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  Chapter one
Annie



Edgartown, Martha’s Vineyard, Massachusetts
September 21, 1862

If Annie’s coming-out party was a success, she would find a suitor to play Romeo to her Juliet. Together, they would share wonderful adventures beyond the reach of her island.
Buoyed by this thought, she stepped into the dining room with a bounce in her step and a guest list in her hand. She and Auntie would review the final details of the party this evening, and then everything would be set, from flowers to refreshments. And best of all, the dance programme. Her debut was only one month away. 
Candlelight augmented the twilight coming through the lace curtains, casting a warm glow around the room. Sighing with anticipated pleasure, Annie laid the list on the tablecloth beside her dinner napkin. 
She didn’t think anything of her father’s grave expression – until he spoke. 
Captain Abraham Osborn Sr. passed a hand over his thinning white hair and sighed. “Before we begin, I would like to make an announcement.” As her father’s gloom became evident in his bowed shoulders, a weight began to descend on Annie. “We received a telegram this afternoon that the Ocmulgee has been attacked by Confederate pirates and completely burned. The rebel ship was called the Alabama.”
Annie gasped as she imagined men drowning amid the fiery wreckage of her father’s whaling vessel. At the foot of the table, her stepmother’s distress mirrored Annie’s. Usually the picture of serenity, tonight the woman that Annie called “Aunt Eliza” raised a handkerchief to cover her trembling lips. 
A shocked silence ensued. Then Annie’s brother John, two years older than she, voiced the question Annie feared to ask. “Is Abe okay?” Abe, Jr., a seasoned sailor like their father, had captained the downed ship. 
“He escaped,” replied Father. “Sent us a letter from the Azores, off the coast of Portugal.” A collective sigh of relief went round the table, and then everyone started asking questions at once. 
The captain raised his hand for silence. “Let me finish. While Abe was held at gunpoint, the pirates took all thirty-six of our crew onto their ship and plundered the Ocmulgee. Then they forced our men to watch while they torched it.” Shaking his head, he added, “Six miles off the island of Flores, the rebs gave them back their whaleboats and continued on. Our men have been left to make their own way home. Fortunately, they all escaped, even your Tom McCurdy,” he said, glancing at Annie.
A flush rose to Annie’s cheeks. It had taken her months to get over Tom, and it still hurt to think of him. “He’s not my Tom,” she reminded him. Then, softening her tone, she added, “but I’m glad he’s all right.”
“Six miles!” exclaimed Eunice, Annie’s older sister. “That’s a long way to row!”
The Ocmulgee crew would soon seek passage to Boston, Father explained as they began eating. Unfortunately, his company would have to cover the cost of their fares after losing the vessel and the income that the sailors would’ve shared from its cargo. The family livelihood, and indeed much of the island’s, depended on the whaling voyages that set sail each year from Osborn Wharf on Martha’s Vineyard.
While a servant placed a tureen of fish chowder in front of each family member, Annie watched Aunt Eliza wipe her eyes and rearrange her features. Father had married Eliza not long after Annie’s mother died, and all four children accepted Auntie as their parent. Annie cherished the auburn-haired woman as a confidante and model of grace and gentility.
“Do they know why the Ocmulgee was singled out?” asked Mary, fifteen.
“No idea,” replied Father. “It couldn’t have been for the whale oil because they just let that burn with the ship.” He shook his head. “Senseless destruction.” 
He continued, “Tomorrow I’ll post word at all the general stores on the island. But tonight I’d like to contact each of the involved families in person if we can.” He gestured around the table, saying, “Eliza and I would appreciate everyone’s help delivering the messages in Edgartown. I’ll have someone spread the news in the other towns.” Martha’s Vineyard was also home to communities at Holmes Hole, Tisbury, Chilmark, and Gay Head.
After dinner, Aunt Eliza singled Annie out. “Will you go with me to tell the McCurdys and a few others?”
Annie hesitated, biting her lip. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Eunice coaxing Mary to accompany her on visits, too. Mary looked as reluctant as Annie felt. “I don’t have any idea of what to say,” Annie said. 
Eliza held out her hand. “Come with me so you can learn how to do it.” Pointing to the folded list next to Annie’s place, she said, “And don’t forget your note.”
“I won’t,” Annie replied, tucking the guest list into the pocket of her skirt. The task at hand dampened all her excitement about her party, and she suspected that Auntie felt the same because she seemed to have forgotten about finalizing plans tonight.
At eight the following morning, the doorbell shrilled to announce the arrival of two telegrams for Father. Annie paused on her way to the dining room, wondering what the commotion was. 
Looking up from the message in his hand, Father told Auntie, “It’s from Washington. My guess was right—no other ship has been captured by Confederates. God grant that we’re the only one.”
“Amen to that,” answered Eliza.
Using his pen knife, Father slit open the envelope to the other telegram. Glancing at the bottom, he said, “It’s from Abe.” A pause while he read. “It’s about young Tom McCurdy,” he said, watching Annie’s face. “While waiting in the Azores, he caught a disease and died.”
Annie swayed, stunned and speechless. Eliza laid her hand on her stepdaughter’s arm. “Come, let’s sit down.” She guided Annie toward the dining room, where breakfast awaited them. Seeing Father hang back, Eliza said, “Aren’t you planning to join us?”
“I want to get started on arrangements to get the crew home as soon as possible.” His glance rested on Annie. “This latest news must be a shock for you, since you were classmates and friends.” He kissed the top of her head. “I’m sorry.”
Lifting his hand in farewell, he left the house.
Once seated, Eliza relayed the news to Mary and John before turning to Annie. Observing her stepdaughter’s untouched food, she said gently, “How are you taking this news about Tom? I know you’d exchanged some letters while he was aboard ship.”
Annie paused to consider the empty place inside her heart that Tom had occupied. “We were just friends,” she said. “When I heard he would sail on the Ocmulgee, I lost interest in him as a beau. Still, we grew up together.” She stared unseeing at the wallpaper as she remembered partnering with him in dancing lessons and sitting across the aisle from him in the one-room schoolhouse.
After breakfast, Annie retrieved Tom’s letters from the drawer of her desk and ascended narrow stairs to her favorite place to read them. This uppermost stairway led to the belvedere, a small room with windows on all sides. From its perch on the roof, it afforded panoramic views of Edgartown, Katama Bay, and the Atlantic Ocean beyond. Refolding the letters when finished, she mentally probed her heart for pain at losing Tom. A little, perhaps, but mainly she felt bafflement coupled with sadness for what Mrs. McCurdy must be feeling this morning.
Later that afternoon, a steady stream of female friends called on Aunt Eliza to discuss all the news. Wanting to escape the distress in the house, Annie stepped outside into the glow of Indian summer and headed for the home of her best friend Cora Wilson. Soon they were striding along streets lined with flowers peeking through picket fences, discussing the week’s events.
Annie told Cora about Tom right away. 
“I can’t believe it,” Cora said. “He was so—nice.” She shrugged to indicate the inadequacy of words to express the loss of their friend. He was the first of their schoolmates to die and the youngest of the Omulgee crew.
“It was hard enough to imagine him on the other side of the world, but I always figured he’d come back. But gone forever—that’s just impossible to comprehend,” said Annie. 
As they stopped to gaze out at the bay, Cora linked arms with Annie and murmured in solemn voice, “Goodbye, Tom, wherever you are.” The words echoed in Annie’s heart for a few moments before Cora turned to Annie. “This would’ve been so much harder if you were waiting for him to come back and court you.” 
“Yes,” said Annie, grateful for her friend’s understanding. They resumed walking.“Is the Soldiers’ Relief Society still meeting at your house tomorrow?” Cora asked.
“Probably not, because I didn’t hear anything about preparations,” Annie said, brushing a wisp of light brown hair from her eyes. “Guess I’m off the hook for tea cakes.” This week Aunt Eliza was scheduled to host the women’s group whose current project was making small sewing kits for soldiers to carry in their haversacks. Unable to sew a straight seam, Annie was in charge of buying needles and spools of thread to furnish each kit. She also looked after the refreshments every time the Society gathered.
“Auntie’s overwhelmed with visitors coming to ask what’s going to happen,” she continued. “And my father looks like he didn’t sleep last night. In fact, that describes just about everyone I’ve seen today.” Weighted with the community’s pain, she wished she could help.
They turned inland and rounded the corner at the brick Congregational Church, stately with its white spire. Cora asked, “You were going to talk to your aunt after you showed me your guest list, weren’t you? What did she say about it?”
Annie sighed. “I didn’t show it to her because that’s when Father told us about the Ocmulgee. Maybe we won’t even have the party.”
“What do you mean?” said Cora, grabbing Annie’s shoulder in alarm. “The hall and the band are already hired! Even with everything going on, your parents won’t deny you this, you’ll see.” She looped her arm through Annie’s as they resumed walking toward Annie’s house.
“I don’t even want to remind them. It seems so selfish to worry about my ball now when the whole town is suffering. And now Tom . . .”
Cora’s sympathy about the party soothed Annie’s hurt even as it gave her permission to acknowledge it. Tears gathered in her eyes. “I had actually talked myself into the possibility of finding someone at my debut who lives up to my impossible standards, as Auntie calls them.” She smiled ruefully. 
“Well, if I didn’t have my Elijah to dream about, I’d be in the same fix as you. Who could’ve possibly known that when we turned eighteen, a war would take all the good men off the island? Or that we’d lose one of our own?” Cora squeezed Annie’s arm. “It’ll work out, you’ll see.”
Cora meant well, Annie thought as she left her friend at her own house. But as Annie began to anticipate another result of the pirates’ attack, her mood sank lower.
With every passing day till the end of the week, Father and Aunt Eliza became more downcast. On Friday evening, as Annie passed his library, she heard the two of them discussing the financial damage with Aunt Eliza. “We may have to declare bankruptcy,” he said.

      [image: ]The Congregational Church was crowded that Sunday as the townspeople prayed for the safe return of the Ocmulgee’s crewmen. Sitting in the Osborn’s box pew alongside Eunice and Mary, Annie looked at her parents and John, who fidgeted on the edge of his seat. The cavernous space with its many windows felt chilly on this autumn day, and Annie sat on her hands to warm them.
As the minister offered the customary weekly prayers, the sight of Richie Comstock jarred Annie into uncharitable thoughts. He was the same age as Tom. If men like Richie were the only ones to survive this dreadful war, then she would surely die a spinster. But then, she thought glumly, she probably would anyway.
As soon as the service finished, John hastily left the church by a side door, with Richie close behind. But the congested aisles delayed the rest of the Osborns from leaving the sanctuary. 
Father held the door open as Annie followed Mary out into the sunshine. The two sisters stood uncertainly near a hedge of fading rhododendrons, uncertain how to navigate this sea of grief. Members of the church gathered on the thick lawn in groups of twos and threes to discuss how the whaling vessel’s loss affected them. 
“What I don’t understand is, why the Ocmulgee?” said Mr. Ruskin, the dry goods storekeeper. “It was thousands of miles away from American shores, and not engaged in anything that could hurt the South. Why did the Alabama choose our ship?” 
Shielding her eyes from the sun, the choir director concurred. “Our sailors were just minding their own business. They weren’t hunting rebel ships.”
Margaret, who was married to one of the Ocmulgee crew, said, “They’d already brought dozens of barrels of oil aboard, a right fine haul. Now it’s all gone, with no earnings to show for all their hard work.”
Father and Auntie circulated among the groups. The uncaring sunlight highlighted the furrows in Father’s cheeks and cast a shadow from Auntie’s bonnet onto her face. 
A fellow in an ill-fitting suit approached Father and doffed his hat. “Cap’n.”
Shaking the man’s hand, Abraham Osborn said, “It’s a sad week for Edgartown, isn’t it, Nate?”
Nate twisted his cap in his hands, looking at the ground. “Just last month I bought yards of fabric to make a new set of sails for the Ocmulgee,” he said. “What do I do with it now? And how will I feed my young’uns without that money?”
Father laid his hand on the man’s arm and met his eyes. “The sinking affected us all, Nate. We’ll find a use for that sailcloth. And I promise, I won’t forget you and yours.”
His ears reddening, Nate seized Abraham Osborn’s other hand and pumped it up and down. “Thank you, sir. I know you to be a man of your word.” 
That evening, standing in the paneled hallway downstairs, Annie knocked on the pocket door leading into Father’s library. 
“Come in,” he said. Account books lay open on his desk as he leaned over his desk blotter, pencil in hand.
Aunt Eliza sat in front of glass-fronted bookcases that protected a selection of literature, maps, and sailing charts. “Is something wrong, dear?” she asked, her tired eyes alert for a new disaster.
Comforted somewhat by the familiar smell of leather and old books, Annie gathered her courage to do what she felt she must. “I’m supposed to have my coming-out party in a few weeks, but we haven’t sent out the invitations yet.”
Before she could utter another word, her stepmother interrupted. “You poor girl! We never finished discussing the list, did we? I’m so sorry!” 
“I’m fine,” Annie lied. “It’s just as well. With all that’s going on, I don’t have the heart to throw a big party now. You probably don’t, either.” 
There, she’d said it. 
And that’s how it was settled.
Leaving the library, she trudged up the staircase. The momentary surge of pleasure she’d felt at her parents’ relief had already faded. She didn’t blame them, considering Father’s mounting business expenses. The heaviness inside rose from the pit of her stomach and into her heart. 
How she had dreamed of an evening in the adoring presence of her own Romeo! Would she ever meet him now? As her girlfriends married, would her social circle shrink to church dinners and meetings of the Soldiers’ Relief Society?
Annie opened the wardrobe and fingered the flounce on the bespoke blue gown created for her debut. Then she sat down at her tiger maple desk and reached for her dance programme, her throat beginning to ache as she hummed her favorite waltz tune. Next she scanned the menu, beginning with a salty oyster dish and ending with a mouthwatering array of desserts. The sweet aroma of hothouse freesia came back to her as she set aside the florist order along with the guest list. After pulling a ribbon from her hair, she tied everything into a neat packet and placed it gently in her bottom drawer. 
Ever since the Ocmulgee announcement, she'd been wearing a brave mask that belied her true feelings. I'm all right with canceling my debut, it said. I'm not worried about my dwindling chances of finding a suitor. In fact, the prospect of being a spinster like Cousin Nettie doesn't bother me at all. 
The trouble was, she did care, more than she wanted anyone to know. A future without a man to love her would be bleak indeed. The ache in her heart increased until it shuddered in her throat and flooded her eyes. Blinded by tears, she collapsed onto the bed and placed her hand on her hopeless heart. All that remained was a cry beyond words: I can’t do this. Help me. 






  
  Chapter two
Daniel



Leavenworth, Kansas: October 1, 1862

Despite the cool morning, Daniel Read Anthony (D.R. for short) awoke in a sweat and quickly sat up. Sometimes going to bed was more trouble than it was worth. At least this dream wasn’t violent like the others. He went immediately to the ewer and basin to wash his face, shaking drops of water from his dark beard.
Ever since he’d left the army a year ago, he’d been having bad dreams. Setting houses on fire. Killing one of his own regiment by mistake. But this dream disturbed him in a different way.
Dressing quickly, he ran down two flights of steps and found his army buddy Jasper eating pancakes in the hotel dining room. “Morning, Spur,” he said, taking the adjoining chair. “You’re up early.” The two men had served together in the Kansas Seventh Cavalry and afterwards taken rooms at the Planters Hotel.
“What do you mean? I’m usually gone by the time you get here.”
At the man’s tone, D.R. raised both hands defensively. “Sorry. You’re right. I usually don’t see you in the morning.”
Spur lowered his voice. “Truth is, I slept in because a dream kept me up half the night. Had to catch up on my sleep.”
“One of those?” said D.R.. “Killing? Or getting killed?”
“Yeah, both.” Several months after re-entering civilian life, they had discovered that they both suffered from disturbing war dreams. Though they seldom discussed the actual events of the nightmares, they relied on each other for assurance that they were not losing their minds. Some of their comrades with the same problem—only worse—had gone to the hospital and never come out.
Approaching with a coffeepot, the waiter asked, “The usual for you, Mayor? Steak and eggs?” D.R. nodded as the man poured coffee and went away.
Spur mopped up syrup with a bite of his pancake. “Did you have a nightmare, too? Is that why you’re up early?” he said, draining his own cup.
“Yeah. Not of war, but almost as bad.” This elicited a sympathetic glance.
“Well, soldier on,” said Spur before wishing D.R. a good day and taking his leave. 
D.R. scanned the newspaper that his friend had been reading. Farmers were getting more for their apples this year. Four Mile Creek Bridge needed repair. A runaway horse had toppled a carriage, killing the driver. The Senate was urging President Lincoln to oust McClellan for letting Lee go at Antietam.
And then he saw the headline: “Ladies Sanitary Commission Plans Fete.” And back came the dream in which he was preparing to judge cakes at a social event. Next to his dream self, a matron was announcing that the three prizewinners would receive a kiss from “Leavenworth’s most eligible bachelor, the mayor himself.” 
In other words, a kiss from him.
It’s just a dream, he told himself as he finished his breakfast and took a shortcut to City Hall.
In the corridor approaching his office, he met police chief Charles “Chas” Goodman. Most mornings he and Chas had an informal briefing about the previous night’s brawls as well as rebels and other criminals in the area. Even though Kansas had elected to join the Union as a free state, plenty of citizens still sided with Missouri, which allowed slavery. Disagreements over the issue got pretty hot sometimes.
When they finished their briefing, Chas rose and made for the door. Then he stopped and tossed a comment over his shoulder. “Oh, by the way,” said the chief. “Just thought I’d warn you, Ella told me that the Ladies Sanitary Commission’s Fete is having a dance this year alongside the sale.” All over the North, women’s organizations had raised thousands of dollars to help make soldiers’ conditions more healthy and to provide them with food and clothing.
“Yeah, so?”
“They were speculating on who you’d escort to the dance.” The chief’s eyes twinkled. “They have three candidates to recommend, if you’re interested.”
D.R. leaned back in his chair, not amused. “Everybody’s got an opinion on that subject, it seems. Not interested.” His eyes swept across the neat piles of papers on his desk. “I’ve got enough issues on my plate without having the whole town keeping track of where I spend my evenings.” He pushed himself further back in his chair and laced his fingers behind his head. “Besides. I plan to go see my ma that week.”
It was only a partial lie. He did need to go visit his mother in upstate New York, but till this moment had not set a date for such a trip.
“Since when? I didn’t know you had any vacation scheduled.” With a smirk, Chas raised an eyebrow. 
D.R. stared back, daring his friend to challenge him further.
Instead, Chas leaned across D.R.’s desk and uttered a word that would’ve earned any other man a punch in the nose. “Coward.”
D.R. jumped to his feet and, with mock ferocity, pointed to the door. “Out!”
Chas left.
Alone again, he consulted his calendar, made a note on his blotter, and underlined it three times. Train tickets. Next to that, he wrote the name of his brother-in-law. He would write Aaron and ask him if he knew any nice women who might make a good wife. 
He couldn’t leave town every time there was a big dance and besides, he was tired of living alone.






  
  Chapter three
Annie



Martha’s Vineyard: October 25, 1862

A month later, on the morning of her eighteenth birthday, Annie awoke clutching her blankets against the chill. Looking out her window in the front of the house, she saw that an overnight cold front had produced a light drizzle to paint the sky, water, and wharf buildings a misty gray. Instead of celebrating her big day with a party, she would wait with a throng of islanders at Osborn Wharf to welcome back the Ocmulgee’s captain and crew. 
That afternoon at the dock, Annie’s family was joined by sandy-haired Lucy, Abe’s fiancee. Like Father, several in the crowd wore mackintoshes, while others huddled under umbrellas. Three seagulls circled, giving their characteristic call of “Ow!” Water lapped listlessly against the pilings reaching down into the seabed.
Her fingers curled around the handle of her umbrella, Annie watched as the vessel carrying her brother Abe maneuvered into the dock. “Look, there he is!” she said, touching Lucy’s arm.
Lucy bit her lip. “Oh, my! He looks so thin.”
As dockhands secured the ropes, the young captain spoke a few final words to the Ocmulgee crew. Then the gangplank thudded into place, and one by one the sailors crossed the slippery board into islanders’ waiting arms. Witnessing the tearful reunions, Annie keenly felt her solitary status. 
At last, Abe himself strode ashore, looking haggard indeed. The crowd parted as the senior Captain Osborn stepped forward and embraced his son. Then he held up his hand. Shushing each other, townsfolk leaned in to listen.
“I’d like to offer a prayer,” the old captain began, removing his hat. “Almighty Father, thank you for the brave men who have made it back safely. We grieve for young Tom McCurdy and all that the crew has suffered at the hands of the Confederates. We ask your blessing on Tom’s family, the crew, and a swift end to this war.”
“Amen,” murmured the onlookers.
“One more thing,” Father said, raindrops beading in his white eyebrows. “I want to assure you that I have already filed insurance claims for the crew and that we will do our best to find other work for those who would have outfitted the Ocmulgee on her return.”  
Three cheers erupted before the crowd began to disperse, eager to get home to dry clothing.
That evening, each Osborn arrived at table in a fog that seemed to thicken the air between them, making an island of each. Steam hissed in the fireplace as Abe began his account of the pirates’ takeover, and Lucy listened with a grim expression. 
The young captain described how the rebels had flown a British flag to trick the Ocmulgee crew into letting the Alabama approach. Then they hoisted Confederate colors instead. In the melee of boarding Abe’s ship, they had shot his dog. The pirates held Abe in irons for more than two days until they had removed all the rope, foodstuffs, and sails they could use. Then they set the Ocmulgee afire.
His report complete, Abe began eating, as did Lucy. 
After the sad tale, Annie wondered whether Lucy was still willing to share her betrothed with the sea and its perils. In the weeks since the raid of the Osborn ship, Annie had realized that she couldn’t do that. She must find someone who would keep his feet planted on terra firma. But how? 
Meanwhile, the mood in the rest of the room began to lift, though nothing had changed. The Ocmulgee could never be restored, and its destruction might cost her family everything they had. But sharing these burdens around the table lessened their weight.
Clearing her throat, Aunt Eliza said, “We cannot forget that our Annie is eighteen today. We have something for you, dear.” She reached under the table and held out a package secured with a ribbon.
Annie had begun dinner expecting that no one would remember her birthday. Flushing with pleasure, she pulled on the bow. 
“Wait!” Her father’s eyes twinkled for the first time in weeks. “You have to guess first, Anna.” He was the only one who called her that because she was named after her mother. 
Annie gamely tested the weight of the box in her hands. “A new book?” 
Eliza shook her head.
“Sheet music?”
Again, no. Father, Eliza and Eunice exchanged mischievous glances.
“Well, I’ll just have to open it, then,” Annie declared with a shrug. But after doing so, she darted a perplexed glance at Eliza. “Why a selection of travel brochures?” Then her eyes widened. “Are we going somewhere?”
Eliza’s laugh came free and easy. “Yes. You and I, Cora and Mattie. Next summer, during the Season.” Mattie Wilson, Cora’s mother, had been Eliza’s friend ever since Auntie moved to the island.
“But where . . .”
“I just couldn’t go back to Milwaukee knowing that your party’s been canceled.” Eunice left her chair to squeeze Annie’s shoulder. “According to some of my friends, Saratoga Springs is the most fashionable resort in the Northeast. So that’s where you’re headed! Art, music, opera, dancing, and outings, all day every day.” Leaning closer, she whispered in Annie’s ear, “And more eligible bachelors than you can possibly imagine, even during wartime.”






  
  Chapter four
Daniel



Saratoga Springs, New York: August 6, 1863

As Daniel Read Anthony emerged from the Saratoga Men’s Shop onto the pavement, his stomach growled. He had almost missed the noon meal, which ended at one. He did, however, feel dapper in his new suit.
Unlike his home in Leavenworth, Kansas, Saratoga had no back alleys where the city let its hair down. Nope, every street in the business district put its fanciest face forward. But in buying a new suit, wasn’t he doing that too?
“Oof.” He plowed straight into a woman on the sidewalk. Stumbling, she pitched into him.
“I beg your pardon, miss,” he said as he caught her arm. “Are you all right?”
Clutching his sleeve, she exclaimed, “Oh, there goes my hat! I guess you didn’t see me coming.”
D.R. bent to retrieve the feathered contraption and hand it to her. “There you are. Have a good day.”
A dainty reticule dangled from her outstretched hand. He was just about to alert her to the loose clasp when all the contents spilled onto the sidewalk.
“Oh, goodness!” she exclaimed. “I’m afraid you’ve turned me topsy-turvy!” Her teasing tone took the edge off her words.
A voice in the back of his head asked whether she’d done that on purpose. Sighing, he bent and handed her the items one by one. Meanwhile, moments ticked by until the tall clock at the corner struck one. Lunch was over. Hang it all!
When he stood up and dusted off his pants, she flashed a flirtatious smile. “What a handsome suit you’re wearing!” she said. “I do think clothes make the man.”
“Uh . . . thank you,” he replied. Though he’d bought a summer-weight suit, he felt its layers in the noonday sun.
Angling her body in a way that showed her small waist to advantage, she asked, “Don’t you agree clothes make the woman, too?” Her brown eyes met his gray ones with an open invitation.
He liked women, but this one’s chatty, forthright manner was getting on his nerves. “I never thought about it.” 
She stood square in his path. “I’m Henrietta Mather from New York,” she said, “here for the Season. What brings you here?”
“Freelancing for the New York Tribune,” D.R. said. “I’m doing an article on the race track and the resort life here.” That was his ostensible motive for being here. Finding an eligible woman was his main reason, but he wasn’t about to tell her.
Wide-eyed, she gazed at him and fluttered her eyelashes. “How clever of you! I’ve come for the Season three years in a row, so I’m something of an expert on Saratoga. Perhaps I could give you some ideas for your article.” She sighed. “Unfortunately, I just missed the lunchtime seating, owing to our little scuffle.” She looked at him expectantly.
D.R. did not like being manipulated. But a few good quotes from a veteran resort visitor would be worth the cost of lunch. “I’m Daniel Anthony,” he said, tipping his hat. “I was just going to get something to eat, too. Would you care to join me?”
White lattice formed the walls of the outdoor restaurant where they had lunch. D.R. counted the nail holes in the framework as Henrietta spent twenty minutes enumerating the merits of all the women’s shops in town. Next she gave a detailed account of lounging in the spring fed baths that made Saratoga famous. Having exhausted those topics, she mentioned how much she had enjoyed a croquet game in the park and a horseback excursion that left from her hotel.
Cocking her head, she said, “Do you enjoy croquet, Mr. Anthony?”
So far, in his thirty-eight years, he’d managed to avoid that game. What was the point of tapping balls through flimsy hoops when you could just whack them into the shrubs and be done with it? “Unfortunately, I won’t have a chance to try it. Once I send this article in, I’ll probably leave Saratoga,” he said.
Half an hour later D.R. bid Henrietta goodbye and went to his room, where he reviewed his lunchtime notes to glean print-worthy quotes from her. They were hard to find. 
Laying the notebook aside, he eyed his new, light-colored suit in the mirror. Best not to wear it to the race he was about to attend this afternoon. Suppose somebody missed the spittoon and hit him instead? 

      [image: ]The next morning he breakfasted at a small restaurant rather than the large dining room of his hotel. As the café’s screen door banged shut behind him, he glanced around and discovered there were no vacant tables. Approaching a fellow folding his newspaper, he said, “Is this place taken?” He gestured to an empty chair at the man’s table. 
“Have a seat,” replied the short, roundish man. Grinning, he said, “My wife’s not here, so I was able to finish my newspaper in peace.” He surveyed D.R. across the checkered tablecloth. “You here by yourself?”
“Yeah.” He placed his order of flapjacks, bacon, and black coffee.
Looking around and seeing no one he knew, D.R. allowed himself to vent his frustration to a stranger. “I thought I might meet a nice woman here, but it’s not happening.” He described his ploy to start conversations with women by interviewing them.
The short man slapped the table, earning a frown from the waiter. “That’s pretty good! Well, you’re no young buck. If you don’t mind me asking, what made you suddenly decide to look for a wife? You get sick of hotel grub or something?”
D.R. shrugged. “I been busy chasing secessionists along the Kansas-Missouri border, sleeping in tents and eating burned stew. Then I became mayor of Leavenworth, Kansas, where there’s an army fort. Men outnumber the women.” Inhaling the aroma of fine coffee, he looked forward to tucking into his own food. “You got kids?”
The short man smiled. “Two boys and two girls. I been traveling for business, and can’t wait to see ‘em. My wife, too.” He mopped up his egg yolk with a flaky biscuit. “She’s a good woman, even if she does talk when I’m trying to read.”
“How’d you meet her?” asked D.R.
“Dancing. There was a shortage of men, so I got to dance with her twice that night.” The man regarded D.R. with a slight tilt to his head. “Say, if you want kids, you better get busy!”
D.R. nodded reflectively. “My father had five of us by the time he was my age. He died two years ago, and now I’m the man of the family, so to speak. Makes you think, y’know?” His breakfast arrived, along with peach jam and thick cream for his coffee.
Pushing back his chair, the other man rolled his newspaper and tapped it against D.R.’s shoulder as he left. “Well, I know you didn't ask for my advice, but if you did, I'd say to go dancing. Women love it.”






  
  Chapter five
Annie


Saratoga Springs, New York: August 8, 1863

Ornate street lamps, fashionably dressed people, and beguiling shops clamored so loudly for Annie’s attention that she hardly knew where to look first. Arm in arm, she and Cora were taking their first stroll down Saratoga’s broad avenue, a few steps ahead of their mothers. Cora stopped mid-stride in front of an impressive building and murmured, “This is much grander than anything in Edgartown. Look how tall those columns are!” She leaned back to read the name above the door. “Union Hotel. Wasn’t that mentioned in the brochure your aunt gave you?”
Keeping her voice low, Annie replied, “I think this is the one with that huge dome in the lobby.” The hotel, which boasted four hundred feet of frontage on Saratoga’s most fashionable street, was the largest building Annie had ever seen. In addition, the resort was the farthest that she had ever journeyed from her island.
They stepped inside the Union to admire the dome. Tilting her head all the way back, Annie gaped as she surveyed the eighty-foot vault with balconies on all sides. 
Back outside in the sunlight, they rejoined Mattie and Eliza and walked a few blocks to Congress Park, where Eliza stopped at the first bench. “I need to get a stone out of my shoe.” Annie and Mattie sat beside her, but Cora exclaimed, “Oh, look, there’s the Columbia Spring. I’m going to see it.”
Annie’s eyes followed her friend to a small Grecian pavilion with a group of men clustered around, talking. The breeze carried snatches of their animated discussion about a horse race. As Cora dodged around them to get a look at the spring, Annie reflected that her tiny friend could still sometimes be mistaken for a child, though she wore the tallest heels she could find and flaunted her naturally tiny waist.
“I understand that everyone in Saratoga meets at the springs for a glass of water before breakfast,” remarked Mattie, adjusting her spectacles to watch Cora. Quick of movement and speech, Mattie did not disguise her frank interest in, and opinions about, everything surrounding her. She and Eliza were charter members of the Soldiers’ Relief Society.
While waiting for Cora, Annie fanned herself, observing several couples as they meandered the winding paths past flowerbeds, fountains, and sculptures beneath giant trees. The shade provided a welcome respite from Saratoga’s sunny boulevards baking in the August heat. 
When Cora returned, Annie inclined her chin toward Columbia Spring. “What is that boy holding?”
“It’s a dipper. The spring bubbles up through a hole, so he reaches down and gets drinks for everyone.”
“Did you try the water? How was it?”
Cora lowered her voice and wrinkled her nose. “It smells a bit. But they say it’s very good for you.” 
Annie nodded thoughtfully at Cora’s remark and continued to fan herself as they started on their way again. Though reluctant to leave the shady paths, Annie was eager for the evening to begin. Tonight they would dine at a restaurant with a famous chef and return to the park for the much-publicized Saturday night concert. She wanted to experience everything this city had to offer and meet interesting people. Especially an eligible man.
Two hours later, they joined a huge crowd waiting for the dining hall to open. So closely packed were the visitors that Annie could smell several varieties of perfume mingling in a most unpleasant blend. As the dinner guests jostled each other, she glimpsed the back of a tall man who was making notes on a small tablet. She didn’t have long to reflect on this oddity because just then a bell clanged and double doors opened, prompting the mass of humanity to press forward. Irritated, Annie pushed back a little at the woman behind her so that she could keep from crowding Cora or her mother.
The racket in the dining hall made conversation difficult. On either side of the central aisle, rows of long tables, seating sixty or more guests, stretched to the back of the room. Seeing the colored waiters in their white waistcoats, she recalled a brochure boasting that Saratoga provided employment for many men who had been enslaved. The servers moved at breakneck speed to serve a meal that proved to be otherwise unremarkable.
When the meal ended, the girls and their mothers stepped outside into the gathering twilight. Once they reached Congress Park, bright lanterns guided them on paths through the trees to the concert area. 
“Oh, how beautiful,” sighed Cora, eyeing the reflection of the bandstand in a pond. Followed closely by their mothers, the girls found seats and surveyed the fashionable audience. All around them women’s pastel and white dresses glowed like giant flowers in the park, while men clustered like drones waiting upon queen bees. 
After the band played many popular, romantic, and patriotic tunes, the conductor turned to the audience to lead them in singing “Tenting on the Old Camp Ground.” 
When the crowd applauded the final tune, Mattie said, “I hear the United States Hotel has wonderful beverages on their piazza. If we leave before the crowd, we can get a seat.” 
By now it was full dark as they wended their way along the sidewalk next to the boulevard. With the street empty of carriages, Annie could hear the soft conversations of the passersby. A woman in a large hoop skirt gazed up into her beau’s face with an expression that was just short of adoration. Annie wondered whether she would ever meet a man who fascinated her as much as Prince Albert did Queen Victoria. She fervently hoped so. Even now, several years after Albert’s death, Victoria’s grief showed that he had been the only man for her.
No one, however, had ever made Annie feel that way.
Only four wicker chairs remained unoccupied on the porch by the time they reached the United States Hotel, ordered drinks, and settled in to listen to a quartet playing in the lobby. Mattie leaned over to Eliza and whispered, “Look at that dandy.” Annie followed Mattie’s glance to see a man bending close to examine a brooch on a woman’s dress. The man had paired a vest printed with windowpane checks with trousers made of a smaller check and sported a straw top hat. 
“You meet all kinds here,” observed Eliza.
While Annie sipped her mint julep through crushed ice, Cora pointed to a weekly schedule of activities. Her dark curls bobbing with excitement, she asked Annie, “There’s a painting expedition tomorrow! Will you go with me?”
That sounded boring. But seeing Cora’s excitement, Annie struck a bargain. “I’ll do that with you if you’ll accompany me later on this expedition to a lake.” 
“Okay. I can sketch the lake, too.” If either of the daughters went out alone, either Mattie or Eliza would chaperone her. The girls preferred to chaperone each other.
Annie resumed her study of the schedule until someone blocked the light from the gas lamp on the pillar. 
“Good evening,” a man said to Auntie. “Mrs. Osborn? I’m Daniel Read Anthony of Leavenworth, Kansas. I believe we met before in New York City. You’re from Martha’s Vineyard, if I recall correctly.” He bowed slightly to her.
Recognition flashed through Annie as she beheld the square-shouldered gentleman standing before her. She had never forgotten him since his stay on the Vineyard with Frederick Douglass six years earlier. The two abolitionists’ visit had enlarged her imagination in more ways than she could count.
While dismissing the stranger as a friend of her parents, she was startled to see that he was the same one who had been jotting notes in the dinnertime crowd. As he bent over to hand Eliza his card, Annie got a good look at the dark wavy hair that swept back from his brow and curled at his nape. His mustache flowed right into his beard, and he smelled of soap.
Holding the card, Eliza replied, “What a surprise.” 
Annie glanced up, curious. Usually Eliza said a pleasant surprise. 
“What brings you all the way from Leavenworth?” continued Eliza.
Cora concealed her mouth with her hand and whispered, “Where’s Leavenworth?”
Annie whispered back, “Where’s Kansas?” They giggled, and then Annie blushed when she realized that their visitor had probably heard every word. 
To Annie’s relief, Eliza ignored this breach of etiquette and instead introduced Mattie and both daughters before asking politely, “Are you here on railroad business again, Colonel Anthony?”
“Not this time. I’ve been visiting my family west of here and heard that Saratoga is building a track for their horse races. I came to see the horses and write about the resort for the New York Tribune.” Pulling his notepad from his pocket, he added, “Perhaps I could get you ladies’ impressions for the record.” 
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