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        “A true teacher is one who, keeping the past alive, is also able to understand the present.”

        Confucius, Analects 2.11

        This book is dedicated to all the teachers in my life.
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        It takes double the capacity, ingenuity, patience and experience to teach a child five years old than it does one of ten.” ––Mr. Slade, Quincey Board of Education speaking at the California State Teacher's Association, San Francisco Chronicle, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Wednesday, late afternoon, January 7, 1880

      

      

      Laura Dawson surveyed the row of long division problems she had written on the blackboard. Noting the blurring of a number in the third problem, she frowned, took the eraser, and scrubbed away the offending numeral, replacing it with a neatly written seven that could not be misinterpreted as a one. Thank goodness San Francisco’s Clement Grammar School was only four years old, so the slate board that filled the entire back of the room didn’t have the chips and scratches that marred the board in the Cupertino Creek School, the rural one-room school west of San Jose where she taught this past fall. Picking up a list of words from her desk, she began copying them carefully onto the board. For some reason, words she had known how to spell since she was five came out wrong when she wrote them for all to see, and she wanted to avoid the humiliation she’d felt back at Cupertino Creek when the pert seven-year-old Daisy pointed out her errors to the whole class, accompanied by the snickers of seventeen-year-old Buck Morrison, who slouched insolently in the last row.

      Laura hadn’t admitted to anyone how badly her first teaching assignment had gone. None of the lectures on pedagogy at the San Jose Normal School had prepared her for how difficult it was to maintain discipline when a one-room school held thirty students, ranging from a five-year-old who couldn’t sit still for more than fifteen minutes to a seventeen-year-old with the body of a man and the maturity of a boy half his age. Then there was the local wildlife that would drop by just as she got everyone settled down to work at their slates. She shuddered at the memory of the mother skunk that had constructed her nest under the floorboards.

      The school board examiner had given her a commendation for her pupils’ progress, but she thought that this gentleman was mostly impressed she’d stuck out the full term, something the last two teachers failed to do. Perhaps he hoped if he praised her enough she would stay on. Laura felt a twinge of guilt, because that commendation had helped pave the way for her new position, teaching a seventh grade class at the Clement Grammar in San Francisco. However, she was determined to do better with this new job, which was why she was still hard at work preparing for tomorrow’s class. This was only the third day of the term, but it was the first time she had sent the students home with an assignment. She hoped they would be ready for the math test she had planned for the beginning of class tomorrow.

      “Miss Dawson, are you ready to go? Mother said we should be home before five because it gets dark so early.”

      Laura started and turned. Smiling at the young boy who grinned at her from the doorway, she said, “Good heavens, Jamie, you are quite right. If we aren’t careful, your mother will be home before us. We need to get going. Were you able to finish helping Miss Chesterton with her maps?”

      “Yes, Miss, and I finished most of my homework, so I’ll have time to play with Dandy in the back yard after dinner.” Jamie raised the battered yellow book he was carrying, and Laura recognized the Third Reader.

      Since Jamie was only in the fifth grade and most of her seventh graders were only beginning this text, she deduced that the nine-year-old was an excellent student, not unexpected since his mother taught English literature and composition at San Francisco’s Girls' High. Jamie Hewitt and his mother, Barbara, lived in one of the attic rooms of Mrs. Fuller’s O’Farrell Street boarding house where Laura now resided. Because she hadn’t had much occasion to get acquainted with Mrs. Hewitt, she had been surprised when Jamie’s mother asked her yesterday if she would mind walking home with her son on Wednesdays. Evidently, she was the faculty sponsor of the Literature and Debate society that met after school on that day, keeping her quite late.

      “Shouldn’t take us but five minutes to get home,” Laura remarked as she gathered up the pile of books sitting on the corner of the desk. “Thank goodness it is all downhill; I’m not used to being on my feet all day.” Laura slid the books into the leather satchel her parents gave her when she graduated from the Normal School last May. Threading her way through the rows of student desks, she carefully skewered her small curly-brimmed brown hat on her head with a hat pin and then took the matching light-wool cloak from the peg at the back of the room. She shrugged into the cloak as she turned to check that she’d left the classroom in good order. Pulling on her gloves, she left the door open and the lights on as she had been instructed to by the janitor, Mr. Ferguson, could clean the room. As she and Jamie walked down the long gas-lit hallway to stairs at the center of the building, she saw that all the other classroom doors on the third floor were shut, which probably meant that Mr. Ferguson was now working on the second floor classrooms. She hoped she hadn’t inconvenienced him by staying late.

      Once at the school’s entrance, she pushed the heavy front door open and stopped, enchanted by the sight of Geary Street transformed by fog. Monday and Tuesday, the first two days of the term, she had noticed that Geary, one of the city’s main thoroughfares, was very crowded and noisy at this time of evening. Businessmen headed west on foot and in hansom cabs to their firesides in the Western Addition, while a stream of wagons, carts, and day laborers went in the opposite direction towards downtown. Tonight, the combination of twilight and fog muted the usual rattle of harnesses, clip clop of hooves, and human voices. Instead, on sidewalk and street, ghostly shapes passed each other, with only the flickering shaft of gas light at the corner of Jones Street providing proof of their corporality.

      “My stars, Miss, can’t see your hand in front of your face!” Jamie exclaimed as he crammed a cap on his light brown curls. “I hope my mother is already home. She hates fog something awful. Said it reminds her of the blizzards when she was a child.”

      “Blizzards! I never thought of them being similar. We had lots of fog on the ranch where I grew up east of San Jose. Sometimes you would just have to let the horse find the way home. But snow so thick you couldn’t see, that would be frightening. Where about did your mother grow up?” asked Laura.

      There was silence, and Laura glanced down at Jamie, puzzled to see his brown eyes slide away from hers, as if he were embarrassed.

      “Oh, somewhere back east,” he finally replied, shrugging.

      They reached Jones Street and turned right, which would take them down the gentle incline towards O’Farrell Street where the boarding house was located. My new home, Laura thought, although she wasn’t sure why, never having considered the private houses she had lived in while she attended the Normal School as home. Maybe that was because most weekends she usually went back to her parents’ ranch, located just over an hour by horseback east of San Jose.

      She certainly hadn’t considered the series of houses she’d boarded in last fall as home. There were eight families with children in the small Cupertino Creek district, and part of her salary came in the form of room and board from each of them. This meant moving every two weeks to live with a new family. The bed bugs in one house, the unwashed sheets in another, and the uncomfortable sofa that she had been expected to sleep on in one home had been bad enough, but nothing had prepared her for what happened in the last house when…

      “Come, Miss, we best hot-foot it across O’Farrell while the road’s clear.” Jamie grabbed her hand, his sunny nature having reasserted itself. He pulled her swiftly across the street, well clear of the wagon that was materializing out of the fog. “Shall we cross Jones here? I always go down to the alley, so’s I can go in the back way. Unless you have a key and want to go in the front?”

      Laura shook off the bad memories and smiled, telling Jamie the back way would be fine. She let the boy escort her safely across Jones, and they turned right to go the half block to the alley. Annie Fuller, the young widow who owned the boarding house, had given her a key to the front door, but the thought of going in through the kitchen was appealing. Beatrice O’Rourke, the cook and housekeeper, had been very welcoming on Monday when she arrived home from her first day of teaching. Mrs. O’Rourke, a stout motherly woman with a lyrical Irish brogue, had given Laura a cup of tea while peppering her with questions about her day. Everyone in the boarding house was very friendly. Even the ancient ladies who lived in the attic across from the Hewitts fussed over her at dinner. Well, one of them did; the other just smiled sweetly and nodded. Hard to imagine that only twelve days ago she had been sitting in her parents’ kitchen, reading a letter from her friend Hattie that told her there was a teaching position waiting for her up in San Francisco if she wanted it.

      She had jumped at the chance! She’d already obtained the highest level California Teaching Certificate, which qualified her to teach in any California school, and Annie Fuller, who was visiting the ranch, had immediately offered to rent her a room. Laura's older brother, Nate, was courting Annie, and he'd brought her to the ranch right after Christmas to meet his family. Laura was delighted with Annie’s offer, and Nate solemnly assured his parents that he and Mrs. Fuller would both keep an eye on her. They stressed how close Clement Grammar was to Annie’s boarding house and the respectability of the other boarders, including the wealthy businessman Mr. Herman Stein and his wife Esther who occupied the suite of rooms across the hall from where Laura would be staying.

      Laura was rather glad Nate hadn’t felt the need to mention that Annie supplemented her income from the boarding house by working as a clairvoyant named Madam Sibyl who pretended to draw on supernatural powers when giving investment advice to prominent San Francisco businessmen. Laura’s father had been upset enough over his daughter not completing a full year of teaching at the Cupertino Creek School, muttering about obligations. Because Laura had already confided to her mother her unhappiness at Cupertino, Mrs. Dawson quickly supported the move to San Francisco. Her father then capitulated, as he usually did, deferring to her mother.

      So, here she was, where she had always hoped to be, living and working in San Francisco. Jamie moved ahead of her now that traffic on the sidewalk had thinned, reaching the alley that ran behind the section of O’Farrell Street where the boarding house was located. When he turned to look back at her, she smiled and made shooing motions, indicating he should run ahead. No doubt the boy was anxious to play with Dandy, his small snub-nosed terrier. As he disappeared around the corner, Laura speculated about why this particular row of houses had gotten an alleyway, which was pretty rare as far as she could determine, at least in this section of San Francisco. Someone of importance must have built here in the fifties, someone with the money to keep their own stables and horses and require a back entrance.

      By the time she reached the opening to the alley, Jamie had been swallowed up by the fog, which seemed impenetrable here away from the street lamps. Picking her way slowly down what felt like a country path, hemmed in as it was by the tall back hedges from the houses on either side, Laura wondered if she would have a letter from Hattie today. Hattie Wilks had been her best friend at San Jose Normal School, and Laura always hoped they would end up teaching in the same school. In fact, Hattie’s first job was at Clement Grammar, and when Laura heard from Hattie about the mid-year opening in San Francisco, she thought they would now be colleagues. It was only when she arrived at her interview at Clement Grammar that she learned the opening was actually for Hattie’s job. Hattie had resigned, recommending that Laura be hired as her replacement. She’d written to Hattie as soon as she got home from the interview, asking her what had happened. That was five days ago. Still no answer from Hattie. Maybe in today’s mail…

      Laura’s thoughts scattered as a body slammed into her, knocking her to her knees. Drat this fog, I must have run into someone.

      Muttering an apology, she was reaching for her fallen satchel when she felt arms around her waist, jerking her up and backwards. Struggling against what felt like a nightmare become real, Laura clawed at the arms holding her. But the man was too strong. Her ribs felt like they were cracking, and she couldn’t get away from his filthy words.

      “Bitch, you stupid bitch. Did you think I wouldn’t find where you lived? You ruined my life, and you’ll have to pay.”
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        "120 O'FARRELL––NICE SUNNY Furnished rooms, double and single. ––San Francisco Chronicle, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Wednesday, evening, January 7, 1880

      

      

      Annie Fuller was angry. No, she was furious. How could this have happened? How could she ever face Nate’s parents? What could she say to explain how their daughter, who they had so reluctantly handed over into her care, had been assaulted, practically at her doorstep? And Nate, what would he do when she told him?

      She pulled the shawl more closely around Laura, who sat huddled in the boarding house kitchen rocker by the old cook stove, and the girl curled into herself further, her face hidden by the long strands of dark hair that had escaped from the neatly coiled braid at the back of her head.

      Or at least the coil had been neat this morning when Laura left the boarding house on her way to work. Annie had refrained from saying goodbye to her young boarder at that time since she was already costumed as Madam Sibyl, a scarlet shawl over her old black silk, a medusa-like black wig covering her own reddish-blond hair, and white powder hiding the light dusting of freckles that were scattered across her nose. She preferred not to interact with anyone but Sibyl’s clients when she was dressed this way. Instead, she’d gone to the window of the small parlor where she met those clients and peeped through the curtains at the younger woman, noting the similarities between Laura and her older brother Nate. Both were tall, straight-backed, and dark-haired, with long-legged strides. Laura’s skin was paler, and, thank goodness, she didn’t have her brother’s nose, which gave him the look of a bird of prey. But they both were graced by the dark brown and slightly oblique eyes and the high cheekbones that recalled their distant Shawnee ancestor.

      Watching as Laura walked confidently up the sidewalk, her shoulders thrown back as if she was going into battle, Annie had felt such pride in the young woman. She knew that Laura was going to work early because she was determined to excel at her new teaching position. Yet now the poor girl sat in the kitchen, mud smeared on the lower half of her skirt, her hair in disarray, her confidence gone, and shivering in fear because of some brute. I could strangle whoever it was with my bare hands!

      Thank heavens her young maid Kathleen had had the good sense to run upstairs and get her as soon as Jamie arrived in the kitchen with Laura in tow. Annie, just changed out of her Madam Sibyl costume after her last client for the day, ran downstairs to find the kitchen in complete chaos. Jamie’s high, excited voice was being drowned out by the small terrier’s barking and his mother’s admonitions to her son to control his dog. The agitated exclamations of Beatrice, her cook and housekeeper, added to the confusion, while Laura stood silently in their midst, wringing her hands.

      Annie had taken one look at the scene and gone over to pull the damp cloak off Laura’s shoulders, handing it to Beatrice and asking her to fix a pot of strong tea. She then removed Laura’s gloves, rubbed her hands, and urgently asked if she had been hurt. Did she need to see a doctor? When Laura whispered no, that she had just been frightened, Annie led her over to the rocking chair, taking the shawl from its back and wrapping it around her young boarder. Next, she’d instructed David Chapman, one of the other boarders who’d followed her into the kitchen, to go out to the alley and check to see if the man who had accosted Laura was gone. Chapman, a tall, awkwardly put together man in his early thirties, had nodded, picked up the lantern that the maid Kathleen held out to him, and gone briskly out the back door.

      As Beatrice handed Laura a cup of tea, Annie tried to stifle her anger and turned to Jamie, asking him to tell her exactly what had happened.

      The boy took a deep breath. “Oh, Mrs. Fuller, you see, I’d run ahead down the alley. We were on our way home from Clement Grammar. Mother asked me to wait and come home with Miss Dawson. I asked if it would be all right to come the back way since that’s the way I usually come, and she said yes. I would never have done so if I’d known what would happen. I would never have put Miss Dawson in danger. I should have stayed with her the whole way. It’s what a gentleman would do. I am ever so sorry.”

      Annie moved quickly to give the young boy a hug, fearing he was going to dissolve in tears, saying, “Jamie, dear, I am sure Miss Dawson isn’t blaming you; just tell me what happened next, there’s a good boy.”

      He visibly pulled himself together and continued. “Miss Dawson waved that I should go on, so I ran down the alley and into the yard through the back gate. Dandy was there waiting for me. I just popped my head in the kitchen, Mrs. O’Rourke and Mother were there, and I told them I was going to walk Dandy back up the alley to meet Miss Dawson. I snapped the lead onto his collar, and we went back out the gate. Couldn’t have been but a minute. As we entered the alley, Dandy began to bark. He jerked so hard on the lead he pulled it right out of my hand and ran snarling into the fog. I was afraid there was another dog, and I didn’t want Miss Dawson to get frightened, so I ran right behind him, yelling for him to stop. I couldn’t see a thing; night had come on so sudden. I think I fell once.”

      Jamie looked down at the mud on his knees, shaking his head. “Then a light went on in the second story of the Sanderson’s house. You know how their house goes almost all the way back to the alley. I could just make out that there was some man who had grabbed Miss Dawson. They were struggling, and Dandy was leaping and snapping at the man, you know how high he can jump. The man kicked at him, but then I heard a shout from the Sanderson’s, and the man just turned, ran back down the alley, and disappeared. Maybe I should’a gone after him, but I went to Miss Dawson. She was crouched down and holding Dandy to her. He was licking her face. I put him back on the lead and brought Miss Dawson home.”

      “Oh, Jamie, it looks like you and Dandy saved the day once more.” Annie smiled warmly at him. “You did just right. Beatrice, do get down a treat for Dandy. He certainly deserves it, and maybe he will settle down.”

      The small black and white dog, who Jamie said was a Boston terrier, had been barking and leaping, as if to illustrate his prodigious ability to spring up four times his diminutive height. When Beatrice pulled out the jerky she kept in a jar on the windowsill, Dandy trotted over, his tiny crooked tail whirling, and sat down at her feet, his wide mouth open in a doggy smile.

      Now that the kitchen was finally quiet, the only sound the bubbling of the celery soup on the stove, Annie turned back to Laura and said, “Do you know who the man was? Did you recognize him?”

      Laura shook her head in the negative and whispered, “I never saw his face. It all happened so quickly.”

      Annie turned to Jamie, whose mother had pulled him close to where she was sitting at the old, scarred kitchen table, and said, “Could you tell anything about him? How tall he was, anything?”

      “He was taller than Miss Dawson but not by much. He had on a hat, pulled low, and I think he was wearing a scarf, so’s you couldn’t see but a bit of his face.”

      “What about his clothes? Did he seem to be some sort of street tough?” asked his mother.

      Annie nodded at this astute question. The young hoodlums of San Francisco, with their short dark jackets and tight, light-colored pants, had a style as distinct as that of the city’s prosperous gentlemen. When Jamie shrugged, she turned back to Laura. “Did you have any impression of him at all? Young, old, well-dressed?”

      Laura shifted away from her and said, “No, no, I can’t think. He was strong. I couldn’t move. I didn’t see anything. Then Jamie yelled, and Dandy came running up, and the man was gone.”

      “Did he say anything? Do you think he was trying to rob you?” Annie asked.

      “Yes, no, he was saying something…low, filthy words. I don’t remember. I don’t know what he meant.” Laura then sat up straight and began to rise, saying, “Oh! My satchel, it fell to the ground. All my school books were in it. Whatever will I do if it is gone? I must look for it.”

      As if on cue, the back kitchen door opened, letting in cold, mist-laden air. David Chapman entered, holding the lantern in one hand, and in the other he shook a leather satchel in triumph. “Miss Dawson, look what I found, kicked under the bushes behind the house three doors down.”

      The entrance of Chapman with her satchel seemed to galvanize Laura. She stood up, took the satchel from Chapman, moved over to the kitchen table, and rapidly pulled out four books, stacking them in a pile. She upended the satchel, and a small notebook and some sort of official record book fell out, followed by a small beaded purse. She opened up the purse, seemed satisfied with its contents, and sighed, clearly relieved.

      Annie came over to her and quietly said, “Is everything there?”

      “Yes, everything seems fine. I don’t know why I was so worried. I only had a few coins, and who would want a bunch of grammar school books?”

      Kathleen interrupted, her blue eyes bright with concern and her dark curls bouncing round her ears, saying, “But Miss, the man wouldn’t know that. It must’ve been some good-for-nothing hooligan. Thought you might be carrying something valuable. I think we should send for Patrick, don’t you, Mrs. O’Rourke?”

      Patrick McGee was Beatrice O’Rourke’s nephew and a member of San Francisco’s police force, as Beatrice’s departed husband had been. He was also Kathleen’s devoted beau, and Annie wasn’t surprised at her suggestion.

      “Isn’t he stationed past Van Ness?” Annie responded. “I don’t suspect his superiors would be pleased he left his post. But I do think that we should tell Mr. Stanley, our own patrolman, what happened. Mr. Chapman, could we impose on you again and ask that you go out on O’Farrell and look for him?”

      “Oh, Mrs. Fuller, is that necessary?” Laura agitatedly pushed the books and notebooks back into her satchel and held it to her chest as if it were a shield. “There is so little I have to tell him. I just want to forget about it.”

      Annie was torn. She sympathized with Laura’s desire to put the incident behind her, which was exactly how she would have responded if something similar––when something similar––happened to her, but she also felt that the younger woman wasn’t being completely forthcoming. She didn’t know Nate’s younger sister that well, having met her less than two weeks ago. But from the way that Nate had always described Laura, Annie would have expected her to be more angry than frightened, at least once the first shock was over. Her behavior made Annie feel uneasy. If only Nate were here. This thought prompted her to look at the kitchen clock. It was a little before six. Nate should be here by eight at the latest. Annie no longer scheduled clients for Wednesday evenings, since this was the one night Nate could routinely get away early enough from the law offices to see her during the week.

      She made a swift decision. “Laura, you don’t have to speak to Mr. Stanley. I will. In fact, why don’t you go on up to your room, and Kathleen will prepare a bath for you.”

      Laura visibly relaxed and smiled at her. “Oh, a bath sounds lovely. But I know it’s near dinnertime. I don’t want to be a bother.”

      Beatrice came up to her and patted her on the shoulder. “Now dearie, don’t you worry. There’s plenty of hot water in the stove’s reservoir; it won’t take a moment for Kathleen to fill the hip bath. Mercy me, half of the boarders who are home are standing right here in the kitchen, so’s none of them are going to fuss about dinner being a tad bit late. Besides, all I have left to do is the chops, and that won’t take but a moment. Now Jamie, my boy, why don’t you let your ma take you up to change out of those muddy pants, and you can tell Miss Minnie and Miss Millie dinner will be at quarter past. Dandy, our hero, can stay down here with me.”

      Annie’s heart warmed as she watched the older woman take command. Beatrice had first been a parlor maid in the home of Annie’s aunt and uncle, back when Annie was a young girl. Then she left service and became the respectable wife of a San Francisco police captain. When her husband was killed in the line of duty, she again returned to the O’Farrell Street house, this time as the housekeeper and cook, a position she retained when Annie inherited the house two years ago. She was in her late fifties, short of stature, excitable, opinionated, cheerful, and of unwavering good sense, and Annie loved her.

      Chapman, hearing the voice of authority, nodded to Mrs. O’Rourke and politely permitted Barbara Hewitt and Jamie to precede him up the back stairs. Kathleen went into the laundry room to get the tin hip bath, and Annie went over to Laura and put her arm around her. “You will feel more yourself once you have a bath and get warm. After you are done, you can join me in my room for a light supper. Before you know it, your brother will be here. I am sure you will feel better then.”

      “Oh, no. I can’t see Nate, not tonight. I don’t feel strong enough…he’d see…” Laura stopped speaking and gave a little shake, pushing her hair back from her face. She began to speak more calmly. “Please, would you tell him what happened? Tell him that I am perfectly well but that I retired early. I know how upset he will be, and I don’t feel strong enough to deal with reassuring him that I am all right. And I am; I’m perfectly all right.”

      Annie said she understood, which she did, having had her own difficulties telling Nate things she knew would upset him. But as she watched Laura leave the kitchen to go to her room, Annie couldn’t help but feel that Nate’s sister was anything but all right.
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        "Mrs. Upham Hendee, Business Medium, 207 Kearny street. Circles Tuesday and Friday evenings, Sittings daily." ––San Francisco Chronicle, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Wednesday, late evening, January 7, 1880

      

      

      “What the hell? Why would anyone…was she hurt?” Nate stopped, feeling like he had been punched in the gut. His little sister, attacked. He couldn’t breathe.

      Annie slid closer to him on the parlor settee and squeezed his hand, saying, “She’s fine. She will probably have a few bruises, but Kathleen who attended her at her bath reported that she didn’t see any cuts or swelling.”

      He put his other hand over hers, its warmth providing a small comfort. He took a deep breath and said, “Good, good. And this happened in the back alley? When?”

      “Yes, Nate. I told you. Laura and Jamie were coming back from school a little before five.”

      Nate thought about the thick fog he had waded through this evening on his way from his law offices to Annie’s house. How dark it had seemed walking the half a block up from where he got off the horsecar at Taylor. The alley would have been pitch black. He imagined how frightening it would be for his sister to have a man lunge out of the darkness at her.

      He felt a new spurt of anger. “It would have been dark by then; why the devil did they come the back way?”

      “Since he doesn’t have a front door key, Jamie is used to going that way when he comes home. Honestly, I would never have considered the alley dangerous before. Kathleen takes that route all the time when she leaves the house, and I do when I am planning on going south to Market Street.”

      “In the dark?” Nate realized how sharp he sounded, and he tempered his tone. “I mean, what kind of lighting is back there?” He knew questioning Annie’s judgment on safety issues would just get him into trouble, given their past history. But hang it all, this was his precious little sister!

      Annie stirred and pulled her hands away, fiddling with the small brooch at her neck. “The houses on each side of the alley do provide some illumination. However, I see your point. With night coming on, in the fog, I would probably not have chosen to go that way, and Kathleen is usually being escorted by Patrick when she comes home that way at night.”

      Nate sighed. “I suppose Laura wouldn’t have thought anything about going down a dark alley, since that is the condition of most country roads. Even San Jose isn’t that well lit, not like San Francisco.”

      “Jamie was very upset. Not just that it was his idea to go that way but that he ran ahead to the house, leaving Laura alone in the alley for a moment. He felt he’d failed to act the ‘gentleman!’ Sweet boy. Frankly, if he hadn’t gone right back to the alley, and Dandy hadn’t made a racket attacking the man, I am not sure the outcome would have been as benign.”

      The memory of Annie struggling last fall with an unknown assailant filled Nate’s mind, and he blurted out, “Do you think this had anything to do with the Framptons and what happened in October? Could the man have been after you?”

      Annie shook her head slowly. “I hadn’t thought of that. I don’t see why it would. Laura is taller than I am, and her hair is much darker, although in the fog that might not be obvious. Oh Nate, I would feel awful if she had a fright because of me! What are we going to tell your parents? I promised so faithfully she would be safe with me!”

      Nate pulled her into his arms and said, “Now, Annie. We don’t know that you were the target. I just can’t think why Laura would be. It was probably just some ruffian looking for a few coins. I imagine Laura is going to have something to say about whether we can tell my parents about this. She didn’t have any idea who the man was?”

      “No, she said she couldn’t see him because he grabbed her from behind, so she had no idea what he looked like or who he was. But…”

      Nate looked down at Annie, who was fingering one of his lapels, a mannerism he had come to associate with her when she was worried. When she didn’t go on, he said sharply, “What is it? Do you think she knew who he was?”

      Annie shrugged. “I don’t think so. I just felt there was something odd about her reaction. Of course she was shaken up, but I expected her to be more outraged. I guess I had built up this image from all you had told me about her, that she was fearless…”

      Nate chuckled softly, pulling her tighter. “Annie, my love, just because you are capable of facing down murderers and assailants with aplomb doesn’t mean every woman is as brave or as foolhardy as you are.”

      Annie laughed, turned further into his arms, and rested her head on his shoulder. As they sat entwined, Nate breathed in her distinctive spicy scent, rubbed his chin against the silk of her hair, and welcomed the comfort of having the woman he loved in his arms. He had met Annie Fuller last August, less than six months ago, when the death of one of his law firm’s clients brought them together. At first, he’d been confused by how attracted he was to a woman who flouted societal norms left and right. Annie was independent to a fault and an assertive advocate of women’s rights. She had even been educated in the masculine world of high finance by her father, a famous stock broker. Yet none of this had protected her from the financial ruin and death of her husband that had left her an impoverished widow, dependent on her in-laws back east.

      Two years ago, Annie had inherited this house in San Francisco, turned it into a boarding house, and created the role of Madam Sibyl, clairvoyant. She’d explained to him that, while she didn’t believe in the palmistry and star charts she used with clients as Madam Sibyl, this was the only way men would take a woman’s business advice seriously, and she needed the money to supplement the income she got from the boarding house. He pictured how she had looked as she defended herself, her cheeks flushed, her delicate chin thrust up, her brown eyes darkening with defiance.

      Nate had come to admit that some of the very characteristics that made him uncomfortable also made Annie more attractive to him. They were some of the very same characteristics she had in common with his sister, whom he teasingly called his little Susan B. Anthony. Annie was correct; he would have assumed that Laura would respond to a threat, particularly one by a man, by getting angry. But he wasn’t sure he still understood her; she’d seemed different over the holidays, more subdued than usual. That was, until she got the letter about coming to San Francisco. Then the old Laura had reappeared.

      He said, “Annie, do you think that Laura is hiding something? She didn’t write to me very often last fall. Normally, when we are apart, she writes about once a week, letters filled with all her doings and little enthusiasms.”

      “Oh Nate, from some of the things she has said to me this week, she didn’t feel her first teaching assignment went at all well. She might have been embarrassed to admit this to her big brother. At her age, you often think you are invincible, that you can do anything. Then you hit your first obstacle. It can knock the stuffing out of you.”

      Nate smiled, thinking of his first trial. What a disaster. Thank goodness his Uncle Frank had finally brought a new partner into the firm. Able Cranston was a first-rate defense attorney, and Nate had already had the opportunity to second him in two trials. He was learning a good deal that only practical experience, not law books, could teach him.

      Annie continued. “I felt like she was just getting her confidence back. Last night, she told me all about her students and new assignments she had planned. Then tonight, I saw her standing in the kitchen, huddled like a small scared animal. Well, I could wring the neck of that man, whoever he was, for doing that to her.”

      This image of Laura rekindled Nate’s anger. He pulled back from Annie and started to rise, saying, “Look, I need to see her. Make sure she is really all right. Maybe she will tell me more than she told you…maybe she has remembered something. Can I go on up to her room?”

      Annie stood up and put out a restraining hand. “Nate, no. She is probably already asleep. She needs her rest to be ready for school tomorrow. Don’t worry, I will look in on her before I retire.”

      “But what if the attack wasn’t random? I need to know what to do to keep her safe.”

      Annie squeezed his arm. “There isn’t anything you can do tonight. I have already spoken to Mr. Stanley, our local patrolman. He promised to start making the alley part of his beat, and Kathleen is going to get Patrick to find out if any other women have been assaulted recently in the area. And of course, none of us are going to use the alley at night anymore.”

      “But even if she stays away from the alley…”

      “I know. But we can’t keep her in the house like a prisoner. We don’t even know if she was the particular target of the man. Barbara Hewitt has already volunteered to make sure that she and Jamie always accompany Laura to and from Clement Grammar. Barbara usually walks with Jamie since it is on the way to Girls' High, so it won’t be a bother. I am sure I can convince Laura that it is best for none of them to walk home unescorted once it is dark, and David Chapman has offered to walk with them on Wednesday nights when Barbara has to stay late.”

      “David who? Oh, that’s right,” Nate said, as he remembered. “Chapman. I’ve met him in the hall a few times. One of your boarders. Tall, thin scarecrow of a fellow. What’s he got to do with this?”

      Annie told him about how Chapman had come down to the kitchen after work and then gone out and found Laura’s satchel. “He works for Mitcherson’s as a purchasing agent, makes a decent salary,” Annie continued. “From what Kathleen says, he is quite smitten by Jamie’s mother, Barbara, although there is no indication that she returns the sentiment.”

      “Ah, hence the offer to escort everyone home on Wednesday nights! Well, as long as he’s not after Laura. Mother is determined she meet and marry a doctor or lawyer. I think this is the main reason she agreed to Laura moving up to San Francisco,” Nate said.

      He looked down at Annie and watched the play of emotions across her face. He knew she would be upset by the idea that Laura’s primary motivation for coming to teach in the city should be to catch a husband. However, since Annie was being courted by Nate, a lawyer, she couldn’t really say anything about this without sounding insulting. He kept quiet and watched her struggle with how to respond. He had learned his lesson last fall, when his too-ready tongue had gotten him in real trouble. He had almost lost any chance he had with Annie. The past few months, they had slowly been moving towards a better understanding, and he didn’t want to do anything to disturb this new equilibrium. There it is, that smile. One of Annie’s most endearing qualities was her sense of humor.

      “Nate, you are teasing me! I can’t imagine your mother plotting any such thing. You’ve always told me how important it was to her for Laura to get an education and a profession of her own,” Annie said, laughing. “Besides, Laura just turned nineteen, much too early to be thinking about husbands.”

      Nate saw Annie’s smile disappear, and he wondered if she was remembering that she had been Laura’s age when she’d married. He didn’t know many details about her marriage, besides the fact that her husband had lost all of Annie’s fortune in the panic and stock market crash of 1873 and then committed suicide. Mrs. Stein, one of Annie’s boarders, had intimated to him that the marriage itself had not been a happy one. He wished Annie would be more forthcoming about her past, even though it made him jealous even to think of another man putting his arms around her or kissing her.

      Nate dismissed that thought and drew the now somber Annie back into his arms, saying, “You know, my dearest, I would be very glad to encourage her to think about anything, including being courted by some young doctor, if it would take her mind off of what happened this evening.”
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        * * *

      

      Laura heard the quiet knock on the bedroom door, and she hastily blew out the candle and scrunched under the covers. She could sense the door open as the light from the hallway hit her eyes, which she squeezed shut. Annie softly said her name, and then Laura heard the whisper of clothing and the door close, extinguishing the light. Annie had been true to her word and had gone down to see Nate without her. He was probably gone now, and she was safe.

      She’d been so afraid that if she saw her big brother, she’d spill out all her fears to him.

      Instead, she was here, alone in the dark, with those fears. Her fear she wouldn’t be able to sleep and would make a mess of her teaching tomorrow. Her fear that her parents would insist that she come home if they heard what happened. And the worst fear of all, that she might know who the man was who attacked her and that she might be responsible, in small part, for his rage.
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        "Miss Mayo, Medium. 327 O'Farrell––Sittings daily, 10 to 9 P.M." ––San Francisco Chronicle, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Friday afternoon, January 9, 1880

      

      

      Annie sat in the small back room that had been her Uncle Timothy’s private study on the first floor. She had taken off the wig of massed black ringlets, and she was massaging her temples. Closing her eyes, she breathed deeply, savoring the faint apple scent of her uncle’s pipe tobacco that still clung to the thick velvet curtains and carpet. She remembered him as a big bear of a man, with warm hugs and a cache of peppermint candies he hid in his desk, especially for his young niece. His desk was now stacked with the newspapers, almanacs, and correspondence that she, as Madam Sibyl, consulted in order to give advice to her clients.

      The last time she had seen her Uncle Timothy was fifteen years ago, when the telegram arrived telling of her mother’s death. He’d been the one to take her to the train heading south to her home outside of Los Angeles, and she never forgot the comfort of his arms. She had no premonition she would never see him or her aunt again, that her father would flee from his grief, dragging his twelve-year-old daughter with him all the way around Cape Horn to New York City. It was during that long ship voyage that her father introduced her to the mysteries of high finance, an education that continued even after she started attending the snobbish Ladies Academy in their new home. Every night for the next five years, they sat together, poring over year-end financial statements, local farm reports, weather forecasts, and transportation bills before Congress as he taught her how to use these disparate bits of information to predict the future prices of stocks and bonds.

      Then she had married John Fuller, a troubled young man who viewed her unusual talents as unwomanly and refused to take her advice. To make matters worse, when her father suddenly died, she’d discovered he had left all her assets in the hands of her husband, forcing her to watch helplessly as John gambled away her fortune and her future happiness, leaving her at the mercy of in-laws who blamed her for his subsequent suicide.

      Annie grimaced, impatient with such thoughts. At least her aunt and uncle had never forgotten their little niece, leaving this house to her when they died. In the past two years, she had been able to turn this legacy and the business aptitude her father had fostered into two separate sources of income, the boarding house and Madam Sibyl, earning enough so she would never have to be dependent on anyone ever again.

      Annie stood up and went to look at her reflection in the washstand mirror, chastising herself for once more going down the dead-end path of anger and resentment. As she carefully wiped the red off her lips and removed as much of the white powder from her face as she could, she repeated to herself that she had her house, her dear friends, and a man courting her who, miracle of miracles, respected her, despite her unconventional occupation and independent ways. She was happy now, and she needed to let the past be the past.

      Besides, this autumn she had discovered that being too independent could be equally dangerous to her well-being, a lesson that Nate’s little sister might need to learn. Annie was glad to see that Laura had looked rested this morning when Annie caught her in the hall before the younger woman left for work. Laura had skillfully avoided every attempt Annie made, last evening and this morning, to talk further about the attack on her.

      The clock in the study chimed the quarter hour, and Annie carefully pulled off the net she wore under her wig and re-pinned the strands of hair that had escaped from the coiled braid at the top of her head. Two years ago, when she first started her business as a clairvoyant, she had rather liked putting on the wig and makeup and speaking in a faintly foreign accent. She’d felt like an actress in a play, not a charlatan fooling people into believing she had gotten her ideas from reading their palms or casting their horoscopes. Then, about six months ago, she’d begun to feel uncomfortable with the artifice.

      Today, for the first time, she would meet with a client, Ruthann Hazelton, without assuming the role of Madam Sybil, using the excuse that the wig frightened Ruthann’s four-month-old daughter, Lillian. Last week, as Lillian squalled, Annie asked Ruthann if she could try not being “in costume” during their next meeting.

      The young woman had laughed and said, “Oh, what a good idea. Anyway, I don’t expect how you look has anything to do with the quality of your advice, and we both know that advice doesn’t come from the stars!”

      Annie gave her hair a last pat and turned to go into the adjoining parlor, wondering if other clients would be equally sanguine if she told them that clairvoyance or palmistry or their horoscopes had nothing to do with her advice, either. Well, one step at a time.
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        * * *

      

      “I am so frustrated, Madam Sibyl. I thought Mother Hazelton wanted me to take over the management of the house, including the ordering of the food and planning meals, but all she has done is complain. No matter what I do, it’s wrong.”

      Ruthann Hazelton was a tall, spare woman in her early thirties, with thick, wavy hair the color of deep mahogany, smiling brown eyes that were huge behind her steel-rimmed glasses, and a mobile mouth that was currently turned down. Her rosy-cheeked daughter gurgled and made a grab for her mother’s spectacles, immediately turning that frowning mouth into a smile.

      They were sitting in the small front parlor where Madam Sibyl met her clients. This room was Annie’s pride and joy, with its dark green curtains open to let in the pale winter light, wood-paneled cabinets filled with curios from a sea-faring ancestor, and small lace-covered tables holding bowls of fresh-cut flowers delivered daily by a local flower peddler. She spent most of her days here, meeting businessmen in the morning and late afternoons, offering them brandy from Uncle Timothy’s old crystal decanters while guiding them skillfully to financial success. From mid-morning to early afternoon, it was tea and some of Mrs. O’Rourke’s pastries that were offered to women like Ruthann, who had their own set of domestic concerns. This morning, a wood fire burned with a satisfying snap and crackle, and for once, Annie felt comfortable turning up the flames on the oil lamps scattered around the room. Today, she didn’t need shadows to add to Madam Sibyl’s mystery. Ruthann sat in a comfortable armchair across from Annie, a round velvet-covered table in between them.

      Annie leaned across the table to wave her fingers at the child. She noted with pleasure when the small olive brown eyes shifted and focused first on Annie’s waving fingers and then on her face. This time, the result wasn’t a startled expression followed by tears. Annie, without a wig, was clearly a more acceptable vision to the young Lillian.

      She sat back and said, “Ruthann, do call me Annie. That is my real name, Mrs. Annie Fuller. If we are going to banish Madam Sibyl’s wig, let’s get rid of her completely!”

      When Ruthann smiled, Annie said, “First of all, do you want to take over managing the kitchen with all it entails? Or were you doing it just to please your mother-in-law?”

      “Well, you know that Bertram and I lived in a boarding house until right before Lillian was born. Since I have boarded out my entire life, first at school in Colorado and then when I came to San Francisco to teach, I confess I’ve never had to take care of a whole house, much less direct servants or order groceries.”

      “Yes, but you haven’t answered my question. Is this something you are anxious to learn how to do now while Lillian takes up so much of your time? Did your mother-in-law even ask you to do more?” Having been over Ruthann’s relationship with her mother-in-law before, Annie suspected the answer would be in the negative.

      “I guess not in so many words.” Ruthann let Lillian encircle her index finger with her chubby hand. “But she’s started complaining about how tired she is. She made me feel guilty. And now that Lillian is sleeping through most of the nights and I am getting my energy back, I thought I ought to make an effort. I am going to have to learn how to keep house eventually.”

      “But is this something you would like to learn from your mother-in-law?”

      Ruthann responded with a chuckle. “Heavens above, no! I would much rather learn later, after she’s gone, when I won’t have to suffer her constant criticism. Bertram doesn’t care two hoots about a few late meals or if there aren’t enough meat courses or if the dessert cake falls flat. And you won’t mind, will you my sweet angel?” Ruthann kissed the wispy curls on the top of Lillian’s head.

      Annie leaned forward to stroke the baby’s tiny hand. Ruthann had come to see Madam Sibyl in the fall of ’78, full of despair after her second miscarriage. She was past thirty when she met and married her husband, Bertram Hazelton, an engineer employed by the San Francisco Gas Light Company, and she had wanted Madam Sibyl to forecast whether she would ever have a successful pregnancy.

      She’d said to Annie, “I just need to know. Before I met Bertram, I’d resigned myself to being an old-maid school teacher, never being loved by a man, never holding a child of my own. If I have to accept that my fate is to be childless, so be it. I’ve so much to be thankful for already. But it isn’t fair to my dear husband to keep putting him through this. He frets so over my health.”

      Of course, Annie hadn’t been able to give Ruthann the answer she wanted since Madam Sibyl wasn’t really clairvoyant. What she could do was give her sympathy and some simple advice. First, she had used her examination of the lines in Ruthann’s hands as an excuse to ask her questions about her past, her present, and her hopes for the future. As Annie had discovered with others, Ruthann found a level of peace just from being able to spend an hour every week talking to someone else about her problems.

      Concluding that Ruthann was bored, which gave her too much time to worry, Annie encouraged the former elementary school teacher to get involved with some charitable enterprise. Ruthann went on to help with the children living temporarily in the home run by the Ladies Protection and Relief Society. Later, when Ruthann again became pregnant, Annie suggested she not tell her husband until she had felt the baby quicken, since her previous miscarriages had occurred before the fourth month. This way, he wouldn’t drive her to distraction with his fears.

      Whether it was a coincidence or not, after following Madam Sibyl’s advice, Ruthann successfully carried the baby to term, and now she swore the $2 weekly fee she paid for Madam Sibyl’s advice was the best investment she’d ever made. In turn, Annie had become quite fond of Ruthann and was glad that the arrival of little Lillian hadn’t ended her visits. Until her experiences this past fall with the mysterious Maybelle, Annie hadn’t spent much time with children, yet she found herself distinctly drawn to the young mother and her child.

      Annie watched Ruthann jiggling Lillian on her lap and brought her attention back to the matter at hand, saying, “Again, if you don’t really want to take over running the house now and your mother-in-law didn’t ask you to do so, what is it you really want?”

      “I want her to leave,” Ruthann stated with such vehemence that Lillian’s little face scrunched up, and she gave a tiny cry. Deftly distracting her child by shaking a small rattle, Ruthann went on. “Oh, Madam…Annie, that sounds so selfish. I do appreciate that Mother Hazelton’s help permitted me to devote myself to this sweet little bundle these first months. But my own mother, God rest her soul, always said, ‘You should go along as you want to get along,’ and I want to be responsible for my household as well as my child.”

      “When she was invited, was there a definite time set for her to leave?”

      “Invited! We didn’t invite her. She invited herself, and Bertram didn’t feel he could say no. Although I don’t think he had any idea she would stay on so long.”

      “They had a close relationship?” Annie asked.

      “Mother Hazelton says they did. And I guess since he still lived with his parents in Chicago well into his early thirties, she has a reason for thinking so. She has two older daughters, but they married years ago and moved away from Chicago; one is in New York, the other Atlanta.”

      “Bertram’s father is deceased?”

      “Yes, he died about two years ago. Bertram does say he was close to his father, who was also a mechanical engineer.”

      Lillian began to fret, and Annie found herself rising and holding out her arms for the restless child. Ruthann handed her over willingly. As Annie took Lillian, she was amazed at how sturdy the young child felt, despite her small size. Lillian leaned back as if to check out this new giant who was holding her, and Annie instinctively put her right hand behind the baby’s head, which still tended to wobble, tightening her grip with her left arm. Lillian blew a bubble and then jerked forward to nestle her head against Annie’s shoulder. Carefully pulling the baby blanket around the child and breathing Lillian’s sweet milky scent, Annie felt a fierce ache fill her chest.

      Until very recently, she’d never experienced a strong desire to be a mother, even during her own failed pregnancy. But what if her own miscarriage hadn’t been caused by the shock of her father’s death? What if she had inherited some essential barrenness from her mother who had only conceived one child? Did she dare tell Nate of her fears? Would that change the way he saw her? Annie began to rock Lillian side-to-side, as much to comfort herself as to comfort the child.

      Ruthann began to speak again. “I don’t want to give you the wrong impression about my mother-in-law. When Bertram and I married, she sent a lovely letter telling me how pleased she was her ‘darling boy’ had found his life’s companion. And she couldn’t have been more delighted when Bertram wrote to her about the impending birth of her newest grandchild. When she first arrived, even though we hadn’t invited her, everything was fine. She was an enormous help in the weeks before and immediately after Lillian was born. It’s only been these last few weeks that she has become so critical.”

      “Can you think of what may have precipitated her change in attitude?” Annie asked.

      “No. I have wracked my brains over the change. Did I say or do something wrong? Did Bertram?”

      Annie rubbed her chin over Lillian’s soft curls and said, “Have you asked your mother-in-law how long she is intending to stay?”

      “Not directly. Bertram has hinted. He asked her if she isn’t missing her friends back in Chicago. She was very active in her church, and she doesn’t seem at all pleased with the Lutheran minister at St. Mark’s.”

      “Is it possible she is just tired? How old is she?”

      “She is in her early seventies, although she seems in remarkable health. But if she is tired of helping out, why doesn’t she go back home? She has plenty of servants. She brought her own lady’s maid but left a butler and a housekeeper back in Chicago.”

      Annie was reminded of one of Madam Sibyl’s other clients, Mrs. Crenshaw, whose daughter and grandson were visiting from Iowa, glad to escape the cold and snow of the Midwest in winter. Maybe the answer was that simple.

      Annie walked back over and sat down, continuing to cradle a now-quiet Lillian against her shoulder. “Could Bertram’s mother not want to go back to Chicago yet because it is the dead of winter? Maybe she is afraid that if you do take over all the housekeeping chores, there will be no excuse for her to stay.”

      Ruthann’s expressive face turned pensive, then she frowned. “She has said a number of times how the warmth of the mid-day sun has eased her arthritis. She won’t even hear any complaints from Bertram about the fog. Says his blood has gotten thin. Now that I think about it, I expect she might be finding running our house, with only the cook, one maid-of-all work, and a part-time laundress, pretty exhausting. I just feel churlish. If that really is the explanation, of course she can stay as long as she likes.”

      Annie thought for a moment then shifted into the decisive tone she recognized as Madam Sibyl’s, saying, “I would advise you, after consulting with your husband, to ask your mother-in-law if she would please agree to stay until the end of March. This gives you a definite end to her visit, but she will feel good that you want her.”

      “Yes, I can do that. I know Bertram will agree. He really does love his mother, but he could see I was becoming unhappy.”

      Annie continued. “Since she has sufficient income to travel, tell her she is welcome to visit again, next summer, to escape the extreme heat and humidity of that season. It will be easier for her to part with her precious grandchild if she knows she is going to be able to see her at regular intervals. Finally, tell her that you have discovered you just aren’t up to running the whole house by yourself and ask her if she could continue to help out with the meal planning. You can then take up some of the other household tasks if you wish or talk to your husband about getting some temporary help.”

      As Ruthann exclaimed over Annie’s advice, exploring different ways to broach the subject with her husband and her mother-in-law, Annie saw that Lillian’s eyes were closed fast, the impossibly long dark brown lashes etched against her cheeks. Surely it would be worth the risk of another loss if it means the possibility of holding my own child in my arms someday?
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        "MONTGOMERY'S TEMPERANCE HOTEL, 227 and 229 Second street; six meal tickets, $1: board and lodging per day, 75c to $1; by the week, $4 to $5: lodging per week, 75c to $2; nice single rooms, $1 25; baggage free." ––San Francisco Chronicle, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Saturday morning, January 10, 1880

      

      

      Laura relished the feel of the sun on her face as she and Barbara and Jamie turned northeast onto Market Street. She had already learned that the unexpected gusts of wind that funneled down the city streets could be bitingly cold at this time of year, so she welcomed the wool scarf Mrs. Fuller had pressed on her as she left the house. The quiet concern she’d seen in Annie’s eyes had almost undone her resolve to keep her suspicions about the attack to herself, but she needed to talk to Hattie first. In just a few minutes, they would be at Second Street, where they would turn south a block to Mission Street and Hattie’s boarding house. Her companions would continue on to the Ferry Building to watch the ship traffic in the Bay, evidently one of Jamie’s favorite pastimes. The Grand Hotel on their left, with its four stories of ornate arched windows and cupolas, looked small and old-fashioned compared to the Palace Hotel across the street, which was taller, longer, and more streamlined in its proportions. Laura marveled at the sheer magnitude of traffic on Market. Hansom cabs, carriages, and men on horseback wove around heavily loaded wagons, and pedestrians darted past moving vehicles to make it to the center of the street where the Market Street Railway horsecars plodded along their tracks. Even on a Saturday morning, the bustle of commerce rang in her ears, and the sheer energy of the city began to lift Laura’s spirits.

      Thursday had been awful. A sleepless night anxiously going over every detail of the assault, looking for evidence to refute her suspicions, left her tired and irritable. Her class of over forty students required enormous energy to keep quiet and attentive, but she had learned the hard way that if she didn’t find the right balance between discipline and encouragement, she would spend the rest of the term making up for the mistakes she made in this first week. She had handled the incident when one of the boys “accidentally” dropped a bag of marbles all over the classroom floor and given a stern reprimand to the students who hadn’t done their assigned work. But she had also ended the day with the students laughing at her spirited reading of Carroll’s poem, “You Are Old, Father William.” Not surprisingly, she was completely wrung out by the time she got home.

      Friday had gone more smoothly. She slept better, and walking to work with Barbara and Jamie began to feel routine. She was able to recall all the students’ names, which obviously pleased them, and everyone had their homework assignments completed. Even the weather had improved and was sunny and warm at noon when Laura nipped across the street to Foster’s Drugstore for a few necessities. She’d barely made it back to school in time, entranced as she had been by the array of choices Foster’s offered in tooth powders, hand soaps, and headache remedies. One of the advantages of living and working in San Francisco was going to be its shopping opportunities, and Laura knew that she would have to be careful not to spend all her earnings. At least she had been able to save money this fall, since the pokey country store near her school contained nothing to tempt her.

      She hoped she would get Hattie to come out with her today to shop in the City of Paris dry goods store. Just a block north of Market on Montgomery, it would be an easy walk from Hattie’s boarding house. As soon as she saw how smart and fine most of the teachers at Clement dressed, she’d promised herself she would have a new dress made. Besides the brown wool suit she had worn all week and the royal blue polonaise she was wearing today, she didn’t have any dresses fit for public wear. She certainly had no desire to be seen by her students or fellow teachers as some country mouse. Miss Minnie and Miss Millie Moffet, the odd, elderly seamstresses, had offered to sew something up for her if she got the material. Annie’s maid, Kathleen, seeing Laura’s hesitation in accepting their offer, whispered that they were much in demand and they had made the beautiful navy outfit Annie Fuller wore when she visited the ranch after Christmas. Yes, shopping with Hattie seemed just the thing to take Laura’s mind off of her worries.

      “Have you gotten to know any of the other teachers yet?” Barbara Hewitt asked, breaking into her thoughts.

      “Jamie’s teacher, Miss Chesterton, was quite nice about introducing me around the teachers’ room and showing me where the supplies are kept. I gather that she transferred to Clement this fall but that she has been teaching in the San Francisco schools for over twelve years. She speaks highly of Jamie. You must be proud of him.”

      Barbara laughed. “He does know how to ingratiate himself with his elders. I’ve had to caution Mrs. O’Rourke and Mrs. Stein not to spoil him too much. But he is a good boy.”

      Jamie wandered down the sidewalk in front of them, looking into the store front windows, oblivious to their conversation.

      After a moment, Laura said, “I wondered what you could tell me about Miss Della Thorndike who teaches the normal teacher training classes at Girl’s High. I got a note from her yesterday that said she wanted to meet with me on Monday to discuss having a student do her practice teaching work in my classroom.”

      “Miss Thorndike has taken over the normal class this year while Mrs. Kincaid is back east. Usually, she shares the duties with me for English literature and composition. Everyone speaks very highly of her. She has a long career as a teacher in all the grades. Before she came to San Francisco and started teaching at Girls' High, she taught briefly at the New York Freedonia Normal School. I assume that explains why she was chosen by Principal Swett to take over the normal class. Jamie had one of these practice teachers last year. Since Clement Grammar is only four blocks from Girls' High and it has all seven grades, it has been designated the main teaching school.”
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