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PUBLISHER’S NOTE:

At the end of this novel of approximately 98,803 words, you will find two Special Sneak Previews: 1) WALK AWAY WEST by J.F. Collen, the next installment (Book 2) in this multiple-award-winning historical women’s fiction series, and; 2) CIRCLES by Ruby Standing Deer, the first book in the award-winning, critically-acclaimed “Shining Light’s Saga” series of American Indian historical fiction adventures with mystical elements. We think you’ll enjoy these books, too, and provide these previews as a FREE extra service, which you should in no way consider a part of the price you paid for this book. We hope you will both appreciate and enjoy the opportunity. Thank you.

~~~

[image: ]


eBook License Notes:

The author specifically prohibits scrapping the book and/or using any portion thereof for the purpose of training Artificial Intelligence.

You may not use, reproduce or transmit in any manner, any part of this book without written permission. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only; it may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please return to your eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

~~~

[image: ]


Disclaimer:
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Click HERE to read 3 separate 5-Star Reviews of Flirtation on the Hudson at Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews and Awards Contest.
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“I was immediately captivated with this story, particularly given the period it was set in and the area where it takes place. It is the late 1800s and the Hudson River Valley history was beautifully woven into the story line. J.F. Collen does a fantastic job of capturing the dialect of the time as much as the etiquette and conduct of what was required to be a lady of those times. She guides her audience on a delicious ride of whimsical flirtations and shenanigans through the coquettish antics of main character, Nellie. She artfully knows when to pull Nellie back with her forwardness just when the reader anticipates she is about to cross a line. Even in the 1800s there were scoundrels lurking in the shadows to take advantage of unsuspecting damsels and yet, Collen plays out tasteful scenes in confident artistry through superb word placement. Nellie Entwhistle is a richly developed character with personality personified and I look forward to the next book in this delightful series. Well done! I am a fan.” ~ Feathered Quill Book Reviews, Diane Lunsford
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Click HERE to read 3 separate 5-Star Reviews of Walk Away West at Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews and Awards Contest.
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“Collen creates an outstanding synthesis of history and personal experience that bring readers into a world that moves from a comfortable one to one which, by choice, embraces austerity and adventure. Where is home for the suddenly-nomadic Nellie; and can love survive the journey? Readers looking for a fine stand-alone story of a venture out West and the characters’ motivations for both undertaking the unknown and remaining and growing as a couple will find Walk Away West an invigorating novel of change and challenge. It works well either as a follow-up to Nellie’s previous adventure [Flirtation on the Hudson] or as a stand-alone historical novel for newcomers.” ~ Midwest Book Review, D. Donovan, Sr. Reviewer
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Click HERE to read 3 separate 5-Star Reviews of Pioneer Passage at Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews and Awards Contest.
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We’re pleased to offer you not one, but two Special Sneak Previews at the end of this book.
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In the first preview, you’ll enjoy the first two chapters of WALK AWAY WEST, the next installment (Book 2) in this multiple-award-winning historical women’s fiction series.
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

The JOURNEY OF CORNELIA ROSE Series at Evolved Publishing

In the second preview, you’ll enjoy the first three chapters of the critically acclaimed, multiple award-winning CIRCLES by Ruby Standing Deer. This first book in the “Shining Light’s Saga” series that’s sure to capture your heart, as it has tens of thousands of readers around the world.
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“This novel of historic fiction is a must for any fan of Native American history, or seeker of knowledge, or lover of life. It is expertly crafted with vivid imagery and characters that will become beloved. If you don't know what it means to sing someone home, prepare to swallow hard. It is heart-warming and moving. Truly a thing of beauty.” ~ T.W. Griffith
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

SHINING LIGHT’S SAGA Series at Evolved Publishing



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Dedication​


[image: ]




To: My family and friends;

without your love and support,

I could never have charted this course.
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​Prologue – Love is in the Air​
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West Point, March 1850

Cornelia Rose bent to retrieve her glove, inadvertently setting off a series of sighs from the bench full of admirers. She turned in surprise, her abrupt movement sending her parasol wobbling precariously on her shoulder. She swiped at her parasol and caused a domino effect: her handbag sloshed, its contents erupting from the unfastened top, and her handkerchief escaped from her one successfully gloved hand. A veritable platoon of men sat, sprawled, and perched on the lone bench on the busy wharf at West Point Academy. Mercy, I am on display! she thought. Nellie turned crimson in one quick flush. She bent to scoop her belongings back into her handbag and almost lost her balance. Regaining her footing, she tucked a stray strand of hair into her elaborately feathered new hat, and attempted a look of nonchalance. The fifteen-year-old debutante force a smile, with what she hoped was a flirtatious, but refined, expression on her face.

That smile was enough to send one cadet catapulting off the bench. He swooped low to retrieve the piece of pink silk, and turned the motion into an exaggerated bow.

“Mademoiselle, may I say your appearance is akin to an angelic visitation to lost souls sufferin’ in hell,” he drawled in a Southern accent. Nellie reached to retrieve the handkerchief and the cadet boldly caught her hand in his own large grasp. An onlooker from the bench gave a loud guffaw.

Her mother, still standing next to her berating the sailor from the steamboat, gave Nellie a warning tsk, tsk, but did not stop her lecture on proper baggage handling.

“Thank you, gallant knight, for your alacrity, and most chivalrous retrieval of my personal belonging,” said Nellie. She extracted her hand and beamed with pride at her own very poised reply.

Encouraged, in spite of losing Nellie’s hand, the cadet leaned closer, saying, “Your fine airs have captured, I say simply captured my heart. May I escort you on a short promenade to Flirtation Walk?” 

Numerous chuckles rippled through the bench. 

Nellie stepped back in alarm.

“Come, come,” said the cadet, realizing his tactical error. “‘Tis merely a path to Battery Cove where the Great Chain was affixed during our Revolutionary War.”

Cornelia attempted diplomacy. “But for the fact that your offer has come at a rather inopportune time....” She gestured to the ladies and luggage behind her. “As you can see we have just arrived. I am sure our little group would have been delighted to accompany you.”

“Cornelia Rose, why must you always be so difficult to locate?” A peevish voice interrupted her intoxicating reparteé with the cadet. Nellie stiffened. She had no doubt as to whom that voice belonged. ‘Tis plumb irritating that he should choose just this one, singular time to be punctual. Without thinking she stamped her foot in anger. I thought he had guard duty for many hours. How truly grating the sound of that whiny voice! Elmer P. Otis. I am quite certain the “P” stands for ‘petulant.’ 

Just in time, she remembered her manners, even before she heard her mother’s tsk, tsk admonition. She forced a smile in Elmer’s direction.

“Fellows, this is my drag for the soiree and its attendant events,” Elmer proclaimed to the cadet. He glared at the bench of potential beaus, every one of his regulation twenty-four brass buttons threatening to pop off his dress uniform jacket as he puffed out his chest.

Not only am I stuck with this ne’er-do-well, but my presence is merely a ploy to elevate his social stature, Nellie groused to herself.

The handkerchief-retrieving cadet bowed and walked away. With grunts and grumbling, some of Elmer’s fellow West Point Cadets dispersed in different directions to await arriving river traffic at other spots on the landing. Elmer remained standing at attention in front of Nellie, poor-complexioned chin thrust out proudly beneath his grimly pursed lips. A First Cadet rose from the bench and leaned his lips close to Elmer’s ear. “You lucky cur.” Nellie heard. Cadet Otis grinned. The First Year punched Elmer in the arm and Elmer changed his position to ‘at ease.’

Nellie’s mother ended her harangue of the luggage-handling sailor and turned toward them. Elmer came to attention again.

“Mrs. Entwhistle.” Elmer P. Otis bowed. “I am most grateful you granted permission to your illustrious daughter to attend this week’s festivities.”

Nellie’s mother smiled with her well-bred grace and extended her hand. Cornelia, her sisters, and her friend Augusta curtsied.

“Ladies.” Elmer had the grace to nod and bow again towards Cornelia as he looked at their group. “Say! That’s a fair amount of cases for just an overnight stay! Are you ladies planning to enroll as cadets?”

Mrs. Entwhistle coughed and looked chagrined. Nellie’s sister Agnes frowned with disdain and Anastasia and Augusta giggled.

Now do you comprehend my concerns, Mutter? Nellie thought. Elmer cannot summon sufficient social grace to court a farm hand.

Her mother caught Nellie’s eye, was that sympathy in her gaze? but did not issue the bristling retort Nellie thought Elmer’s oafish remark mandated. 

Mrs. Entwhistle shook her head and said, “Cadet Otis, please assist us with these cases. Where is a conveyance for transportation to the West Point Hotel? We must settle ourselves before this afternoon’s parade.”

“Conveyance?” Elmer scratched his head.

Nellie did not wait for Elmer to formulate a plan. She and her friend Augusta located a dockhand and scurried over to obtain his, and his handcart’s, services. There are only five cases after all, she thought. ‘Tis not excessive.

“Perhaps I could shoulder one case,” Elmer was offering upon their return. “...And I could round up a group to....”

Suddenly, Augusta shrieked, drowning out Mrs. Entwhistle’s reply.

“Nathaniel!” Augusta shouted. “My sweet!” 

A tall good-looking cadet jumped the last foot from the path to West Point’s campus onto the quay and swept Augusta into his arms.

Nellie’s mother was apoplectic with disapproval. She frowned at Cornelia as if to say ‘I had better never witness this type of wildly inappropriate behavior from you.’

Why cast disapproving eyes upon me? Nellie wondered. My comportment has consisted of naught contrary to your counseling. Nellie tilted her head to the side and amended her thought to, well, naught worse than taking off my gloves on the sloop!

With Augusta Van Cortlandt secured safely on his arm, Nathaniel Foster from Sparta, New York remembered his upbringing. “Mistress Cornelia Entwhistle, how fare you?”

Nellie smiled and pointed with her head towards her mother.

“Mrs. Entwhistle, forgive me!” Nathaniel bowed low before Nellie’s mother. “In my haste to greet my fiancée, I do believe I have forgotten my manners.” Nellie’s mother frowned, but extended her hand. Nellie’s sisters bobbed another curtsey.

Nathaniel gave short shrift to the formalities and turned to Nellie, steering her away from Otis. With a hint of urgency in his voice, he said, “Cornelia Rose. Have you returned the correspondence of Obadiah Wright? He advised you have been incommunicado for some time and it worries him terribly.”

Cornelia stole a glance at Elmer, hesitant in formulating a reply. I do find Obadiah far more charming than this oaf Elmer. But so, she reasoned, is one of those trained monkeys that ride an organ grinder’s shoulders in New York City. It was just hard to remember to write to Mr. Wright when she was so busy with her social life.

“You know how those Yale men can be.” Nathaniel laughed. “Lonely for a word from his beautiful lady.”

“We must continue this conversation later,” interjected Mrs. Entwhistle, observing Nellie with a softened glance, sparing her from further reply. “The ladies have had far too much exposure to the sun. We must repair to our lodging and change our attire for the parade.”

In the scramble to supervise the luggage handling and assemble the group for the walk up the hill to the West Point Hotel, Nellie evaded further conversation with Cadet Otis.

As they headed toward the path, Nellie felt a tug on her elbow.

“Miss, did you drop this?” A broad shouldered, bespectacled cadet leaned down close to her face. Intimidated by his large size and his close proximity Nellie said ‘no’, turning away without even looking at the proffered item.

“Beg pardon, Miss.” The cadet tapped her on the shoulder. “I know I am nearsighted, but I was fairly certain this glove dropped from your hand.”

Tarnation, that dratted glove! Nellie blushed, turned, and snatched the glove. “Why th-thank you for your k-kindness,” she stammered.

The large young man grinned and leaned close again. He whispered in her ear, “Save a space on your dance card for me. I wish a dance with the belle of the ball too.”

Surprised, Nellie looked up into his smiling face. 

He winked!

Goodness, I hope Mutter isn’t... Nellie did not even finish the thought. She looked away from the cadet; Mrs. Entwhistle had witnessed the entire exchange.

My only sin is removing my gloves on the sloop, Nellie repeated to herself. She picked up her skirts and scurried up the path past her mother.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​PART ONE – NEW YORK​



[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1 – Don’t Rain on My Parade​
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Manhattan, October 1842

Seven-year-old Nellie shivered in anticipation, her eyes refusing to close. They had practiced the Ode to Croton night and day, singing through their chores. Earlier today, her father led them in song on the joyous carriage ride to Grandmama’s. Nellie softly sang it to herself, her metronome provided by the snores of her sister Agnes, sleeping on the far end of the bed, and the sweet puffs of breath from Anastasia snuggled in between them. She moved her hand, checking for the edge of the bed. Not even an inch to spare before she tumbled off the eider down comforter and onto the elegant polished hardwood floor below her. She had better not turn over. Her muscles tensed even more.

It wasn’t the starched scratchiness of Grandmama Pffernuss’s fine cotton pillowcase irritating her sensitive skin that kept her awake. It wasn’t the terrifying formidable grandness of her grandparent’s house. It wasn’t even the intimidatingly huge city of New York surrounding the house that made her feel edgy and alert. 

It was the excitement and anticipation of the next day.

Her parents were in the room next door. Perhaps if she tiptoed in, her father would give her a hug or tell her a story? No, more likely she would wake her baby brothers and her mother would be furious. She stayed put, in her small section of bed, in the mansion packed with her grandparents, her immediate family, and her aunts, uncles, and cousins. All of the Pffernuss family nestled in for the night—in close proximity to the start of tomorrow’s grand celebration.

Crystal clear water will spew from the Croton Aqueduct tomorrow. 

Papa promised! 

The whole grand city of New York will turn out in magnificent ceremony to honor the completion of the new reservoirs and tunnels of the Croton Aqueduct.

Papa invented the new water system for the entire city of New York, she thought, pride swelling in her heart. Sixteen tunnels. The High Bridge. Two reservoirs. And tomorrow we are to be honored guests at the glorious Croton Water Celebration. She fidgeted with anticipation. 

Excitement got the better of reason. She lifted the comforter, slid a cautious toe onto the icy floor, and crept to the bedroom door. The handle made a surprising click when she turned it. She jumped, then blinked, blinded by the refracting light filling the room as she opened the door. Frightened, she slammed it shut. 

No one stirred. 

Her feet felt frozen.

With a deep breath, she calmed down, opened the door the width of her finger and cautiously leaned one eye and one ear out into the crack of light.

“...even you, Mutter, must agree,” Cornelia’s mother was saying to her Grandmama.

Nellie drew in her breath and pulled back. She thought of closing the door again, but curiosity froze her in place.

“Mein Mädchen, nein,” said Grandmama. “No, my daughter, I will agree to nothing. I still rue the day that you met that Entwhistle.”

“But, Mutter, Er ist mein Mann now! Ach! We must speak English. He is my husband now. That was so long ago! James is a good provider. And tomorrow mein Mann will be honored.”

“Ja, Ja, ja, du hast recht. You are right, he is a good man, I will concede.” Grandmama drew herself up to her full five-foot height and practically warbled with self-righteousness. “But you are my only daughter. Is he good enough for the Pffernuss family? Nein. No. My only daughter marrying an Irishman? Ach, du Liebe—meine Herz ist immer leiden.”

Nellie’s mother threw her hands up in the air. “Oh, my love, your heart suffers, Mutter? What about mine? Will you never be happy with me?” She tugged Grandmama’s arm, dropped her voice to a whisper, and pulled her down the hall. The ladies took the candlelight with them.

Dazed from the light and puzzled by the scene she witnessed, Nellie shut the door. Grandmama does not like Papa? How could this be?

Sniffling tears, she stumbled over shoes and toys, feeling her way around the footboard, back to her side of the bed. She lifted the comforter. Oh no! Anastasia had worked her way over to the edge of the bed. Nellie gave Anastasia a shove, trying to push her back, but her sister was too heavy. She stood there, toes numb now, shivering in her nightgown, tears on her cheeks, overwhelmed, confused, and suddenly exhausted. At last, she crawled over the sleeping Anastasia and burrowed into the blankets, finding a space perpendicular to her sisters at the foot of the bed.

It seemed that as soon as Nelly finally closed her eyes, Agnes, her older sister, was shouting in her ear. “Cornelia, rouse your lazy bones. We will not be delayed by your sloth! If you are not ready, we will leave you all alone in this huge house while we enjoy the festivities.”

Frightened out of her sleep Cornelia jumped out of bed into complete alertness, eyes wide open. It was pitch black. She could not even see Agnes, the annoying. She closed them again in confusion. If it is time to wake up, why is it so dark? Sleepy little Anastasia cried, “It is too dark to be morning!” echoing her own thoughts. “It is not yet time to wake.”

“Listen brainless.” Agnes leaned over from the far side of the bed to shake her youngest sister. “The one-hundred-gun salute begins at sunrise. Do you want to miss the most exciting day of your life?”

Anastasia’s chubby baby face crumbled into misery. She screwed her eyes closed. Tears flowed and she let out a big bawl. It was unclear whether it was a reaction to the harsh words and the shaking, or the prospect of missing the best day of her life.

Mrs. Entwhistle bustled into the room, baby Matthias clinging to her neck, brother Jonas trailing behind, wearing only one boot. “What is all this fuss and bother? Raus mit du, Get out with you! We must get ready! Cornelia, shame on you for keeping your father waiting on his important day.”

Nellie grabbed her stockings and began the struggle to tame them enough to transfer them to her legs.

Removing his thumb from his mouth, Jonas asked, “Why is it such an important day, Mama?” 

“Baby,” taunted Agnes, pointing at Jonas. “Baby! I was far too mature to have sucked my thumb at four years of age.”

“But you were still a wee little babe, wee-weeing just like all the other babies then, don’t you know?” said older brother Jerome, bouncing into the room. He tousled Agnes’ hair while he put her in her place. “The parade of cousins leaves from the front door in twenty minutes,” he announced, and bounded back out the bedroom door.

Nellie’s mother ignored Agnes’ rude teasing and said, “Jonas, your father is to be honored as one of the premier engineers, instrumental in the innovative, and early completion of the construction of the Croton Aqueduct. Through his endeavors, the thousands of residents of the city of New York will have a ready supply of fresh drinking water, straight from the Croton Dam. We must all be very proud of Papa.”

Nellie smiled with pride, which turned to joy when she viewed the new, pretty pink party dress her mother had sewn just for this special day.

“The President of our whole Nation will be there, brainless.” Agnes, already in her dress, tying her bow, did not even look to see the cruel effect of her words on her younger brother. “I’m all a-tremble to hear the speeches. I do hope Governor William H. Seward himself calls Papa to the podium to present him the medal.... Perhaps we will sit near Mr. President John Tyler! Or maybe even near former-president Mr. John Quincy Adams....”

“I want to see the water shoot out of the fountain at the big reservoir,” said Jonas. “I wager it will go this high!” he shouted, jumping off the bed into the air.

“Technically, the water will not ‘shoot out of the fountain,’” corrected Agnes smugly.

“It certainly must,” Nellie interjected. “How else would it be possible to have the water works reach the height of 50 feet into the air?”

“You always exaggerate,” said Agnes.

“I most certainly do not! Papa and I read it in the newspaper together last night,” Nellie retorted.

Agnes shut her mouth, knowing that she could not argue once the highest authority, Papa, was inserted into the discussion.

“As if it would make a difference to us,” Agnes finally said, hands on her hips. Changing tack, Agnes used her superior knowledge of New York City geography to brandish a sword at Jonas. “We might not see the shooting fountain. The water works display of the celebration is at the Distributing Reservoir at Murray Hill which, from here, is the opposite direction from City Hall.”

“But Patrick is marching around the fountain! He promised we would see him. Maaa,” wailed Jonas. “Can’t I see the shooting water?”

“Do not fret now Jonas,” said Mrs. Entwhistle. “Our entire family group will egress to the reservoir for a picnic supper. Our picnic will occur precisely during the interval your brother Patrick and his company of cadets will parade at Murray Hill. I am sure we will have a fine view of the fountain and the marching men. After supper, Patrick will join us for our promenade around the reservoir perimeter. This will transpire long after Papa has received his award.”

Nellie smiled, thinking of her wonderful oldest brother Patrick, already adult enough at fourteen to march with The Mount Pleasant Military Academy. Head in the clouds, she gathered the flounces of her dress in bunches in her hand, and poked her head into the skirt.

“Not without your petticoats!” Mrs. Entwhistle rumbled like thunder, yet she did not even raise her eyes from the britches she was buttoning over Matthias’ behind.

Nellie’s eyes stung with tears. I did not purposefully forget those dreaded, itchy, petticoats, she fumed. Where could they be? She searched through the bedclothes, tossing blankets and pillows every which way. She crawled on top of the bed, looked over the headboard, and then in desperation hung herself upside down over the edge, thrusting her head into the dark space underneath the bed. Tucked in the gloom, the petticoats lay in a little swirl of dust. Agnes! That’s her handiwork, she thought.

She righted herself and glared at her eight-year-old sister.

Agnes smirked with satisfaction and looked back at Nell in the mirror, raising one eyebrow and calmly arranging her bows on her dress.

Further vexed by Agnes’s eyebrow skill, Nellie made one quick, feeble attempt to lift only one of her eyebrows in reply, and then snorted in disgust. There was no time for revenge. Her mother glared at them. Nellie thought better of trying Mrs. Entwhistle’s patience.

Nellie pulled on the hated petticoats as quickly as she could, and turned to help her sleepy little sister into her stockings. Five-year-old Anastasia was crying with frustration at the twisted mess. Nellie pulled them off in one motion, stuck her arm all the way into one of the legs and inside-outed them, and then gathered the leg all the way up to the toes. Anastasia watched with her mouth open, and obediently thrust her toes in on Nellie’s command.

“Oh, sank you, Nellie,” Anastasia whispered in a lisp. “Agnes told me everyone was going to leave without me because I was too dumb to put on my thtockings.”

“I would never go without you. We sisters stick together, right?” Nellie smiled, gathered up the other leg of the stocking and put it over Anastasia’s other toes.

“Then where did Agnes come from?” Anastasia wanted to know.

Nellie rolled her eyes. “The Lord only knows!” she whispered. 

They both giggled.

Agnes scowled in their direction. “Mutter, I am completely clad and Cornelia and Anastasia are simply playing. Furthermore, they have not found their boots, much less than buttoned them.”

Mother turned an evil eye on the two youngest girls as she pulled cardigans on both boys. “Young ladies, you should be ashamed of yourselves.”

Anastasia hung her head and said, “I am thorry, Mother.”

Rebelliousness rose in Nellie’s throat and choked her apology. She stooped to find her other boot. Why should I apologize? I did nothing wrong, she thought. Surreptitiously she shot a glance at her mother with her head still bent. Mrs. Entwhistle bustled around, her beautiful silk dress rustling with efficiency, assembling a bag with some diapers. Nellie felt an apology would not be necessary, or noticed.

“We must leave at once if we are to see our brave armed forces fresh from t’ United States Military Academy at West Point deliver the one-hundred-gun salute!” Mr. Entwhistle’s cheerful brogue boomed from the hallway below.

Jonas shot toward the door in a surprisingly smooth move, in spite of tumbling over Anastasia still seated on the floor.

“We can’t miss the guns and the cannons, Papa,” Jonas shouted. Nellie and her sisters rushed out behind him.

The Entwhistle family, joined by the Pffernuss cousins and grandparents, flowed down the grand stairs, out the gate of the stately home, and into the stream of people already hurrying down Fifth Avenue to City Hall to see the historic celebration. Look at the rainbow of colorful ladies! Nellie thought, her heart surging with joy at the kaleidoscope of colors blooming in the hats, dresses, parasols, tassels, and ribbons of the ladies in the crowd.

“It’th like being in a parade,” whispered Anastasia as they hurried along.

“Indubitably! But as splendid as this is, we will see a gen-u-ine parade after sunrise,” promised Nellie, unable to tear her eyes from the bright spectacle before her. As they tried to keep pace with the long strides of the grown-ups, Nellie watched the colors bob and weave through the moving crowd and panted, “The parade will surely be grand! There will be multitudes of marching bands with big brass horns, and ra-ta-tat drums. And handsome soldiers in impressive uniforms and splendid ladies carrying banners, and....”

Anastasia was having trouble keeping up with Mrs. Entwhistle and the perambulator. Nellie tugged her along as best she could, but Anastasia was running as fast as her short legs would carry her. Nellie looked up at the street sign. We’ve only come seven blocks since leaving Grandmama’s house on 13th Street. At the rate Anastasia was going, they would never make it as far as City Hall. The bells of a church chimed as they passed, igniting a string of pealing bells in church after church along the route heading downtown that quickened the pace of the crowd. Just as tears threatened and Nellie feared abandonment for the second time that day, her father turned around to locate them.

In one bound, he was at Nellie’s side, scooping Anastasia into his arms. “No colleen o’ mine’ll be left lagging behind today,” he exclaimed, as if reading her thoughts. “Not my angel with the little legs, nor my good lass who assists her.” He smiled down at Nellie and tousled her hair. All Nellie’s worries evaporated. She stuck her hand in his giant one, and skipped along next to him.

Soon they caught up with Jerome, who was at the lead, carrying Jonas.

The day was a grand blur of amazing activities. The excitement in the children generated by the ear splitting, one hundred-gun salute at sunrise was enough to carry them to their spot on the parade route. Just in time for the first carriage of officials, eyes riveted on the dancing girls, they picnicked on Grandmama’s feast of pickles, ham, and biscuits for breakfast.

The rousing band music, the smell of roasting chestnuts and the attire of the marchers piqued Cornelia’s senses. The predawn parade of ladies in their rainbow of finery paled in comparison to the colorfully costumed clowns. Deftly dancing acrobats were resplendent in stripes and polka dots. Carriages of dignitaries displaying elegantly coiffed heads interrupted herds of elephants and exotic animals. Waves of music approached from afar and then engulfed them, carrying them along on drumbeats and melodies, leaving toes tapping in their wake. Peddlers pushed carts exuding tempting aromas: baking potatoes, roasting spicy peanuts, and the tangy citrus of fresh squeezed lemonade.

“The very gall of some people,” Grandmama Pffernuss said behind her fan to Nellie’s mother. “Observe the thirty-one-year-old humbug from your village, Doctor Brandreth, parading before us with that floosy in his carriage! She’s nothing but a guttersnipe from the packing department of his factory. Ach du Liebe! Why he is blaspheming this important occasion?”

“Oh, Mutter, say ‘oh my goodness’ like an American! Moreover, they are married now,” said Gertrude Entwhistle. She patted her mother’s hand in a reassuring gesture.

Nellie’s grandmother sniffed. “First wife barely cold in the grave. Putting a bandage on a disfigurement does not make it disappear.”

Nellie’s mouth dropped open as she tried to make sense of this snippet of conversation.

“Look, Nellie, a flock of peacocks!” shouted Jonas. Tucking the eavesdropped tidbit away in her memory for further study, Nellie gawked at the birds. Two young boys with sticks and a trainer kept the proudly strutting flock headed in the correct direction. “When I am a debutante I shall have a fan made of peacocks’ brilliant blue feathers, arrayed just like their tails,” she whispered.

The children teased their parents and grandparents for tastes of sweet and savory alike. Fruits from all over the world! They shared a banana, Cornelia trying to take the smallest bites possible, so the sweetness would linger on her tongue. The rarities she sampled made her eyes round. But her favorite was the little button of butterscotch candy her father allowed her to eat all by herself without having to share with anyone. It was far superior even to the nibble of licorice she shared with Agnes, or the lick of Jerome’s lemon-flavored ice.

The marching bands are my favorite entertainment, Nellie decided, responding with her whole body. She and her sisters stood, with rapt attention and dancing legs as the rows of uniformed players marched past. Cornelia could not stop moving when the music filled the air. Familiar songs had the whole family singing. Bagpipes had her siblings joining her in dance, Jerome forgetting his superior position as the eldest attending son. A familiar Irish jig even had her father on his feet, stomping along with her. When the last notes of the disappearing band faded from hearing, they turned their heads forward and strained their ears to listen for the next hint of song.

Mile after mile of bands, clowns, acrobats, animals, firemen, and town officials marched before them. Nellie no sooner caught her breath from viewing an amazing spectacle before another marvel flaunted itself before her, snatching her breath away again. The continuous stream of sights strutted and paraded for hours.

“In actuality,” her mother informed them after consulting her program and her own mother, “the parade is five miles long and will continue until approximately four o’clock.”

Agnes jumped up and down, and shouted, “Truly, the duration is almost an entire day!”

In spite of her best efforts, Cornelia had to take a seat. She snuggled herself next to Grandmama’s feet, head leaning on the soft volume of skirt, eyes still glued to the wonders marching before her. She felt her eyes closing and tried to pay attention. The colors swirled and blurred before her.

She jerked herself awake as an Oompah Band’s tuba wailed close to her ear. “Mutter, I cannot stay awake,” she cried. “I cannot keep my eyes open—the light is too bright. They hurt!”

“Hush now, Schatzy, my little love,” chided her mother. But then, with sympathy, she leaned over and gave Cornelia a hug. “The parade lasts all day. You can still hear the fun and the music if you rest your eyes a bit. That way, you will be wide awake when Papa receives his accolades.”

Comforted, Cornelia drowsed in the sun while the bands played on.

She awoke to the confusion of her group mobilizing.

“It is preposterous to even contemplate carrying them all to City Hall!” her mother exclaimed.

“Yer parents should allow us to take t’ larger perambulator,” said her father. Mr. Entwhistle was getting a little hot under the collar. He ran his hand over his hair in consternation. The gesture ended with a tug on his ear.

“James, we must leave it here with the picnic supplies and blankets, so they can transport all the necessities and our nieces and nephews, first to the ceremony, and then the Murray Hill Reservoir. We have only ourselves to transport in time for the dignitary seating.”

“Let’s get shining around!” Mr. Entwhistle thrust his chin forward and through clenched teeth stated, “I’ll not abide being late nor bereft o’ me family when I am honored.”

Mrs. Entwhistle put a hand on her husband’s arm. “If we start now and walk to a side street, perhaps we will be able to hire a carriage.”

“Wishful thinking woman!” her husband exclaimed. “The whole city is celebrating today, everyone wants to hire a carriage. Jerome, look lively lad and shoulder yer burden.”

“I fear I am not fit for this endeavor. I’ll swear this brother of mine is heavier now than this morning.” Jerome grumbled and jostled the slumbering Jonas, trying to get a firm grip on the sleeping, limp four-year-old, who kept slipping from his hold.

“Mr. Entwhistle, sir, perhaps I could be of assistance?” A young face distinguished itself from the crowd.

“Halloo Clayton,” whistled Jerome, cheered by the sight of his older brother Patrick’s friend.

“Young Clayton! Your assistance proved invaluable on t’ building of the aqueduct, I’ll wager it will be of some benefit here as well,” Mr. Entwhistle said. He clapped the boy on the shoulder with a friendly hand.

The thirteen-year-old boy blushed, looking uncertain, but then continued, “My relations have a house about four blocks hence. We have an old baby buggy, in want of some attention to be sure, but it might just come in handy transporting your fine family to City Hall.”

“Son, it would be a Godsend.” Entwhistle picked up the boy’s hand and pumped it rapidly in appreciation. “Gertrude.” He turned to his wife. “Gather t’ children and begin to make yer way, as best ye can without strife, toward Canal Street. I’ll hustle with young Clayton here to retrieve t’ carriage, and find ye in progress.” He turned and they were gone before Mrs. Entwhistle or Jerome could summon a reply.

With the help of the aunts and uncles, the Entwhistle crew assembled and mobilized. Much complaining and crying accompanied the children’s departure from the parade route.

Grandmama waved and the Pffernuss cousins watched Mrs. Entwhistle and the children straggle away.

“Mind your Mutter, Cornelia Rose,” Grandmama chided. Nellie remained standing on the curb, watching the circus march past, mesmerized by the bearded lady. With a guilty start, Nellie turned and ran after her family, by now, half way down the side street behind them.

Mrs. Entwhistle, already carrying Matthias the baby, picked up Anastasia as well. A strong, determined woman, she rose to the occasion, encouraging her children along. Jerome grumbled about his brother being a lead weight. Sullen faced, Agnes straggled along at her mother’s side, dragging her jacket. Cornelia trailed a few feet behind, tired legs lagging and sore feet making her wince and complain.

Mrs. Entwhistle enticed them forward with the promise of future exciting events. “We will next see New York City’s Mayor, Robert H. Morris commend your father, along with Mr. John Jervis and Mr. George Cartwright, the chief Croton Dam engineers. Other dignitaries, including our charismatic Governor William H. Seward, will also be on the dais, to congratulate your father on his fine work, and perhaps shake his hand. I will wager that old humbug, Doctor Benjamin Brandreth will not miss an opportunity for posturing on a bigger stage—a speech from him will be forthcoming, mind you!” Mrs. Entwhistle stopped talking to wag her finger, adjusting her children’s positions in agitation. Nellie was not sure which person was the object of her ire. “There shall be grand speeches, praising the fine work done by the many men devising this engineering feat and extolling the modern technology that engendered the system. Men will speak of the future and make predictions of the great technological wonders to come!

“At the conclusion of the official dedication and honoring ceremony, we will walk to the Murray Hill Reservoir to watch your brother Patrick parade with his Academy. General Aaron Ward himself, Sing Sing’s hero of the War of 1812 and our State Representative, shall lead Mount Pleasant Academy in his capacity as trustee and alumnus. On this auspicious occasion, our entire family will enjoy a lovely picnic dinner as we watch water flow through the new pipes, filling the reservoir.” 

Jonas roused himself from Jerome’s shoulder and said, “But I want to see the shooting water! Papa promised me!”

“A special commemorative fountain has been erected just for this event,” confirmed Mrs. Entwhistle. “Keep my pace, Agnes and Cornelia. You mustn’t lollygag on such a grand day.” 

But as she spoke these encouraging words, sniffles got louder, and even the babies who were carried began to complain. Mrs. Entwhistle had no tolerance for whining, and in spite of her strength under adverse conditions, she lost her patience.

“Gott im Himmel!” exclaimed Mrs. Entwhistle. “That is too darn bad about you, now isn’t it?” she whirled on Nellie who was in mid-complaint. Nellie saw the grim line of her mother’s lips, her clenched jaw, and her raised eyebrows. Nellie burst into tears. Her mother harrumphed, hiked the two offspring higher on her hips and spun on her heel, marching forward. Nellie did not mean to be uncooperative, but her days’ worth of walking, crammed into one early morning, had worn a huge hole in her stocking right at the heel, and now a blister was forming. She closed her mouth and limped along. Every step was painful, gingerly undertaken on already tired legs. She tried stepping only on her toe so her heel would not rub, but it only moderated the pain slightly.

She tried to hop, but it was almost impossible to keep going. She sat down on the curb and simply watched as her family paraded away from her. No one cares about me! She sniffed back tears. She was going to miss the ceremony that would honor her father.

Suddenly Jonas shouted, “Papa!”

Nellie raised her head and then jumped up, attempting to see what Jonas, a distance away and viewing from his height in Jerome’s arms, saw through the throngs of people. She could not. She tore off after her family in a most un-lady-like fashion, and if not for the fact that her mother was so thankful for relief from the task of carrying the children, Nellie would have received a reprimand.

Jerome dumped his brother Jonas into the cart, and pumped Clayton’s hand in appreciation.

Mrs. Entwhistle, divested of the two children, was already finding fault with the conveyance.

“Ach du Liebe! This could hardly be called a carriage,” she muttered. Her husband looked chagrined. “We will arrive at the culmination of your career, the pinnacle of the Great Water Celebration with our children riding in a dilapidated old donkey cart.”

“Sure ‘n where is thy gratitude, Mrs. Entwhistle?” asked her husband, running his hand through his hair and scratching behind his ear. “This fine strappin’ lad has lent this conveyance to us, for no compensation, out o’ the goodness of his heart, when our need was dire.”

True lady that she was, the reminder elicited a most gracious gratitude, so eloquently expressed to the boy, he blushed, pulled his hat from his head, and bobbed up and down, averting his eyes. Mr. Entwhistle reached into his pocket for a coin, but young Clayton declined it.

“Aye, a right proper gentleman, you are, me lad,” said Mr. Entwhistle, nodding his head. He squeezed Agnes into the small cart already filled with his younger children, and picked up the handle. “Forward... March!” he said and sang, “Da-da... Tah da da dut da da....” The wagon lurched forward behind him.

Nellie, last to arrive, stood looking at the retreating, overfull, cart teaming with arms and legs. “No room for me!” she exclaimed.

“I reckon ye’ll have to stay behind then Miss.” Nellie looked up into Clayton’s laughing face.

Incensed, she stamped her foot and said, “My Papa invented the whole water system! If you think I will stay behind, you are sadly misinformed.” She stamped her foot, and then winced. The blister on her foot exploded in pain. She caught her lip with her teeth, and scraped at her face where a stray piece of hair was irritating it.

Clayton bowed before her and scooped her into his arms. In two steps, he was beside the carriage, elbowing Agnes into a corner to make a space. He dumped Nellie in the midst of her squirming brothers and sisters. He faded from view as the baby buggy rolled on. 

“Do not put your foot near my dress!” complained Agnes.

Nellie twisted her body as far as she could, peering around Agnes to see what happened to Clayton. Matthias squealed and Jonas grabbed Nellie’s hair in an attempt to stop himself from slipping. With tears in her eyes from the sting of the pulled hair, Nellie saw nothing but the pants and skirts of strangers.
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​Chapter 2 – Summer Breeze​
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Sing Sing, June 1847

Nellie wrinkled her nose in disgust. Take care of the pigs! All summer! Again?

She kicked the ground and looked up. Her father was staring at her, frowning at her lack of response. She swallowed hard, trying to rid herself of the mounting anger she felt at her return to this occupation. She bit back angry words before they escaped from her mouth.

Nellie looked at her older sister. Arm in a sling, face covered in ugly scratches and gashes, some still oozing, Agnes was a pitiful sight.

I would wager she did it deliberately, Nellie fumed. Simply to avoid pig duty.

She looked back at her father, on whose brow a storm was gathering. He was about to thunder.

She repressed the wave of nausea that threatened to overcome her stomach at the mere thought of the smell of the pigs at high noon in mid-summer. Even worse than the pig stench was the smell emanating from the nearby outhouse... “No, the ‘privy,’ Nellie,” she could hear her mother correct her in her head.... Nellie adjusted her apron and amended her thoughts. Drat that pigpen located so near the privy as to make a perfect combination of stenches. Blood rushed to her face, and she opened her mouth to speak.

Another glance at her father caused her to close her mouth again and drop her head.

She tucked the stray hair hanging in her face back into her braid. The motion calmed her and changed her heart.

She looked up, rearranged her face into a small smile, curtsied and said, “Of course, Papa, as you wish. I would be happy to resume the care and feeding of the pigs until Agnes’ wounds heal.”

The flood of tears that threatened to follow this bald face lie was held in check by the instant change in her father’s demeanor.

“That’s me colleen!” he shouted, and swept her into his giant bear hug.

Agnes smirked. Anastasia, Jonas, and Jerome looked relieved that the chain of command had not dumped pig duty in their laps.

As the group dispersed, Jonas said, “C’mon Nell, pig duty ain’t so bad. Me and ‘Stasia will help ya, sometimes.”

Cheered by that bit of friendliness, she ran back to her room for her old apron. She flew down the back stairs to the kitchen, picked up the scraps Cook had collected from yesterday’s meals, and ran the bucket to the pigpen.

Her mother’s admonition, “Cornelia, I hope you are not wearing your Sunday frock to feed the pigs,” floated over the beautiful Sunday afternoon sky and hung aloft with the puffy clouds, not reaching Nellie’s consciousness. 

The day was picture perfect, the trees tossing their green heads in the wind. The task usually only took her about twenty minutes. She would breeze right through and not let it bother her.

The stench smacked her in the nose.

She kicked the dirt in anger at her lack of ability to at least respectfully petition that this task should no longer be hers. Why should it be her burden, just because Agnes, the first replacement she had had in one and one-half years, had fallen off Patrick and Jerome’s wagon, breaking her arm and suffering multiple contusions? Agnes never should have been racing it. Leave that wagon riding to the big boys, she thought.

Agnes should have played jump rope with me! If she had, we would not have had to use a tree as a rope turner... Augusta and Clara would have stayed longer and we could have jumped ‘All Together Now’. No, instead that horrid contrarian chose to race with her brothers. She had to go give herself those ugly discolorations and bruises, and I am paying for her mistakes.

Nellie snorted out of her nose. “Humph, I bet she did it on purpose, just to dodge this chore.” With that proclamation, her conscience felt a twinge of remorse. Nellie knew that Agnes adored her older brothers and tried to emulate their every move. Patrick, however much he cared for all of his siblings, would not tolerate any hindrance to his important business. Agnes was probably trying yet again to prove to Patrick she could keep up with him, when she took the nasty spill off the wagon. 

Nellie’s pity was short lived. How un-ladylike! she thought.

Cornelia Rose heard the three short blasts of a steamship’s whistle, signaling the afternoon steamer’s impending departure from the Sing Sing dock. Can I finish this pig task before the ship leaves promptly at three o’clock? 

Mercy! Patrick is probably sailing his schooner today. Recently graduated from Mount Pleasant Academy, her oldest brother spent the majority of his time at the harbor, either learning their father’s shipping business or sailing his own vessel. I must not dally! I must see his schooner, flags proudly displaying their colors in the bright sun, cruising out of the harbor.

Like a magnet, the river pulled Nellie toward its bustle and activity. In that one glorious week that Agnes had fed the pigs, Nell watched ships come and go from the harbor every stray free moment during the week and all Sunday afternoon. She helped Patrick with boat maintenance, even volunteering for chores—one evening joining the sailors swabbing the deck, as his schooner lay moored in its slot.

In the middle of the pigsty Nellie suddenly turned an intense shade of scarlet at the thought of her embarrassment last week. Her hand flew to her mouth, spilling slop on her Sunday shoes. She remembered scampering on board her brother’s ship last Sunday in a jovial mood only to have Patrick tease her mercilessly, in front of the crew.

“I did not grant you permission to come aboard,” Patrick boomed from the forecastle.

This stopped Nellie in her tracks, tears brimming in her eyes. Luckily her brother Jonas stood on deck, practicing his nautical knots. He directed in a stage whisper, “He wants you to salute, remember?”

Nellie ran back down the gangplank and planted herself on the pier, hand to her forehead in a salute. “Permission to come aboard, sir!” she shouted.

“Permission granted, sailor.” Patrick’s laugh rang out, distinguishing itself from the caw of the seagulls. Nellie was sure sailors two piers away turned to look at the cause of merriment.

Nellie cringed again in remembrance. The butt of the seamen’s jokes again. Now they will never think of me as a young lady. She squirmed in renewed mortification. This will never do, she thought and forced herself to think of other things.

There were many joys that absorbed Nellie at the harbor; its lure wasn’t just the ships. Summer brought many fancy folks traveling from New York City. They streamed off the steamships, sloops, and yachts in droves. Nellie observed them all and ogled the gentry’s fancy couture. Fine ladies, beautifully coiffed and plumed, bustled about and fussed over their luggage, until they climbed into grand carriages and rolled up the hill. Nellie looked down at her new Sunday dress, now sporting a bit of mud at the hem. Certainly not nearly as grand as a New York City Lady, but at least it is finer than my apparel last Sunday, she thought.

The less grand folk walked, lugging, carting, or even carrying unwieldy bundles and bags. The passengers formed a continuous parade, climbing the hill that was Main Street to one of the many fine inns. 

The elite went to the Union Hotel or the American Hotel, both at the top of the hill, with the best breezes and the best views. Bucolic Sing Sing was a mecca for aficionados of fine academies, beautiful vistas, cool forests, and fresh air.

Nellie thrilled at the air of chaos that wafted off the river. But after her week of active participation in wharf life, she saw order and purpose in the jumble and confusion on the docks. Sloops slipped into moorings, discharged their cargo, and slipped away again. Fishing boats docked amid a cacophony of cawing seagulls. Fishermen quickly unloaded their catch with only an occasional reward for those gulls, and then swabbed the decks clean in preparation for the next day’s expedition. Ship after ship berthed, had the contents of their hulls emptied, and then repacked with pickles, oysters, cotton gins, cider, apples, files, iron pipes, pills, porous plasters, shoes, stoves, and people, and cast off again.

Farmers are as interesting to watch as sailors, Nellie decided. Hours slipped by as she observed them hurrying their produce down the hills from their farms and haggling with the ship owners for the best price. Last Monday, Nellie watched the grand entrance of one of her father’s ship building competitors, Sing Sing resident Thomas Collyer’s steamship Katrina van Tassel. With an elegant ‘come about’ leeward in the incoming tide, it moored at the wharf. Smokestacks standing tall, the ship’s contents swiftly spilled out of its hold. Waiting produce stood in line to fill the newly created void. Nell followed bunches of long orange carrots, green tops tied together, passing from farmers’ carts to market merchants’ scales, to shippers’ crates. Wisps of green tops escaping from in between the slates, she watched the stacked crates balance on the deck of the steamship as the Katrina van Tassel sailed back down the river to New York City. She imagined a family in Brooklyn, bowing their heads, saying ‘grace’ over the hot carrots on their supper plates.

After the completion of the Croton Aqueduct, her father switched industries and established a shipping company. In addition to schooners and sloops, Entwhistle Enterprises now owned three fine steamships, its fleet built right here in Sing Sing harbor. As shrewd in business as he was skilled in engineering, James Entwhistle had the right combination of expertise to command a successful fleet of ships, transporting cargo and people up and down the Hudson River. Patrick’s recent promotion to captain of one of the schooners gave Nellie one more reason to run to the river and loiter about the wharves to watch her father’s ships come in.

Now here it finally was, Sunday. She should be gliding along the pier in her new sprigged gingham dress, pretending she was a lady, heading down river to The City. She should be watching the passengers assemble and embark before the third whistle warned of the ship’s imminent departure. She pictured herself on her perch of last Sunday, clad in her old Sunday dress, hem a bit too short, hand over the embarrassing stain on the skirt that her mother could not wash out, squinting at the water in spite of the shade of her faded sunbonnet. Her mind’s eye again saw the passengers bound for The City leaning on the railings of the two decks in the stern of the grand steamship DeWitt Clinton as the sailors at the bow scrambled to cast off the lines and pull the heavy ropes aboard. What excitement! A voyage! The sea breeze whipped her hair and her imagination. She saw the steam belching from the engine in black gusts of smoke and the white water of the ship’s wake as, anchors aweigh, it set a course south toward The City.

She squealed in pain, setting off reply squeals from some of the pigs.

A pig trampled her foot, in its haste to gobble the slop that Nell was sloshing into the trough. Nellie squealed again at a big splotch of slop the pig managed to get on her dress, just below her apron. She kicked at the pig, sending it squealing in earnest to the other side of the pen.

She would never make it to the dock in time to see the departure of the Isaac Newton if she had to stop at the water pump to get the filth off her new dress.

“Cornelia! Corn-eeell-y-ah! Time to scrape the potatoes.”

Nellie drew herself erect. What in tarnation? She threw up her hands, and the pail hanging off her arm spewed more slop down the side of her dress. I still have to scrape the potatoes—in addition to performing Agnes’ pig duty? This simply cannot be so.

She tossed the bucket in disgust and ran to the house, clattering up the steps and slamming the screen door. “Mutter! You certainly cannot expect...” she shouted.

“Cornelia Rose Entwhistle,” enunciated her mother in reply. Her voice was not loud, just intense. Nellie knew that no-nonsense voice—it was terrifying. It commanded attention. It conveyed furrowed eyebrows, a harsh stare, and a clenched jaw. Nellie knew it without even glancing at her mother’s face.

Blinking to adjust her eyes to the gloom of the kitchen, Nell clamped her mouth shut and stopped dead in her tracks. Gertrude Entwhistle towered above her. “Such un-lady like behavior will never be tolerated in this house. Stomping up the steps like a cowhand! Shouting like a sailor! I have a good mind to have your father take you to the shed and give you the licking you deserve.” Nellie could not look at her mother. She slid her eyes to the right. They landed on Agnes, seated at the table on a chair filled with cushions, smirking at her.

“Mutter, I am sorry I shouted,” she said. “But...”

“There are no buts about it,” Mrs. Gertrude Entwhistle said with no lessening of stern anger in her voice. “A lady never chooses to behave in such an indecorous manner.”

“Mutter.” Nellie hung her head. “Mother,” she said again, this time as softly as she could manage, knowing she had no choice but to defer to her mother’s iron hand. “Mutter, since I now have to resume care of the pigs, could not Agnes assume my inside domestic chores?”

Agnes opened her mouth to object, but it was unnecessary. Mrs. Entwhistle immediately sprang to her defense.

“Natürlich nicht,” Mrs. Entwhistle said, with a vehemence that left no room for arguing. “Of course not. Your sister suffers terribly from the wounds and trauma of her accident. She must apply herself to recuperating. You will perform a modest amount of additional domestic tasks until she recovers. Arbeit macht das Leben süss. Ach, in English! Work makes life sweet. Further, I shall not entertain, nor endure, any complaints. It is a sacrifice you will make to aid her recovery.”

Nellie’s mouth gaped in disbelief. Once again, I am burdened with more work, courtesy of the special needs of the sneering Agnes.

“Now, do not shirk your duty Cornelia. Close your mouth. You are a lady, not a codfish. Scrape the potatoes. Improper deportment will no longer be tolerated.” Her mother turned back to the stove, and tasted the stew Cook was stirring. “More pepper,” she said to Cook Hilda. “Anastasia, go to the garden and pull some bay leaf for the stew,” she called. Immediately, feet audibly scurried overhead.

“Ohhhh, I feel so poorly,” complained Agnes.

Mrs. Entwhistle rushed to her side. Kneeling, her mother felt Agnes’s forehead for fever and looked closely at her bruises.

“Cornelia, make a poultice for Agnes’ wounds. Gott im Himmel! Why has that harebrained doctor not come to set her arm? Most likely he bent his elbow in excess last night at O’Malley’s saloon, thus rendering him incapable of rounds after Mass today.” Mrs. Entwhistle regained her standing position with a groan, relying heavily on a pull on the back of Agnes’ chair, which, for an instant, threatened to topple it.

“Dad blame it, Ma! Watch what you are doing or you’ll break my other arm,” Agnes said rudely. Nellie drew in her breath at Agnes’ vulgar language.

But rather than chastising Agnes, Mrs. Entwhistle merely said, “Now, Agnes, do not trouble yourself,” and placed a soothing hand on her sister’s head. 

Tarnation, Agnes can get away with murder!

Agnes pulled her head out from under the hand and said, “How can I be untroubled when no one attends my injuries?”

“I know how to set her arm,” Nellie said. 

Every woman in the kitchen paused and turned to look at her.

“Now how in God’s Kingdom would you have obtained that knowledge, Cornelia Rose?” Mrs. Entwhistle said, putting her hands on her hips.

“Ye gads, do tell,” said Agnes, with her trademark smirk.

“Clara’s mother is a midwife. After school every day, Clara and I walk to her house. You gave me permission, Mutter.” Nellie raised anxious eyes to her mother.

“Yes, I did, if you completed your chores,” Mrs. Entwhistle said nodding. “I am not certain that is the case, but pray, do continue.”

“I always complete my chores,” Nellie protested. She quickly resumed her story under her mother’s wilting glare. “People come to see Midwife Rafferty at all hours of the day, with all kinds of ailments. I have watched her make medicines, boil poultices, and set bones.”

“That does not mean you can actually set bones yourself,” Agnes said.

“I have had practice!” Nellie declared.

The hired girl in the kitchen giggled and Cook whispered to her, “She’ll surely catch hell now.”

Mrs. Entwhistle looked furious, but Nellie swallowed hard and continued her explanation. “Clara asked me to stay for tea after school, one day, as was our custom. You know Mutter, I rejected her first invitations, and never would have accepted had you not acquiesced.”

“The Lord only knows the cleanliness of her kitchen,” Mrs. Entwhistle mumbled.

“Why her kitchen is very clean, and her teas are made from the finest herbs, grown in her own garden. She grows a greater assortment than we do in our kitchen garden, Mutter. She uses most of them for medicine. I have assisted in harvesting while acquiring some knowledge of a variety of herbs and their varied uses.”

“Cornelia, please do return to the subject at hand. I never did see a girl so carried away with her ruminations.”

“At first, I merely helped Clara pick herbs for our tea. But Midwife Rafferty is so interesting, while we pick, she sorts the plants, groups them according to their medicinal properties, and teaches their use.” Nellie put up her hand and pulled down her fingers as she recounted, “She has shown me similar and related herbs, herbs which act in concert together, and ones which clash. I have learned remedies for many common diseases. The more I learn, the more I yearn to know. I desire Mrs. Rafferty’s full instruction in the science of midwifery.”

“Bone setting, you humbug!” Agnes burst out, tugging impatiently at the cloth tied around her neck as a sling. “You are supposed to be telling Mutter why you are qualified to set bones.”

Everyone in the kitchen looked expectantly at Nellie. All activity had stopped, save the bubbling of the stew in the big Dutch kettle on the potbellied stove. Cornelia Rose Entwhistle, heady from the unaccustomed attention, wrapped her arms around herself in a hug, and said, “I watched Midwife Rafferty set Mary Louise Wheeler’s broken arm, Susanna McGlew’s broken leg, and the broken foot of John Cody, a sailor from the schooner Cleopatra.” She beamed at her audience.

“You helped a criminal?” the Cook whispered. “Cody, the deck hand who stole Captain Brotherson’s forty dollars?” she shivered. “So brave, Mädchen Nellie.”

“Hush now, Cook Hilda,” chided Mrs. Entwhistle. “Miss Nellie exhibited no remarkable bravery. We are Catholics. We believe in forgiveness, and works of charity for all in need, including salty sailors.”

“Salty criminals mind you,” muttered Cook under her breath. “Gott im Himmel! Ach! English—God in heaven! Das ist nicht proper. Nein! No, that is not proper. Do not expect me near....”

She stopped talking under the stern stare of Mrs. Entwhistle.

“You watched? You watched?” scoffed Agnes. “Humbug! That don’t qualify you for setting bones yourself!”

“Not ‘don’t’ Agnes, the proper words are ‘does not,’” corrected their mother with a gentle hand on Agnes’ shoulder. 

Agnes calls me a humbug and you correct her grammar? Nellie fumed. 

Mrs. Entwhistle turned a hard-set face toward her other daughter. “Now Cornelia, while I am sure it is enlightening to see the midwife at work, observing her doctoring skills is very different from actually employing them yourself.”

Nellie flushed a deeper shade of pink. She opened her mouth, but paused a moment. She was weighing the consequences of telling the truth against the ignominy of saying no more.

She rushed to establish her credentials. “In an emergency, Midwife Rafferty sought my aid. The injury required more than just her own and Clara’s hands. She said I had natural aptitude! Midwife Rafferty offered to teach me her science and all I have to do in exchange is help her with her work. I am learning how to be a midwife, Mutter, and I have already acquired the skill of setting bones.”

Her mother stared at her silently. Nellie said, “I can fix Agnes right now, and her pain will shortly abate.”

Mrs. Entwhistle opened her mouth to chastise Cornelia for her deception, but decided against it. She frowned and said, “Your means of obtaining this knowledge have been most devious and degrading to your soul, but have no fear, your father and I will discuss this with you at length on another occasion. The town’s doctor seems incapacitated by his own evil ways. I refuse to enlist Midwife Rafferty, and it is nigh impossible to lure a doctor from either Sparta or Tarrytown as far a distance as this neighborhood. Therefore, to spare poor dear Agnes another day of pain, you may demonstrate your surreptitiously obtained education by healing your sister.”
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