be honest, it was more a discussion on equality that somehow took a turn,” Taylor admitted. “Thankfully we’ve finally arrived and can call a cessation to this conversation.”

John laughed and slapped his nephew on the back. “I’d think that procreation is a topic you’d be happy to discuss with your wife.”

“John! Such talk.” Addie gave him a stern look of admonition.

Her husband smiled. “Well, we’re all married, and there’s . . .”

Addie’s eyebrows arched and her lips formed a tight line. She moved her head back and forth in a quick, definitive movement. The conversation ceased. 



Bella stood beside Addie as they waited patiently while the men located their trunks. John motioned them forward, having wasted no time securing transportation to his father’s residence. Once the trunks were loaded, John gave the driver the address and settled down beside Addie.

“I’m so excited I can hardly contain myself,” Bella said, gazing out the window. “I keep thinking of all the places you’ve told me about.”

Taylor nodded but couldn’t get a word in edgewise as Addie took over the conversation. “John has shared so many descriptions of places. I just want to see them all.”

The men chuckled as Bella adamantly agreed. “Yes. It hardly seems there will be time enough for everything.”

“Then we’ll simply have to come back at a later time,” Taylor said, patting Bella’s hand, “for a person can do only so much in a day.”

The carriage driver maneuvered them through the busy traffic while Bella and Addie continued to chatter and look for anything that matched the descriptions their husbands had given during their storytelling. Addie leaned forward and peeked out of the carriage. “Oh, look! That’s St. Paul’s Cathedral, isn’t it?” She looked to John for confirmation. He followed her gaze and nodded.

Addie clapped her gloved hands together. “This is so exciting. I must pen a letter to Mintie and let her know we’ve arrived safely and that I’ve already had a view of this glorious cathedral.”

John emitted a loud guffaw. “The poor woman will likely keep herself in a state of distress the entire time you’re here in England.”

“Now, John, it’s not kind to laugh at her. After all, Mintie is my sister,” Addie replied.

“I know, I know. But you’d think the woman would finally accept the fact that the United States and England are no longer at war. She continues to see spies and traitors at every turn. Such nonsense!”

“She’s gotten better. After all, she attended our wedding even though she had been certain you were a spy back when you were living at her boardinghouse,” Addie replied with a chuckle.

“You see? That’s exactly what I mean. The minute Mintie realized I had recently arrived from England, she was certain I was in the country to spy on behalf of the English. Besides, we both know that if she could have talked you out of our marriage, she’d have done so. She conceded only after she realized you wouldn’t change your mind,” he reminded her.

“True, but at least Mintie accepted the defeat graciously,” Addie said as the carriage came to a halt in front of a row of Georgian town houses. The white panel door, lined on either side by pillar-type facades, offered a cheery welcome behind the walkway’s wrought iron gate. Addie was already on the edge of her seat.

“Oh, do hurry and help us down, John.”

The men quickly complied, alighting the carriage in short order. Taylor stepped aside to allow John to help Addie down.

“This is just lovely, John. I had no idea it would be such a pretty place,” Addie noted. John reached up to help Bella down before Taylor could protest.

“It costs a pretty price, so it should be,” John answered, smiling at Bella.

The front door opened and a dimple-cheeked girl bounded out, her nutmeg brown hair flying loose behind her. Taylor fell backward against the carriage as the girl enveloped him in a tackling embrace. “Elinor,” he said while attempting to gain his footing, “you’ve grown considerably.” 

“Yes,” she agreed. “I’m already taller than Grandmother. Do hurry up—she’s quite anxious to see you.”

“Though not quite so anxious as you,” he said with a chuckle. “Elinor, this is my wife, Arabella—Bella. She’s been eager to meet you.”

Elinor gave a quick curtsy. “Pleased to meet you, Bella.”

Bella graced Elinor with a charming smile. “The pleasure is mine,” she said before turning toward Taylor. “You didn’t tell me she was such a beautiful young lady.”

Elinor beamed. “That’s because he thinks I’m still a little girl.”

John strode toward Elinor and pulled her close. “You are a little girl. Now come over here and you can meet my wife. Elinor, this is Adelaide Beecher Farnsworth, and I’m certain she’s going to be delighted to have you address her as Aunt Addie.”

“Pleased to meet you, Aunt Addie. Grandfather Farnsworth is very anxious to meet you,” Elinor said while dropping into an exaggerated curtsy. “All these weddings,” she mused. “I do wish I could have come to see them. I’m sure they were grand.”

Addie’s face had visibly paled at the child’s remark, and Bella went quickly to her side. “I’m sure John’s father is anxious to meet you in the very best of ways,” Bella whispered while squeezing the older woman’s hand. “I, too, am feeling a bit nervous over meeting our new relatives.”

“Are you attempting to frighten my wife into leaving before we’ve even gotten settled, Elinor?” John asked with a chuckle. “See if your brother would like some help.”

Elinor hurried back to her brother, who was now wrestling a large humpbacked trunk. She eyed him momentarily and then grasped Bella’s hand. “I’ll show you inside,” she offered.

Though her stomach lurched at the prospect of being scrutinized by Taylor’s family, Bella nodded her agreement and took hold of Elinor’s hand. What if Taylor’s grandmother didn’t like her? She followed the younger girl up the steps and into the house, with Elinor tugging upon her hand each time she attempted to lag behind. Stopping to admire a quaint hand-loomed rug inside the front door, Bella grinned at Elinor before finally surrendering to the child’s insistent yank.

“Come on. Grandmother Cordelia is in the parlor,” Elinor urged, pulling her forward. “Here she is, Taylor’s wife,” the girl announced with a beaming smile.

Bella felt as though she were a prize animal placed on display for approval and possible purchase. She glanced back and forth between the older woman and the gentleman who had now risen from his chair, his few wisps of white hair falling forward as he nodded his head into a bow.

“I’m Jarrow Farnsworth, Taylor’s grandfather on his mother’s side of the family, although I’m sure you’ve already come to that conclusion. And this is your husband’s grandmother on his father’s side, Cordelia Manning. Come have a seat,” he said while directing her to the tapestry-covered settee. “Go on, sit down,” he encouraged. “We’ll not bite.”

Bella forced herself to smile at the remark and seated herself across from Cordelia Manning. The older woman was obviously appraising her. “The others will be in shortly. Elinor insisted I come ahead,” she stammered, looking to Grandfather Farnsworth as he took a seat once again.

“Elinor can be very insisting,” Jarrow said with a hint of amusement in his tone.

“I hope you’re a woman of high moral fiber. Taylor was always drawn to the wrong type of women when he lived in England. Ever since he sailed for the United States, I’ve prayed he’d find a good God-fearing woman who would steer him onto the straight and narrow,” Cordelia said.

A loud thud, followed by the sound of footsteps, echoed from the hallway. “I wasn’t sure where you wanted me to put the trunks,” Taylor said as he strode into the parlor. Moving directly to his grandmother, he pulled her into a warm embrace and kissed her on the cheek. “You look beautiful, as always,” he flattered.

The admiration brought a faint smile to Cordelia’s lips. “You always did have a way with words,” she remarked.

“At least with the women,” his grandfather interjected.

“You’re still quick with a rebuttal, Grandfather,” Taylor replied as he grasped his grandfather’s hand in a warm handshake.

Jarrow winked. “It’s my body that’s the problem, not my mind.”

As if prompted by his words, Cordelia leaned to the right and tucked the lap robe more tightly around the old man’s legs. “Now, then, tell us about your bride,” she said.

Taylor smiled at Bella as he dropped down beside her. “Your prayers have been answered, Grandmother. I know Bella will meet your every expectation.”

Cordelia folded her hands and then rested them in her lap. “We shall see,” she murmured.

Bella gazed at Cordelia, uncertain what was meant by the older woman’s response. Perhaps Taylor’s grandmother had some personal test in store for her. However, John and Addie’s appearance in the parlor forestalled any immediate discussion of the matter.

Jarrow’s lips turned upward into a broad smile, and his blue eyes twinkled. “John! It is so good to see you. And this must be Adelaide,” he said. “Very pleased to meet you. I suppose you realize you’ve snagged yourself a fine husband,” he continued with an exaggerated wink.

“Indeed I do,” Addie replied, returning his smile.

“I’m the fortunate one in this marriage. Addie has the patience of Job and the kindness of an angel.”

Jarrow gave a hearty laugh. “I’m certain you’re right on that account, John,” he replied.

Bella smiled, enjoying the verbal exchange between the Farnsworths. It appeared the elder Mr. Farnsworth was pleased with John’s choice for a wife. She wasn’t, however, so certain about Cordelia Manning’s feelings toward her. Perhaps Mrs. Manning thought her grandson deserved someone prettier or perhaps a woman of higher social standing. Elinor sidled closer and then carefully wedged herself between Bella and the arm of the settee.

“We’re anxious to hear about life in Massachusetts, but I would guess the ladies would like to freshen up while I make some tea,” Cordelia said. “Jarrow insisted on making arrangements for dinner at the Bloomsbury.”

“It appears as if we’re going to be treated like royalty our first night home. The restaurant is located in a hotel by the same name. Quite nice—and good food, too,” Taylor explained to Bella and Addie.

“Hurrumph,” Cordelia snorted. “I told Jarrow you’d probably prefer to relax here at home and have a nice mutton stew. Besides, he ought not be out and about in the cool night air. But, of course, he wouldn’t listen.”

Jarrow narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “I wanted to celebrate the arrival of our family. They can eat mutton stew tomorrow night, and I’ll feel no worse outdoors than I do sitting inside this house.”

“Waste of good money, and say what you will, your health will suffer,” Cordelia muttered before turning her attention to her granddaughter. “Elinor, you can show the ladies to their rooms and then promptly return and help me in the kitchen.”

Elinor wrinkled her nose at the request, her behavior drawing an immediate reprimand from Mrs. Manning.

“Sorry, Grandmother,” the girl meekly apologized. “Follow me, ladies,” she said, motioning Addie and Bella up the wooden staircase.

Once Addie had been directed into her room, Elinor led Bella to another bedroom at the end of the hallway. “Don’t permit Grandmother to frighten you. She’s really quite nice, and I think she likes you. She’ll question you severely once she gets you alone, so you’d best be prepared,” Elinor confided.

“I’m not nearly as convinced she’s fond of me—and why would she want to question me privately?” Bella inquired.

Elinor wiggled onto the bed. The child waited until Bella finished pouring water from the china pitcher into the matching bowl before replying. “I’m not supposed to tell. It’s a secret.”

“Then you ought not tell me,” Bella replied. “I wouldn’t want to be the cause of your breaking a confidence.” 

“It’s not really a confidence because I didn’t give my word not to tell,” she retorted. “I overheard Grandmother say she’s going to see if you and Taylor will take me back to Massachusetts when you leave.”

The comment rendered Bella momentarily speechless. She stared at the girl, who was now peering back at her in wide-eyed anticipation.

“You mustn’t tell anyone—not even Taylor. And when Grandmother brings up the topic, you’ll appear surprised, won’t you? She doesn’t think I know a thing about her plan, and she’ll think I was eavesdropping on her conversation.” 

“Weren’t you?”

“Not really. I happened home early and she was talking to Grandfather. They didn’t hear me come in the house.”

Bella arched her eyebrows. “Once you realized they were discussing a matter that wasn’t meant for your ears, did you announce your presence?”

Elinor wagged her head back and forth.

“Then you were eavesdropping.”

“Well, I suppose just a little. But please act surprised. And I do hope you’ll agree to her request. I truly want to go to America, and even though Taylor would probably consider me a nuisance, I’m hopeful you’d find my presence to your liking.”

Elinor’s words had rushed out like a torrent of rain, and Bella couldn’t help but smile. “All of this is quite a surprise. Right now I think you’d best hurry down and help your grandmother with tea. Otherwise, she may be required to come looking for you.”

Elinor jumped down from the bed. “You won’t tell, will you?”

“I won’t volunteer any information, but I won’t lie, either. If I’m asked a direct question, I must tell the truth. That’s the very most I can promise.”

“That will do just fine. Thank you,” Elinor said, flashing Bella a bright smile before scurrying off.

Bella stared at her reflection in the oval mirror above the walnut commode. The thought of a nine-year-old girl returning home with them was daunting. Yet how could she possibly deny the request? She considered the consequences of Elinor making her home with them until her head ached. I’m borrowing trouble. No need to worry until I actually know there’s a problem, she decided, rubbing away the furrows that now creased her brow. 



Barlow Kent turned and watched as the Farnsworths and Mannings were escorted to an oval table in the main section of the restaurant. Surely his eyes deceived him. He stood just outside the doorway and waited.

“A moment, sir,” he said as the waiter returned. “Those people you seated—did they have a reservation?”

The man pursed his lips and sniffed. “Yes, of course,” the man replied.

Barlow leaned in close to the waiter. “I believe I recognized one of the men, an old friend named John Farnsworth.” 

“Yes, Farnsworth,” he agreed. Seeing that the man clearly knew the party in question, he became rather talkative. “Mr. Jarrow Farnsworth made the reservation. He said he wanted to have a surprise dinner reunion when his relatives arrived from America with their new wives. Perhaps you’d care to join them for a glass of wine?” he suggested. 

Barlow grasped the waiter’s arm. “No, absolutely not. I wouldn’t want to disrupt their reunion. If I could beg your indulgence, I’d prefer you not tell John I inquired. I’d like to surprise him at a later date.”

“Yes, of course. I enjoy a good surprise myself. Your secret is safe with me.”
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