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				In memory of the men of the 20th Massachusetts Volunteer Infantry
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				God bless the sea-beat island!
 And grant forevermore,
 That charity and freedom dwell
 As now upon her shore!
 – John Greenleaf Whittier
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		Prologue

								

	
				July 1863
 He cannot deny the stark geometric beauty of the gray battle-line forming in the distance.
 Nor can he gainsay the danger it represents.
 The heavy shelling has stopped. It was the most intense bombardment he had ever experienced—a relentless pounding that lasted for hours.
 Gabriel can hear music in the distance, martial music, bands playing, a snatch of “Dixie” floating in the air. The rebel infantry will advance, steadfast, unwavering in purpose—and that grim purpose is to kill him and the men next to him.
 He blinks away sweat. It is still hot, although not as sweltering as it was at midday.
 Gabriel feels in his pocket for his talisman, a shell from the beach at Eel Point, a good luck charm given to him by Charlotte in January. His fingers trace the smooth inside of the surf clam shell. Then he touches the familiar ridges on the outside. He thinks of Charlotte, her mouth curving in an infectious smile, and he fights back a sudden wave of yearning.
 He has left a letter for her with Ethan Parker, the regiment’s assistant quartermaster. It will go to her should he fall. He has kept it brief, a few lines to say that memories alone would never be enough and that she must promise to embrace a full life, with husband and children. He finished by telling her that he had loved her in this world and would in the next.
 The gray line stirs, begins to move.
 They will keep coming.
 The sun beats down steadily. At home, at least, there would be cooling sea breezes. Here, they are far from the water, perched at the top of a ridge outside of a small Pennsylvania town called Gettysburg. They wait on Cemetery Ridge, a patch of sloping land that is now the center of the lines of the Army of the Potomac.
 At least, for once, they hold the high ground. A small blessing.
 Soon, it will be their turn to fight. Over the past two days, the Army of Northern Virginia has tested the Union right and left flanks. Now the Federal center must absorb the blow.
 Will today bring the battle to an end?
 The 20th Massachusetts Volunteer Regiment, his regiment, is deployed in the second line of defense. He looks for the regimental colors. His Nantucket friends and neighbors in Company I are near, also awaiting the tide of gray. Somehow, he feels comforted that his brother, Michael, and his brothers in arms are so close.
 The gray line nears the Emmitsburg Road. Once crossed, the rebel infantry faces about three-quarters of a mile or so of open field before reaching the Union position.
 Phrases come to mind, unbidden…
 A fragment of Homeric Greek:
 τὸv δὲ σκότος ὄσσε κάλυψε, δούπησεν δὲ πεσών, ἀράβησε δὲ τεύχε᾽ ἐπ᾽ αὐτῷ.
 Darkness veiled his eyes, and he fell down, his armor clattering round him.
 Then, a hymn, of sorts:
 He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat.
 A line from a play:
 Cry ‘Havoc!’, and let slip the dogs of war!
 It was strange how the mind works, Gabriel muses, cobbling together the Iliad and Julia Ward Howe and Shakespeare. Why is that? He would ask Teddy Carrington later what he had been thinking as he watched the Confederate troops begin their advance. His friend probably calculated the distance between the rebels and his men, considering how soon he must order them to fire. No literary phrases for Captain Edward Carrington, a natural leader, respected by his men. A fine officer—a better one than Gabriel. Teddy wouldn’t let his mind wander, wouldn’t allow himself to be distracted.
 Gabriel shakes his head and takes a deep breath—he must govern his thoughts now. He owes it to the men of Company F. As their commander, he must make certain they concentrate on their task at hand, holding the line.
 Deadly canister fire from behind him whistles overhead, too close, and he flinches. The Union gunners will have to stop soon, or risk hitting their own lines.
 He closes his eyes. He will permit himself one last departure from the present.
 Images of home…
 The island in winter, snow covering the moors and Saul’s Hills near Altar Rock, dense fog rolling in and blanketing the harbor.
 Swimming in Gibbs Pond with Michael on a bright April day, the water and sky a matching deep blue.
 Images of Charlotte, her blue-black hair spilling over the pillow, her face in repose so lovely as she dozes next to him on their single night together. Her smile as she teases him, her eyes alight with mischief.
 He must not escape for too long. Gabriel reluctantly opens his eyes and sees that the gray line is moving forward in battle formation, even as grapeshot and bullets tear gaping holes in it. A few flashes of color—battle flags—stand out. The rebels are close enough now that he can make out faces. An older bearded man wears a blank expression, one Gabriel knows well, the look of barely repressed fear. An officer canters on horseback with his sword raised, terribly exposed to Union fire. At the end of the line, a teenage drummer boy keeps time. Many in the line will die this day, long before they reach the ridgeline. Gabriel feels a touch of awe at their courage.
 ”Cap’n North, they’re headed toward that copse of trees.” It is Sergeant Ludwig, his broad face creased with worry as he points to his right where the 19th Massachusetts, also a Boston regiment, waits in position next to a unit from Pennsylvania. “They’re out to break through our lads there. Gott im Himmel. There will be hell to pay if they do.”
 ”Can’t have that,” Gabriel says. “We’ll wheel to the right and hit their flank when the time comes.”
 Bayonets glint in the afternoon sun. Soon they will hear the high, keening scream of the Rebel yell, the war cry of their enemy. Most of Gabriel’s men are veterans, no strangers to the sound, and they’ll keep their nerve.
 Next to him, Ludwig begins humming softly. Gabriel recognizes the melody of Martin Luther’s “A Mighty Fortress is Our God.” He is amused that his sergeant, a Forty-Eighter, a German democrat with little use for religion or for Luther’s church, allied as it is with the Prussian aristocracy, has turned to the hymn of his childhood for comfort.
 The rebel infantry is almost upon them, moments away. Gabriel’s mouth has gone dry.
 They will keep coming.
 He hears the crackle of musket fire. The leading edge of the gray line falls, and then smoke obscures his view. The line reforms and continues to march forward.
 Another phrase…
 As He died to make men holy, let us die to make men free.
 He doesn’t want to die. Not today. Not on a sunny summer afternoon on a ridge above an obscure Pennsylvania town miles from the sea, miles from home.
 He thinks of Charlotte.
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				September 1854
 They stood braced against the wind, gazing out to sea.
 Waves crashed upon Quidnet’s beach below them, the surf visible in the light of a sickle moon. From their vantage point on the sand dunes above, they could take in the wide expanse of the North Atlantic and, to the south, beyond the calm waters of Sesachacha Pond, the flickering beacon of the lighthouse at Sankaty Head.
 The night sky had turned a deep blue-black. It brimmed with stars. Gabriel peered through his battered brass telescope and then handed it to Charlotte. Michael stood a step away, restless, shifting his weight from leg to leg, running his hand repeatedly through his long hair.
 “You’ll find the North Star, Polaris, at the end of the handle of the Little Dipper,” Gabriel told Charlotte, pointing with his hand. “Look for it below the Big Dipper. Polaris is the brightest star in the Ursa Minor constellation.”
 She adjusted the telescope’s sight and scanned the canopy of stars above, searching for Polaris, and quickly located it.
 “It’s very bright, Gabriel,” she said. “No wonder sailors navigate by it.”
 “True North,” Michael said.
 “Except in the Southern Hemisphere,” Gabriel said. “You can’t find it in the sky there.”
 “See, you already know enough,” Michael said. “What will they teach you at Harvard that you can’t learn here? It’s a waste of your time and of Father’s money.”
 “Shouldn’t we let him be the judge of that?” Gabriel asked. “It’s too late, now. I leave tomorrow for Cambridge.”
 “We’re not good enough for you here? Is that it? The Old Man wants you to make rich friends. Become a swell.” There was scorn in Michael’s voice. “I’d never let someone else rule my life that way. No one could make me leave Nantucket and turn into a coof.”
 Charlotte found herself gripping the telescope tightly. Michael was trying to provoke Gabriel with the insult. They all looked down on coofs, mainlanders, who were barely tolerated by the locals. She hated it when the North brothers quarreled, for she had always envied their closeness. As an only child, Charlotte had wished for a brother or sister and the warmth and affection the North brothers enjoyed. It was not meant to be. She lost her mother at five, and her father never remarried. 
 “Gabriel will never be a coof,” she said. “Born here and grew up here. He’s an islander through and through.”
 “Michael knows that,” Gabriel said. “He just wants to get under my skin. I don’t mind. I’ll be back often enough, you’ll see. Father hasn’t forced me to do anything. I’ve chosen this path. No one else. And you’re wrong, Michael. I’ve only scratched the surface of what I can learn. The sciences. Greek and Latin. Mathematics. There’s no better place for broadening my knowledge than college.”
 “So you’ll choose to sit in a stuffy classroom on a beautiful fall day? Won’t you miss the sea? The sky?” Michael shook his head. “That’s a bad bargain. Mark my words, brother. You’re making a mistake.”
 “It will be my mistake, then.”
 “You never listen to me,” Michael said.
 “I do. But I’m certain that this is the right course.”
 Michael muttered something before he walked away, moving over to the scrub trees where they had tied their horses.
 “I’m for home,” he said. “There’s no point in arguing with you.”
 He deftly mounted Pegasus and rode away into the dark, headed back toward town. Charlotte knew that Michael was furious with his older brother for leaving Nantucket, for accepting the future their father, Frederick North, had chosen for him. Michael had been seething with anger for days. She had hoped that his mood would improve when Gabriel suggested they spend his last day on the island riding over to the eastern shore. They fished in Sesachacha Pond for a time, catching two striped bass, and ate a late cold supper. They relaxed by the beach until it grew dark and the stars came out. It had been a bittersweet day, she thought, with Gabriel’s departure looming over them. She wasn’t surprised that Michael had picked a fight with Gabriel—it gave him an excuse to ride off alone and be by himself.
 She and Gabriel stood in silence, listening to the sounds of the waves breaking on the beach below. Behind them, their horses, tied to scrub trees, stirred.
 Charlotte understood Michael’s anger, his sense of abandonment. It had become commonplace for young men to leave the island after finishing school and failing to find employment. Jobs had become scarce. Fewer whalers docked these days at Nantucket’s wharves. California and the promise of its gold had been a lure for many. Everyone had heard the stories of whaling ships deserted by their crews in San Francisco Bay so they could set out for the gold fields and make their fortune. Few succeeded as gold miners, but those who did could become fabulously wealthy.
 “I wish Michael weren’t so upset,” Charlotte said. “He’s taking it hard.”
 “He’ll get over it,” Gabriel said. “Give him a few days. I promised that we would study the stars tonight, so let’s do that.”
 He leaned close to her as he guided her in viewing the constellations and visible planets. She loved having him next to her, shoulder-to-shoulder, so tall and so strong. He smelled of bay rum and horse. The night sky above them seemed limitless, an ideal night for stargazing.
 “The Greeks thought about traveling in space,” he said. “Aristotle and Plutarch wondered about the composition of the heavenly bodies, whether they were made up of fire or aether, a fifth element.”
 “A ship to the stars,” she said, considering the idea. “How would it be propelled? Like the railroad?”
 “Not by steam,” he said. “This starship must overcome gravity to fly. Perhaps the men experimenting with balloons will devise a way.”
 “How do you know so much, Gabriel?” she asked.
 “I read a lot, Charlie. And I ask questions.”
 She frowned. “I’m afraid you’ll never come back to us.”
 “Boston isn’t that far away. It’s not thousands of miles from here.”
 “No, but we’ll lose you. You’ll forget us. You’ll have fancy friends. You’re destined to be an important man. Everyone says so. We’ll seem backward once you’re living there with all those stuck-up coofs.”
 He smiled. “Off-islanders aren’t all bad. Trust me. And how could I ever forget you, Charlotte Folger Hathaway, the island’s most fearless tomboy?”
 She sighed, hurt—she didn’t want Gabriel to think of her as a tomboy, a hoyden. She wanted to tell him how she felt about him, but she was wary of revealing her true feelings. Would he laugh at her? He had to know that she admired him, that he had always been her hero. Did Gabriel suspect that she loved him? Wouldn’t he just dismiss her feelings as a first crush?
 With the summer coming to a close, any hopes she had of capturing his heart—and she recognized how feeble those hopes were—would vanish with Gabriel’s departure from Nantucket. He would come home during school breaks and spend the summers on the island, but she knew that he would return a stranger, worldly, sophisticated. What appeal would she, a skinny girl about to start high school, have for him? She hadn’t mastered any of the skills of a young lady of quality—she didn’t play the pianoforte or paint watercolors or speak French.
 Then, there were the stories about her family, about her mother’s fall from grace. Even if there had been no scandal, the Hathaways occupied a shaky and precarious rung fairly far down on the island’s social ladder. Charlotte’s father owned a boardinghouse on Fair Street. They were not one of Nantucket’s first families.
 The Norths were, along with the Macys, Coffins, Folgers, and Starbucks. They had money, a fine red brick house on Liberty Street, and thoroughbred horses in their stable. Gabriel’s grandfather, Eason North, had amassed a fortune as a whaling captain. His son, Frederick, had added to that with canny investments in several railroad companies. He expected Gabriel to rise further in the world. Frederick had arranged for the Reverend Phelps to tutor Gabriel in Greek and Latin in preparation for Harvard’s entrance examination. Gabriel studied hard—he had always tried to please his father—and had easily passed the test. As the second son, Michael was spared the lessons. He didn’t complain. He didn’t share Gabriel’s interest in books and learning, although Charlotte knew he was quite intelligent.
 “It’s time to return to town,” Gabriel said gently, interrupting her train of thought.
 “I wish we could stay in this spot forever,” she replied. “Just the two of us. You say you won’t forget me, but you will. You’ll meet a pretty lady in Boston, and you’ll make her your wife, and she won’t want you coming to Nantucket.”
 “Is that so? You’re being silly, Charlotte. I’m nearly eighteen. I don’t intend to marry for many, many years.”
 She moved closer to him and wrapped her arms around him. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him full on the lips. He didn’t react for a moment, and then, surprising her, he kissed her back. She clung to him, pressing her body against him. Then he stopped kissing her and stepped back. She felt exhilarated—she might be young, but she was sure she had made Gabriel feel desire for her, if only for a few moments.
 “Charlie, that was a mistake,” he said gravely.
 “Why? Didn’t you like it? I did.”
 “You’re too young,” he said. “You don’t know what you’re doing.”
 “I do so.”
 “At thirteen years old? I don’t think so.”
 “Soon to be fourteen.”
 “All the more reason to forget this happened. You’re becoming a young woman. It isn’t proper. To begin with, you shouldn’t be kissing boys.”
 “I’ll never kiss anyone but you, Gabriel.”
 He laughed. “That’s absurd. So, no more silliness. We’re friends, and it’s best that we stay friends.”
 “I’m not sorry that I kissed you,” she said. “I don’t want you to forget me. I want you to promise you’ll remember this night and this kiss.”
 “I promise, Charlie.”
 “And it’s only you I’ll kiss.”
 “I think you may meet a handsome boy or two in the future who might change your mind about that.”
 “Never.”
 Gabriel helped her mount Buttercup, her mare, and once he was seated on Ajax, his spirited bay horse, they set off at a rapid clip along the Polpis road. Charlotte loved riding next to Gabriel, stealing glances at his profile. They passed by cranberry bogs, moorland, and fields barely illuminated by the moonlight. Gabriel made no attempt at conversation, and she was glad for the silence—it let her think about their moment together and her first kiss.
 She was disappointed when she spotted the glow of Nantucket town’s lights on the horizon. Her magical day with Gabriel was nearing its end. She wished she could make it last forever.
 When they reached Fair Street and Harbor House, Gabriel quickly dismounted and helped her down from Buttercup. She looked up into his face, visible in the moonlight.
 “So it’s goodbye for now, Charlie,” he said.
 She hesitated, searching for the right words to express her feelings, and then decided to remain silent. She turned her head so he couldn’t see her eyes welling with tears. There was so little time left. She took a final glance at him, his fair hair shining in the lamplight, and watched him mount and ride away up Fair Street.
 Charlotte led Buttercup to the stable, brushed her down, covered her with a horse blanket, and left her with a bagful of oats. She hurried into Harbor House, making her way up the back staircase to her bedchamber. She lit a few candles and threw herself on her bed, finally alone and able to let herself cry. She cried because she couldn’t remember when she hadn’t been in love with Gabriel North, and now he was leaving. Now he would be off-island, far from her. Charlotte had been to Boston once when she was ten, long after her mother’s fall from grace, to meet her Aunt Grace Folger, who was visiting from Philadelphia. Her father had not wanted her to go, but Grace had insisted on spending time with her niece. It was the only time Charlotte had visited the mainland, and she had been awed by the size of the city and its buildings and intimidated by its noisy streets. Gabriel would become comfortable in that city, surrounded by elegant and accomplished young ladies, and no doubt would lose his heart to one of them.
 When she finished crying, she dried her eyes and took her journal from her night table. She sat at her small corner desk and wrote furiously, trying to capture her feelings.
 My first kiss. I’m thrilled that it was with Gabriel. Will he finally see me as more than a young girl in pigtails tagging along on the North brothers’ adventures? Could that kiss wake him up to who I am? Could he grow to love me someday? Desire me someday? Even if he did, would it even matter? There is my mother, my scandalous mother. Clara Folger Hathaway. I tell myself I shouldn’t feel any shame over what she did, but I do. I will never be like her. Never. What sort of woman abandons her husband and her five-year-old daughter and runs away with her lover? And never returns? Leaving me in the care of our housekeeper, Mrs. Young. Leaving me behind in a place where everyone knows her history, her sordid story, and watches me to see if I will take after her. I know what they call women like her. Jezebel. Betrayer. Wanton.
 Gabriel has never mentioned my mother’s reputation, never teased me, or spurned me. Not once. For that alone, I could love him. I won’t give up hope. Every time he comes home from Cambridge, I will make him take notice. He belongs here, and he belongs with me. Our first kiss marks the beginning of my campaign to win him over to my side forever and ever.
 Charlotte closed her journal with a sigh. She blew out the candles before climbing into bed, pulling her quilt tightly over her. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, ready for her day to end and for sleep to claim her.
 
	

			
			


		
	
		
			
	
		

		Two

								

	
				Gabriel was too busy for homesickness during his first days in Cambridge. There was the excitement of meeting his fellow students and beginning classes. He also had to learn to sing “Fair Harvard,” a requirement for freshmen. He settled into a daily academic routine, waking at six o’clock in the morning, eating a hasty breakfast, attending morning chapel, and then hurrying to eight o’clock recitation with his tutor. He had two other recitations: one at noon and another at five o’clock.
 It was only later, on quiet Sunday afternoons after church services, that he thought of his family and friends, and longed for the comfort and familiarity of island life. He missed Nantucket town’s gray Quaker shingles, the familiar elms and English maples lining the cobblestones of Main Street. For the first time in his life, Gabriel wasn’t within walking distance of the sea, and the Charles River seemed a poor substitute for Nantucket Harbor and the North Atlantic. He longed for the sound of seagulls and the glories of galloping Ajax along Surfside Beach’s flat sand.
 On the other hand, Harvard College proved to be all that he had hoped it would be—a place where he could learn and grow. He took to his studies eagerly, energized by the opportunity to explore the Latin and Greek texts that were the foundation of the college curriculum. Homer. Cicero. Horace. Marcus Aurelius. He was thankful for his father’s insistence on drilling him in the Greek alphabet—he would have been lost in Professor White’s class on Aeschylus without that grounding. Geometry didn’t appeal to him, but he enjoyed his exposure to the natural sciences.
 Before Gabriel departed for Boston, his father had counseled him to befriend the more popular students. “You’ll arrive as an outsider,” Frederick North had explained. “If you’re to rise in their world, you must impress not only the faculty, but also the men in the College who move in the best social circles. In time, they’ll see you as one of their own. That will open all doors to you.”
 Gabriel endured the initial hazing all freshmen faced without complaint and quickly established a wide circle of friends. While he naturally gravitated to the scholars in his class, he took time to socialize with the more carefree students whose interests ran more to cards, women, and wine. At the same time, he was careful not to drink too much or to bet too heavily. He began rowing on the Charles and sparring with some of the upperclassmen. In the evenings, he and his friends would relax with oysters and ale. From the windows of his Holworthy Hall rooms, he could see the famous pump and the graceful elm trees shading the middle walk of the Yard.
 The first term passed quickly. At its end, Gabriel went home to Nantucket for a brief visit. He stayed only a few days, spending a fair amount of time closeted with his father discussing his progress at college. He went for a long ride or two with Michael, but didn’t see any of his friends or high school classmates. He cut his visit short so he could arrive in Cambridge before the New Year, eager to resume his life there.
 * * *
 Charlotte missed seeing Gabriel around town. She thought about their kiss at Quidnet and wondered if he would ever kiss her again. At least she saw Michael North at school nearly every day.
 Michael never admitted to feeling lonely, but Charlotte knew that he also missed his older brother. If Frederick North had thought reports of Gabriel’s success at Harvard would encourage Michael to spend more time studying, he was quickly disabused of that notion. Michael chafed at having to sit inside a classroom. Every chance he got, he would escape to walk or ride or sail. It seemed he had explored every trail, every wagon path, every side road on the island. His explorations took him everywhere—from Great Point in the north to Surfside in the south and Madaket to the west. Once, he told Charlotte that when he wanted to think, he would climb to the top of the South Church tower and scan the landscape in all directions. Charlotte teased him that he imagined himself as King of Nantucket, his realm the dunes and sandy hills and scrub-covered moors of the island.
 Charlotte tried to learn as much as she could about Gabriel’s life in college. She resolved to study harder at school, so she would be able to talk intelligently to him when he did visit. She made sure to read not only the Nantucket newspapers—the Inquirer, and the Mirror—but whenever she had a chance, the Boston ones.
 She kept herself busy. After school, she helped her father with the management of Harbor House. She consulted with Miss Lucy, their cook, about the daily menu, and she made sure that Eliza, their maid-of-work, and the part-time chambermaids completed their household chores and kept the parlor and dining room clean. They had only a few rules for the boarders, and she insisted that her father enforce them. When Mr. Stone tried to smoke his pipe in the front parlor, she complained to Papa until he reluctantly asked their boarder to stop.
 She wasn’t close with her father. The distance between them had grown as Charlotte entered her teen years. Whatever warmth in her home life came from Mrs. Young. The scandal and her mother’s death had changed Caleb Hathaway. He harbored resentments, and he held onto his anger toward Clara. It robbed him of whatever ambition he ever had—he was content as long as the rooms were let and he was left alone to play Bluff and Whist and drink with his friends. He never talked about Clara Folger Hathaway or the past. Never.
 Charlotte wished that her father worried more about Nantucket’s future and what that might mean for the boardinghouse. With few whalers shipping out, Nantucket town’s population continued to drop. Caleb’s friends would talk about “the good old days” when the island had prospered as the whaling capital of the world, and then lament its slow decline as New Bedford supplanted Nantucket because of its deep harbor and access to the railroad.
 Charlotte hated that the Harbor House had begun to show signs of neglect. The dining room had been looking particularly threadbare, and she persuaded her father to let her repaint the walls in a light blue and the woodwork in eggshell white and place a new crimson Turkish carpet on the floor. But much of the rest of the house remained shabby.
 When she raised the condition of Harbor House with her father, he had a troubling response. “Perhaps we should sell out and move to Providence,” he said. “Nantucket was never my hometown. I only came here because of her.” His face grew hard and cold. Charlotte had noticed that he rarely, if ever, said Clara’s name.
 “But it’s my home. My friends are here.”
 “You’re a clever girl. Reading at five and writing a fair hand at six. When you get older, you’ll deserve a clever husband.” He shook his head. “You’ll never find one here. You’ll need to go to the mainland.”
 “I don’t ever want to leave the island. And it will be ages before I marry.”
 Charlotte was dismayed that her father would consider leaving Nantucket. She needed to stay and be there when Gabriel came back to the island. How could she launch her campaign to capture his heart if they were to move away? She believed that she had grown prettier, and as her figure developed, she had started to attract male attention. She didn’t care for the lingering, speculative glances of older men, and she was careful not to encourage them by acknowledging their looks or responding to their comments. She steered clear of the waterfront where there might be sailors or fishermen, relative strangers to Nantucket town, who might try to take liberties. One of their boarders, Mr. Weaver, thought he might make free with her on the stairwell and learned that was a bad idea when she kicked him in the shin. He didn’t bother her again.
 She didn’t think her father would follow through on his threat to sell Harbor House. He might grouse about Nantucket being provincial compared to Providence, but he led a comfortable life. He had plenty of time for his card games with his cronies. No, when she thought about it, Charlotte was confident that they were staying put.
 * * *
 One of Charlotte’s improvement projects for Harbor House was restoring its backyard garden to its previous glory. (She conceded it hadn’t been glorious, but it had been pretty.) The garden had been neglected for years. In the early spring, Charlotte began by cleaning up the flowerbeds, removing weeds, and pruning back several bushes. Her beagle Artemis would sit nearby, thumping her tail and licking Charlotte’s hand when she stopped to pet her.
 Learning more about botany and gardening first brought Charlotte to the Atheneum, Nantucket’s cultural center and lending library, located at the corner of Pearl and Federal streets. Lectures and musical performances were often held in its spacious Great Hall. Her mother had insisted on a subscription to the library, and her father had faithfully kept it active. At first, Charlotte had been intimidated by the stark white classical facade and monumental Ionic columns of the building, but once inside, her delight at the overflowing bookshelves overcame any nervousness. She found several helpful books about gardening. She also met Olivia Poole, a middle-aged widow who volunteered in the library and seemed to know everyone in Nantucket town. Olivia was close friends with Maria Mitchell, the Atheneum’s chief librarian, who was known far and wide for her skill in astronomy.
 Olivia invited Charlotte to come to her home on Ash Street for tea. They sat in her parlor. The walls were covered with framed maps, and piles of books were scattered everywhere, on tables and chairs. Olivia poured cups of tea and stirred in a generous spoonful of sugar in hers. Charlotte asked for some cream, but no sugar.
 “I knew your mother,” Olivia said. “Clara Folger. A very bright girl. Always with a book in her face. The brains in your family, if I may say so. Caleb’s a well-meaning man, but not much of a thinker, is he?”
 “He’s been a good father,” Charlotte said, ready to defend him.
 “No doubt. But a girl needs a mother. A shame that Clara passed away when she did. You were seven?”
 “Five, almost six.”
 “Ah, such a shame. And you were raised, more or less, by Mrs. Young, your father’s housekeeper.”
 “She was a kind woman.” Charlotte still missed her. Mrs. Young, a widow, had left Harbor House when Charlotte was eleven, marrying a man from the mainland.
 “But we must look forward, not to the past.” She patted Charlotte’s knee. “We’re going to be friends, young lady.”
 Charlotte hoped to learn more about her mother from Mrs. Poole. She had only hazy memories of her mother—she kept the one miniature portrait of Clara hidden in a trunk under her bed. Olivia Poole shared a few stories about her time at school with her mother, who had been an excellent student and a voracious reader.
 “And Clara was pretty as a picture,” she said. “Black hair and blue eyes, like you. It surprised people around town when she came back from a visit to Providence married to your father.”
 “Why was it a surprise?”
 “Never imagined she would marry a mainlander.”
 Charlotte remained silent. She wasn’t about to discuss her mother’s later disgrace with Mrs. Poole, nor the sailor she had run away with—a man named Mark Sinclair, first mate on the whaler Maria.
 “You have a quick mind,” Olivia said. “You must develop it. Reading widely is one way. Debating the issues of the day is another.”
 Before she left that day, Olivia had given her a copy of Uncle Tom’s Cabin. When she read it that night, Charlotte was horrified by the evils of slavery exposed in Mrs. Stowe’s book. It made her wonder about the ways of life on the mainland. How could people so harden themselves to the suffering of others? How could they call themselves Christians? Nantucket certainly wasn’t a perfect place, but there were no slaves. They took care of their own, the poor and sick.
 Charlotte had never met anyone quite like Olivia Poole. She was a woman with strong beliefs. She denounced slavery. She believed that women should have the right to vote. Olivia did more than talk—she had traveled to attend a national convention for women’s rights held in Worcester. She was one of the leaders of Nantucket’s Anti-Slavery Society. Charlotte admired her willingness to act on her convictions, even if her father muttered that Olivia Poole was a busybody.
 * * *
 When Gabriel returned to Nantucket after his first year of college, Charlotte immediately noticed the changes. He was as tall and handsome as ever, but he had a newfound air of quiet confidence. He also had acquired a fine new wardrobe—”He’s been citified,” Michael said with a sneer—and Gabriel’s clothes were a cut above what local young men were wearing.
 When Gabriel arrived at the Harbor House a few days after his return home, however, he wore a more casual outfit: a blue sack coat, white shirt, and trousers. Charlotte made him smile when she dropped a quick curtsy. Artemis came padding over, tongue lolling. Gabriel scratched under her chin, and the beagle wagged her tail in pleasure.
 “It’s nice to be home,” he said. “I worried I might be forgotten.”
 “Never,” she said. “Artemis is very loyal. You’re responsible for her name, after all.”
 “Am I?”
 “You convinced me to choose a classical name. Artemis, goddess of the hunt.”
 “I guess that I did.” He looked around the empty kitchen. “Can you take a break? How about ice cream? My treat.”
 She took his arm, proud that he was her friend and hoping that Mary Hussey and Edith Barnard, friends from school, might see them walking together. On their way to Hooper’s ice cream parlor on Centre Street, they were stopped by Elijah Benton, one of the town’s eccentrics. Elijah appeared to be middle-aged, but no one was quite sure of his exact age. He liked to wear a straw boater and an oversized coat year-round, and when he wasn’t working, he wandered around Nantucket town on foot. Elijah had been nicknamed “Echo” because of his habit of repeating whatever was said to him. His uncle, Harold Allen, employed him in his livery, and that suited Echo because he was more at ease with horses than with people.
 After greeting them, he looked Gabriel up and down. “So, are ye smarter now?” he asked. “Ain’t they supposed to make ye smarter there in Boston at yer fancy school?”
 “I don’t think I’m any smarter, Echo. I’ve just learned a bit more.”
 “Have ye now? Learned a bit more. Think that makes ye better than us?”
 “No, I don’t think that.”
 “I hear ye dress like a swell.”
 “I’m dressed like the other gentleman at college. You can’t object to that, can you?”
 “He’s the same Gabriel,” Charlotte said. “He may dress like a swell, but he doesn’t have a swelled head. At least, not yet.”
 Gabriel laughed. “If that doesn’t put me in my place, I don’t know what will. I’ll try to keep the swelling to a minimum.”
 Elijah looked puzzled. “Why would Gabriel’s head swell?”
 “From all that learning,” Charlotte said, enjoying herself. “All those facts and figures stuffed in his brain.”
 They left Elijah shaking his head. At Hooper’s, they slid into two open seats at the counter and ordered vanilla ice cream. A nearby ice house kept Hooper’s supplied with ice blocks all summer.
 “I like Hooper’s ice cream better than what they serve at Neal’s, the parlor in Cambridge,” Gabriel said. “It has a creamier taste.”
 “You take time from your studies for ice cream?”
 Gabriel smiled. “They say that ‘All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.’ We’re not scholars all the time. Some of my fellow students spend less time studying than they do getting up to mischief. When they cross the line, they’re sent away to rusticate and catch up in their studies before they’re allowed to return.”
 They finished their ice cream, and Gabriel offered to walk her home. A block from Harbor House, they were stopped by Brendan Lynch, a carpenter who had recently built cabinets for the Hathaways in the Harbor House kitchen.
 Brendan gave Charlotte a broad smile. “Are you pleased with the cabinets?” he asked her, ignoring Gabriel. Charlotte was surprised by Brendan’s deliberate rudeness.
 “They’ve been very useful,” she replied. “Miss Lucy is delighted with the additional storage.” She turned to Gabriel to explain. “Mr. Lynch built us some kitchen cabinets. They’re very well constructed.”
 “If there’s anything else you need, just let me know.” Brendan kept his eyes on her. “You can always count on me.”
 Charlotte had first met Brendan when she was eight years old, and he was seventeen, on the day when he and the other survivors of the shipwrecked British Queen arrived in Nantucket town after being rescued. Cold and drenched, they were brought to Pantheon Hall and Sons of Temperance Hall for shelter that night. The British Queen had been bringing Irish immigrants from Dublin to New York when it hit a shoal during a blinding snowstorm. The ship was first spotted by a firewatcher in the South Church tower, and the wreckers hurried to the site, hoping to rescue the passengers and salvage whatever of value they might find.
 Most of the Irish left Nantucket on Christmas Day, 1851, aboard the steamer Telegraph, determined to reach New York. Along with a few others, Brendan Lynch decided to stay. In the years that followed, he had worked on several of the Polpis farms and then had made a living as a carpenter. By all accounts, he was skilled with hammer, saw, and carpenter’s square and was said to be a hard worker.
 Brendan acknowledged Gabriel with a slight nod. “I see that you’re back, North,” he said, frowning. “Not for long, though.”
 “Long enough to see my friends and family,” Gabriel said.
 “And then back to Boston.”
 “That’s true. But Nantucket is my home. Always will be.”
 “Unlike us wash ashores?”
 “I look to judge a man by his character, not by his birthplace,” Gabriel said coolly.
 “Is that so?”
 There was a long, awkward silence. Brendan glared at Gabriel. Charlotte didn’t know how to respond. Why was Brendan acting so strangely? He hardly knew Gabriel. Charlotte wondered why he was treating Gabriel with such open hostility. Did he resent him?
 “If you’ll excuse us, Charlotte needs to return to Harbor House,” Gabriel said with a forced smile. He nodded to Brendan. “Mr. Lynch.”
 Charlotte didn’t know what to make of Gabriel’s sudden formality or the tension between the two men.
 “North.” Brendan nodded in return.
 Gabriel frowned as he watched Brendan walk away. “It appears Mr. Lynch doesn’t care much for me,’ he said. “Strange. I hardly know the man. He didn’t like finding you in my company, that’s for certain.”
 “He appears out of sorts,” Charlotte said. “He’s not normally so gruff.”
 “I have a question,” he said. “Will you answer me honestly?”
 “I’ll try.”
 “That will have to do,” he said. “Echo says whatever comes into his mind, and it’s often what people are thinking but are too polite to say. I would imagine people wonder if I’ve changed, if I’m putting on airs, if I think I’m superior to my old friends. I hope not. You would tell me if that was the case, wouldn’t you, Charlie? If I began acting high-and-mighty. As my friend, you would say something.”
 “As you’ve asked, I will. You aren’t strutting around, you aren’t treating people with disdain, but you have changed, Gabriel. It was inevitable. You’ve lived away from us for some time now. You seem older now, more considered when you speak. Sometimes I wish you were more like the Gabriel of before, the one who would go skating on Lily Pond or blueberry picking with us.”
 “No way we can go skating today,” he said. “But I think I remember how to pick berries. Shall we try this tomorrow afternoon?”
 “I’d like nothing better.”
 Gabriel came by Harbor House on Ajax in the late morning. They rode together along Somerset Road, looking for highbush blueberries and finding them in a field near Miacomet Beach. Gabriel produced two pails, and they picked blueberries, reminiscing about past expeditions. Gabriel popped a blueberry into his mouth, slowly savoring the taste.
 “This takes me back,” he said. “I’m glad we came. Cook can make a blueberry pie or two.”
 “I think I’ll make muffins with mine,” Charlotte said.
 Gabriel spread a blanket, and they shared a picnic lunch of cold chicken, stuffed egg, pickles, biscuits, and lemonade. Charlotte didn’t believe she could have been happier, alone with Gabriel, treasuring the time together. Then, he cleared his throat and ended the moment.
 “I must speak to you about something,” he said. “My parents are concerned about our friendship. Comments about how you’re no longer a young girl and how our being alone together is not appropriate. That, along with remarks about how I must find my childhood friends dull and parochial compared to my circle in Cambridge. That’s not the case, of course. I wouldn’t trade this afternoon for a hundred boring engagements in town.”
 “Then your parents won’t be happy about our berry-picking together.”
 Gabriel gave her a smile. “True enough. So I made sure that my mother knew about today’s expedition.”
 “You did? Why?”
 “My parents need to learn that I’m my own man now. I don’t have designs on you, Charlie, and they should know better than that. They should trust us. Nonetheless, we must take more care. I won’t run the risk of ruining your reputation in town. In the future, when I come home, we’ll need to make sure that you’re properly chaperoned.”
 “I wish it didn’t have to be like that,” she said.
 “If wishes were horses, beggars would ride. But we’ll stay friends, and you’ll have your own beau soon enough. Scads of them.”
 She struggled to blink back tears, turning her head to hide them from Gabriel. She didn’t want some stranger courting her; she wanted Gabriel. It worried her that his parents, especially his mother, had warned him about her. Sarah North would never accept the daughter of a boardinghouse owner as a suitable match for her eldest son, even if there had never been the scandal involving Charlotte’s mother. It seemed Gabriel was listening to his parents, and that hurt. For as long as Charlotte could remember, she had looked up to him. She had felt free to be herself around him. Over the years, they had discussed anything and everything. Was that to end? She hated that he had started distancing himself from her. Why couldn’t they just go on as they had?
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				Charlotte found that time passed with surprising speed when she kept busy at home and at school. She was disappointed that when Gabriel did visit Nantucket, she saw little of him. When they did meet, there was a new, strained awkwardness. She missed the easy familiarity they had once shared.
 Michael tried to explain. “The Old Man has grand plans for Gabriel’s future. Plain and simple, he thinks my brother has become too fond of you. They don’t want him to be caught by you, or any other island female.”
 “We’re friends, Michael. Just as you and I are friends. I’m fifteen years old.”
 “You were always a pretty tomboy. Now you’re a pretty young lady. You’re quite clever, which appeals to Gabriel. My parents worry that he might form a lasting attachment to you. They’ve warned him that he shouldn’t raise your expectations or cause talk in town. It isn’t fair, but that’s how it is.”
 She didn’t need Michael to tell her that life wasn’t fair. Clara Hathaway’s daughter, abandoned at the age of five, knew that all too well. Not only was the world unfair, but there were times when it was cruel and capricious. She didn’t realize that Michael would learn that lesson sooner than later, because, without any warning, he fell in love with the one girl his family would never accept.
 Nell Walker had suddenly captured his attention. She was a year younger than Michael, a beautiful girl with curly brown hair, a woman’s figure, and a flawless golden complexion. Nell’s mother, Mary, was of African and English descent and had been freed from bondage upon the death of her father, a prosperous Baltimore merchant named John Walker, who was also her owner.
 Nell’s father, Jan Dekker, a sailor of Dutch heritage, had abandoned his young family after Nell’s birth. At least he had married Mary Walker before he left, so Nell wasn’t illegitimate, but Mary refused to take his name. She moved to Nantucket in 1850 at the invitation of a distant cousin, and she and her little girl settled in Five Corners, the New Guinea neighborhood between Orange and Pleasant streets, where free blacks and sailors from the Pacific islands lived. Mary found work as a skilled seamstress and enrolled Nell in public school when she came of age.
 Charlotte had noticed Michael talking with Nell a few times after school, but didn’t think much of it. The depth of his interest became clear when Ray Quinn, an older student with a well-deserved reputation as a bully, began bothering Nell, grabbing her braids from behind, tugging on them, and making rude comments. One day after school, Charlotte witnessed him trailing Nell down the street and calling her “a nigger bitch” in a low voice and then slapping her on her bottom. Nell turned around and swung at Quinn and yelled at him to stop. He danced away, laughing, and Charlotte saw that two of Quinn’s friends had been watching the scene.
 The next day, Charlotte heard the rumors at school that Nell was fast and had let Ray Quinn kiss her and touch her. After lunch, Michael approached Charlotte. “Do you know what happened yesterday with Nell and Ray Quinn?” he asked. “Nell won’t talk to me about it.”
 Charlotte figured Nell hoped to keep Michael from confronting Quinn, but Charlotte wouldn’t lie to him. She told him what she had seen. Michael listened quietly and took a deep breath when she had finished.
 “I’ll put an end to this,” he said.
 By the close of the school day, everyone knew that Michael had challenged Quinn to a fight, a boxing match. Quinn had laughed and told Michael that he was going to beat him like an old rented mule.
 When Charlotte arrived at the grass field near the school, a knot of students had already gathered there, Nell among them. She looked ready to cry. “I don’t want to be here,” she told Charlotte. “Michael insisted.”
 They stood at a distance from the ring of boys surrounding Michael and Ray Quinn. Quinn was older and heavier than Michael, but he was shorter. Michael had only one friend there, Reuben Coleman, a lanky boy with red hair and freckles.
 When the fight began, Michael jabbed quickly at Quinn’s midsection, moving to his right and not letting the bigger boy close on him. One of his punches caught Quinn under his left eye, which quickly began to swell.
 “Stand and fight,” Quinn said. “You’re a bloody coward, North.”
 Michael didn’t say anything. When Quinn advanced toward him, Michael threw another jab and then threw a combination that jolted the older boy back on his heels.
 Enraged, Quinn charged at Michael but was met by an uppercut to his chin that sent him to the ground. He rolled around on the ground for a moment or so and then slowly struggled to his feet. He swayed on his feet but raised his hands, ready to continue.
 “Had enough?” Michael asked. “Will you stop bothering her?”
 Quinn rushed forward, swinging wildly. One punch caught Michael flush on his cheekbone, opening a cut, and he stepped back, stung.
 Michael circled around Quinn and then jabbed twice before stepping in and hitting Quinn in his stomach. When he bent over in pain, Michael hit him in the face three times. Charlotte could hear the crunch when Michael’s fist connected with Quinn’s nose. He moaned in pain and dropped to his knees.
 “Cry uncle?” Michael asked.
 “Uncle,” came the muffled reply.
 “You will leave her alone. Say it.”
 “I’ll leave her alone.”
 Michael stood over him and then glanced around the circle. “Anyone else?” he asked, staring directly at Quinn’s friends. They avoided making eye contact. “Fine,” he said. “Bother Nell Walker or any of her friends, and you’ll have to answer to me.”
 His audience, awestruck, didn’t say a word.
 Ray Quinn was absent from school for a week. When he returned, his face still bore the faded bruises of the fight. He gave Nell a wide berth and left the younger students alone. The bullying stopped.
 Michael had always been seen as the wild one in the North family. After the beating he administered to Ray Quinn, other boys were even more wary of him. Some whispered that if he hadn’t stopped, he might have killed his opponent.
 “Word has gotten around,” Nell told Charlotte. “It seems everyone in town knows better, now. It’s made my life so much easier. I don’t get those nasty comments, and the boys don’t try to touch me or kiss me.”
 “They did before?”
 Nell wrinkled her face. “Yes. I hated it. You’d be surprised at who bothered me. Even married men.”
 “Married men? Truly?”
 “You’re white. It’s different for us. Men think colored girls are all fast.”
 “But you’re only…”
 “A quarter colored? True, but my mama is half, and my grandma was born a slave. That’s more than enough. They think it makes me fair game.”
 In the weeks that followed, while nothing was said, it became clear that Michael and Nell were a couple. After school, he walked her home, to Cooper Street, and Michael took her exploring, a sure sign of his favor.
 Charlotte knew that there would be talk about Michael and Nell, but she figured whatever gossip it provoked would fade over time. In that, she was wrong.
 About two weeks after school let out, as life on Nantucket settled into summer rhythms, Brendan Lynch intercepted her as she was walking down Centre Street. She hadn’t seen much of him of late, and she wondered what his mood might be like. He had been very friendly when their paths crossed, but she remembered the strange encounter with Gabriel and Brendan’s open hostility.
 “Your friend Michael North should watch himself,” he said. “He’s in New Guinea at all hours of the day and night with Nell Walker. You know how people feel about whites and coloreds mixin’. It ain’t natural, if you ask me.”
 “They’re good friends,” Charlotte said. “It’s nobody’s business. How is it yours?”
 “Listen for once. I thought you were friends with the North boys. Do you want Michael North to plant the crops before the fence is built?”
 “Must you be so crude? I can’t stand it when you talk like that.”
 “I’m not the one kissin’ the girl in plain sight,” Brendan replied. “The other day, when I was workin’ on the Bearse’s house, I seen them together. It didn’t look innocent to me.”
 “Do you have to tell the world?”
 “I ain’t told the world. Just you. And no thanks I’ve gotten from you.”
 “Well, then, thank you,” she replied.
 “You’re welcome,” he said. “Always glad to be of service to Miss Charlotte Hathaway, crude Irishman that I am. Let your friend know that he’s not foolin’ anyone.”
 * * *
 Charlotte was nervous about approaching Michael, but he needed to know that rumors were spreading. “I don’t know how to begin,” she said when she took him aside a few days later. “So I’ll just say it—there’s talk about you and Nell Walker, that you may be compromising her.”
 “Where did you hear that?”
 “Brendan Lynch. He wanted me to warn you.”
 “Did he now?” He raised his eyebrows. “That’s strange. I don’t trust Lynch. I’ve warned him to stay away from Nell. He thinks that she’d welcome his advances because she’s colored, and he’s like the others who think colored girls are sluts.”
 “Brendan? He bothered Nell?”
 “Only once. Tried to kiss her. I convinced him that I’d beat him black and blue if he tried again.”
 It had been a year since Michael had fought Ray Quinn. Charlotte thought even Brendan might hesitate to tangle with him. Michael had grown to well over six feet, and he was the best boxer on the island—even Gabriel admitted that his younger brother had a slight edge over him in their sparring sessions.
 “We’ll be more careful in public,” Michael said. “But I’m going to keep seeing her. If Brendan Lynch thinks he can scare me off and wriggle his way in with Nell, he’s flat wrong.”
 “I hope you’re not angry with me,” she said.
 “Whatever for? For warning me? No, I’m not angry with you.”
 She might not have angered Michael, but the same couldn’t be said for Nell. She arrived at the Harbor House later in the day and confronted Charlotte.
 “Michael tells me that you’re passing along gossip.”
 “I thought he should know what people are saying.”
 “People? And how is it their business? Or yours?” Nell glared at her.
 “I’ve been friends with the Norths forever.”
 “Particularly with Gabriel. Everyone knows that. But that doesn’t give you the right to interfere with his brother. Stay out of it.”
 “I’m not your enemy, Nell.”
 “So say you. Don’t you know what will happen if you tattle tale to Gabriel? The Norths will forbid Michael to see me.” She looked at Charlotte defiantly. “Michael won’t obey them. He’ll keep seeing me, no matter what they say. It won’t stop him.”
 “I won’t volunteer any information, but if Gabriel asks me about the two of you, I won’t lie.”
 “Tell him the truth, then. I think Michael hung the moon, and he feels the same way about me.”
 * * *
 Gabriel had been home two days from Cambridge when he learned about his brother’s new romantic interest. Warren Bryant, a carpenter and handyman, delivered a refinished dining room table to Liberty Street. Before leaving, he paused. “I hear your brother’s sweet on Nell Walker,” he said. “She’s mighty pretty for a colored girl.”
 Gabriel knew better than to show any surprise. “Michael’s his own man,” he said. “He picks his own friends.”
 “It doesn’t sit well with some,” Warren said. “Mixing the races, you know. Not right.”
 “People should mind their own business,” Gabriel said.
 “It’s a small town, Gabriel. People notice. It ain’t like they’re hiding it.”
 Gabriel waited a day before he approached Michael in private. “You know that there’s talk about you and Nell Walker?” he began.
 “Why should I care?”
 “Do you want to ruin the girl’s reputation?”
 “Is that your concern? Her reputation? Or is it that you worry that word will spread that your brother spends time with a colored girl? One of the high-and-mighty Norths consorting with the Negroes of Nantucket. That wouldn’t do for your fancy Boston friends, would it?”
 Gabriel flushed in anger, but kept his temper under control. Michael was spoiling for a fight, and Gabriel wasn’t going to take the bait.
 “That’s absurd, and you know it. Are you seeing Nell, then? Is that the case?”
 “What if I am? She’s smart and loyal and can ride like the wind and set a sail better than most men.”
 “And what’s the point? You know that you can’t marry her.”
 “And why is that?” Michael asked.
 “You know why. Do you remember the scandal when Lucy Hill took up with that black fellow, Isaac Mackey, and started living openly with him? A white woman consorting with a black man. Then she drank herself to death. Mackey left the island afterward, as well he might.”
 “That has nothing to do with us.”
 “I’m not going to tell you how to live your life.” Gabriel frowned. “That would be a waste of breath. I’ll offer this word of advice. End it with her. The longer it goes on, the harder it will be for both of you. Why don’t you come back to Cambridge with me for a few weeks? See the town.”
 “Is that all?”
 “That’s all.”
 “Good. Then, stay out of my business.”
 “Does Father know?” Gabriel asked.
 “Mother has heard that I’ve been seeing Nell. I assume she’s told the Old Man, but he hasn’t said anything to me. Probably figures I’m sowing my wild oats.”
 Gabriel nodded. There was no point in continuing the conversation. He left Michael and walked over to Harbor House. Charlotte could tell him how much the gossip had spread.
 He found her gardening in the small backyard and wished her a good morning. Charlotte took off her gloves and suggested they sit on a nearby bench underneath an apple tree.
 “I had a brief talk with my brother,” he began. “I imagine that you know about
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