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Note to the reader:

 The man credited
with being the father of the Underground Railroad, William
Still, used the term “hams” when referring to the arrival of slaves
in documenting or communicating with those who helped in this very
secret endeavor of helping slaves escape to freedom. Being a black
man himself, I do not believe the father of the Underground
Railroad could have possibly harbored any ill feelings towards
slaves by applying this term. When we consider the value of the
work he accomplished and the risks it certainly brought to his own
life in this undertaking, one must realize the dangers that were
involved and how secretive and creative these abolitionists had to
be in order to keep these operations going. At one point, William
Still even rescued one of his own brothers from slavery, Peter
Still. The term “hams” is strictly used in a historical sense in
the writing of this pre-Civil War Era story. It is in no way meant
to be derogatory or meant to offend anyone.

I encourage you to finish reading all the
way to the end of the epilogue (appendix A and appendix B, but
especially B) when you finish reading this
story. There are a number of surprises for readers contained in
both parts of the epilogue that truly enhance this story!

Thank you for purchasing this book. A
generous portion of the proceeds of all of my book sales goes
toward keeping evangelists and missionaries on the road and doing
what they do best, spreading the gospel of our Lord and Savior,
Jesus Christ!






“… and the mountains in reply, echoing
their joyous strains…” ¹






On the outskirts of Louisville, Kentucky in
rural Jefferson County, August, 1859







Chapter 1. The Dream






Everywhere and in every direction she
looked, as far as the eye could see, she beheld great beauty. The
valleys with their flocks of lamb grazed among lilies, lilac, and
patches of wild violet; in the plains, with prairie rose and lush,
green grass. The mountain ridges burst forth with fresh, cool
springs of water that glistened in the bright light, falling in a
cascade of rainbow colors to the fields below. She was aware of the
presence of joy, peace, and such a powerful love that waves of
sweetness washed away her every fear and every tear. No sorrow
could exist here. She was in a beautiful place, safe, high on
mountains, where she twirled and twirled in his arms, her feet
dancing and playing, frolicking before the light, for the one who
had created all of this for her. Slowly the scene before her began
to fade…

What was that noise? Where were those
distant, disturbing voices coming from? Why were they yelling? She
didn’t want to leave this place… indeed no, she would not, could
not…






Such a commotion, hammering and clanging!
Those voices kept coming, louder and louder, nearer and nearer. She
whimpered. Finally, the voices were angry and disturbed. She was
wide awake and running to the window, yet she could feel the pillow
on her cheek. When she looked out into the dark night, she could
see angry men using torches to set flames to three crosses lined up
in front of their home. The shock gave way and tears began to
stream down her face as the men hurled more angry words in the
direction of the house. For some reason she couldn’t really make
out their faces.

The bedroom door flung open and she was
instantly pulled away from the window and into her mother’s
arms.

“Hush my child! There, there… Papa will send
them away! Hush my child!”

Jenna sat straight up in bed, her breathing
erratic and her pulse beating wildly. She had been dreaming again.
It was that interrupted dream again, a bad dream of a memory from
long ago. Focus on the Savior’s face, His hand holding hers, His
feet on the beautiful mountains, walking with her, comforting her
with His words. My peace I leave with you, not as the world
gives. I will never leave you, nor forsake you. I am with you.
Peace slowly flooded her mind and soul. The exam and interview for
the teaching position were tomorrow. She had best go back to sleep.
Wearily, her breathing calmer now, she lay back down, thankful for
the fresh linens and soft blankets to sink into.
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“Congratulations Miss Worthington! On behalf
of the entire board, may I be the first to say that we are very
pleased that you have passed the examination for the position as
teacher in our rural district four. Assuming the rest of this
interview goes well, when can you start? The fall session normally
resumes in September.” Mr. Taylor had finished grading her test. He
hadn’t marked many of her answers as incorrect. Jenna watched him
check his pocket watch for the third time and when he snapped it
shut abruptly, she knew this was a man fully in charge before
her.

His tie hung loose at the collar. To
alleviate discomfort from the relentless heat, he had undone two
buttons at the top of his shirt, which spanned a broad, strong
chest. The affect created a rather disheveled, handsome, rakish
look… which she found surprisingly, appealing. The almost
knee-length, leather boots he wore were the expensive kind; and his
tan riding breeches did little to disguise his muscular build. She
decided she had best keep her eyes safely averted.

“Uh…” Jenna stammered and then gulped. Was
her heart beating a little faster from the excitement of the
testing, being near such an attractive gentleman, or the fact that
her dream of becoming a school teacher was suddenly becoming a
reality—or everything combined, captured in the moments before her?
The school board examiner was a complete distraction, and she
wondered how she had passed the exam at all! She hadn’t noticed
anyone worthy of her attention in quite some time, but this man,
this rather young, attractive school board director and examiner…
he did do something to stir her.

He was probably married, though she didn’t
see a wedding ring on his hand. It was unlike her to even pay heed
to such things. The teacher’s examination had been equally
unsettling. Prepositional phrases collided with mathematical
questions in her mind. She could hardly believe she was finally a
certified teacher-- let alone being offered her first teaching
post. All she could do was stare directly at the examination in the
hands of the noticeably handsome Mr. Taylor, the man who held most
of the power over the public schools of Jefferson County, who
awaited her reply. Were her cheeks blushing? Why was her tongue
tied?

Dumbfounded, her thoughts ran smashing into
each other, racing through her mind as she considered what she
hoped would sound professional when she finally managed to find her
voice. She would need a few new dresses and time to organize the
classroom. Everything in the school room needed a good scrubbing.
She would also need time to prepare lesson plans… and what would
Mama and Papa say? They would be happy for her of course, but it
was all happening so fast. Mama would surely need help with the
many responsibilities of caring for the new boarders at home.
Perhaps her sister would stop daydreaming about William Hershel
long enough to be a little more useful around the house. It
was mid-August after all.

She suspected the board hoped for a Monday
morning start date in early September. Jenna raised one eyebrow
intrepidly and looked directly into those piercing, deep,
ocean-blue eyes. “Uh, w-would the first Monday in September be
acceptable?” She asked gingerly.

He glanced at Mrs. Greer and Mr. Adams, two
of the other school board members present. They were seated
somewhat uncomfortably in the first two seats of the farthest row
of children’s desks to her right. Jenna sat in the front seat of
the middle row of desks. Mrs. Greer and Mr. Adams nodded in
approval.

“That will be suitable,” Mr. Taylor said in
a curt voice as he slid a shiny object forward on the desk toward
Jenna. “This is the key to the teacher’s quarters. Though it is
only one room, I think you will find it equipped with your basic
needs. You will want to stock it with staples, bedding, and
whatever you need to be more comfortable. As we discussed, we
understand you will be spending some weekends at the boarding house
with your parents. We hope you will find the cabin a convenient
location in proximity to the school during the week.”

Jenna nodded when he paused, “Yes, Sir.”
That was better, she told herself. She had finally managed to find
her sensible side.

Mrs. Greer snapped open a lace fan and
vigorously fanned herself in response to the heat and humidity.
Glancing at Mrs. Greer, how she longed to do the same with her own
fan, but refrained, so as not to distract Mr. Taylor.

“We ring the school bell three times at five
minute intervals on days when school is cancelled due to weather or
other emergencies-- as you may remember from when you were a
student here yourself. This can be at the discretion of the school
board-- or at the discretion of the teacher if a board member
cannot be reached. School is expected to begin at nine o’clock
sharp until three o’clock in the afternoon, Monday through Friday.
I’ll leave this list of school holidays on the desk. You will be
paid thirty-five dollars on the last day of each month in the form
of a bank draft mailed directly to you. Do you have any questions
other than what we have discussed?”

“I’m certain I will have a few questions but
I fail to think of any at present. I will do my best to live up to
your standards,” Jenna replied, glancing earnestly at each of the
school board members. She remembered to keep her hands folded in
front of her and on the desk so she would not fidget. The tips of
her brown, low- heeled kid boots were barely visible under her
yellow and pale green, plaid skirt. The skirt flared out from her
slender waist, spilling down to the floor in folds and spreading
out wide beneath the hoops sewn into one of her petticoats. She was
growing intolerably warm in the matching plaid jacket of her summer
day suit, despite the linen fabric and bell-shaped pagoda sleeves
trimmed in a shade of deep, forest green braiding. She was equally
certain the summery, yellow, overlay bustle of her skirt was
smashed into the seat. She tried not to fiddle with the layers of
white lace cascading from the neckline of the muslin blouse her
mother had painstakingly stitched. She could only hope Mr. Taylor
would soon rise from the teacher’s desk so she could shift her
position. She had been sitting up straight and tall for a long
while. Every muscle in her body had grown tense as she continued to
suffer patiently through the interview; which didn’t seem to be
over.

“Do we have any other questions for Jenna
before we make this official?” Mr. Taylor looked at the other board
members.

“We know you will be an excellent teacher,
Jenna. We are very pleased with your test score and your fine
education both at The Lexington Academy for Ladies and
Oberlin College, formerly Oberlin Collegiate
Institute,” Mrs. Greer added as she peered through her
spectacles with gloved hands across the rows of desks at Jenna.
“Our school board is in need of an energetic, qualified and
competent teacher. Our search for such a teacher has been arduous,
and we are very pleased that you have accepted the position-- and
in time for the coming school term. I’ve heard that Oberlin is …
shall we say… somewhat radical… so long as you don’t
push their ideas on Kentuckians all at once. Opinions vary as you
know, but in general, attitudes here reflect a deeply southern
heritage. We don’t want to spark any controversial debates; though
I imagine you had your fill of them at Oberlin. We think you will
understand the complex needs we have here because of your heritage.
We are well aware that you descend from a family that settled here
generations ago. Your mother was quite the belle in her day, as was
her mother, your grandmother. I knew Frances James, and she would
be proud of your achievements, to be sure.”

In the following seconds of silence that
seemed like minutes of eternity, despite her disagreement with what
Mrs. Greer implied, Jenna nodded in her direction, simply to show
she had heard every word. Part of her wished she had remembered to
put her gloves on after taking the teacher’s examination. Her mind
travelled to how she should best respond to these statements that
essentially tied her hands as a teacher. She watched Mr. Taylor
rise and pass the copy of her exam results and reference letters
among the board members. She gulped.

She tore her eyes from the test as it
exchanged hands, and surveyed the classroom. This would now become
her daily mission field. Students from all around the northeastern
rural part of Jefferson County would be placed in her hands. A
scripture passed briefly through her mind. Do thou worthily in
Ephratah…

The silence of the gentlemen of the school
board as they looked over her reference letters and waited on a
reply to what Mrs. Greer had imparted as the stance of the board on
controversial subjects, implied that they, too, were interested in
her answer, if she dared to offer one. Her cheeks grew warm again.
Was she blushing? Was Mr. Taylor staring directly at her? She had
best come up with a reply. Why did everything seem to be moving in
slow motion? No, she must not, would not faint!

Jenna bit her lip and looked down as she
absorbed Mrs. Greer’s words, reached for her gloves, and began
putting them on very slowly. What should she say? The silence and
tension in the room hung like a thick fog over the inhabitants,
even though mere seconds had passed. Mrs. Greer was either testing
her-- or sincerely wanted the children to avoid a discussion that
might educate and change an entire generation of young minds.
Obviously she had heard something about the abolitionist reputation
of students from Oberlin College. In that moment, Jenna
decided to be prepared to walk out that door and never look back if
necessary.

She looked up and met Mrs. Greer’s gaze
directly as she drew in a deep breath, felt her chest heave and
then relax. As she pulled her gloves more snugly to her wrists, she
turned on the southern charm she’d watched Mama employ on a number
of occasions. “I think I understand perfectly. You don’t
want me to lead the students into a discussion regarding the issues
for and against the subject of slavery.”

Jenna continued while keeping her eyes level
with Mrs. Greer’s gaze. “Since the debate on that subject is an
ongoing one; which appears frequently on the pages of every
major newspaper in the nation, questions will prevail heavily in
the minds of the children. Students feel the tension in the nation
almost as much as we do and will naturally want to address the
matter, Mrs. Greer; but I assure you, I cannot claim to have
sparked it. However, I believe I am capable of allowing the
students to explore both sides of the matter-- since I have
a rich heritage that held both opinions in very high regard.
I would not be a teacher worthy of my education to allow my
students to remain ignorant of these arguments; but
especially the plight of the suffering.”











Behold, I will do a new thing; now it shall
spring forth; shall ye not know it? I will even make a way in the
wilderness, and rivers in the desert. Isaiah 43:19, KJV












Chapter 2. Homeward Bound From District
Four






Was that a hint of
a smile she detected on Mr. Taylor's face? Mr. Adams shifted in his
seat and cleared his throat.

Mrs. Greer actually smiled and sat up
straighter in her seat, crossing her arms smugly until her gloved
hands rested on each of her upper arms. She tilted her chin,
looking at the other board members with an ‘I told you so’ gleam in
her eyes. “Well spoken! That, my dear, is exactly why
we want to hire you. We have families in this county who are on
both sides of a very divisive issue. I trust that if anyone can
handle this very sensitive post, it would be the granddaughter of
Charles and Frances James.”

Jenna noted that her tone had been more
pleasant than before, but the statements left Jenna wondering about
the opinions of Mrs. Greer and the board. To Jenna, it
seemed the only female school board member appeared as though she
had something to prove to the gentlemen. She seemed supremely
convinced that the board had, indeed, discovered the right
candidate for the post.

“Who also happens to bare the name of
Worthington; which includes a number of very distinguished
ancestors, I might add,” Mr. Adams interjected, rescuing her from
any further assault from Mrs. Greer, at least for the moment. He
looked fairly relaxed with one boot crossed over his other knee, as
if he’d already made up his mind about her. Leaning back in the
desk as far as he could, he clasped his hands behind his head and
went on to say with a slight smile in his southern drawl, “I
understand your great grandfather on your paternal side commanded a
regiment in the Revolutionary War and went on to serve as a
Congressional Representative for the state of New York.”

“I see you’ve been the victim of one of my
grandfather’s favorite topics, Mr. Adams,” Jenna’s lips broke into
a broad smile. The tension that had been in the room moments
earlier suddenly disappeared. Relieved, she successfully evaded his
attempt to draw her into a retelling of her northern and English
ancestry by clamping her mouth shut and sitting back in her seat a
bit. Papa would be proud of the way she handled their questions.
She imagined her grandfather, Grampy, sharing a friendly game of
checkers near the potbelly stove at the mercantile-- along with a
group of listeners who wouldn’t mind if he had shared the same
story the week before. Maxwell Worthington had a knack for getting
around and talking to folks.

Mr. Adams grinned back at her. It was his
turn to toss her into the frying pan or bring the interview to a
close. She hoped his obvious delight with her grandfather would
place the position securely in her hands. An extra prayer wouldn’t
hurt either. Please Lord… save me from a useless life and open
this door…

“You certainly have fine reference letters!
We are pleased to offer this position to someone we know and trust
from among our very own community,” Mr. Adams concluded with his
slow, thick, southern drawl that reminded her of Gran pouring
molasses as she prepared a recipe for baking.

“I believe she will be among the finest
teachers we’ve ever had. She comes to us with more education than
our other candidates at the moment,” Mrs. Greer said firmly as she
placed a recommendation letter she had been reading down on the
desk before her. Jenna wondered what her grandmother Frances would
have had to say about the Greer family if she were alive today.

“Thank you Mr. Adams, Mr. Taylor and Mrs.
Greer,” Jenna said, looking at each one. “I will do my very best. I
appreciate your confidence in me.” Mr. Adams looks positively
bored. Hopefully this meeting is over and we can all go home
now…

Mr. Taylor seemed pensive but satisfied. He
stood up, walked around the desk on the teacher’s platform and
stepped down to shake hands with her. He towered over Jenna once he
was on his feet. Timidly, she extended her small hand into his
large, firm, outstretched one. “We have every confidence that you
will make a fine teacher… and we will do our best to make
certain you have the support you need. We will be checking in from
time to time to see how you are doing. If you are firm and fair
from the start, I believe things will go well. We will not tolerate
unruly students. You may send home any students who do not behave.
Just remember, you are in the south-- and not everyone here takes
kindly toward northern sentiment.”

“The support of the school board means a
great deal to me. I cannot possibly perform my duties without it,
Mr. Taylor,” she replied as she rose along with the school board
members from the desks. How strong, secure, and warm his handshake
had felt; even through her gloved hands! What a spark of attraction
that passed through her at his touch! Those blue eyes of his… that
charming smile… the unruly tufts of chestnut brown hair… his firm
jaw line lending strength to his long list of attributes…

“Just pray, do your best, and make the most
reasonable and very best decisions you can. We shall trust God for
the rest.”

“Excellent words of wisdom to live by, Mr.
Taylor,” Jenna returned, with a slight curtsy. Here stood a man who
spoke like her father. A blush warmed her cheeks again. A soft
smile emanated from her lips and her eyes fairly danced and
sparkled. She resisted the urge to ask Mr. Taylor a number of
questions. Who was this man?

He handed her a teacher’s certificate where
he had carefully written out her name on the prescribed line. She
hoped he hadn’t noticed she was trembling when she accepted it. Her
hard work had finally paid off; earning her the position she had
dreamt of for so long.

“Oh, and you’ll need this,” he said, handing
her another key, “…the key to the school room. Mr. Adams and I keep
the wood stocked for both the teacher’s cabin and the school room…
but if you see the supply falling behind you may ask Mr. Greer, uh,
or myself-- to lend a hand. The school roster of enrollments and
last year’s grade book is in … uh, your new desk drawer. You may
start moving into the teacher’s cabin whenever you like. We will
make the necessary announcement on Sunday mornings at worship
services in this part of the county that school will begin again on
Monday, in two weeks. Some of the boys may not begin until after
harvest; some may start lessons, leave for harvest, and return
after.”

“Of course,” she replied, hoping she sounded
confident.

Mr. Taylor checked his pocket watch again,
looking very respectable in that renegade sort of way; with his
piercing blue eyes, his strong cheekbones, and a long, brown coat
slung over one shoulder. His crisp, white shirt created a contrast
against his tan skin; probably acquired from performing outdoor
work and riding about the county to look after numerous schools. He
looked to be about twenty-eight years of age and as physically fit
as any hard working farmer she’d ever known. He eyed her for a
moment; hesitating as if to tell her something. He seemed to change
his mind. Then he turned to retrieve his hat from the cloak room
where Mr. Adams stood waiting with his own hat.

“Please, do let us know if you have any
problems, dear,” Mrs. Greer said as she secured her felt bonnet
trimmed in a pastel shade of blue ribbon and tiny, white, bell
-shaped flowers. The bonnet matched her powder blue dress and white
lace summer shawl. “The people in these parts can be set in their
ways and stubborn. Once they trust you though, you will be trusted
for life. I will order some more chalk for the board and a few
extra slates and slate pencils. There is plenty of lamp oil in the
cupboard. The key to the school also unlocks the supply cabinet in
the corner.”

“Thank you Mrs. Greer,” she said, hoping she
would remember everything they told her.

“You may or may not be aware of the fact
that Louisville schools have put Kentucky on the map in education.
We are now leading the nation in offering the study of music to our
primary students as of 1857; thanks to the forward thinking of Mr.
Taylor as our new director on this board. You may now offer the
subject to enhance your curriculum,” Mrs. Greer added
enthusiastically.

“I look forward to doing so,” Jenna replied.
“It’s always nice to be a part of those who offer progress,
especially in fine arts.”

“Can we give you a lift?” Mr. Taylor
inquired politely, stepping back into the school room with his hat
in hand. For such a solid man, how was it that he seemed to look a
little sheepish as he stood in the door twirling his hat in his
hands?

“Thank you Mr. Taylor, but if you don’t mind
I’d like to take an inventory of the books on hand and have a look
at the teacher’s cabin. Besides that, I will enjoy the solitude of
the walk home.”

The board members filed out together,
leaving Jenna to look over the white school house as they drove
away in two buggies. Mr. Taylor drove his own buggy while Mr. Adams
and Mrs. Greer drove away in the other.

The school room seemed empty after she was
finally alone and able to have a look around. It was a spacious
room with a planked wood floor, a woodstove on one side, a
teacher’s desk and lamp on the platform, a blackboard, and five
long rows of desks which led to the cloak room and steps leading
outside. She lingered over the globe in the corner, spinning it
like she often used to do during recess on those long, winter days
when it was too cold to bundle up and go outside to play.

Her fingertips ran the length of the books
on the shelves in the front corner, not far from where the
teacher’s desk and platform faced the room, front and center. She
picked up the small school bell and rang it gently; smiling at the
sound it produced. Though she had been mostly tutored at home, she
had enjoyed a few years of attending the school. The clanging of
the hand bell brought many pleasant memories to mind. Everything
seemed the same to her as before, except for Mr. Taylor. She hadn’t
met him until today, and he left her wondering where he was
from.

Jenna tied a large bow of the mint green,
wide ribbons streaming from her summer poke bonnet firmly to one
side of her chin after spending a little time to survey what would
now be her very own classroom. She was still a little shocked that
she was finally a certified teacher! She carefully tucked the
document into her draw-string reticule, made from the same shade of
mint green fabric as the lining and ribbons of her bonnet. Would
not her certificate look spectacular framed and displayed in her
new accommodations?

Anxious to explore, she defied the urge to
ring the large bell that hung in the school’s bell tower. Instead,
she walked the short distance to the cabin. She was delighted to
find inside the well-constructed, log cabin a double bed with four
wooden posts and a canopy top (minus mosquito netting or curtains
to go around the bed, she noted). A large wardrobe stood across
from the bed. A plank table and four chairs occupied the center of
the cabin. An enormous stone fireplace with a thick, wood mantle
took up most of the far wall opposite the front door. A black
cooking stove with an oven on four legs stood near a wooden
cupboard with adequate space for preparing food. A bookcase,
writing desk, and two rocking chairs added to the simple comforts
the cabin provided.

One oil lamp sat on the plank table and one
on the single nightstand beside the bed. The cabin was cozy and
clean. She was thankful for the wood floor and the small, covered,
front porch and two windows. With a little love and tender care,
curtains, a quilt on the bed, and a few rugs on the floor, she
imagined it would make a lovely home. She could see herself grading
papers at the desk or the table. How nice it would be to have a
home of her own where she could make lesson plans and have a place
to grade papers in solitude.

It was a blessing that her first teaching
position would be in her very own hometown. How pleased her parents
would be when they discovered she was now the teacher for district
four of the surrounding community. Her school was located some
miles from Gilman’s Point. Those who lived east and north of that
area in the county would be sending their students to her. A brief
glance at the roster had confirmed she would have more than thirty
pupils if they all attended again this year.

Humming Just as I am Without One
Plea, she walked home along a dusty road toward the river and
the plantation her parents owned. The plantation and boarding house
nestled snugly along the banks of the Ohio River. She found herself
feeling a great deal better than when she had arrived to take the
examination for the position. She reflected on how nervous and
jittery she had been, and nearly bereft of courage. God had
answered her prayers. Somehow her feet had propelled her forward in
spite of the fear of not passing the examination.

She could hardly wait to share her news!
There was a bounce in her step and everything seemed more alive.
She noticed the wildflowers growing along the dirt road, and even
stopped to admire a butterfly flitting among a cluster of blue
asters. She had to pass through a rural area consisting of a number
of smaller communities on the way home. All total, it would take
her nearly two hours to reach home. She continued walking northwest
along a road that ran alongside meadows, hills, ridges, farms, and
wooded areas toward the city limits of Louisville and the Ohio
River. By the time she had neared a view of the city, she was
humming Dixie to no one in particular except the occasional
bird that flitted by. The skyline of the city of Louisville,
which boasted more than forty thousand inhabitants, gave way to
tall buildings comprised of church towers, municipal buildings,
hotels, factories, the meat packing district, the riverfront
district, storefronts, and other businesses.

Covered wagons moving along slowly on roads
in the distance looked like a busy trail of ants from her vantage
point as she shaded her eyes from the sun to look out over the city
in the distance. The local newspapers reminded residents frequently
that Louisville had become the tenth largest city in the United
States. There was a swelling of pride and loyalty in her thoughts
of the city as she surveyed the sprawling glory from a hilltop
where she stopped to rest. She could even make out the track of the
railroad as she heard the whistle of the steam engine blowing. The
passenger and freight locomotive chugged rapidly along Frankfort
Road, entering the city at Jefferson Street. She couldn’t see where
the railroad ended at Brook Street, but she knew it gave the city a
link all the way to the capitol of Frankfort, to her east. She
could also see the shingled rooftops of homes that lined many of
the city street; some brick paved and others, dirt roads. Patches
of farms of all sizes and more roads lay on the outskirts of the
city in the less densely populated areas, dotting the countryside
with homesteads spreading out from around the city that hugged the
river.

She knew she was close to home when both of
her feet started to ache inside her boots. It was enough to make
her thankful for the cushion of itchy, wool stockings. Thankfully,
she temporarily forgot about the itching when she encountered Mr.
and Mrs. Peabody, two of Mama’s boarders coming toward her up a
hill.

“Greetings, Miss Jenna!” Mr. Peabody called
out when she was recognized from a short distance. He tipped his
top hat in her direction.

“Hello there!” she returned, picking up her
plaid skirts to hasten her progress toward the pair without
stumbling. Mr. and Mrs. Peabody owned an iron mine and foundry in
the north. They had amassed a small fortune in the steam engine
boom. Barges along the Ohio River carried his iron in various forms
all over the states. They paused to catch their breath and chat;
under a large oak tree offering a wide span of shade beneath
flourishing, green leaves and sturdy limbs, nearly at the top of
the hill.

“How nice to run into you, Miss
Worthington,” Mrs. Peabody remarked from beneath the netted veil of
her plum colored hat; her gloved hands tucked into the crook of her
husband’s elbow. “We’re on our way to the library in town. I’m
always looking for more books to read, even though I’ve raided your
father’s library too. We thought this might make a fine outing
today.”

“How delightful! ’Tis a fine day for a
walk,” Jenna remarked cheerfully, genuinely happy to find them
traversing along upper Shelbyville Road. “Shall we expect you for
dinner this evening?”

Mr. Peabody stirred his walking cane
absently in the dirt. “No, we are dining out, with a railroad
purchasing agent. Then we plan to attend a reading of Dickens, with
some of the social set Miss Caroline and your dear mother kindly
introduced to us on our last stay at River Oaks.”

“The company and social activities we
encounter here are quite enjoyable each time we are here; though
one might not expect that this far west of the Appalachians!” Mrs.
Peabody declared as her husband fiddled with his pocket watch to
check the time. “He promised to attend the library and reading for
my sake,” Mrs. Peabody said, twirling her parasol. “He knows how I
deplore business talk.”

“I see,” Jenna pouted disappointedly. “Then
I warn you, I shall hereafter be scarce. I have just accepted a
teaching position. Tomorrow, I shall be moving into new lodgings
for the duration of the term. I fear I shall not see you very
often.”

“Congratulations, my dear girl!” Mr. Peabody
said, looking approvingly at her through the monocle lens over his
left eye.

“We always knew your fine education would
take you far in life,” his wife declared, an avid reader and
advocate of education. ‘Twas true that Jenna was known as the more
sensible of the Worthington daughters. Her nose was always in a
book, while Caroline leaned toward the social set. Perhaps that was
part of the reason why her sister had never been without a flock of
friends, a steady stream of admirers and new beaus, to cast aside
or choose to remain as she pleased. Jenna, a vivacious beauty in
her own right, merely needed to be plucked and cajoled from behind
her books; though she had yet to realize it.

“We’ll be leaving within a fortnight for
England to meet potential investors… and then we plan to winter in
Europe. We hope to see you again in the spring, Miss Worthington,”
Mrs. Peabody was saying.

“How wonderful for you both! I know you will
enjoy your travels. I do hope you will write to us. You shall be
dearly missed!” Jenna exchanged partings and continued on
her path, sighing dreamily about the many sights the couple would
undoubtedly write about to them.

After walking down a road that declined as
it neared the river, lined with charming homes enclosed by white
picket fences, she took another turn onto a road that led to more
farms. Eventually she found herself walking alongside a dirt road
that cut through her father’s wheat fields. A few field workers
recognized her and waved as she passed. She smiled and waved back
to them, continuing her journey home. She crossed easily through
the shaded areas of her father’s endless apple orchards. The land
and the horizon had flattened out and straight ahead, she could see
more of her father’s land. Finally, the main house emerged into her
view as she lifted her skirts in a futile effort to keep the dust
off of her hemline as she crossed River Road.

River Road, which cut through her father’s
orchards and ran alongside the Ohio, if she remained upon it, would
eventually lead to the main gates and entrance of River Oaks
Plantation. She noticed a buggy plodding along toward the east but
Jenna kept her eyes on the main house, not far from the thick tree
and shrubbery line that ran alongside the rippling of the wide and
gentle Ohio. As she walked on the lush carpet of green grass
leading up to the main house, she was tempted to shed her boots and
socks to allow her toes to revel in the cool, soft blades of grass.
She caught glimpses of a riverboat as its paddle wheel slowly
turned. She couldn’t hear the lapping of the water yet but she
progressed steadily, making her way through her father’s property.
She took a short cut toward the main house, barns, spring house,
and stables. From where she walked, the riverboat appeared to glide
steadily down river toward Louisville’s skyline.

One of the house workers opened a window on
the top floor of River Oaks and reached out to shake a dusting
cloth and ducked back inside. Another worker was chopping wood off
to the side near the kitchen garden while someone carried pails of
water from the well into the mud room, scattering chickens outside
the henhouse located well beyond the right wing. The chickens
clamored about, filling the late afternoon with sounds of their
clucking as they pecked at the ground for any morsel to feed upon.
The courtyard remained almost immune to the workload going on about
the grounds. She could see one of the boarders on a bench, reading
a book in the central part of the gardens. Two more boarders
strolled along the west side of the house, pausing to look at the
river from time to time.

Four pillars that faced the river at the
front of the immense, white house greeted her as she made her way
toward the double doors at the top of the grand porch. Countless
long windows, flanked on each side by black shutters, spilled down
the top and bottom floors of both wings of the house and along the
front. A third floor with different styled windows, mostly arched,
loomed down to look at her from behind the sides of the main house.
As she approached the steps beneath the Jeffersonian roof which
came to a point due north, she wondered if Papa was in his study so
she could share her news.

Once inside, she knew she would be comforted
and sheltered by spacious and airy rooms with high ceilings, ornate
moldings, and well-crafted woodwork. Walnut, mahogany, and cherry
furniture pieces graced the rooms; along with cushions and windows
covered and draped in rich fabrics. Tapestries and runners covered
some of the cinnamon, reddish-brown floor boards; while her
maternal grandmother’s silver, porcelain dishes, and crystal vases
fairly gleamed in their perfectly placed locations. As she neared
the steps to the porch, she thought Mama would probably be in her
private sitting room; flanked by a set of French doors to let the
sunlight stream in. This lovely room on the first floor, situated
beyond the foyer, connected to Papa’s study. It was also where her
mother, grandmother, and great-grandmother had spent many an hour.
Each had managed the household, reared their children, read new
books, memorized the Scriptures, and created another stitched
garment or sampler from the sitting room (which faced River Road
and the courtyard).

Though she loved Mama’s sitting room, her
favorite rooms were Papa’s library and the second floor sitting
room lined with more books; where she could read for as long as she
wanted with little interruption, at the right times of the day or
night. It was a long way from the tiny cottage of New York where
she’d spent her early childhood years. Three generations of her
maternal family had grown up on this land, and yet she felt she had
only barely become a part of it.











Order my steps in thy word: and let not any
iniquity have dominion over me. Psalm 119: 133, KJV







Chapter 3. What Ails Thy Broken Heart?


Her joy carried her
along even when there had been long parts of the walk toward home
without shade; the heat beating down relentlessly. She had floated
on happiness that afternoon, but as she laid a weary head on her
pillow later that evening, the tears started to well up from the
depths of her soul and would not stop. Another announcement had
triggered her emotions, but it had certainly not been the first to
do so.

In February, one of her dearest and best
friends, Careen Kendall, had announced her wedding engagement to
Cassidy Hardin. The news she had received by letter while buried in
snow at Oberlin had come as no real surprise. It was a cheerful
prospect, as the couple had been a romantic pair for years.
Careen’s father, Charles Kendall, Esquire, a prominent lawyer in
town, was jubilant to see the first of his two daughters settled
happily into a good match. Hardin was a law apprentice for Mr.
Kendall.

By June, Jenna had settled in back at home
in Kentucky from Oberlin when at tea one afternoon, her other
dearest friend, Melody Thompson, had called to announce her
engagement to Jackson Kendall (Careen’s brother). This had indeed
come as some surprise. The romance had blossomed while she
had been in northern Ohio, studying books to the point of falling
asleep on the books at her desk.

While happy for her two closest friends, she
somehow could not squash the anxiety and forlorn feelings that rose
within because no suitors appeared to be suitably matched, nor
interested in her in the least. Her friends were moving along
rapidly toward marriage and beginning families, while she
seemed to be hurling toward becoming that frightful term she dare
not utter: a spinster.

Before Jenna could share her own happy news
with the family, one more announcement nearly knocked the wind out
of her sails. Her older sister, Caroline, burst out of the front
double doors in laughter, pursued by a cheerful assailant, none
other than William Hershel. He had a shy grin written all over his
face. The pair shared intermittent fits of more laughter as Jenna
lifted her skirts to proceed up the front steps of the porch.

“Look Jenna!” Caroline sang out as she held
out her left hand to display a sparkling ring. “We’re getting
married! We’re getting married!”

“Married?” She repeated. It was as if
she had just been slapped in the face by some unseen force that
might have been lurking. She stood halfway up the steps blinking in
the sunlight, her feet thumping from the long walk home as Caroline
danced under the shade of the front porch; stopping only to admire
the ring on her hand or exchange an affectionate embrace with
William. He was hopelessly besotted with her sister, and it was
never more evident than at that very moment.

She hoped the look of shock passed swiftly
as she forced herself to snap out of her disappointment for the
lack of romance in her own life, and focus on being happy for her
sister’s moment of joy. She had dropped her skirts when Caroline
had shoved her engagement ring under her nose but recovered
quickly, drew in a deep breath and picked them up again, proceeding
up the steps to the landing. It dawned on her that William was to
be her new brother. In that moment, she began to embrace the news
despite the longing in her own heart. She stepped into the shade of
the porch to congratulate them. One could not help but catch some
of the contagious joy of their youthful celebrating.

All the same, deep down inside, it was on
this bittersweet day she realized that some piece of her was
broken. It wasn’t at all that she wasn’t happy for her sister and
two best friends she reminded herself firmly. She allowed Caroline
to sweep her up in her moment of jubilee. As she continued to
recover her good sense and sisterly love, she danced around both
the foyer and the drawing room with Caroline without having to
pretend to have joy. She was indeed truly happy for her
sister; and even for Careen and Melody. One day… she told
herself… one day… someday…

“William has been your beau for a long while
now. He will make a fine husband to you and a welcome brother to
me,” Jenna said as they dressed for dinner in Caroline’s bedroom.
Their nieces, Kathryn and Amelia, were playing on the carpeted
floor; straining to listen to the conversation, seldom far from the
company of Aunts Caroline and Jenna. They entertained themselves by
tempting Princess, purring about their feet, with bits of yarn.

“You know I can’t resist a man in uniform!”
Caroline said with a mischievous smile on her face as she powdered
her nose before the mirror at her dressing table.

“Have you set a date for the wedding?” Jenna
asked, observing Sarah enter the room carrying a gown over one arm
for Jenna. Sarah laid Jenna’s dress on the four poster bed and
proceeded to Caroline’s wardrobe to pull out a freshly laundered
and pressed gown for her sister.

“Not yet, but you can be certain, we shan’t
wait a moment longer than Mama says is necessary. He shall wear his
officer’s uniform.”

“I always thought you’d marry Henry O’Ryan,
Reverend O’Ryan’s son.”

“For a time, I did as well,” she said. Sarah
held out her finest summer evening gown. Caroline barely noticed
it.

“I thought you’d like this one, to celebrate
your engagement, Miss Caroline!” Sarah said, smiling from ear to
ear. The news of the wedding had caused the entire household to
erupt in a celebratory and jovial mood.

Caroline continued talking, easily pleased
and agreeable with anything anyone said to her that evening as she
stepped into
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