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This story is dedicated to my husband, who shares dreams, love & adventure with me every day.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book, loosely based on my great-great grandparents and the romance they shared.  As always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“Hope is a waking dream.”   ~ Aristotle
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The Classroom
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As Henry walked around the classroom, he quickly put things to rights.  He liked everything to be in order with all items in their proper place.  He detested chaos, since his life was chaotic on all but the very best days.

It wasn’t easy being deaf.  In the 1870s, there were no interpreters to communicate one’s feelings to the public. And most people didn’t understand sign language.  Writing was the only way to let others know what he needed.  Let alone what he dreamed.

She would be coming to his classroom this afternoon.  He tried to think about something, anything else, but all he could see was her lovely dark blonde hair all braided up around her head.  He longed to run his fingers through those braids.  Thought of it often, too often lately.

But that was no good.  Even though she had completed all of her classes, technically, she was still a student.  She’d been tutoring a few of the younger girls this semester and might be considered for a teaching job, should she want to return in the fall.  When the Dean had informed him, Henry had tried not to look too pleased with the idea.

He reminded himself that they came from two very different worlds.  Her father was the mayor of a nearby city, while he was from a poor farm family.  The fact that he’d been given the opportunity to go to school was by the grace of a nearby, wealthy neighbor.  She had been his salvation, or so he had thought.  The chance to find books and learn to communicate with others like himself.  Yet now that he’d been teaching these seven long years, all he could think about (besides those braids) was how much he missed the farm.  And the days when no one had wanted him to settle petty disputes or grade papers.  

He remembered the lovely way the sun rose over the hills in the morning or the brilliant colors as it sank in the evening.  And his horses.  How he longed to have his own horse again.

He continued checking around the room, making sure everything was put away for the weekend.  After this final class, he would be free for two days with the luxury to read what he liked.  And thank goodness, no papers to grade this weekend.  He was so involved in his thoughts that he jumped when he felt the soft touch on his shoulder.

There she was, lovely golden braids and all.  God, he would love to see her with her hair down.  But he pushed all such thoughts out of his head and smiled, waiting for her to sign why she was there. 

Clara caught her breath and smiled at the man before her.  He was a popular teacher and very well-respected at the school.  He taught mainly the boys, but she had been in his science lab a few years ago.  She remembered how he would run his hand through his hair when he explained the amazing wonders of the universe.  He would forget and stop signing, then catch himself and go back to his lecture. 

As she looked up at him this afternoon, she saw yet again those intense blue eyes.  Eyes she felt she could drown in.  But she stood tall and signed to him that she would like to ask him a question.  “As you know, I’ve been tutoring a few of the younger girls with their studies and usually come with them to the afternoon class.  Today, I am leaving early to travel home for the weekend.  May I have their homework assignment, so I can leave notes for them?”

Henry nodded and walked over to his desk by the blackboard.  He pulled out his notes and wrote down a few questions.  This was the gist of the lecture, and he knew she would have no trouble with the topic.  She had done well in the class he’d taught two years ago.  Back then, the braids had hung down past her shoulders.  He had merely thought her a pretty girl but was more focused on her quick intellect.  Over the past few months, he had been watching her work with the two younger girls.  She was so good with them.  So patient.  And so beautiful.

He smoothed down the sides of his jacket and took the notes over to her.  “Are you looking forward to seeing your family?” he signed.

Clara was surprised by the question, as Mr. Miller was known for rarely getting involved in personal issues or even asking about what went on outside the school. 

She smiled and replied, “Yes, I am happy to be going home for a few days and to be able to spend time with my sisters.”  

Suddenly, not sure if she was pressing her luck, she signed another question.  “Do you think I should go home after graduating next month...or possibly take a position teaching the younger girls?  There’s a chance I might be asked back as a teacher this fall.”  

Henry tried not to smile.  Looking as serious as he could, he sat back down at his desk and inquired, “What do you want to do?”  He caught himself tapping his foot ever so softly.  Calm down, he thought.  Don’t scare her off.

Clara smiled and replied, “I enjoy tutoring the girls very much, but I am not sure my family would support the idea of my being a teacher.”  Suddenly, she found herself going too far.  Maybe she just needed to confide in someone, but she added, “My family wants me to come home and get married.”  

Henry looked down at his desk.  Clara saw him run his hand through his hair, then slowly look up.  “Of course,” he signed, “whatever you think best.”

As he turned to get up, Clara touched his arm.  He looked back and she explained, “I want to get married for love.  Not because some clerk wants to marry into my family’s business.  My father is rich and has a great deal of influence in our community.  I don’t want to be married off as some prize, but I do want a husband and children. Is that so wrong for someone like me?”

Catching herself, she blushed and ran out of the room.  Henry looked after her for some time.  Maybe for the first time realizing there was a lot more to this young woman than beautiful blonde braids and a quick wit.
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The Library
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He had to be here somewhere, thought Clara.  The entire school knew he was always in the library on Sunday afternoons, and she needed to find him before class the next day.  She couldn’t believe she had disclosed those things to him.  Why would anyone confide in a teacher about one’s family?  Let alone a male teacher?  And to have admitted that she wanted more than an arranged marriage.  How many girls would be thrilled to have her family connections to ensure a decent match?

She had to find him or face walking into the class with her two girls and being humiliated.  Better to get it out of the way today, she thought.  Let it all blow over and then they could get back to their usual routine.  She would tutor her girls, and he would teach.  Wait, now they had a routine?  Time to put this to rest once and for all.

Finally!  There he was in the back by the poetry section. Of course, it would be poetry. With those dark blue eyes of his.  Taking a deep breath and forcing herself to stop this ridiculous fantasizing, she walked up to Henry Miller. 

“Hello,” she signed.  “I didn’t know you’d be in the library today.”  Since it’s impossible to cross your fingers over a little white lie, while signing...she mentally did it and kept going.  

Henry surprised her by smiling and indicating that she should sit down at a nearby table
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