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  Dedication





  To Boston with Love!




  Author’s Note





  



  Historians are overly kind writing about some figures while overlooking others who are just as deserving of recognition. This work of fiction provides a brief look at several historical characters that have gone largely unnoticed, such as Loammi Baldwin, Manesseh Cutler, Deborah Samson, and Joseph Bartlett. The available historical information about these men and women was used as a starting point. From there, it was “elaborated” what the person might have been thinking or feeling in their fictional journal entries. This book attempts to capture their spirit through the writing style of that period. Please take the time to read about these and other lesser-known historical personalities. But note that other characters mentioned, such as Uriar Baldwin, Sarah Baldwin, and Elezear Austin, are strictly fictional.




  
Introduction: For Those Who Came Late to the Story.





  



  Author’s Comment: The young ladies who star in this story wanted a chance to introduce themselves so let’s give then that opportunity:




  “Hello, I’m Olivia Plymouth. I’m in my early twenties, and my favorite saying is ‘No need to thank me.’ Some people may remember my first adventure and mystery in Northeastern Brazil (Book #1 Brazilian Quest). When I’m not working behind the scenes at fashion shows, I run the Better Colors Fashion Consultants in Seattle, Washington. It is a small firm with two very dedicated employees. Along the way, I met my love, Richard Jackson. He is now a geology professor and mountain climbing club advisor at a local college. While in Brazil, I started having some mysterious dreams. Next thing I knew, I was trying to solve the mystery of a family which had been separated for sixty years. Eventually this triumphant story made the front page of the local Brazilian newspaper. I do hope that something exciting happens while I’m now in Boston.”




  “Hi, I’m Rose Plymouth. I work as a Product Manager at the Moyo Corporation. It is a telecommunications company in Boston. I also met this great guy named Charles Johnson. He’s an art critic at a Boston paper. Soon, we will be getting married. I’m so happy!




  My baby sister Olivia is always leaving out some few crucial facts when she tells her stories. Now back to what happened in Brazil. It is so like Olivia to want all the glory. Her boyfriend went nuts there after chomping down too many energy bars. And she kept both Charles and I doing all kinds of research to track people down. We were really the ones that got the key clues to solve the mystery. Anyway, see you all soon at my wedding. Did I mention how happy I am?”




  




  Chapter 1: Day 0 (Tuesday): A Hallway Conversation.





  



  It was an unusual lazy Tuesday April afternoon. For those at Better Colors Fashion Consulting, this was a nice break from what had been two weeks of nonstop activities. An interesting conversation was taking place in the hallway between the offices and the meeting room. At a fast pace and no time to take a breath, Olivia had just finished explaining her agenda and travel plans to Boston. Sally Lennox, who was the office manager and also acted as Olivia’s surrogate grandmother, stood there in amazement. Once again, Olivia had planned to squeeze way too many activities in a short period of time. Even by an over achiever’s standards she was going overboard. Sally cautioned her by saying:




  “Olivia, look at your final schedule. How are you going to do it all and live to see another day? Already, you have your sister’s wedding and the Boston Marathon. And now you just accepted a whole day at the Boston Fashion Designers Institute – meeting students, speaking on a panel, and accepting an honorary award.”




  “And I know she’ll find time for a mystery to boot. Or maybe one will find her.” Tommy Loomis chimed in with a wide smile. He really enjoyed his great boss and the convenience of living so close to his work. He did much of the customer-facing activities and also behind the scenes work to make the company a success.




  Olivia said with defiance and much confidence “You don’t believe me. Of course I can do it all. Mystery included if need be.” And she looked like she could, starting now.




  While Olivia continues to convince her fellow employees that she can successfully manage her time, let us briefly review her story so far.




  Olivia was born during late winter in a thriving Boston suburb. Some think she arrived early just to be part of the spring fashion sales. She was born to caring parents who also had active work lives. Her mother, Esmeralda was an editor for a children’s magazine. Her father, Kenny was an archaeologist. Somewhere along the line, he discovered that researching fantastic and often controversial theories paid well. Although looked down by his fellow scientists, his ‘hobby” took him all over the world and he usually took his family with him. The girls showed their talents early: Rose liked to tear down and rebuild things. Olivia was fascinated by colors and spent hours mixing them. This led to her making unique and intricate designs. Her reputation and thirst of knowledge became well known. At age 15, she became the youngest student ever at the Mount San Real fashion consultant program. She worked harder than the other students and graduated summa cum laude, with highest honors, at the age of sixteen. Despite her glorious record and tremendous potential most employers shied away from hiring someone so young. But Sarah Pride of Pride Consulting looked past Olivia’s young face, seeing her drive and accomplishments, and in a bold leap of faith hired her. Olivia then moved to Toronto to work for Pride Consulting. It was her first real paid job in the fashion industry. Olivia stayed there until she was 20 when she decided to strike on her own by founding a consulting company in the untapped Seattle/Vancouver area. Better Colors Fashion Consulting was thus born. Sally Lennox was hired at the end of the first year. Even though this was Sally’s first job in many years, she brought a lively atmosphere and a sense of purpose to the small firm. Tommy Loomis was hired almost from the start and was capable of handling the mountains of details needed to make each client a successful venture. He was also thrilled that his new job was almost next door to his home.




  Sally, Tommy and Olivia continued to talk until it was time to close shop. Olivia locked the doors not knowing that another mystery would soon find her.




  




  
Chapter 2: Day 1 (Wednesday): A Surprise Airport Welcome





  



  One topic guaranteed to get a Bostonian talking is the weather -- which was always changing and unpredictable. April mornings were either the scene of nonstop rain or snow storms in Boston. Today it was a driving rainstorm. Through the storm, the capable pilots of Flight 84 from Seattle to Boston made progress to their eventual destination. They landed through the clouds traveling over the water to arrive on one of Logan Airport’s many runways.




  Sometime later, Olivia and Richard entered the terminal holding hands. Over Olivia’s right shoulder was her signature oversized handbag. They were not expecting anyone to meet them. Olivia’s parents were not supposed to arrive from Indonesia until next Sunday. Her father, Kenny Plymouth had been researching whether the first inhabitants to the Indonesian archipelago were originally from East Africa rather than India or Burma as popularly believed. Her sister Rose and her fiancé Charles were busy with wedding pre-arrangements. So once entering the terminal from the jet bridge, Olivia was very surprised to see a tall, skinny, woman in her 50s nervously holding a sign with her name.




  The woman was dressed formally for an evening dance rather than an airport greeting. She often glanced sideways to see if she was being watched. She was visibly shaking while holding the sign.




  Olivia was filled with great curiosity but hesitated before talking to her. This unknown visitor was clearly not a threat. She also was not into current fashions either. Maybe someone was playing a prank on her. Richard was looking at her with anticipation. What was she going to do? Will she walk away as he hoped? In the end, her curiosity outweighed her caution and she walked towards the sign and said “Olivia Plymouth. That’s my name. What can I do for you?”




  “Oh, I’m so glad it is you Olivia. I feel that we are old friends after your sister has gone on so much about you. You are even prettier than she described.”




  Olivia had a half-smile on her face. “Oh that’s it. This was Rose trying to get her back for something in their childhood. If she only wasn’t getting married, I’d give her a word or two.”




  The woman continued: “Let me introduce myself. I’m Alanna Baldwin. I live here in Boston. I retired this year from being a product manager at the Kura Corporation.




  I met your sister Rose at a women’s professional group. She is so interesting and lively compared to the other self-important types that attended. And she’s so very happy about her upcoming marriage. Somewhere between meetings, she told me about her trip to Brazil and how both of you had helped solve an old family mystery.”




  “I was so excited when I heard this. I didn’t tell your sister at the time, but I have an old family mystery as well that needs solving. I was so thrilled that you were coming that I decided to come greet you at the airport. Your staff in Seattle told me your arrival time.” (Olivia immediately made a mental note to scold her staff when she returned to the office).




  Olivia’s thoughts were racing. Did she REALLY have the time and energy to get involved with another mystery? After all, she had a busy schedule and was mainly here for her sister. But the lure of another chase was too much for her. She smiled at Alanna, touched her wrist for reassurance and said: “I would love to hear more. Is there a place we can sit?”




  Richard acted as if he had swallowed poison. His face was turning bright red and contorted with agonized frustration. He just wanted to get away -- fast. His thoughts raced back and forth: “How could she? HOW COULD SHE? We haven’t even picked up our luggage and already she is making plans. These plans would take time away from the two of them being together. That time that he so cherished always seemed to slip away somehow by unpredictable circumstances.”




  Before Alanna could say another word, Richard spoke quickly. “Olivia, I’m going to pick up our luggage and head to the hotel. I’ll meet you there.” He then abruptly left.




  Olivia was torn. She knew Richard was upset and feeling hurt. Badly hurt. And in front of her was a woman who had a real honest mystery to solve. Olivia sighed and reluctantly said to the nervous woman. “I’m so sorry. But I had promised my boyfriend no mysteries this trip. We spend so little time together as is. But do leave me a card and I’ll give you a call.”




  Alanna was disappointed but understood and gave her a card. “I do hope that you call and take this on. Best of luck with him” And Alanna slowly walked away with a heavy heart. She might even have been crying. Olivia then rushed up to her and whispered something. Alanna smiled and nodded.




  With that over, Olivia took the escalator down to the ground level. A group of anxious people was eagerly awaiting the appearance of the remaining luggage. Richard had all but two bags. He looked up and saw Olivia. He didn’t have time to react as she lunged forward to give him a hug.




  “Richard darling, I am so thoughtless. I just like keeping things busy in my life. Well, maybe I am too busy. I took three time management courses and still have trouble getting it all in.”




  “Remember when, I took that mountain climb where I met you as a guide. I’m always trying to challenge myself. That’s the way I am. These mysteries are another mountain to climb. To me, the exciting part is the climb, not the finish on the mountaintop.”




  But I want to share my challenges with someone. That is someone that I care a good deal about. I’m hoping that’s you. Is it?”




  Richard reflected for a moment. “What I love about you is your energy and determination. In all the climbs that I guided on Mount Rainier, I have never seen someone try so hard with all that much heavy gear on. The odds were against you but you didn’t give up. I don’t mind the mysteries. That’s part of what you are. I like the fact that you never forget me. I always get an email, a page, a call or telegrams saying that you miss me.”




  “But I am jealous wanting to spend as much time with you as possible. It has been great since I moved closer and started teaching. We now see each other at least two or three times a week instead of once a month. I was hoping we’d find some quiet time this trip and get a chance to talk and maybe watch a few clouds go by.”




  “If you promise me you’ll find some quiet time for us, I’m OK with you investigating this mystery. Who knows, maybe it will challenge me as well. Oh my, here are our last two bags. I’m going to grab them.”




  Richard snatched them from the luggage carousel. He turned around. Looking at Olivia’s eyes reflecting so much love warmed him and softened his heart.




  “Thanks dear. I’m so lucky to have such an understanding love. I won’t break this promise. We WILL find that quiet time.” And she paused “Err…I have to make a phone call for our lunch appointment.” Richard looked puzzled, “what lunch appointment?” Olivia gave her patented half-smile “Well now that the mystery is on, we are going to meet with Alanna to learn more.” She gave a squeal of delight “I can’t wait!” Richard nodded his head in disbelief and laughed. Only Olivia could quickly switch gears like this. “I guess the climb has started,” he thought to himself.




  




  
Chapter 3: Day 0 (Tuesday): A Reluctant History Lesson





  



  This historical flashback gives us a glimpse of things to come, preparing us for Olivia's mystery adventure that follows:




  Loammi Baldwin is known today for the tasty Baldwin apple that he discovered and evangelized (his name is pronounced as Lo-Am-Mi). He also played a part in some Revolutionary War battles. Other roles included scientist, author, cabinetmaker, signer of Massachusetts paper money, and engineer of the Middlesex Canal, which ran all the way from Boston to Lowell, Massachusetts. If visiting North of Boston, you can follow in Loammi Baldwin’s footsteps – by seeing parts of the canal, visiting his family mansions, and touching a monument to the Baldwin apple. And don’t forget to visit Baldwin, Maine which is named after him.




  All but forgotten is Loammi’s first cousin – Uriar Baldwin. He made a modest living as a furniture maker. For ten years he was married to Sarah Lewis Baldwin. They had no children. If not found at work, Uriar spent the rest of his time with his childhood and only friend, Elezear Austin.




  Uriar was a victim of his emotions, which caused him not to be well liked. Somewhere in his life, his whole existence became consumed with his jealously of his cousin’s talents. Whatever it took, he was going to outshine his cousin. His plan took shape in 1781. This was a busy year for the young nation of America: -- Los Angeles is founded, General Cornwallis of the British army surrendered in Yorktown. And the precursor to the U.S Constitution – the Articles of Confederation is ratified. In short, it was a time of high risks, higher expectations, and new rules to be tested. The American “experiment” was now underway.




  Uriar loved the young country and the Commonwealth of Massachusetts where he lived. Somehow, he always thought of himself as a writer. So during this important year, he decided to write a book containing selected journal entries of those with Massachusetts ties. He would be among the first to capture the American daily life and be immortalized. Given his limited budget, it would be about no more than three people:




  Manasseh Cutler was a local minister who seemed active in all sorts of activities of a philosophical, education, and scientific nature.




  Deborah Samson, often misspelled as Sampson, was a public school teacher and indentured servant. To support her family, Deborah was sold off to work for another family. She did this from age ten until she was eighteen. Just imagine if you or your friends had to do this today. Later, she stirred attention by leaving the Puritan religion and joining the Baptist church. All sorts of rumors are now flying about her recent activities as well. These rumors even made it to where Uriar lived north of Boston.




  Joseph Bartlett. The first lawyer of Woburn that also was a Captain in the militia, cynical poet/playwright, Harvard College graduate, Maine politician, and charter member of Phi Beta Kappa Society. Eventually he sold his house to Loammi Baldwin. He also lived throughout New England.




  




  By publishing this book, Uriar hoped to drive his cousin mad with envy. Quills and papers filled his room. His eyesight grew worse. Still he wrote on and on. He was no longer clean-shaven or busy making furniture throughout the day. His cousin Loammi and other family members, feeling compassion for their relative, secretly paid his bills. In 1784, with his last bit of effort, his book was published. With his limited funds, Uriar only made two copies of “The Lives of Selected Men and Women in Our New Nation.” He lived for another five years. During that time, he was rumored to be working on a second book. It was said that this was done to show his wife and cousin up once and for all.




  Only a little is known what happened to the first book. It took three years to complete. Uriar tried to impress his wife by giving her one copy. She immediately threw it in the fire after saying “Useless. Like you.” Aggravated with the mounting debt and being neglected by her husband, Sarah simply took off and moved in with her prosperous brother. Nothing else was heard from her again.




  A second copy was given to his only friend Elezear Austin. It may have been passed down through his family but it was never resurfaced.




  There exists whispers of a legend on the second book. It is said that the book was completed and hidden for safekeeping to be revealed later at the proper time. Nearly everyone had forgotten about the document and given up hope in ever seeing it again. All but one person.




  




  
Chapter 4: Day 1 (Wednesday): Hotel Lunch and Other Mysteries





  The young couple got their bags and rolled them on a cart to the limousine stand. Waiting for them was Miguel. Miguel is the younger brother of Mapi, their dedicated driver during the Brazilian adventure. He is in his 30s and in much better shape than his older brother. Muscles were bulging everywhere in his upper frame. His eyes revealed a good deal of energy, great intelligence, and gentle humor. He spoke with a deep voice. “Hello Miss Olivia. You are much prettier than my brother said. Hello Mr. Richard. I’ll take your bags.” And with one hand he lifted easily Richard’s efficiently packed and Olivia’s overstuffed luggage including a carry-on red suitcase with some well-worn wheels. “Well, I’m so glad you packed light”, he smiled as he somehow made the overflowing trunk easily shut. “Here you go” and opened the limo’s door for his two new passengers. But just then, out of nowhere, a group of pigeons started to fly around Olivia. She screamed “Get them off me Richard!” Richard and Miguel leaped forward to help. They yelled and repeatedly brushed the incoming birds off of the shaken Olivia. The birds were using their wings fanning Olivia’s face. One of them even pecked at her.




  Then Richard and Olivia ran into the open doors of the limo. Miguel jumped into the front seat and started the car. After looking back and seeing all was ok, he said, “That’s not the first time it happened. I see it at least once a month. But the airport authority doesn’t think is important enough to do anything about it. They only attack young women for some reason. Maybe it is for their handbags”




  Olivia weakly smiled with all the courage she had. Miguel reassuringly said, “I’ll give you some privacy. We’ll be there in thirty minutes or less.” And he pushed up the glass partition that separated the front and back.




  Olivia pulled out her mirror and surveyed the damage. She had now a small scar over her right eye. It made her look even more mysterious. She smiled and turned to Richard “I think I’ll live.” And then spent the rest of the trip resting her head on his shoulder. Some moments are just beyond words.




  Soon, they were in front of their hotel in the Back Bay area of Boston. They loaded the hotel cart with their suitcases. Then Richard checked them both in the hotel and got the keys for their separate rooms. Olivia paid Miguel for the entire time of their visit. In return he gave her his cell phone number for whenever she needed to contact him.




  The hotel was booked up by a convention of television screenwriters who wanted a change of location from New York or Hollywood. So Olivia and Richard were to stay on different floors. “The front desk did try their best.” Olivia said to Richard as he got off the elevator first: “See you in the lobby at 2:00 p.m.”




  She got up on her floor several moments later and pushed open the room. Richard had tipped the bellboy to take their luggage up to both rooms. And there it was. Outside the window was a beautiful view of the city.




  Since Brazil, there is a certain arrival ritual that Olivia followed. She placed a photo of Richard, herself, Charles and Rose on the nightstand. She then took a bubble bath while listening to her favorite musician on her headset -- Simone Gentil from Mauritius off of Africa. Olivia unwound listening to the driving rhythms and lively vocals of the CD. She started to sing along with her favorite song:
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