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1875

“Where are the dogs?” Sammy asked, staring up at her.

Fanny Osbourne stood at the boat’s rail, holding an umbrella against the August drizzle. Her feet were planted apart, and each of her boys leaned against a leg. Around them, a forest of masts creaked in the dark harbor. She searched the distance for the shape of a city. Here and there smudges of light promised Antwerp was waiting, just beyond the pier.

“We’ll see the dogs tomorrow,” she told him.

“Are they sleeping now?” the boy asked.

“Yes, they’re surely sleeping.”

Lanterns illuminated the other passengers, whose weary faces reflected her own fatigue. After a ten-day Atlantic crossing, she and the children had transferred to this paddleboat for the tail end of their journey, across the English Channel to Antwerp. Now they huddled on deck among the others—mostly American and English businessmen—waiting for some sign that they could disembark.

Fanny had begun spinning stories about the famous cart-pulling dogs of Antwerp soon after they boarded the ship in New York. As her sons’ patience waned during the long trip, the dogs’ feats became increasingly more fantastic. They swam out to sea to rescue the drowning, dug through the mud to unearth gold, gripped trousers in their teeth and pulled old men out of burning buildings. When they weren’t busy delivering milk around town, the dogs carried children through the cobblestone streets, calling upon bakers who handed out sugar-dusted cakes and apple fritters. Now, moored a few yards away from the great port city, Fanny hoped that the dogcart was not a thing of the past in Antwerp these days.

“Eleven o’clock,” said Mr. Hendricks, the baby-faced surgeon from New York who stood nearby, eyeing his pocket watch. “I suspect we won’t be getting off this boat tonight.” They watched a cluster of customs officials exchange heated Flemish with the captain of their channel steamer.

“Do you understand what’s happening?” Fanny asked.

“The Belgians are refusing to inspect anyone’s trunks until tomorrow.”

“That’s impossible! There aren’t enough beds on this little boat for all of us.”

The surgeon shrugged. “What can one do? I am philosophical about these things.”

“And I am not,” she muttered. “The children are exhausted.”

“Shall I try to secure sleeping cabins for you?” Mr. Hendricks asked, his pretty features wreathed in concern.

The man had been kind to Fanny from the moment she’d met him at dinner the first evening of the voyage. “Why, art!” she responded when he asked what had prompted her journey. “Culture. Isn’t that the reason Americans travel to Europe?” The surgeon had stared intently at her across the table, as if deciding whether she was mad or heroic for bringing her three children abroad for an entire year.

“My daughter and I will study figure drawing and painting,” she’d explained. “I want her to have classical training with the best.”

“Ah,” he said knowingly, “you, too, then, are a voluntary exile. I come for the same reason—the best of everything Europe has to offer. This year it’s Paris in the autumn, then Italy for the winter.”

She had watched him maneuver a forkful of peas into his mouth and wondered when he had time to work. He was a bachelor and quite rich, judging from his itinerary and impeccable clothes. His soft black ringlets framed an unlined forehead, round pink cheeks, and the lips of a putto. She had glanced at Sammy next to her, pushing his peas onto a spoon with his left thumb. “Watch how Mr. Hendricks does it,” she whispered in the boy’s ear.

“I can see you have mettle, Mrs. Osbourne,” the surgeon said. “Do you have any French?”

“I don’t, but Belle knows a little.”

Hendricks emitted a worried hum. “If the Old World is to work its magic you’ll need to learn the language. Flemish is spoken in Belgium, but French is a close second. If you plan to travel at all, that’s the better language.”

“Then we all must learn it.”

Having determined the fastest route to the mother’s affections, the surgeon smilingly made his offer. “I would be happy to teach you a few phrases.” Every afternoon for the remainder of the journey, he had conducted language lessons for her and the children in the ship’s library.

Now she told Hendricks, “Don’t ask about the sleeping accommodations quite yet. Give me a few moments.”

Fanny glanced over at her daughter, Belle, who shared an umbrella with the nanny. She beckoned the girl, then bent down to her older boy. “Go to Miss Kate, Sammy,” she said. “You, too, Hervey.” She lifted the four-year-old and carried him to the governess. “Do keep in the background with the children, Kate,” Fanny told the young woman, who took Hervey into her arms. “It’s best the officials don’t see our whole entourage. Belle, you come with me.”

The girl’s eyes pleaded as she ducked under her mother’s umbrella. “Do I have to?”

“You needn’t say a word.” Looking distraught would be no challenge for Belle right now. The wind had whipped the girl’s dark hair into a bird’s nest. Brown crescents hung below her eyes. “We’re almost there, darlin’.” Fanny Osbourne grabbed her daughter’s hand and pushed through a sea of shoulders to reach the circle of officials. Of the Belgians, only one—a lanky gray-headed man—had a promising aspect. He started with surprise when Fanny rested a gloved hand on his forearm. “Do you understand English, sir?” she asked him.

He nodded.

“We are ladies traveling alone.”

The official, a foot taller than she, stared down at her, rubbing his forehead. Beneath the hand cupped over his brow, his eyes traveled artlessly from her mouth to her waist.

“We have come all the way from New York and have experienced nothing but chivalry from the English officers on our ship. Surely there must be some way . . .”

The Belgian shifted from foot to foot while he looked off to the side of her head.

“Sir,” Fanny said, engaging his eyes. “Sir, we entrust ourselves to your courtesy.”

In a matter of minutes, the plump little surgeon was trundling their luggage onto the pier. On deck, the other passengers fumed as a customs man lifted the lids of Fanny’s trunks, gave the contents a perfunctory glance, and motioned for her party to move through the gate.

“Bastards!” someone shouted at the officials as Fanny and her family, along with Mr. Hendricks, followed a porter who loaded their trunks on a cart and led them toward an open horse-drawn wagon with enormous wheels.

Near the terminal, masses of people waited beneath a metal canopy. Women in head scarves sat on stuffed grain sacks clutching their earthly valuables: babies, food baskets, rosaries, satchels. One woman clasped a violin case to her chest.

“They come from all over,” said the surgeon as he helped the children into the wagon. “They’re running from some war or potato field. This is their last stop before America. You can be sure the pickpockets are working tonight.”

Fanny shuddered. Her hand went to her breast to make certain the pouch of bills sewn into her corset was secure, and then to her skirt pocket, where she felt the smooth curve of her derringer.

“Take them to the Hôtel St. Antoine,” Hendricks ordered the driver as the last trunk was hoisted into the back of the vehicle. He turned to Fanny. “When you know where you will be staying permanently, leave a forwarding address at the desk. I will write to you from Paris.” He squeezed her hand, then lifted her into the wagon. “Take care of yourself, dear lady.”

Less than an hour later, ensconced in the only available room of the hotel, she stepped behind a screen, untied her corset, and groaned with relief as it dropped to the floor, money pouch and all. She threw a nightgown over her head and climbed into bed between her slumbering boys. In the narrow bed an arm’s length away, Belle’s head protruded from one end of the sheet, while Miss Kate’s open mouth sent up a snore from the other.

Fanny leaned against the headboard, eyes open. It had been a harrowing monthlong journey to get to this bed. Twelve days’ travel on one rock-hard train seat after another from California to Indianapolis. A few days’ respite at her parents’ house, followed by a mad dash by wagon across flooded rivers to catch the train to New York before their tickets expired.

Six thousand miles lay between Fanny and her husband. Whether he would send her money, as he had promised, was uncertain. Tomorrow she would think about that. Tomorrow she would enroll herself and Belle at the art academy and wangle a ride on a dogcart for the boys. Tomorrow she would find a cheap apartment and begin a new life.

She got out of bed and went to the window. Across the square, Notre Dame Cathedral soared above the other night shapes of Antwerp. The rain had stopped, and the unclouded moon poured white light through the lacy stone cutwork of the church spire. When the cathedral bells rang out midnight, she caught her breath. She had believed in signs since she was a girl. The clanging, loud and joyful as Christmas matins, hit her marrow and set loose a month’s worth of tears.

If that isn’t a good omen, she thought, I don’t know what is.

She climbed back into bed, slid down between her boys, and slept at last.


CHAPTER 10
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Bourron was a short train ride from Paris, but Louis Stevenson nearly missed the stop. His damp cheek had stuck to the window in his sleep, and it was only the abrupt separation of skin from glass when the train halted that shocked him awake. He grabbed his knapsack and leaped onto the station platform, still groggy. It was dinner hour, and the plangent sound of pots rattling in a house nearby made his belly growl. If he were to catch the end of supper at the Hôtel Chevillon, he’d have to step lively, but Grez-sur-Loing was only four and a half kilometers away, a snap for a walking man. His legs—unfurled after three weeks in a canoe—rejoiced in the freedom.

Louis climbed down an embankment next to the tracks and found the path through the woods toward Grez. He remembered the trail from a year ago. He and his cousin Bob had followed it to a pub in Bourron, then staggered back to the Chevillon, singing “Flow gently, sweet Afton” and baying at the moon. It had been a perfect summer idyll, an escape from Edinburgh and parents, a wild splash into la vie bohème.

Now, as the darkening violet sky drew down upon the horizon’s last strip of gold, he picked his way over fallen trees and brush until he spotted an open field next to the main road into Grez. It was August, and he had already missed two months of raucous pleasure with the friends who’d arrived earlier. He shouted, “I’m coming!,” laughed at the hoarse caw of his voice in the evening silence, then broke into a run. In a few minutes, the hotel came into sight, its yellow windows and doors beaming like campfires in the gloaming. Louis went around to the side of the building and entered the back garden through the carriage doors so he wouldn’t be noticed. As he crept across the stone terrace, he could see familiar faces at the dining room table, as well as an equal number he didn’t know. Madame Chevillon’s niece Ernestine languidly cleared plates. There was Henley with his great, unruly red beard and his hogshead of a chest, shaking with laughter. Charles Baxter, Louis’s old university comrade, who’d clearly had a snoutful, was smiling at a robust young woman with olive skin and wavy hair—Spanish or Italian, perhaps. And Bob, looking handsomely disreputable in his newly drooping mustache, was listening to a small woman at the end of the table.

Louis moved a step closer. The woman appeared to be a sister of the other, for her straight nose and dark hair were similar and her skin the same pale caramel shade. She was sitting sideways, with her feet propped on a slat of Bob’s chair, and between draws on her cigarette, she leaned near to his ear to speak. Bob’s usual sardonic expression was nowhere in evidence.

Louis watched for several minutes before stepping toward one of the open French doors. He stopped and turned to the garden. In the dim moonlight, he made his way to a small fountain, where he splashed water on his face and neck and raked wet fingers through his hair. Then he knelt, opened his knapsack, and recovered from its bottom a rolled-up black velvet jacket. Shaking the coat, he pulled it on and smoothed it as best he could. From a pocket in its lining, he produced an embroidered felt smoking cap and placed it on his head. Once more Louis’s hand went into the bag, this time coming up with a red sash that he tied around his waist. As a last touch, he tucked his white linen pants into his high boots.

He walked quickly to the house, pausing to consider each of the two doors. Rejecting both, he chose the open window. With the grace of a high jumper, he threw one long leg and then the other over the windowsill and hurtled himself into the dining room.


CHAPTER 11
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Noise exploded in his ears—whoops, cackles, clapping, the sound of chairs scraping the floor as one friend after another entered the fray of bear hugs and backslaps.

When the chaos subsided, Bob stepped forward and spoke to those still seated. “Ladies and gentlemen—those of you who don’t know our newly arrived guest—may I present to you my cousin Robert Louis Stevenson, Louis to his friends. And to the lads in this room who know him best, the Great Exhilarator!”

“Hurrah!” they shouted. “Exhilarate us, Lou!”

Someone passed a glass to Louis. “To guid-fallowship,” he said, lifting his voice along with the wine, “to guid health, and the wale o’ guid fortune to yer bonny sels!”

He threw back his head and let go a giddy laugh when the wine hit his tongue. Pure gladness coated his mouth, slid down through his chest, lit up his arms and legs. My God, how joyful a picture the dining room made. It looked as warm as a Flemish painting, all golden and peopled by dear friends and ragged, lovely strangers. They smoked pipes and cigarettes, a company of exiles with paint-speckled forearms that united them into a band and declared their intentions.

Will Low, the sweet-tempered American painter Louis had met the previous summer, gestured to the end of the table where he was chatting with a young boy, the only child in the room.

“What took you so long?” The boy looked up at him through pale lashes. “Everybody’s been waiting.”

Louis crouched down near his chair. “And what might your name be?”

“Sam,” he said. “Sammy. But these people call me Pettifish.” His shoulders went up in a question. “I don’t know why.”

Louis laughed. “Is it short for petite fish? I’ll wager it is. You know, my father had a name like that for me—called me Smout. It’s a Scottish word for a small fry.”

“Why do grown-ups want to name us after fish?”

“Ah, that is a good question. I haven’t the faintest idea. But I’ll tell you how I ended it. Charged him a penny every time he said the wretched word. You might consider that.”

“Sam’s here with his sister, Belle,” Will explained, nodding toward the pretty, dark-haired girl next to Baxter. “And at the end of the table,” he continued, “that lovely lady . . .”

“. . . is my mother,” the boy said.

Louis stood up to have a better view. “You don’t say. I thought they were sisters.”

The child rolled his eyes. “Everyone says that.”

So these are the Americans. Could they possibly know the displeasure they had caused his circle of friends, sight unseen? When Bob got word from Madame Chevillon that an American woman and her children had taken up residence at the inn for the summer, he had fumed with indignation. The only reason the fellows were assembling at Grez in the first place was because they had been driven out of their last summer haunt by a swarm of lady painters. The bourgeois art students from the school in Barbizon had filled the inns and cafés and turned up behind every other tree with an easel and paintbrush.

News of the American woman and her brats had landed like a lead weight on their collective fantasies. So much for a summer of la vie bohème on the banks of the Loing. Bob was so irritated by Madame Chevillon’s announcement that he’d come to Grez before the others, intent upon behaving badly enough to chase away the intruders. He was the right man for the job; he had a slicing wit when he chose to unsheathe it.

While Louis was out paddling the Arethusa from Antwerp to Paris, Bob had sent him two letters in care of Will Low’s studio in Paris. Louis collected both right before he came to Grez. In the first letter, Bob’s rage was palpable. By the second letter, though, his indignant tone had disappeared. They’re all right, he’d written.

“Come with me.” Bob had Louis’s arm now and led him directly to the lady interloper.

“Fanny Van de Grift Osbourne,” she said when she stood. The crown of dark brown curls at the top of her head came up first (how tiny she was, nearly a foot shorter than he), and then the smooth honey-colored face tilted. He examined the curving upper lip—like an archer’s bow—and the deep brown eyes. “I feel as if I know you,” she said, grasping both of his hands. Everything about her was exotic, from her lively gold-ringed fingers to her tiny blue kidskin slippers peeking from beneath a black skirt. She might have been a Sephardic shepherdess, to judge from her features, but the voice was different. American, to be sure. It had a touch of grassy prairie in it, riverboats, he didn’t know what all. Maybe Tennessee walking horses.

Louis grinned. “May I ask where you are from?”

“Originally? Why, I grew up in Indiana.” The dark eyes, full of sex, danced first toward Bob and then Louis. “Your cousin tells me you’re from Edinburgh. He also says you’re . . . What’s the expression? All right,” she said.

Louis was taken aback. Those were the words Bob had used to describe her in his last letter. Had Bob told her how they had all dreaded her? Louis felt strangely out of step for a moment, as if understandings had been reached in his absence.

“I’ll get some food for you,” Bob said, and disappeared.

“Have you been to America?” Fanny asked Louis.

“No, I regret to say I haven’t. But when I was in Cumberland some years ago, I met a Highland spaewife who predicted I would go—”

“A spaewife?”

“Oh, a mad old crone who claimed she had second sight.”

“Be careful what you say,” Fanny said. “I have a touch of it myself.”

Louis laughed. “She was nothing like you, but I liked her predictions. She said I would visit America and I was to be very happy and I would spend much time on the sea.”

“You don’t say.” Fanny Osbourne turned her attention to a pear-shaped mesh bag suspended from a link of the silver chatelaine around her waist. She unhooked it and pulled out a small sack of tobacco. “Cigarette?” She peeled six papers from a booklet and put them on the table.

“Absolutely. I’m not accustomed to a lady making her own.”

Louis watched her boyish fingers shake a line of tobacco onto a paper. She rolled the cigarette evenly with both thumbs, then lifted it to her mouth, where her cat-quick tongue sealed the edge. Six times a stuffed rolling paper went to her lips; each repetition was more expert than the last. “That should do us,” she said, reattaching the little purse to her belt.

He noticed several objects hanging from other fine chains on her waist, including a folding knife and a pouch full of drawing pencils.

“You are the very spectacle of self-sufficiency,” Louis said.

When Fanny raised her eyes to his, he caught his breath. She focused her gaze on him as if sighting a pistol. “Are you mocking me?” she asked.

“No, no, not at all! I’m admiring you. Have you always rolled your own cigarettes?”

“Ever since I started smoking. A miner in Nevada taught me.”

“In Nevada?”

“I lived for a while in a silver mining camp.”

“My goodness! How . . . bracing.”

She drew on her cigarette. “That’s a delicate expression, Mr. Stevenson.” Her eyes remained unwaveringly on his.

“I meant you seem so ladylike, and to be such an adventuress—”

“Oh, it’s not that unusual to find women in mining camps. But I wasn’t in the same line of business some of the others pursued, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

Louis shook his head. “I am wondering why you take whatever I say and misconstrue it, madam. You have known me five minutes, not nearly long enough to despise me. It usually takes at least ten.”

She laughed then, and small, perfect white teeth flashed across her face. “I’m only teasing you, Louis.” Lou-us, she pronounced his name, soft and slow, as if stroking it. “I liked you the minute you jumped in.”

Bob returned with a plate of food for him and a bottle of whisky. “To Louis the Canoeist,” he said, tapping his glass to his cousin’s. “Give us the plums, Lou.”

There had been an abundance of plums to pick from along the banks of the Scheldt and the canals of Belgium and then, at the end, the upper Oise. Louis had traveled for twenty days in the Arethusa with his shy, athletic friend Walter Simpson, who manned another sailing canoe, the Cigarette. Their voyage had provoked furious note taking on Louis’s part—from observations on the free life of the barge captain to his own near-kidnapping by the mad young oarsmen of the Belgian Royal Nautical Sportsmen’s Club, whose enthusiasm for boating was almost frightening. For the sake of a warm clubhouse dinner and a bed for the night, he and Simpson pretended to know the great English rowers whose names the Belgians reverently recited. As they were escorted to their sleeping quarters by one of the club members, Louis and Simpson, under pressure, agreed to give a morning demonstration of the proper English stroke. At dawn, they fled rather than be found out as rank amateurs.

There was so much Louis had saved up to tell Bob, but how could he say it now, in front of this new woman? He longed to say, If you want to find out who you really are, then go travel. To move is the thing. He wanted to say, Something important has begun. Every chance encounter, every change of landscape in the journey, offered itself up to his pen. He could see a way now to go out and have adventures, to pour all that he witnessed through his soul and onto paper, a way he could make a living doing what he loved, in spite of his father’s plans for him. At the end of the journey, after he had maneuvered the Arethusa to a dock in Pontoise, it was raining. He hated wet weather. Yet he had put his face up to the drizzle and thanked it for falling on him.

Louis looked at Bob and Fanny’s expectant faces. “French rain is different from the stuff that falls in Auld Reekie.”

Bob laughed, but Fanny said, “It takes leaving, doesn’t it, to see things through fresh eyes.”

“It does,” Louis said. He saw she had two or three wavy silver strands, like sprung coils, at each temple. “I felt free, truly free. Just to be out in the open air . . .”

“Do you know that Whitman poem ‘Song of the Open Road’?” Fanny asked. “ ‘I think heroic deeds were all conceived in the open air . . .’ ”

“ ‘. . . I think whatever I shall meet on the road I shall like,’ ” Louis responded, picking up the verse, “ ‘. . . and whoever beholds me shall like me.’ ”

He saw the faintest smile flicker across her somber mouth as she took his measure.

“So, you’re a travel essayist now, are you?” Bob injected into the quiet moment that followed. He sucked hard on his pipe and released a cloud above their heads. The sardonic grin he had developed at Cambridge was in full display. “Your father will be thrilled to hear that.” He turned to Fanny. “Our friend here recently completed his legal studies.”

“I am not suited to be an advocate,” Louis said, suddenly cross.

“You’re not much of a vagabond, either,” Bob observed. “Look at you with a knapsack. No self-respecting Gypsy carries a freshly pressed shirt.”

“When we were younger, perhaps sixteen,” Louis explained to Fanny, “we would go adventuring for a couple of days without anything but a toothbrush. Not even a comb. Considered it bad form to be encumbered.”

“We couldn’t stand ourselves after a while,” Bob added, “so we’d have to go buy shirts and underwear and visit a barber rather often, just to get the hair combed. It got expensive.”

“Our fathers were underwriting our adventures in those days,” Louis said.

“Let’s be honest, they still are.” Bob swilled back a whisky.

“So you were close as little boys,” Fanny said.

“Like brothers,” Bob said.

“But I want to know about you, Fanny Osbourne. How did you decide to come to Grez?”

She flicked her wrist, and the vivacious face went slack. “There’s plenty of time for that. How long are you staying?”

“I have to go back to Edinburgh in a few days.”

“We can talk tomorrow,” she said. “I must put my boy to bed. He’s looking weary down there.” Louis watched her collect the limp child from his seat and depart the room.

“She’s quite something, isn’t she?” Bob said when she was gone. “The locals call her la belle Americaine.”

“Indeed. What is she doing in Grez?”

“Ordered here by a doctor.”

“Lungs?”

“No, it’s not that. She came over to the Continent to study painting, along with her daughter and sons. While they were in Paris, the youngest boy died of consumption—the kind Henley had.”

“Ah,” Louis said. “What a pity.”

“She broke down, and they sent her here to rest.”

“Where is the husband?”

“Back in California.”

“And . . . ?”

“Rather raw, from what I can gather. Fanny doesn’t say much about him. I get the feeling it went cold a long time ago.”

“Did you tell her we all dreaded her presence here?”

“I did just recently. She found it quite funny.”

So they are confidants, Louis thought, probably lovers. And once again, here am I, floating around in Bob’s wake.

He poured himself a glass of whisky, drank it down, and then threw back a second. “A guid dram, laddie,” Louis growled playfully. But his heart stung. He waited for the burning to pass before pulling himself up to go talk to the others.


CHAPTER 12
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Morning at the hotel was nothing like the night before. Louis remembered this fact from last summer, when he found the previous night’s comedians and revelers creeping around the dining table at ten, drinking coffee, surveying the tartines and croissants, assiduously avoiding intercourse with any early bird hanging about in the room.

Since he’d been canoeing, Louis had become a dawn riser, and it took every bit of discipline he could command not to launch into cheery banter with his mates. It wasn’t a terrible sacrifice. He took his volume of Don Quixote and wandered into the woods, where he could read in the presence of pines.

By eleven, when he returned, he saw that the guests of the inn had divided into tribes. The painters were strung along the banks of the Loing, eyeing the old stone bridge that spanned the river. Close to the small pier where the inn’s wide canoes were tied up among the bulrushes, Bob, Fanny, Belle, and others sat beneath white umbrellas, a few feet apart, dabbing at their canvases. If he strolled too close, he could find himself a motive of some painter’s work. “Motive” was the word the painter types used to describe that day’s subject. A motive could be a boat or a bridge or the river, or him, if he weren’t careful. Louis walked up the long, narrow lawn toward the ragtag little group of writers and poets gathered on the inn’s terrace.

What a merry mess the whole lot of them were, dressed in wooden sabots, blue fisherman shirts, waistcoats, scarves, berets, fezes, tam-o’-shanters, and wide-awake hats. They smoked cheroots, cigarettes, meerschaums. Men, mostly, they were—a mélange of English speakers from Britain and America, mixed with some French and Scandinavians, plus a Spanish fellow, a German, and an Italian. Two colorful women, mistresses, lounged with the writers while their lovers painted. A woman journalist from America scribbled in her notebook. Many of the artists were fashionably cynical, yet he could see the truth: They were giddy as little children to be here, playing with one another.

Louis suspected each of them, in his or her own way, was an exile—from bourgeois values, family crests, unhappy love affairs, childhoods too long spent in church pews. He wondered if they had started as social outcasts who found the artist’s life an acceptable way to be in the world; or if their passions for painting or sculpting or writing had shaped them into outsiders. He had never been quite sure how the chicken-versus-egg question played out in his own life.

It seemed he had spent half his childhood in bed with a hacking cough. It was the stories read to him, and those that he eventually read himself, that had saved him from the worst of the loneliness. God, how pale and thin I was—a glasshouse seedling. Just different. His illnesses had cut him off from the society of other children too often. But the stories had made him different, too. They had shaped his appetite, his moral prejudices, who he was. Those sick days when he had listened to the joyful sounds of football on the street below, he’d longed to be an ordinary kid. But at eleven or twelve, when he went out into the neighborhood dressed in pants too short and hair too long, his appearance set off taunts among other children—oh, he could hear them now, Hauf a laddie, hauf a lassie, hauf a yellow yite!—Louis knew he might as well be tattooed all over. The question of how he got that way was moot. It was around then that he began using his tongue as his sword, as small, fragile boys tend to do.

He waded among the wooden tables where a small gaggle of writers leaned on their elbows, immersed in conversation. “There he is,” William Henley declared, pulling up a chair next to him. “Sit down, my good man, and tell us if Zola is taking us all to the dogs.”

Louis drew on his cigarette and grinned at the Londoner, whose disheveled, bearded head was as large and friendly as an otterhound’s. “He don’t find much to like in humanity,” he said in a wry tone.

“All that ugly realism not to your taste?” Henley asked, shifting his stump to get a better purchase on his seat.

“Give me a rousing romance. Entertain me.”

“Who’ve we got with us this mornin’?” Henley turned his friend’s book face-up to see the title. “Cervantes . . . ha! I should have known.”

“I wanted to look at his style again. To try it on.”

“Comment?” A French writer, who was recovering from the previous night’s excesses, raised his head from the tabletop where it had been resting next to a potted red geranium. “No man is a writer if he imitates!” he exclaimed, pulling himself upright.

“I have taught myself the writing craft in just that way,” Louis said, “by aping the greats.”

“To write is to give the soul,” the man objected. “Truth comes from this place.” He jabbed his chest with a forefinger. “No French writer says, ‘I ape this man. I ape that man . . .’ ”

“Perhaps he does not admit it.” Louis grinned. “Come now, what does it matter? Let us hear what your souls are saying today.”

Laughter, followed by silence. Then the sound of paper unfolding, as one after another of the writers took a turn reading aloud his verses and paragraphs to the others on the terrace.

Henley leaned over and spoke softly in his ear. “Have you been wandering in the forest pitying yourself?”

“No.” Louis smiled. “Well, maybe. Actually, I am thinking about starting a story.”

“You are going to abandon your essays?”

“It’s the law I want to abandon.” Louis sighed. “I’m simply in the mood to try something different, and fiction—”

“Magazines buy essays,” Henley said.

“An adventure story—”

“I don’t begrudge you your adventures, lad. Why don’t you write a little story about setting out in a canoe?”

“Better still,” Louis said, his voice growing dark with conspiracy, “set out with me in one of the canoes after lunch.”

Henley glanced dolefully at his abbreviated limb.

“Forget the game leg,” Louis said, “you’ve got a mighty pair of arms on you, man.” He turned to the others in the group. “Gentlemen and ladies, I propose we writer types take on the painter types in a friendly boating contest this afternoon. What say you?”

“Yes! Yes!” the cry went up.

Later in the day, when the canoe wars had been waged and the paddlers had retired to their rooms to nap before dinner, Louis paced his bedroom. Something had come over him when Fanny Osbourne had emerged from the inn wearing her bathing costume. More than the magnificent form she made in her black cotton suit, it was the red espadrilles with laces tied around her ankles that nearly undid him. When he saw her, he’d wrapped his towel around his waist and tried to think about the Napoleonic code. Now the red shoes batted around in his brain like flies. He was a fool for footwear and he knew it. But could a pair of scarlet shoes render him so hopelessly smitten? Or was it the way Fanny’s somber focus on her paddle broke under his teasing? How she screamed helplessly when he tipped her over, then emerged from the water slick as a seal and, grabbing on to the bow of his boat, upended him with the power of a man. The scene as it replayed in his mind was almost perfect, except for the part where Bob lifted her wet and lovely body into his own canoe.

Louis could not bear it any longer. He poked his head out into the hall and found it empty. He stepped over to Bob’s door, knocked, then entered when he heard his cousin’s steady snore. “Bob . . . Bob.” Louis shook his shoulders.

“What is it?” The voice—a frog’s—croaked his annoyance.

“We need to talk.”

“Can’t it wait?”

“Here,” Louis said, and handed him a glass of water. “Wake up.”

Bob sat up in bed, yawned. His hair was wet and flattened on one side. “Did somebody die?”

“Are you in love with her?”

“Who?”

“Fanny Osbourne.”

Bob yawned. “Hell, no.” He scratched at his head. “She’s fetching, all right, and—”

“Because I am,” Louis said.

“You’re daft, Lou.”

“I knew you would find humor in it.”

“Well, her name is Fanny—”

“Of course you would have to say that.”

“She is married, and she is a good twelve years older than you.”

“Ten and a half. And she’s separated from her husband.”

“So was Fanny Sitwell, but that didn’t get you into her pantalets.”

“I know, I know.” Louis’s voice was low and urgent. “But this is different. I swear it, Bob, she’s the one.”

“Christ’s sake, Lou. You’ve known her for how long, a day and a half? Must you always fall so hard? Can’t you just play?”

“You two are together a lot, and I assumed you had something started.”

“Naw.” Bob laughed. “I must own she has a mischievous wit, but the daughter”—he let go a soft, admiring whistle—“the daughter is a minx.”

“So you don’t mind if I . . .”

Bob shrugged. “Have a try at it.”

Louis leaned over and grabbed his cousin’s arm. “Will you talk to Fanny, then? Not yet, of course. But when the time is right, will you make my case?”

“I’ll try,” Bob said, “but the woman appears to have a mind of her own.”

Louis lit a cigarette and waited for his comeuppance.

“Don’t you already have a perfectly fine mother?” Bob asked.

Louis dropped his cigarette into the water glass, sprang onto his cousin, and put him in a headlock. Ever the superior specimen, Bob flopped him around like a fish.


CHAPTER 13
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Belle Osbourne, wrapped in a robe, collapsed on the old stuffed chair in their bedroom. “There is nothing for me to wear tonight,” she said to her mother. “Nothing.”

“Wear the blue check dress, why don’t you?”

“It makes me look as if I’m ten.”

Fanny was seated at the dressing table. “You’re moving too fast, Belle.” She turned around in her seat. “These young men here . . .”

“I want to wear something pretty for once.”

Fanny’s palm made a dipping arc. “A lady keeps her voice low and sweet.”

Belle hissed with frustration.

“When I met your father,” Fanny mused, “I was your age, and—”

“And you were standing on stilts.” Belle sighed.

“The point is . . .”

“. . . you were just a child. I know all that, a hundred times over, Mother.”

“In those days, they started things too early. It was too, too early.”

“No, they didn’t.”

“Isobel!” Fanny directed a look at the girl that instantly set aright their positions. Belle had always been a pleasant child, eager to help. Lately, she had grown willful, and in a heartbeat, the air between them could thicken with tension.

The animosity wasn’t constant. Today, for example, they had all gone canoeing on the river. A contest evolved, and Fanny’s boat was overturned. When Bob Stevenson pulled her out of the water, Belle laughed and called to her, “How pretty you look all wet, Mama!” Soon enough, Belle was dunked, too, but Fanny could not return a tender compliment to her daughter. The mother, as well as anyone else with eyes, saw the blooming girl’s anatomy prominently outlined beneath her black blouse. It had left Fanny feeling oddly sad.

“You can’t go back, is what I am saying to you.” Fanny’s voice softened. “You sashay out of your childhood, and the world makes sure you can’t have it again. Think about what you’re doing.”

“It’s too late for that, Mama,” Belle murmured. She walked into the adjoining room and shut the door.

Fanny brushed her hair absently. Too much had happened. How could a shred of childhood be left in Belle after she’d witnessed her brother’s long death? Even before that nightmare, Belle’s naïveté had peeled away in the acid atmosphere of the Oakland household.

When the girl stomped back in, she was wearing her mother’s melon-colored dress. It was clear she had borrowed a corset, too, for her elevated breasts threatened to unleash themselves from the neckline.

“All right, Belle,” Fanny said wearily.

“Then I can wear it?”

“Come here, sit down.” The mother stood up and allowed her daughter to sit on the stool in front of the mirror.

“Do you see how your eyes appear rather prominent when your hair is pulled back tight?”

“It crinkles up if I don’t pull it back after I wash it.”

“First of all, never say ‘warsh.’ That is the worst sort of twang.”

Belle looked puzzled. “Isn’t that how you say it?”

“Not anymore.” Fanny yanked strands loose from the band that held her daughter’s hair up in a knot. Belle flinched but kept quiet. With small nail scissors, the mother cut pieces of hair around the girl’s hairline. “Short curls around your face will soften your features.”

Fanny ran the brush through her daughter’s hair, pulled back the black mass, and shook it. Small snippets of wavy hair fell around the girl’s brow and cheeks. Belle beamed at her reflection.

“When I was little,” Fanny said, “my grandmother was ashamed of me because my skin was dark, at least compared to hers. Every morning she sewed a sunbonnet into my braided hair and made me wear long nankeen gloves up to my shoulders. Imagine going out every day like that! Everyone knew why I had to wear the gloves, and no one else had a hat sewn on her head. I was a shy child at that point, and I felt terribly embarrassed. When I came in from playing and my face had turned the color of a pecan anyway, she scrubbed my skin raw. It wasn’t enough that everyone wanted blond looks; my grandmother believed people with dark skin were naturally wicked.”

Another memory flooded Fanny’s mind; she was surprised that it still wounded her. “What are you?” a neighborhood girl had once asked her.

She’d known even at the age of seven that the girl was inquiring for one of her parents, since Fanny had overheard the child’s father use the phrase “some kind of half-breed” when she was visiting once.

“Who wants to know?” Fanny asked in response.

“My pa.”

“Dutch and Swedish,” Fanny had replied.

The girl had seemed unsatisfied, as if she’d heard that answer before. “But what are you really?”

“My mother never stopped telling me I was beautiful,” Fanny told Belle. “I didn’t believe her for a long time. Now I prefer my dark skin to that unnatural ‘flesh’ color in my paint box.” She replaced the scissors in a small leather case. “You got my coloring, honey, just as I got it from my own mother. Don’t bother with mauve, no matter what the French tell you is fashionable. It doesn’t set off your skin. Always wear a spark of color, and find some touch that is all your own. Maybe it’s a particular way you wear your hat. Something.” Fanny reached over her daughter’s shoulder and yanked up the bodice of the melon dress. “A collarbone is far more alluring than exposed breasts. A man wants to imagine. Did you see that local girl who came around yesterday and was talking to the writers? She was all dressed up, poor thing. And do you know what the men did when she left? They laughed. One of them said, ‘She’s wearing her hunting clothes.’ ”

Belle stood back from the mirror to study her new hairstyle from different angles. “Mama, do you think that Irish painter Frank O’Meara likes me?”

“Did you even hear what I just said, Belle?”

“Yes, I did.”

Fanny sighed. “I don’t know what Frank O’Meara likes. Except maybe that thorny shilalagh he carries around.”

“Oh, his singing voice . . .”

“It won’t put bread on the table, darlin’.”

“He’s rich, too.”

“Well, that helps.”

“Helps? Aren’t you the one who always says it’s as easy to fall in love with a rich man as a poor man? I thought you would approve.”

Bob Stevenson had told Fanny that O’Meara had wealthy Irish Catholic parents. She tried to weigh the parts of that equation. He might be rich as Croesus, but the parents would never permit the boy to marry a Protestant girl. There was no harm in allowing Belle her point for now, though. “He does have a nice voice,” Fanny said.

Belle turned and gave her mother a conspiratorial look. “Louis Stevenson was sparkin’ on you last night.”

Fanny waved away the remark. “I don’t care a particle about that.”

A grin spread over Belle’s face. “Frank says he’s from a wealthy family and is in line to inherit a lot of money, but he won’t live that long because of his dissipation. Frank thinks Bob and Louis are both mad.”

“Do you know what I think? I think this inn is full of gossips. Go down to dinner. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

At the closet, Fanny reached for one of her black dresses but pulled out the white instead. It has been three months. She had allowed herself a blue shawl or white blouse since she’d arrived, but not without the black skirt or gray jacket. Fanny sighed bitterly. Why did any of those rules matter? Her baby was gone. No mourning clothes could begin to express the weight of that loss. There would never be another day in her life when her mind and heart were not bound up in black weeds. She put on the white dress.

Fanny heard loud conversation coming from the dining room when she descended the stairs. As she entered the room, Louis Stevenson stood up and called out, “Guid een’!”

“Good evening,” she returned.

“Ah, this one is going to take a bit of work,” Louis said to his cousin. He pulled out a chair between his and Bob’s. “Tonight, Fanny Osbourne, with your permission, I suggest we undertake a wee lesson. In fact, we shall all undertake a lesson in the Scots tongue,” he said to the rest of the table.

“Hopeless,” said the German artist. “You can’t teach an American or a Frenchman to pronounce Scots.”

“Nonsense,” said Will Low. “Give us a try.”

Louis’s eyes went bright. “All right! Let’s start with the simplest phrase. ‘Guid een’.’ It starts here.” He pointed to his neck. “Guid,” he growled, fingering the tendons beneath his jaw. “One gags from the nether folds of the throat.”

“One could strain oneself,” Fanny replied.

“Ah, now, give it a try.”

“Ged eeenin’,” she said, her lips stretching.

“She’s on to it!” Bob said.

“Got eenen’,” someone ventured.

“Try it,” Fanny said to Margaret Wright, who had arrived the day before, but her friend demurred, uncharacteristically shy in the midst of these madcap jokers.

Sitting beside Margaret at the end of the table was Joseph Howard, a famously homely Louisianan whom the others had found strange from the start. Fanny suspected the Europeans had never heard a true Southern accent, for when he spoke, they tended to gawk in wonder at the large square-headed man. He was not the least bit strange to Fanny. He might have been one of her eccentric uncles, proud of his backwater roots. While the others painted the bridge, he sat before his easel, creating a blazing scene from the Battle of New Orleans. In the afternoons, when everyone climbed into canoes, Howard would squeeze into a washtub he had persuaded Madame Chevillon to part with and merrily paddle in their midst.

“Gooood evenin’,” the contrarian called out now in his Southern drawl.

Fanny began to smile along with everyone else. She felt as if she had fallen into some hollow that might have been in the remote hills of either Scotland or perhaps Tennessee. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt so silly. As the pot-au-feu was passed, Bob served her from the tureen while Louis refilled her wineglass. Oh, it felt fine.

Was it the accents that gave the mad Stevensons their charm? They clearly loved speaking in broad Scots, switching from their Edinburgh English into a tongue that was nearly incomprehensible to her ear. And they reveled in playing off each other, finishing each other’s sentences. The two of them did not look to be kin. Louis had dark blond hair and wide-set brown eyes that went hazel in the light, full lips, a narrow chest, and a wispy patch of hair beneath his mouth. His face was a theater of emotions, his features shifting in a twinkling from gay to tragic as his supple mind ranged across subjects that moved him. He seemed to have no protective veil; his feelings lay open as a child’s.

Bob was three years older than his cousin and the more sophisticated of the two. He had dark, handsome features and a tall, athletic body; he was, quite simply, one of the finest-looking men Fanny had ever seen. He was adept at everything—art, music, philosophy. Everyone regarded him as the best talker in any room. How different his tone was now, compared to his clipped formality when she first met him.

She found it touching when she remembered how Bob, dead set against her at first, had gently helped to revive her. Oh, the others had been attentive and kind. But it was Bob’s company she wanted most. Lately, she’d allowed herself to imagine what was unthinkable before. What would it be like to live in London or Paris with a man like Bob Stevenson—a refined, educated, charming European? Over here, divorce was not the moral failure it was in America. What would it be like to never go back, to raise young Sammy over here, to send him to fine schools?

She would want a modern man who wouldn’t expect an old family dowry. What she had to offer was herself—no innocent, to be sure, but wise and still pretty at thirty-six. Her sisters and even Sam told her she was at the height of her beauty. It wasn’t too late for her to find another husband, and it wasn’t a selfish impulse to be on the lookout for one. The best thing she could do for her children’s future would be to remarry, and well.

Fanny’s reverie fell away as the hilarity in the room grew louder.

“Dae ye speak Scots?” Louis was shouting. He was leaning forward in his chair, his lank hair falling over one eye.

Her tablemates brayed the phrase back to him.

“Juist a wee,” he replied.

“Joost a way!” they sang back.

“Awa’, an’ bile yer heids!” he said.

The diners stared at one another, confused.

“What did he say?” Belle asked.

“Go boil your heads,” Henley said matter-of-factly.

More laughter followed, but within the noise, Fanny heard little choking sounds coming from her left. She turned to see Louis holding his chest and gasping for breath.

She had seen real choking once when her father had saved a man by lifting him up and squeezing him; a chunk of meat had popped like a cork from the man’s mouth and shot across the room. She stood up, prepared to pound or squeeze Louis, just as he slid from his chair onto the floor. Tears were running from his eyes.

“What is it?” Fanny shouted to Bob above the din.

“Madderam, madam,” he said. “Bend back his hand.”

She didn’t know the word, but bending his hand wouldn’t help. She dropped to her knees, wrapped her arms around his chest, and squeezed. When she glanced at Louis’s scarlet face, she realized he was laughing hysterically, like a man possessed.

“Bend back his hand!” Bob shouted again.

Fanny felt disoriented. She looked, confused, from one cousin to the other.

“Never mind,” Bob said. “I’ll do it.” He took Louis’s hand and bent the slender fingers back so hard, Fanny thought they would snap off. When Louis’s laughter coughed and sputtered to a stop, he climbed back on his chair and began chatting as if nothing had happened.

Fanny looked around the table when she sat down. Had more wine been drunk than she’d realized? Louis’s friends seemed unperturbed by such a strange scene.

“What is madderam?” Fanny asked Bob.

“Old Shetland word. Means ‘madness.’ Pure, joyous insanity.”

After dinner, the crowd convened outside under the arbor, where Chinese lanterns hung from the lattice. There was a hammock where Fanny settled when it was offered to her. In the canoe-dumping games, her foot had been caught between two boats, and her ankle was throbbing. The others arranged themselves in chairs around her or sat cross-legged on the ground. One fellow shared a bottle of wine with his pet monkey. A pretty grisette, an expert at swallowing goldfish, circled the group with a new amusement. She dangled a grape on a string over their heads while each person tried to catch it in his teeth.

A voice said, “I don’t want this day to end.” And another: “Let’s tie the canoes together, climb in, and see where we wake up in the morning.”

They talked into the night about Monet, Degas, and Millet. Balzac’s novels and Irish independence. Money. Love. Photography. Did pictures or words have more power? Fanny, like the others, spoke freely into the near darkness, the circle lit by only the moon and a few candles guttering in the warm breeze.

Someone asked Bob Stevenson if he still intended to commit suicide when his inheritance ran out. Just a few days earlier, Fanny had heard Bob’s outrageous declaration. When his father died, he’d left his son a small sum of money. Bob had been spending it over the years in creative, pleasurable ways. Fanny calculated that his merry march toward cessation was approaching its end.

“No man has the right to toss away his own life.” It was Louis’s voice, tremulous with emotion. “Just as he has no right to dispose of his neighbor’s. It’s still a murder.”

“Your life doesn’t belong to just you,” Fanny said.

“Obviously, I disagree with you,” Bob said. “I got thrown into life without my consent, and I have every right to decide when and how I will leave this earth. What’s more, suicide is a fine subject for a story, Lou.” He drew on his cigarette thoughtfully and tipped his chair on its back legs. “Let us imagine for a moment that there is a private organization, not advertised in any way but known by word of mouth among a certain group of men—a club . . . a suicide club. Once a month there is a card game run by the president of the club. The attendees pay a fee to get in, have their fill of champagne, and then sit down to a game of cards. They take turns drawing cards from the stack at the center of the table. The fellow who draws the ace of spades is the honoree that month. The winner, you might say, of his own demise.”

“Why does he need to join a club to commit suicide?” Belle asked.

“Because there is another important card player at the table,” Louis said, picking up the thread of the story. “That is the man who draws the ace of clubs. It falls to him to dispatch the first winner that very night.”

“Kill him, you mean?” Belle asked.

“Exactly,” Louis said.

“That’s an interesting twist,” Fanny mused. “I think it is harder to be a murderer than simply a man who wants to end his own life.”

Louis and Bob played back and forth with the idea, embellishing here, rejecting there, until someone produced a guitar and quieted the talk.

Fanny looked up through a circular opening in the arbor at the black sky, awash in stars. She considered the idea of staying right where she was, of sleeping in the hammock so as to breathe in the fragrance of the trellis roses. Soon enough, couples were standing, saying good night. She noticed Belle and Frank O’Meara slip into the shadows. Fanny sat up in the hammock and climbed out. Louis leaped to his feet, took her arm, and helped her back to the building.

“Upon my soul,” he blurted, “you are the most magnificent woman I’ve ever met.” He was looking down at her, and in the dim lantern light of the inn, she saw tears in his eyes yet again. “I think I am falling in love with you,” he said.

Fanny felt her chest shrink with embarrassment. Happily, the stairs to her bedroom were only seconds away.

“Louis.” She patted his shoulder. “You are sweet. Now get some sleep.”


CHAPTER 14
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Fanny,

Might I pull you away from the riverbank later this morning for a walk in the woods?

Bob

Fanny had found the invitation slipped under her door as she went down to breakfast. If there were a more enticing way to spend a sunny September morning, she could not think of it. In the past couple of days, since Louis returned to Edinburgh, the friendly intimacy Fanny enjoyed with Bob had revived. She contemplated the prospect that he might speak his feelings at last.

Around eleven, Bob was waiting downstairs for her, wearing a battered plaited-straw hat. They set off into the forest, where streaks of sunlight shot through oak and pine branches, splashing the ferns with a quivering glow.

“I have a question for you,” Fanny said finally. “I hope it is not too personal.”

“Ask it.”

“Are you serious about all that suicide talk?”

Bob took off his hat, scratched his head glumly. “My money’s going to be gone soon enough.”

“Perhaps it’s time to start earning some of your own.”

“Perhaps.”

“No one will hold you to that talk. You have too many people who love you.”

“Louis wouldn’t allow it, anyway,” Bob said. “Say, how do you like Louis?”

“He’s charming. Nearly as clever as you,” Fanny said. “But my word, one minute he’s weeping, and the next, he’s so hysterical he can’t stop laughing. I don’t know whether to give him a handkerchief or look
























Afterword
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Under the Wide and Starry Sky is a novel inspired by actual events in the lives of Robert Louis Stevenson and Fanny Van de Grift Stevenson. R.L.S. was a prolific letter writer whose witty and candid correspondence documents his life before Fanny, and later with her, in a relationship that ranged over an eighteen-year period and vast stretches of the globe. Fanny, too, was an avid writer, a colorful correspondent and diary keeper. Their letters and published works, along with those of their families and friends, provided the main sources for this book. In attempting to bring to life these extraordinary characters, I have occasionally put into their mouths their own written words, and have included a few excerpts from real letters, such as the correspondence between R.L.S. and W. E. Henley regarding “The Nixie.” That said, numerous letters and diary entries are invented.

Most useful to me was the eight-volume collection The Letters of Robert Louis Stevenson, edited by Bradford A. Booth and Ernest Mehew (Yale University Press, 1994), which serves as a record of Stevenson’s voice and personality. Fanny Stevenson’s unpublished letters to her friends Timothy Rearden (in the Baeck family papers at the Bancroft Library at University of California, Berkeley) and Dora Williams (housed at the Beinecke Library at Yale) were particularly useful in understanding her time in Antwerp, Paris, and Grez-sur-Loing. I found fascinating the diary Fanny kept during a portion of her two years traveling through the South Seas Islands, published as The Cruise of the “Janet Nichol” and edited by Roslyn Jolly. Also of interest was Our Samoan Adventure, edited by Charles Neider, which contains the diary Fanny kept while living in Samoa from 1890–93 and Margaret Stevenson’s letters, collected in From Saranac to the Marquesas and Beyond, and Letters from Samoa.

There are numerous biographies available about Robert Louis Stevenson. I found J. C. Furnas’s passionate 1951 Voyage to Windward to be most illuminating and inspiring. The Violent Friend, by Margaret Mackay, a biography of Fanny Stevenson, provided useful information and insights as well. Other helpful biographies include The Life of Mrs. Robert Louis Stevenson by Nellie Van de Grift Sanchez; This Life I’ve Loved, by Isobel Field; An Intimate Portrait of R. L. S. by Lloyd Osbourne; Ian Bell’s Dreams of Exile and Claire Harman’s Myself and the Other Fellow. Among the many accounts written about the Stevensons by friends and acquaintances, I enjoyed R. L. S. and His Sine Qua Non, by Adelaide Boodle, for the light it cast on the Bournemouth years.

Stevenson’s travel essays serve as personal accounts of specific time periods in his life and informed this book. These include An Inland Voyage, Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes, The Amateur Emigrant, Across the Plains, The Silverado Squatters, and In the South Seas. Beyond the essays, novels, short stories, nonfiction books, poems, and musical compositions written by Stevenson, there were a number of other works I found useful. Selected titles include Happier for his Presence: San Francisco and Robert Louis Stevenson, by Anne Roller Issler; Henry James and Robert Louis Stevenson: A Record of Friendship and Criticism, edited by Janet Adam Smith; RLS: Stevenson’s Letters to Charles Baxter, edited by DeLancey Ferguson and Marshall Waingrow; Robert Louis Stevenson and His World, by David Daiches; Robert Louis Stevenson, by G. K. Chesterton; On the Trail of Stevenson, by Clayton Hamilton; The Lighthouse Stevensons, by Bella Bathurst; Robert Louis Stevenson: Interviews and Recollections, edited by R. C. Terry; The Colvins and Their Friends, edited by E. V. Lucas; With Stevenson in Samoa, by H. J. Moors; and Chinese Gold: The Chinese in the Monterey Bay Region, by Sandy Lyden. Those readers who want to know more about R.L.S. and his world can visit an excellent website dedicated to scholarship on his life and works developed and edited by Richard Dury at www.robert-louis-stevenson.org.
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