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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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“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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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 PIONEER PASSAGE, the next installment (Book 3) 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 chapter of FRESH NEWS STRAIGHT FROM HEAVEN by Gregg Sapp, award-winning fictional glimpse of the real-life character of Johnny Appleseed.
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“Having been covered so often in children’s literature, here finally is an ‘adult’ version of the Johnny Appleseed folk tale... an entertaining and insightful look at an important and somewhat overlooked chapter of American history, and a fine contribution to American historical fiction.” ~ Jim Barnes of the Independent Publisher
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To my band of hardy travelers, thank you for your love and support. May we continue to grow in number.
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​Chapter 1 – When We Get Behind Closed Doors​
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Sing Sing, New York, February 1852

“Ouch!” Startled by a loud thud, Cornelia Rose pricked her finger on her needle. Tarnation that smarts, she thought, tossing her darning egg, with the stocking still dangling over it, onto her table and putting her finger in her mouth. What urgent matter shatters the blissful quiet of this late morning?

Bang, bang, bang!

Mercy! It sounds like a foot hitting the door. Nellie sprang to the entry hall and opened the heavy front door. The posterior of a workman greeted her. Bent over a large object, the man backed his way into the newly created opening, tracking snow and mud from his dirty work boots onto her rug.

“Mercy! What in the world...?” asked Nellie, forced to step aside, and flatten herself against the wall, as the man, followed by a large piece of furniture, and a second red-faced man with bulging biceps, passed in front of her.

“Es machts nichts, it doesn’t matter.” Her mother’s authoritative voice floated over the velvet upholstery, and the two men who carried it, to Nellie’s ear squashed against the wardrobe’s door.

“I have purchased this settee designed by the acclaimed Prussian furniture maker, Julius Dessoir....” Mrs. Gertrude Entwhistle’s stout figure filled the doorway at the tail end of the men holding the sofa. “It complements the carved rosewood armchairs you inherited from your Aunt Elizabeth Dowling. Consider it my little gift to the newlyweds.”

“Another gift among so many?” Nellie extended her arm to hug her mother, but the woman charged through the alcove so briskly the gesture became a mere pat on her shoulder.

Nellie followed her into their formal room. “I do so adore the carved birds and flowers that adorn the sofa’s lavish Louis XIV’s form,” she gushed. “What a stylish parlor you have helped me fashion around our extravagant marble fireplace.” Nellie forced herself to ignore the trail of dirty footprints and admire the intricately wrought figures in the curved rosewood back and arms of the sofa.

“Now you simply must purchase the sideboard and étagère to complete the suite,” proclaimed her mother, arms crossed, scanning the bare walls of the parlor.

One of the workmen leaned, adjusted the carpet under the couch and straightened, a groan escaping his lips.

“Mr. McNamara,” cried Nellie. “What ails you?”

“Jist me back,” he said in his thick Irish brogue, a smile lighting up his broad, wrinkled face. “‘Tis a occupational hazard, ‘tis.”

“I have just the thing! Tarry a moment, please.” Nellie ran to the larder, shouting, “Midwife Rafferty and I have perfected the recipe for a poultice curing muscle strain: mustard seed stirred into rye and boiling water.” She was back in a whirl of petticoats and handed him a neatly wrapped white parcel.

“You must dip this entire packet, bound as it is in the linen, in boiling water, just until it is warmed through. Apply it to the aggravated area,” Nellie prescribed.

Mr. McNamara took it with his thanks. “I know’d from t’ moment I saw ye, a wee colleen, hanging around t’ diggin’ o’ t’ Croton Aqueduct, way back in ‘42: yer were a Lady and there warn’t no flies on ye. Sure n’ begora, I could tell ye had t’ markings. Ye must be the apple o’ yer proud fadder’s eye. Right capable ye are.”

Nellie blushed and gave a little curtsey. “Give my best regards to your wife, and that whole brood of McNamaras you call your children. I fondly recall, I was there, assisting Midwife Rafferty, when the last one of them was born.”

“Mebbe not the last,” laughed Mr. McNamara.

Nellie’s blush deepened at his implication. Quite the droll rogue! The men turned to leave, wiping their feet on the doormat on their way out.

Nellie laughed out loud.

Her husband, Obadiah, appeared in the open doorway, glanced at the retreating deliverymen, wiped his feet, and approached the parlor. He greeted both women with a perfunctory kiss and fixed his look on the sofa, his aspect betraying disapproval.

“To whom do we owe the debt of gratitude for this marvelous piece of furniture?” he asked, forcing a smile on his face.

“I decided you simply must have a Dessoir settee to create the appropriate ambiance in your parlor,” proclaimed Mrs. Entwhistle.

Obadiah took her hand and bowed over it. “My gratitude is yours. We will be the most fashionable newlyweds in town. A luxurious sofa in our humble abode will cause the entire dwelling to aspire to further greatness.”

Mrs. Entwhistle looked confused, but Nellie laughed.

“Mutter, you must acclimate yourself to Mr. Wright’s sense of humor. There are few men in Sing Sing, nay few men in the whole metropolis of New York, as witty as my new husband.”

Now it was her mother’s turn to look disapproving.

Obadiah quickly tried to make amends. “You and Mr. Entwhistle have graced us with truly a most generous gift. We shall cherish every moment spent reposing on such a fine piece of furniture.”

Obadiah coughed. “I have but a short time for my noon repast....” He bowed and turned toward the hallway. “If you will pardon my hasty retreat to the kitchen?”

“Tarnation!” said Nellie, picking up her voluminous skirts and scurrying past her mother into the kitchen.

“Be mindful of your vocabulary, Cornelia. Have you still not broken yourself of that vile habit? ‘Tis a word most unsuitable for the lexicon of a woman of your upbringing....”

Nellie gave her mother a quick but enthusiastic hug and a warm kiss on her way past.

Mrs. Entwhistle called, “I shall see you anon at Mass on Sunday. Do not neglect the sauerkraut for our family dinner—cooking it is your responsibility this week. We anticipate twenty-two, not counting Agnes’ new little one, of course. Be sure to simmer it until the cabbage is soft and succulent—not crunchy! The last time our menu included your sauerkraut, it was a bit too al dente for my liking.

“And mind, do not forget we depart for the theater promptly at noon on Saturday next. Good day to you both!”

In the kitchen, already ladling oxtail soup, Nellie risked further disapproval from her mother by shouting, “Fret not, Mutter, I shall comply with your detailed instructions. Toot-a-loo!”

“Cornelia, do not corrupt the French expression á tout á l’heure, or I shall not desire to see you at a later time. Gott im Himmel, God in Heaven....” Mrs. Entwhistle’s retreating voice found its way back to Nellie’s kitchen.

Nellie shrugged and took her seat at their small kitchen table, chattering away as she and her husband enjoyed their noontime dinner.

Suddenly, Obadiah pushed back his chair and declared, “I will not have our treasury frittered away on a matching suite of parlor furniture made by anyone, Julius Dessoir notwithstanding.” He paused at Cornelia’s thunderstruck look.

“Come, come, my dear bride, do not look so deluded. I am merely cognizant of conserving funds for our newly booked and ticketed honeymoon.” Obadiah’s face lit up with a huge grin.

Nellie shouted and leapt into his arms, bumping into the table, sloshing soup everywhere. Her surprise and joy erupted in fervent kisses.

“Come, come,” said Obadiah again, but this time with an entirely different tone in his voice. He disentangled himself from her arms. Nellie opened her mouth to protest, but Obadiah laughed. “I simply defer to the more practical side of my nature.” He tapped his head. “If you carry on in this passionate manner, my subject of communication shall be wiped clean from my mind, and replaced by a subject of an entirely different nature.”

Nellie blushed bright crimson, but Obadiah did not notice, for he had taken her by the hand and led her to their newly acquired couch.

“We depart Thursday next,” he began.

“But what of your obligations to Judge Urmy?” Nellie interrupted.

“I have arranged for a sabbatical of two weeks’ time,” Obadiah rubbed his hands together with satisfaction. “To begin, I have booked tickets on the Hudson Day Line for a luxurious and leisurely cruise up your beloved Hudson River, to the flourishing capital of our fair state, Albany. At this destination....”

“How long do we stay?” interrupted Nellie again.

Obadiah laughed, and playfully clamped his hand over her mouth. “You are teasing us both with your constant interruptions. May it please the court, I continue?” he looked at her with mock severity. “I promise I will quickly sketch our agenda and then permit you free rein to pepper me with all the inquiries you can contrive. Interrogate me to your heart’s content. Here, look at the dossier I have prepared; you can see it is quite specific.”

Nellie examined the paper covered with Obadiah’s fine penmanship as he pointed out each delightful detail.

“People’s Line day cruise up the Hudson River, on the New World.” Obadiah moved her finger to the next line.

“Two nights stay at Albany’s finest: The Mansion House Hotel, en suite breakfast, dinner, and dancing.” He tapped the next line.

“Item three—sight-seeing in historic Albany—including a tour of the Orange Improvements. At six o’clock on the nose, we set sail, returning south on the most well-appointed and opulent of the Hudson Night Line Ships the Daniel Drew. This is the crown jewel of shipbuilder Thomas Collyer. Anticipate if you will, dining in the finest of restaurants, dancing the evening away to the music of a superlative band, retreating for a moonlit view of the Adirondacks, only to retire in the grandest suite money can buy, as we steam toward New York City.”

Nellie pressed her lips against Obadiah’s cheek in delight.

“How is it that our fare is a mere fifty cents for our northward journey, and we travel up the river on the People’s Line and return on the Hudson Night Line, you may ask? Why the now infamous Supreme Court case decided by our scholarly and constitutionally discerning Mr. Justice John Marshall enabled this convenience. Brilliantly argued by the great orator Daniel Webster himself, on behalf of Mr. Gibbons, and of course Mr. Cornelius Vanderbilt, Gibbons versus Ogden holds that New York State had no authority to grant a monopoly of shipping rights to Mr. Ogden. Transport, and verily navigation itself, on the mighty Hudson River is interstate commerce, regulated solely by Congress. Therefore, my dear Lady, the free market reigns. The price of our ticket has been reduced, due to the fierce competition for passengers, and we are free to buy one-way tickets without fear of pecuniary penalty.”

Nellie, bursting with pride over this display of her husband’s acumen and knowledge, exclaimed, “Your facility with the law is as impressive as your perspicacity! For this, my husband, I commend you with a single, laudatory kiss.” Nellie kissed Obadiah on the cheek and jumped up to curtsey low in front of him.

At his surprised look, she burst out laughing and sat down on his lap. A flurry of excited kisses followed, Nellie sprinkling them all over his face, and finishing with a nibble on his ear.

“I warned you,” growled Obadiah, kissing her fully and passionately on the mouth.

Nellie giggled, kissing him back.

A second later, the precious itinerary thrown carelessly on the floor, Obadiah swept her into his arms and carried her to their bedroom.

“Mercy! What of the agenda?” whispered Nellie into his neck with a laugh.

Obadiah, laughing, responded by licking her ear and slowly sliding his tongue down her neck. He whispered, “My humble apologies, Madam. Howsoever, I have just become aware of a situation that takes precedence over any and all outstanding agendas. Protocol simply requires it be elevated to the top of the list.”

Unwilling to resist the delightful shivers running down her spine at his touch, and the fire flaming in her soul, Nellie reclined on the bed and turned her full attention to the passion welling within her.
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​Chapter 2 – No Ordinary Love​
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Sing Sing, New York, March 1852

Nellie removed her boiled wool cloak and tossed it on the Dessoir sofa. Thank the Lord I took my heaviest cape.

“The wind whipped up the Hudson River, thrilling me with white-capped waves, chilling me to the bone.” The joyful lilt of Nellie’s voice bounced off the ornate stone of their grand fireplace as Obadiah, kneeling in front, worked to ignite the kindling. “It is quite fortuitous that my brother Patrick, captain extraordinaire, commanded the helm, for surely our craft would have tossed and turned in the wind all the more with a lesser sailor steering.”

“A most chilling temperature for this time in March, I do concur,” responded Obadiah in a chipper tone, as he bent to his task. “Most unusual that we shall require a fire for our evening repast.”

“Mayhap it is due to the dearth of heat in the house, empty for two nights while we luxuriated at the Astor House and hobnobbed among the elite at the theater. Most gay socialites are we,” said Nellie. Mercy, I am weary! But what an excellent adventure we just concluded.

“The next time we overnight in The City in March, we shall stay at the Saint Nicholas,” Obadiah said, routing in the kindling by the fireplace for a large log. “I read an advertisement in this morning’s paper touting that fashionable establishment’s central heating. The inventive system’s pipes force warm air from a central boiler into every guest room.”

Nellie smiled her agreement. “Although,” she said, with a coy expression on her face and moony, love-filled eyes. “There is no warmer or cozier feeling than two people under an eiderdown in a chilly room watching the last embers of a fire dwindle.”

Obadiah laughed, with a low, masculine sound that made Nellie’s knees wobble. He turned to her and winked. “Come to think of it, you are correct, our passion generates a fair amount of its own heat.”

Nellie blushed, the knee wobble turning into a toe tingle. Giggling, she changed the subject. “It tickles me when I contemplate our last night’s evening entertainment. The Niblo Opera House! How grand.” Nellie waltzed over to her husband and practically sang her effusive praise. “My handsome Mr. Wright hosts a sumptuous meal, at an intimate table for two, in the fine dining refreshment hall of the Niblo Saloon. After a most tasty and satisfying repast, I am treated to the theater’s finest entertainment.”

Parading around the room, Nellie paused and lowered her voice to a whisper for better dramatic effect. “Is this fine lady seen at an Italian opera? No. Mayhap an evening of song with famous singer Jenny Lind, or perhaps the more conventional tones of the Hutchinson Family Singers? No. Only the highest society has the sophistication and taste required to appreciate the entertainment we viewed: a comedic burlesque.” Nellie laughed out loud, and plopped down on the couch in a most unsophisticated, vaudevillian manner.

“Shhhhh!” Nellie picked her head up off the couch, put her finger to her lips and leaned forward to again whisper. “Do not tell Mutter the grand Niblo Opera proffered a farce instead of an Italian Opera!” She sank back down, the merry melody of her laugh overlaying the crackling of the now roaring fire. “We were party to a travesty, in all its bawdy grandeur.” She shook her head. “Mutter will deem it a most inappropriate form of evening entertainment.”

Obadiah rose and in one long step, pulled her up from the couch and folded her into his arms. “I must make one fact certain in your mind.” He drew his eyebrows together and assumed a very serious expression.

“Whatever troubles you?” questioned Nellie, pulling back from his embrace.

“Comedy and humor are never inappropriate!” He threw back his head and laughed. His arms tightened around her. “Cornelia Rose, life is full of joy and mirth with you, my fair Lady.” He kissed her with such ardor Nellie felt the now familiar tingles and thrills running from her lips to her nether regions. Obadiah looked her in the eyes. “Wherever in the world we are, I find my refuge in you,” he said, tucking her stray hair behind her ear and sliding his fingers tantalizingly down her neck.

“We are right here....” Nellie smiled back up at him. “...in our cozy new home.”

Obadiah leaned in, planted a kiss on her nose, scooped her into his arms, and carried her into their bedroom.

“What of the fire?” whispered Nellie. “All your hard work for naught.”

“Later,” Obadiah whispered in her ear. “We shall return to its dying embers. The fire, having done its duty, will have warmed the room, making the perfect venue for you to appear, wearing naught but your green velvet robe....”
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“I could wear my gingham dress,” offered Nellie. Her sisters, Anastasia and Agnes, her friend Augusta, and even her mother shrieked in alarm.

“Gingham is never appropriate on a honeymoon tour, neither day, nor especially, night,” counseled Augusta, her fashionable friend.

“Especially in June,” seconded Anastasia, with a frown. The ladies sat in Nellie’s parlor, working on their embroidery.

Cornelia’s mother voiced her opinion. “You simply must have the dressmaker concoct two new dresses for your honeymoon trip. You’ll need a more fashionable day dress for travel. I cannot abide the thought of my daughter traveling on the People’s Line dressed in gingham, much less the thought of being observed in a theater box in The City in a reworked gown.

“Furthermore, for the ship’s evening of dining and dancing, as well as for the dancing at Coney Island House, you must have new apparel, wrought in silk,” Mrs. Entwhistle decreed.

“Pshaw, such extravagance. New silk is far too costly. I must learn the art of husbandry, commencing immediately. I can make do with re-trimming my organdy,” Nellie stated.

“Tsk, tsk, these are not the standards I raised you to uphold. Your sister’s husband has managed to keep her finely and stylishly dressed, in spite of the strain on the pocketbook engendered by their new baby.” Mrs. Entwhistle’s speech strayed from direct to hurtful.

“Mutter!” exclaimed both Agnes and Anastasia.

Agnes said, “My husband, Mr. Long, has been employed by the United States Army as a civil engineer. Mr. Wright should aspire to such a skilled profession.”

Leave it to Agnes’ acid tongue to worsen the affront!

Anastasia attempted to salvage Nellie’s feelings. “My fiancé, Professor Searle, is an exceptional scholar. He has long been established at West Point, where we shall be standard bearers of polite society for the young minds we help shape. You must not hold Nellie to this same standard.”

Further insult? Nellie sat stock still, in the middle of her well-appointed but small sitting room, spirit crushed. This poor defense has cut even more deeply than Mutter’s original slight. Through tightened lips she said, “My husband is currently a prodigious provider, with boundless expectations for his future potential. Furthermore, I shall be stylishly dressed, in my organdy russet gown, with reworked sleeves. And I shall thank you all to say no more about it.”

Nellie glared at them defiantly. Mrs. Entwhistle leaned over and gave Nellie a hug. “I meant no disrespect to Mr. Wright. I am merely trying to ensure your attire reflects our family’s criteria for proper apparel. When I was young, I permitted meines Mutter to assist me in presenting myself to the world in a well-tailored manner, and I do wish you would permit me the same pleasure.”

Her three companions nodded and exclaimed in agreement.

Nellie softened. “Goodness, of course,” said Nellie, hugging her back. “I would welcome your aid.”

Her mother beamed.

“But there must be no further barbed insults, or I shall simply wear my organdy with its old sleeves!”

All the ladies laughed.

“Do not deceive yourselves that a solitary moment of laughter provides a facile and full resolution,” said Nellie, glaring at her sisters.

“Prithee forgive me, Nellie,” said Anastasia, wringing her hands. “I do get quite flustered when Mutter makes an imperious command. I lack the facility with our language you possess! I must confess I often blurt words I do not quite mean in the heat of a moment, only to find they are quite un-retractable.”

Nellie laughed at this sister’s display of remorse. She jumped out of her rocking chair, embraced Anastasia, and stared at Agnes.

Agnes just sniffed, and bent over her mending. “You must concede I remain exceptionally well dressed, in spite of having only recently ended my confinement.”

“Ach du Liebe,” said Nellie. “Your baby is over two months old.”

“You shall soon see how difficult it is,” said Agnes, wagging a finger at her. Nellie let the subject drop, knowing full well Agnes had deliberately diverted the conversation to avoid apologizing for her dig at Nellie’s husband.

Her friend Augusta spoke up. “Tsk, tsk. A re-worked dress? Of organdy? It must be silk! Organdy may suffice for the theater, but at the Coney Island House resort, you will need an appropriate silk evening dress for dinner and dancing.”

Mrs. Entwhistle agreed, “Donning organdy reveals a lack of comprehension of convenances.”

A thundercloud rose on Nellie’s face. She opened her mouth, but before she could speak, all three of her companions and her mother offered her their own silk dresses. Nellie looked confused.

“Cornelia,” said Agnes. “Do not be prideful. Augusta has had her honeymoon, wearing fine gowns specially made for the purpose, gifts of her relatives and friends. I have several silk gowns from my trousseau I shall not wear now that I am a mother. Anastasia is working on her hope chest as we speak; yet her wedding date is not yet set. Allow us to share our bounty and rework these treasures for you. We happily extend the kindnesses performed for us.”

“Do not be so wasteful!” Augusta appealed to Nellie’s practical side. “But for you, these fine silks could languish in a dark wardrobe awaiting an occasion which may never present itself.”

“The moths shall be the only ones to enjoy them,” seconded Anastasia.
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Nellie’s hand, plying a needle, arrested its path.

She sighed and looked out the window, contemplating the Hudson River while she automatically resumed stitching the hem of her new sleeve. Her small, but well-built, house on lower Broadway in Sing Sing offered her a different perspective from her childhood view out her garret window in the Entwhistle’s large house on Main Street. From her sitting room, her panorama swept past the trees on Colonel McAlph’s estate to the Upper Dock, across Miss Van Wyck’s more modest home, all the way to the side of the massive, architecturally intricate Brandreth factory building.

But she almost never dwelt on the landscape. Her gaze was, more often than not, drawn to the river. Today, the storm that helped push her brother’s sloop on their return from The City still gusted, churning the river into choppy little waves. White caps atop brown muddy waters; not the most alluring look of this vista, she giggled. But ‘tis far cozier than the frozen palate of icy blues and greys visible just over a fortnight ago. Further, the gay colors of the many ships’ brunt of flags brighten the dreariness of the day and the pre-spring landscape. Is there a more picturesque view in all the world? The retreating late afternoon sun warms a golden swath across the breadth of the river, and emblazons its beauty in my heart, she mused as she blinked in its bright, shimmering light.

“Tarnation! Again?” She pricked her finger and searched in her sewing basket again for her missing silver thimble. It was stuck inside a knot of thread. She slipped it on. Eureka! Even if I do close the barn door after the horse has left its stable, she thought. My silver thimble shall protect me from the tiny clouds in a life full of silver linings.

What a marvel to be Mrs. Obadiah Wright, honeymooning with my sweetest of hearts, in the bosom of my hometown surrounded and supported by my loving family. Life is grand! Just as I always dreamed, working together for our common good by day... passionate kissing and wedded bliss at night. She finished her thought with a blush, a tingle of desire rising from her toes, even though, with his varying schedule, Obadiah might not be home for several hours.

Wedded bliss. She sighed again, and bent over her stitching, adjusting the new gas light sconce near her chair, to better see the tiny stitches in the final rays of the pale March sunlight.

The front door opened, introducing a gust of wind. In two steps, Obadiah was at her side, scooping her into his arms, burying his head in her neck, whispering, “My longing for your sweet lips edged me to despair!”

Nellie giggled, trying to keep her needle from jabbing him in the ear. “Do tell! You tasted them at luncheon.”

“Too long ago,” said Obadiah. Nellie let her stitching drop as he carried her to the fancy sofa and covered her lips with kisses.
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​Chapter 3 – Sailing​
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Hudson River, New York, June 1852

The day dawned grand and glorious.

It seemed the whole town assembled to send them off on their honeymoon. When the New World docked, Nellie had both family and friends embrace her, wishing her a bon voyage, and congratulating Obadiah again on their marriage. ‘Tis our wedding day revisited. Some dear friends and relatives even folded bills into her hand saying ‘for a souvenir’ or ‘enjoy a luncheon at a riverside café’.

The three long blasts sounded, warning that the steamer would set sail in ten minutes.

“All ashore that’s going ashore,” called the First Mate. Straggling passengers intending to disembark now scrambled to the gangway, juggling luggage and parcels.

In a whirl of suitcases and confetti streamers, the happy couple boarded the gangplank and waved their way on board.

VOOT! VOOT! VOOT! Three short blasts foretold their impending departure. The crew onboard retracted the gangplank as dockhands on the pier cast off the lines. Nellie and Obadiah watched from the main deck rail as their waving family and friends grew smaller and smaller.

The ship swung north. They steamed ahead, easily overtaking some smaller boats. The nautical reds, blues, and yellows of the small crafts’ flags waved cheerfully as they passed, and some captains even dipped their colors or the burgee in a quick salute.

“West Point, Newburg, Poughkeepsie, Kingston Point, Catskill, Hudson and Albany! We shall visit every picturesque pier and village lining the shore on the river route. The stops shall be a quick tour down memory lane—revisiting my many childhood trips up and down this watercourse,” said Nellie. Wearing a big smile, she leaned over the rail and felt the water’s spray kiss her face.

“We shall not disembark at West Point,” growled Obadiah.

Nellie turned a pleasant pink at the remembrance of her various courtships and forays to the Military Academy. Especially the perambulations on Flirtation Walk. Mercy! My band of beaus: Otis, Magruder, Baker. Heavens! The cadre of cadets! Now my sisters’ unions with two more cadets, Searle and Long add to my memories of this place, strung together like little pearls of bliss over my heart. Nellie sighed, the picture of happiness.

Lawrence Simmons Baker, that incorrigible Southern romantic, she reminisced. Merciful heavens, ‘tis good to know the corps of them now dull someone else’s conversation.

Nellie ran down the gangway to her favorite perch at the bow of the ship. All her life she had chosen to ride at this spot. The allure of the mighty river gripped her. She raised her head, feeling the wind and the spray, riding the rise and the fall of the bow, becoming one with the journey. Her husband, after attending to their luggage, dutifully took a place at her side, smiling indulgently.

Nellie appreciated anew the familiar beauty of the mountains, forests, and towns that rose on either side of the ship as they made their way north. So familiar, so dear, this precious landscape. Yet, each time I observe this panorama, I discover something new. I shall cherish this scenery my entire life; how ever could one tire of it?

The clattering of a train suddenly broke the rhythmic swish, swish of the tide swirling beneath them and the soft hissing of the steam engine. Nellie started, eyes straining to see the ship’s competitor for travelers. There’s the culprit—rattling and clanking through the hills on the west side of the river, despoiling the natural beauty and calm of the scenery around me. The noisy locomotive belched a steady, ugly black cloud as it labored and pulled its load through the Hudson Highlands. If this be ‘progress’ we are far better served by suffering less convenience.

The steamer turned into the first half of the S-curve of the river, signaling Nellie that West Point wharf was just around the next river bend. As the ship churned toward the landing point, Nellie felt a surge of excitement. The noise from ship’s lines thrown by the sailors, then caught and made fast, clanked in Nellie’s ears as she gazed at the all too familiar landing and spied the beautiful woodland path dubbed Flirtation Walk.

Suddenly, a crimson tide of embarrassment flooded her as she recalled Obadiah’s remark about West Point.

She saw the antics of her younger self and her behavior through Obadiah’s eyes. ‘Tis mortification in the extreme, to relive my selfish and saucy behavior through the lens of my current principled standards and maturity. Mercy, the sheer number of my courtships deepens my humiliation. Shameless! I shall strive to forever subdue my former outlandish behavior and henceforth only comport myself with the greatest, and gravest, dignity.

She touched Obadiah on the arm, determined to put her young, selfish past behind her. “Perhaps now is the moment to make a foray below deck and peruse the amenities of the ship,” she said.

Obadiah smiled at her, reading her acquiescence to his desires on her face. They retraced their steps along the gangway and walked through the hatch.

“First, we must register with the purser,” said Obadiah, patting her hand as she glided through the passageway into a large room.

Nellie examined her surroundings, delighting in the architectural details of the luxurious quarterdeck, which sported a grand staircase to the main deck, a baggage room, and the purser’s office. I have perused many a ships’ hull, yet none so pleasing as this truly well-appointed interior. They chatted with other passengers and confirmed that their luggage was safely aboard—their day-case in their stateroom and the rest in the baggage room.

As soon as they cast off from the West Point quay, Nellie returned to the bow on the main deck. The incoming tide shall speed our journey north. No matter how dignified, elegant, and restrained I become, my sensibilities revel in the sensation of a spritz of spray on a sail up the river.

It was only after enjoying the fresh air of a still-salty breeze from the brackish water, and the wooded greenery of the shoreline through several more stops that she noticed her stomach rumbling. After a twenty-minute stretch walking the pier at Newburgh, Nellie’s stomach insisted she find the dining room for their midday meal.

They entered the interior of the large ship once again through the hatch to the quarterdeck. Nellie ascended the grand staircase, remembering her best posture and most dignified bearing, to the boiler deck while Obadiah retrieved something from their luggage in the hold.

Nellie caught her breath at the sight of the main saloon on the boiler deck. “This most indubitably earns the moniker ‘floating palace’!” she exclaimed. The steamer’s recent renovation produced spectacular results; the main saloon now occupied not one deck, but two.

“Mercy, regard those majestic Gothic columns,” Nellie instructed as Obadiah again appeared at her side. “They buttress quite the architectural design. Moreover, the two-level grandeur of this main seating area affords both tiers of private day parlors a view of its splendor.”

“Truly imposing,” agreed Obadiah. “In addition, the engineering is quite clever. The columns encase the masts of the ship, running from the bottom of the hull though the superstructure. The construction is a feat of modern ingenuity as well as a thing of architectural beauty.”

Nellie located their private parlor on the lower level, noticing it was the balcony’s width larger than the ones above. “Mercy, Obadiah, such extravagance from the gentleman who deigned not expend money on a matching Dessoir étagère to compliment our settee,” she teased. “I fail to comprehend the rationale for this expenditure. The ship’s parlor provides only fleeting comfort, whereas the Julius Dessoir étagère would grace our home forevermore. Moreover, I am quite sure, in such an elegant ship, reposing in the main saloon should be quite satisfactory.”

“Cornelia, we shall sail approximately twelve hours on this leg of our journey.” Obadiah drew her into their private day parlor. He slid his hand from her elbow to her shoulder and then slowly walked his fingers along her bare skin up to her neck. The fingers left a trail of electric tingles that shot into her heart. She blushed. Obadiah leaned his lips closer and whispered, “This voyage is our honeymoon. There is a certain amount of affection I wish to express to you, which society dictates shall not be displayed in public....”

Nellie barely registered the meaning of his words; she was so heady from the sensation of his seductive whispering in her ear. Obadiah kissed her and she grasped the necessity of a private parlor.

Afterwards, as she inspected all the amenities of the room, Obadiah said, “Come, I have reserved us a table at the window for luncheon in the upper saloon.”

Right in the middle of enjoying her fine dish of mutton, Obadiah leaned across the table and picked up her hand. Surprised, she put down her fork and met his gaze.

“Cornelia Rose, my sweetest of hearts, I present you with just a small token of my love and esteem.” He smiled at her, opened his other hand and revealed a small blue box.

“Mercy, Obadiah! As if this trip was not pampering enough. Honestly, you shall spoil me yet,” laughed Nellie. She took the box and lifted the lid. A beautiful mother-of-pearl inlaid pendant on a necklace of gold gleamed at her. She looked at Obadiah, speechless, with tears in her eyes.

“The finest charm the renowned jewelry store of Tiffany, Young & Ellis offers,” he said, taking the box, and pulling out the necklace. She leaned forward, and he wrapped it around her neck. It hung just above the beautiful silver brooch of intertwined flowers he had given her last Christmas. She fingered the charm in wonder as he grinned at her. “Your silver brooch shall no longer be lonely!” he teased.

A quartet of musicians strummed their instruments in the far corner of the elegant room. The music filled the saloon. Nellie, smile beaming, feet tapping, thought her joy would overflow and spill from her eyes.

Their voyage was filled with strolls on the promenade deck as singing quartets and wandering musicians provided a musical backdrop for their sightseeing from the ship’s rail.

Almost before she was ready, the steamboat nudged the dock in Albany. In a flurry of activity, passengers scampered to and fro, assembling their baggage and hand luggage, readying to disembark. The sailors threw the ship’s lines to the deckhands, who held firm, and tied them fast to the shore-side chocks.

The crew extended the gangplank. It nosed out and landed ashore with a bang as the engines cut and the steamboat heaved up and down in the water it had made choppy.

“Last stop, all ashore,” sang out the First Mate and the passengers scurried toward the gangways.

It was a far greater scramble to assemble luggage than Nellie anticipated. She was relieved when all of their cases were collected and entrusted to a bellman from their hotel.

“Come,” said Obadiah, extending his elbow to Nellie. “‘Tis far too fine an evening to take a carriage the short distance to our historic Mansion House Hotel.”

“I would enjoy a moment to adjust my gait back to the unnerving stillness of terra firma,” agreed Nellie.

Obadiah nodded. “If you don’t mind a slight uphill incline, ‘tis just a short walk to the center of town.”

Nellie gazed around, up and down the streets, orienting herself. “I located the State House, finely situated on the brow of the hill. It seems to afford a fine destination for an evening’s perambulation. Howsoever, I do confess, after being spoiled by the majestic and imposing architecture of buildings in New York City, my first glimpse of the capitol reveals a building of some extent, but no grandeur.”

Obadiah smiled and squeezed her hand. “My experience of the lack of stateliness of the state building forces me to agree with your astute observation. Howsoever, let us stroll down the streets of our eminent state’s brilliant capital and appreciate the proffered amenities.

“Lest you think I expect you share my tremulous excitement at the thought of walking the same paths as our most luminous statesmen, Benjamin Franklin, Alexander Hamilton, Aaron Burr, and John Jay, just to name a few, our sightseeing lens shall consider far more breadth than merely the political realm.”

Mr. Wright’s extensive list of statesmen alone belies that statement. Nellie giggled to herself, but she smiled her thanks.

“I do hope I can infect you with a modicum of the thrill I feel, as a man qualifying to stand before the bar and practice law, upon walking these hallowed streets.” Obadiah’s excitement was palpable. “Through the city of Albany, one of the oldest cities in our nation, we shall encounter the very origins of our law. Its 1686 charter confers it seniority to even New York City. Ambulating here, I step with reverence. In these august streets ‘I tread in the footsteps of illustrious men in receiving from the people the sacred trust confided to my illustrious predecessors.’”

“My word, you quote the inaugural address of our Eighth President and fellow New Yorker, Martin Van Buren. Brilliantly done!” exclaimed Nellie.

“Cornelia, how is that speech known to you?” asked Obadiah, eyebrows raised in astonishment.

“A harsh and demanding teacher at Sing Sing’s Mount Pleasant Military Academy tasked my brother Jerome with reciting that great oration. While he struggled for weeks committing it to memory, laboring in my presence, I inadvertently took it to heart along with him,” she answered, looking up into his eyes.

“My learned beauty,” he whispered into her neck, kissing it gently.

Nellie blushed and tingled. How truly seductive: to be admired and appreciated for both my God-given comeliness, and my knowledge.

Obadiah cleared his throat and stepped back a half step. “Somehow in your presence I lose my sense of public decorum.” He paused, visibly trying to remember what they had been discussing.

“Hopping horsefeathers... yes. Let us not forget another native son—our sitting President, Mr. Millard Fillmore. His footsteps I shall follow exactly, as I fulfill my last requirements to join other New York attorneys at the bar.”

With a demure tone to her voice, Nellie replied, “May I be as worthy an aide in the completion of your studies as Abigail Powers Fillmore was to her law-learning husband. What great heights she helped that ‘farm boy’ attain!”

Obadiah grinned.

The grin encouraged Nellie to continue. “I would be remiss if I did not apprise you: you have already walked the same streets as President Fillmore. Are you acquainted with the intelligence that, at the age of fourteen, Mr. Fillmore’s father apprenticed him to Benjamin Hungerford, a cloth maker and miller in Sing Sing’s neighboring town of Sparta? Many a Sing Sing resident swears that, unhappy with his lot there, the future Mr. President frequented the cemetery where you and I picnicked last year. Rather than applying himself to making cloth, Mr. Fillmore lounged in that calm bucolic setting, reading and learning far more than he did at his apprenticeship.”

Nellie interrupted herself with a merry laugh. “Although, Doctor Brandreth, first citizen of Sing Sing and our current New York State Senator, swears President Fillmore actually spent his free time across the road from the cemetery at Jug Tavern.” Nellie covered her mouth with her gloved hand and her laugh changed to a giggle.

“You are a veritable font of knowledge, my love.” Obadiah squeezed her hand.

He stopped walking and turned Nellie around to face himself. “On a more serious note, my list of statesmen and luminaries promenading these streets also includes my own father, Silas Wright, Jr. Fourteenth Governor of our fair state, United States Senator, state comptroller, Congressman, nominee for the vice-presidency of James K. Polk.... By the sword, his list of accomplishments stretches almost endlessly.” Obadiah bowed his head and paused for a breath. “A herculean legacy for a son to emulate. Howsoever, his most important one, revered father, may someday soon be attainable.”

Nellie blushed furiously at the innuendo.

“Cornelia Rose, I am your husband.” Laughed Obadiah. “No need for maidenly modesty with me!”

Nellie smiled, still blushing, and decided to side-step the subject. She slipped her small, gloved hand into his, and squeezed it tight. “What a fitting tribute you offer him, my loving husband. A fine son, bringing joy and honor to his father.”

Obadiah pinched his nose, coughed and straightened. “Now, I remind you, I do not intend to limit our purview of the capital to exploration of its political hot bed roots. I shall allow that passion of yours for history to percolate through our sightseeing. We shall explore the historic Dutch district, view the sights of the Old City, and discover buildings harking back several centuries to the time the town was named Beverwyck or even before, to its birth, begotten from Fort Orange.”

Nellie clapped quietly, eyes shining. “Politics, history, entertainment; it does make a girl’s head spin fast and furious, like a spinster working a spinning jenny!”

“But no spinster shall you be for the prevailing occupation surrounding and predominating all of these daily events shall be our tender and amorous romance.” Obadiah smiled down upon her. At that moment, Nellie’s foot caught a crack in the cobblestone, and she lurched into Obadiah’s chest. “Exactly, my love,” he said into her hair. “Never stray any farther from my arms.”
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​Chapter 4 – I’m in Heaven When You Smile​
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Coney Island, New York, June 1852

The rays of the early morning sun over the eastern shore lit her familiar hometown shoreline with a rosy glow.

“Just breathtaking,” Nellie said to Obadiah. They both waved as they sailed past their home docks of Sing Sing. Nellie heard the familiar blast of her father’s tugboat, the Gertrude, sound a muffled greeting.

“Goodness, could that whistle be intentional? I wonder if my brothers Patrick or Jerome, or even Papa, saw our ship? They have surely seen our itinerary and realize we are due to steam by at this exact moment!” exclaimed Nellie.

“That dedication to their kinfolk’s well-being is the very warmth, the very essence of familial love,” agreed Obadiah. Nellie slipped her hand into Obadiah’s and he squeezed it. She smiled, basking in the glow of her family’s love. Thank you, Lord, for this blessing, she prayed.

“The thought never occurred to me before, but I wonder if, with all the ships my father and his company built, Mutter took umbrage that the only one he named after her was a work barge?” she asked Obadiah.

He raised his eyebrow and said, “I’ll be a cocked hat if your mother didn’t crow like a rooster with pride at that honor. Yessir, I’d wager if your mother were truly vexed, she would rumble like thunder until the church bells rang out the news.”

Nellie giggled in appreciation of his wordplay. “A beautifully aired double entendre. I so value your adroit tongue! To proffer a sentence where both the literal meaning of ‘church bells’ and the figurative—gossiping women—make sense to the ear. How droll.” She squeezed his arm, charmed by his cleverness.

They strolled in happy harmony for a moment, and then she changed the subject. “After dancing the night away, and luxuriating in our stateroom during its waning hours....” She counted the indulgences on her gloved fingers. “...This glorious morning, punctuated by the call of the tugboat is the pièce de résistance to this adventure,” Nellie said, leaning her head on his arm.

“The day is only beginning, my Rose,” said Obadiah leaning his lips into her hair and kissing it. “Many new adventures await.”

Nellie smiled in anticipation.
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“Duck!” shouted Obadiah. Nellie bobbed her head down, shrinking into her shoulders, waiting for a blow.

Obadiah laughed.

Nellie looked up, and her laughter joined his. To her relief, Obadiah just teased. High above her head, the iron cast lining of one of the great arches of the Croton Aqueduct Bridge sailed over them. They were almost in Manhattan.

“I am still rather inordinately proud of this aqueduct, lo these many years later,” said Nellie, looking up at the arches of the great bridge as the boat steamed under one with a larger span, specifically engineered for easy passage of the largest steamships. “Furthermore, I am grateful to be sailing under the conduit, rather than through it as did those six men on the Croton Maid, testing the original flow of the reservoir’s water.”

Obadiah beamed at her. “Once again, your command of a subject is inspiring. I expect to be dazzled with your further knowledge of this engineering feat later, during our land journey across Manhattan Island. I planned our agenda to include a visit to one of your favorite spots: the Murray Hill Reservoir and Distributing Tank.”

Nellie, forgetting her resolve to maintain a restrained and dignified manner in public, threw her arms around her husband and squealed, “The wonder and joy of this adventure never ceases!” The passengers around them smiled, and exchanged knowing glances.

A short coach ride from the Hudson River Line’s 22nd Street pier brought them to the extension of Fifth Avenue in Murray Hill. Nellie bolted out of the carriage and ran to the entrance of the distributing reservoir. The Egyptian Revival style façade encasing the retaining wall contained a stairwell.

Her pace mounting the stairs was so brisk she fairly burst onto the promenade on top of the wall. “I marvel that Papa had a hand in constructing this reservoir, from overseeing the physical labor to participation in design of the whole system. New York City’s water was polluted with the fetid matter of its own sewage systems in the 1840s. The fires and cholera of the 1830s were linked to an inadequate supply of fresh water. This innovative clean water system has fairly eradicated cholera.” Nellie smiled at Obadiah, who listened with interest.

“Since the aqueduct’s completion, The City expanded exponentially. Yet the Croton Aqueduct has kept pace. Through its inventive masonry-enclosed structure, its gravity feed system sends a constant stream of fresh potable water forty-one miles from the Croton River into the heart of New York City.”

Nellie continued her narrative, twirling her parasol as they strolled along. “Papa was particularly proud of the novel mixing of hydraulic lime and mortar, creating a material that, once it sets, is impervious to water. That material lines the aqueduct tunnel and forms the walls upon which we now stand.” Nellie shook her head. “My wonder at this edifice continues. We are perched upon the hollow walls of the reservoir’s structure. On top of the world, privileged to view The City laid out before us.”

The pair stopped on the south side of the promenade to observe the busy downtown view. The neighborhoods below teamed with activity.

“Civilization at its finest.” Nellie smiled as she gazed down on the familiar scene.

Strolling arm in arm, they stopped frequently to observe various details of the activity occurring below them. When they reached the west side, the view of a construction site surprised Nellie.

“What new wonder sprouts before us?” she asked.

“A marvelous exhibit is to open in The City,” informed Obadiah. “I read of it in the morning paper.”

“Do advise of the details,” requested Nellie. “I overlooked that story.”

Obadiah smiled. “I do believe you were rather absorbed in the theater review section.” Nellie blushed.

“‘Tis not meant as a chastisement; I acquiesce to your well-established passions,” Obadiah said. “Perhaps you recall the hullabaloo and acclaim of the Crystal Palace in London in 1851?”

“My word, yes! The exhibits at the Crystal Palace spawned many a stimulating conversation with my male kinfolk. My brothers waxed just as eloquently as my father on the industrial wonders displayed at that exposition,” Nellie replied.
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