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Listen, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;

Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.

In 1861, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow wrote “Paul Revere’s 

Ride,” which has since become many people’s reference point to 

an event that ushered in the Revolutionary War and resulted in 

America’s freedom from British rule. Longfellow was the grandson of 

Revolutionary soldiers from both sides of his family tree and a great 

patriot in his own right. 

He knew that Revere was not the only rider who set off to warn 

the colonist troops and that Revere himself was captured at Lexington 

on his way to Concord. Longfellow’s goal in his narrative poem was 

not to give a perfectly accurate historical account of the event, but 

rather to keep the story from becoming myth. He also wanted to 

remind readers of the importance of patriotism, even as the United 

States faced events that would shortly lead to the Civil War.

Author’s Note
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Author’s Note

vi

In writing the love story between Henry and Fanny Longfellow, 

I have used the same license as Longfellow. The public details regard-

ing their courtship—as relayed through biographers, letters, and 

 journals—are minimal, and I have attempted to flesh out the facts 

enough to bring Henry and Fanny to life again.

It is my hope that you will read this novel knowing it is a creation 

based on impressions made upon me through my study of fact and 

crafted through possibility. This story is not meant to be a biography 

or detailed accounting, but rather a sketch of two people who lived, 

and struggled, and ultimately loved one another enough to find great 

happiness together.

If, after reading this novel, you feel drawn to see a broader scope 

of Mr. and Mrs. Longfellow, please consult the bibliography, which 

lists the nonfiction resources I explored in creating the framework for 

this story. There are also Chapter Notes at the end of the book that 

outline specific details of fact and fiction.
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Lives of great men all remind us 

We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 

Footprints on the sands of time;
—From Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,  

“A Psalm of Life,” 1839 
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One

thuN, switzerlANd

The increasing rain made Frances Gold Appleton—Fanny, to her 

friends and family—quicken her step. She looked up from beneath 

the brim of her bonnet long enough to measure the distance left be-

tween her feet and the door of the chalet where her family had been 

staying for the last five days. Fifteen yards. Ten. Six. Four. Two. 

She burst through the door and shut it behind her quickly, leav-

ing the rain to wash the already clean Swiss streets and clear the al-

ready clear Swiss air. With her back against the heavy wooden door, 

Fanny took a breath and smiled. Her exertion had left her skin tin-

gling and her heart racing.

Fanny’s older sister, Mary—though everyone called her Molly—

stepped out from the parlor. “How was your walk?” she asked. “You 

were longer than I expected.”

Fanny untied the ribbons of her bonnet, now soaked through, 

and smiled at her sister. “I watched the most impressive storm roll 

in,” she said. “And simply could not tear myself away.” The storm had 

swallowed the Bernese Alps as the clouds descended into the Thun 

valley and then crawled upon the silvery lake toward the red-roofed 
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village as though it were a cat creeping toward its prey. That Fanny 

had waited too long to turn toward the chalet, however—not want-

ing to miss a moment of nature’s show upon the most excellent of 

canvases—was her responsibility. “I’m sorry if I worried you, Molly.”

Molly nodded her forgiveness and then glanced through the par-

lor doorway, causing Fanny to realize her lateness was not all that had 

raised Molly’s anxiety.

“Is William no better, then?” Fanny lowered her voice even 

though she could see that their cousin William—he was like a brother 

to them all—was asleep on the lounge. His face was gray, and his 

increasing frailness was reflected in his thin face and hands.

At first, the demands of traveling seemed to be well with him—

just as the family had hoped when they had invited him to join their 

Grand Tour. Such European trips were once reserved for young men 

just like William, but now they were accessible for any family wealthy 

enough to spare the expense. Fanny’s father, Nathan Appleton, had 

generously included William in the hope that Europe would be kinder 

to his frail health than Boston had been these last years. William had 

done well on the sea voyage, and he’d enjoyed France and Italy with 

almost the same energy as any of the rest of them. But he’d caught 

an influenza in Florence that left him with a cough that triggered the 

Appletons’ anxiety. Consumption, the doctor said a few weeks later. 

The diagnosis had felt like bullets.

The family went to Switzerland in hopes that the mountain air 

would bring William relief. They had been in Switzerland several 

days, however, and little improvement had followed.

“He says he feels better, but he has eaten little.”

“Perhaps he will take some broth when he awakens,” Fanny said.

“Perhaps,” Molly said, but her fear hung unspoken between them. 

What would they do if William’s condition worsened? What if he 
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died as their brother Charles had not quite a year ago, and their own 

mother a year and a half before that, when Fanny was just fifteen? For 

a brief moment Fanny wondered how any of them could still have 

hope of recovery when one after another of their loved ones fell prey 

to the dreadful disease. What was the point of hope at all?

“You must get out of those wet things,” Molly interrupted, saving 

Fanny from the dark road of her thoughts. “I shall order some broth 

for William and see that tea is ready by four o’clock. I do not think I 

will join you, however. I fear my headache has not improved.”

“I am sorry you were worried for me and in such discomfort,” 

Fanny said, frowning. She should have been more compassionate for 

her sister who suffered while she had allowed the rapture of the Thun 

valley to carry her away, if only for a few minutes. She vowed to be 

better.

“It is no matter now,” Molly said, though she raised a hand to her 

head. “I shall rest awhile and hope to join you all for dinner. Father 

said he and Tom would be back in time for tea. I shall leave you to 

explain my absence.”

“You are very good,” Fanny said, giving her sister a grateful smile 

before casting one more glance toward their sleeping cousin. 

Perhaps hope of recovery is a foolish thing, she thought as she 

climbed the stairs in search of a dry dress and a more optimistic 

perspective, but did not a hopeful countenance comfort those who 

were afflicted? Did it not allow their failing days to progress more 

peaceably when those about them seemed unaware of the impending 

doom? Would it not do anything but increase William’s pain if his 

family mourned him already?

And he might not die, Fanny reminded herself. They were in 

Switzerland, where the air was cleaner than any other in the world 
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and the water more pure. If ever there has been reason for hope, it is 

here, and I shan’t deny William such a thing.

At a quarter to four o’clock, Fanny returned to the main level of 

the chateau dressed in her favorite London day dress of pink linen; 

it would be the envy of all her friends once she returned to Boston. 

The Appleton girls had loved Paris, making themselves drunk on the 

art, shopping, and opera. From there they traveled to Italy and the 

more classical style Fanny adored. By now, nine months into their 

journey, most of the clothing Fanny had brought with her for the tour 

had been sent back to Boston. She had a European wardrobe and a 

broader view of the world than ever before.

If Father had not enjoyed indulging his daughters, Fanny would 

feel badly for allowing him such generosity, but a new light had en-

tered their father’s eyes during this trip. Removed from the loss of his 

wife and son, Father had indulged his mind in culture, theater, art, 

and the company of people he admired. His energy had returned, 

his mind had quickened, and he approached each new portion of 

their journey with renewed enthusiasm. He seemed alive once again. 

Spoiling his daughters was simply another way he was returning to 

the man Fanny remembered from her youth.

If not for William’s recent decline, this trip would have been a 

dream, and Fanny was reminded of her hope as she entered the par-

lor. William was sitting on the settee, but had a rug over his lap and 

seemed to be leaning against the piece of furniture to better support 

himself. He smiled when he saw her, as he always did, and waved her 

into the room. On the table beside him was a mug Fanny assumed 
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had held broth. She was relieved to see it empty. He needed nourish-

ment to get his strength back.

“Ah, dear cousin,” he said, patting the cushion beside him. “It 

is about time you came to keep me company. Tell me what you saw 

today. Paint it for me in such rich color that it is though I were there 

too.”

The request stung Fanny’s chest—it was not fair that he should 

be in such a beautiful place as this and confined to the views from 

the windows—but she remembered her earlier determination to not 

add to his burden and so she ignored the sting and did as he asked, 

using every beautiful word she could think of to let him see through 

her eyes and feel through her skin the impressions of the day. William 

was two years older than Fanny—the same age as her brother Charles, 

now buried in Boston. Would William live to turn twenty-one? She 

pushed the thought from her mind and focused on her telling.

At some point William closed his eyes, and Fanny feared he had 

fallen asleep until she paused in her narrative and he lifted a thin hand 

to wave her to continue. She was finishing an exaggerated version of 

her run to the chalet when the front door of the house opened and 

she heard the boisterous voices of Tom—her older brother by nearly 

six years—and Father. William opened his eyes, and Fanny rose from 

her place. 

“What bulls they are,” she said with a smile to her cousin before 

moving forward to greet the men.

William laughed at Fanny’s joke, but his mirth turned to a cough, 

and he was soon pressing his handkerchief to his mouth. Fanny re-

turned to the settee, took his free hand in both of hers, and blinked 

back the tears building up behind her eyes. He was in such pain, his 

body was wracked with it, and yet there was nothing they could do 
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other than administer the laudanum that allowed him rest and hold 

his hand to provide a measure of comfort.

By the time William recovered from the fit—his body spent—

Tom and Father had entered the parlor, sharing worried glances be-

tween them. An uncomfortable silence greeted them. William opened 

red and pained eyes. He attempted a smile even as he slumped back 

against the settee. 

Fanny tried to think of some way to distract them all from what 

had happened but worry prevented her from finding a topic.

“A card, Uncle Nathan,” William said between ragged breaths, 

providing the distraction himself. Perhaps too well as Fanny had no 

idea what he was talking about.

“A card?” Father repeated, as confused as his daughter.

“By the door,” William said, then paused to catch his breath. “A 

man called while you were out. . . . Burns took his card. It’s on the 

table, just there.”

Tom crossed to the small table near the doorway and picked up 

the card.

“Henry Wadsworth Longfellow of Portland, Maine,” Tom read 

out loud as he returned to his chair and handed the calling card to 

Father. 

Father took it and held it at arm’s length; he often commented on 

the burden of old eyes. “Longfellow,” Father mused. “How do I know 

that name?”

“He wrote Outré Mer,” Fanny said with a frown. “I hope he does 

not call on us, he sounds like very dull company.” In every city they 

visited, they had been called on by any number of politicians, distant 

acquaintances, or friends of friends. For the most part it was enjoyable 

to meet new people and have women willing to chaperone her and 

Molly through the cities. But a venerable writer—for Mr. Longfellow 
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was certainly an old man—sounded not the least bit diverting. Fanny 

much preferred dancing, music, and adventurous stories that would 

lift her from the ever-increasing doom that licked at her heels. Not 

old men and pipe smoke.

“Not even a year in Europe and look at what a snob you have be-

come,” Tom said, raising his eyebrows. “Did you not like the book?” 

The maid brought the tea tray in and placed it on the table set in 

the center of the room.

“I liked it well enough,” Fanny admitted, almost despite herself. 

She had read Outré Mer in preparation for this very trip as the book 

was a collection of prose sketches from a European tour the author 

had taken some years earlier. Mr. Longfellow’s name had not been 

listed on the work, but there were not so many Americans publishing 

books for their identities to remain a secret. 

Mr. Longfellow was a professor of some kind with an appar-

ent appreciation of Spanish women Fanny did not find impressive. 

Beyond that and his writing she knew nothing of the man, which 

meant he was not part of the same social circles as her family—Maine 

or otherwise. She would already be acquainted with him if he were 

of their same level. It was her experience that people within her own 

social class were far more respectful of her father, whereas those with 

something to gain by being known by him put great effort into being 

noticed.

Fanny poured the tea while she justified her feelings regarding 

the visit of Mr. Longfellow, or anyone else for that matter. “I have 

simply enjoyed the peace of Switzerland and am not eager to entertain 

a stranger.” She imagined an old man wanting to pontificate on litera-

ture with her father, who did not know that topic as well as he liked 

to think he did. And moreover, why would a professor of literature 

seek out her father’s attention in the first place? The literary types 
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were not usually so determined to connect with the wealthy industri-

alist. In fact, did they not see wealth and society as beneath the notice 

of their more sophisticated minds?

“Why are you smiling?” Tom said, accepting the cup and saucer 

she handed him.

“No matter,” Fanny said, embarrassed by her private thoughts. 

She dropped the smile and refocused on her duties.

“I am not opposed to a visit,” Father said after replacing his cup 

on the saucer. “Did he say where he is staying, William?”

“I don’t believe so,” William said. He had taken a sip of tea when 

Fanny first handed him the cup, but now the saucer rested in his lap, 

and Fanny worried he lacked the strength to hold it up.

“It would not be hard to find him in a village as small as this,” 

Tom said. “I shall undertake the task if you would like, Father.”

Fanny let out a sigh, then felt caught when she realized her re-

sponse had drawn her brother and father’s attention. “I’m sorry,” 

Fanny said, sincerely sorry for being petulant. “I should not have 

complained. Molly and I would be most happy to welcome Mr. 

Longfellow if you would like to make his acquaintance.”

Father sipped his tea, then lowered the cup and shook his head. 

“Upon greater thought, we leave for Interlaken soon, and it would be 

difficult to accommodate him before we go. But I thank you for the 

offer to find him, Tom. Besides, if this Mr. Longfellow is on a tour 

then our paths shall cross again. Fanny has the right of it, I think.”

Tom snorted and Fanny looked sharply at him. “What?” she said, 

not wanting his censure even as she realized she likely deserved it.

“Oh nothing, Lady Frances,” Tom said with a lilting voice. “Only 

that I am so very glad that your comforts shall come before everyone 

else’s.”
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Fanny felt her neck heat up. “I did not ask that my comfort 

should—”

Tom cut her off with a laugh, followed by a wink. It seemed she 

had been on the losing end of his joking nature all her life. She nar-

rowed her eyes at him and then turned pointedly to her father and 

asked what they had done while they were out. 

The conversation swirled around the room until William leaned 

forward and attempted to put his nearly full cup of tea on the table. 

There was not have enough table beneath the saucer when he released 

it and the cup tumbled to the floor, spilling tea all over his lap rug as 

well as the carpet.

“Oh, I am sorry,” he said as Fanny hurried to retrieve the cup.

“It is no matter,” she said, giving him a reassuring smile. “The 

cup did not break, and tea is easy enough to clean up.” She turned 

toward the door. “Burns!” she called. A moment later the hired man 

appeared in the doorway, and she asked him to send the maid with a 

cloth.

The reminder of William’s frailty ushered awkward silence into 

the room. Fanny set about clearing the tea tray to spare her from 

the halting attempts at conversation between Tom and Father. Once 

the maid had cleaned up the spilled tea and left, William cleared his 

throat.

“Uncle Nathan.”

Fanny could hear the gravity in William’s voice. He lifted his 

chin and fixed his eyes on the patriarch in a display of confidence. “I 

should like to speak with you in private, please.”

Fanny’s heart caught in her chest, and she met Tom’s eyes only 

to see her own fear reflected there. When they had asked—fairly 

begged—William to come on this trip, he had agreed only under the 

condition that, should he become a burden on the rest of the party, 
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Father would support an early return for himself alone. As William’s 

health had continued to fail these last weeks, Fanny had worried 

about him asking for such a council. He was not a burden. He was 

family. Fanny could not keep her tears at bay but tried to hide them 

from the others. 

No one spoke for several seconds, until Father nodded. “If you 

wish to speak to me in private, William, I would accommodate it.”

“Thank you, Uncle,” William said, staring at the tea stain on the 

carpet.

Tom stood from his chair. “Let’s remove to the upstairs sitting 

room, Fanny. You can tell me your thoughts of Outré Mer.”

Unable to speak, Fanny nodded, left the tea tray, and walked from 

the room. Once the door was closed, and she was alone with Tom in 

the foyer, she covered her face with her hands and began to cry. Tom 

came up behind her and put a hand on her arm, then embraced her 

trembling shoulders. Fanny turned, muffling the sounds of her sobs 

in his coat. For all his teasing, Tom was her older brother, and he had 

a tender heart.

“We have known this was coming,” Tom said, patting her back 

and attempting to sound soothing.

Fanny shook her head against his shoulder. Fearing such a turn 

and having it arrive were two very different things.

“He deserves our respect of his wishes, Fanny.”

Does Tom still have hope for William? Fanny wondered. Did he feel 

William could survive the voyage home? And then what? They were 

not quite halfway through their Grand Tour and would not return to 

Boston for another year at least. Even if William made it to Boston 

Harbor, would he survive long enough for them to be reunited? Or 

would they see only his headstone, set beside the other Appleton 

graves of those who died too soon? 
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“How can we bear to lose another?” Fanny said when she could 

finally contain herself and pull away from Tom’s coat. Was the only 

protection from this kind of pain not to let people inside one’s heart? 

It was a vain thought, since she already loved her family so dearly, but 

surviving another loss seemed impossible. “What is the point of hav-

ing a heart if it is only to be broken again and again?”

“I wish I knew the answer, Fanny,” Tom said sadly, his face drawn. 

“I wish I knew.”
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Two

iNterlAkeN, switzerlANd

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow stood on the dock in Interlaken 

and watched the steam-powered boat—a relatively new addition for 

Lake Thun—move toward him and the other bystanders. He would 

not have guessed the ship would be in operation on a Sunday, but ob-

viously he was mistaken. He looked from the crystal-clear, sea-green 

water to the majestic mountains holding the valley in its embrace 

and tried to find deep and profound words that would capture the 

timeless beauty of the Alps juxtaposed against the modern miracle 

of steam power. After struggling for some time, he sighed in defeat. 

Though he was a master of languages and a writer with a poet’s soul, 

he could not describe the scene before him adequately.

So then, why am I here? he asked himself as he turned away from 

the lake. What do I hope to gain from finishing this trip? What a solitary 

man I have become.

Henry walked away from the dock, heading for his hotel, and 

reminded himself that he had not come to Europe simply to ad-

mire the place and wax poetic of the vistas. He’d come to shore up 

his qualifications for the position of Smith Professor at Harvard 
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College by returning to the places he had first seen ten years earlier. 

Remembering his reasons for being there, however, did not lessen the 

frustration he felt regarding the wall that seemed built up around the 

creative portions of his mind. 

Henry’s first European tour had lasted three years and cemented in 

him a love of Europe. He was an American to his bones and embraced 

the values and virtues of the young country with his whole heart, but 

being immersed in European culture and literature showed him the 

portions of American society that could be better. Stronger. More.

Now, he was here again to strengthen his European credential—

only the trip had been nothing as he’d expected. When he had set out 

with his wife, Mary, more than a year ago, she had brought two trav-

eling companions. Attending to three women had required consider-

able changes to the expectations of his trip. When Mary announced 

she was expecting a child, he’d been overjoyed, and yet concerned as 

well. Both for Mary, who had always been fragile, and for how he 

would get the education he needed while caring for a family.

That worry felt foolish now, vain and recriminating. Mary lost 

the baby several months into her pregnancy, and a month later, Henry 

lost her, too. Her body had been sent back to Boston in a lead-lined 

casket where she waited for a proper burial. That Henry had not re-

turned with her filled him with guilt, yet he had to complete his tour; 

he could not afford to come again.

Clara Crowninshield, one of Mary’s traveling companions, had 

wanted to stay as well. And so they did. He had tried to make the 

most of his months, closeting himself in university basements and sit-

ting in the back corner of lecture halls, but his effort was halfhearted, 

and at times he worried he was too broken to ever be fit for Harvard, 

no matter how many languages he learned or books he added to his 

personal library.
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Henry stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and tried once 

more to allow the scenery to overpower his heavy thoughts. The red 

rooftops rising above the white plaster walls, the cobbled streets with 

bright flowerpots that stood out like small, multicolored suns, and the 

whole of it framed by the green fields and splendor of the magnificent 

mountains. It should be the perfect distraction, and for a moment 

Henry did get lost in the beauty, then the horn of the boat sounded 

and his familiar melancholy muted his senses once again. 

Perhaps his sorrow would forever be a part of him, like a curtain he 

must peer through all the days of his life. Mary had told him to live a 

full life, she had wished him to find a good woman and have a  family, 

yet Henry could not imagine such a thing. To wish it, much less want 

it, felt wrong, but a life alone seemed worthless. Mary had been gone 

nine months, and he could not yet see his future without her.

Henry moved forward again, his legs burning from days spent 

trudging the alpine footpaths in hopes of outrunning his depression. 

The Hotel Beausite, the newest and most modern hotel in Interlaken, 

appeared ahead of him, and he longed for a hearty meal, a glass of 

wine, and a good book. He had indulged himself in the extravagant 

lodging in Interlaken in hopes it would restore his spirit. So far the 

grand lodgings had not done so, but the well-appointed room had not 

further lowered him as decrepit lodging had in the past. He had already 

shipped a trunk of books back to his parents’ house in Portland, but he 

had several other works he was eager to read beside the fire. Books had 

become his closest friends these last months and his only escape.

In the hotel lobby Henry nodded a greeting to two men who 

seemed to be on their way out before he turned toward the hallway 

that would take him to his room.

The sound of his name being called in a thick accent caused 

Henry to turn around. The clerk at the front desk waved Henry 
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over. He had written down the address of a man in town with a book 

 collection—Mr. Gurmand would welcome Henry to peruse his books 

the following day. Henry took the paper and thanked the clerk in 

German before turning to see that the two men he’d passed a minute 

earlier were standing, waiting for his attention. He could see they 

were American and felt a twinge of disappointment that they might 

have noticed he was as well—if that were the case then his attempt to 

dress and sound like a European was poor indeed.

“Pardon our attention, sir,” the older of the two men said. His 

companion looked enough like him to declare them father and son. 

“But did the clerk address you as Longfellow?”

“Not very clearly,” Henry said with a polite smile, folding the 

paper and putting it in his pocket. “But, yes, I am Henry Wadsworth 

Longfellow.”

The man extended his hand, which Henry accepted cordially. 

“You left a card at my chateau in Thun some days ago, but we were 

soon departing for Interlaken. I am Mr. Nathan Appleton of Boston.” 

He turned to the younger man, who also put out his hand, which 

Henry shook in turn. “This is my son, Thomas Gold Appleton.”

Henry smiled more sincerely. “I am pleased to meet you both,” 

he said, looking between them. “I made the acquaintance of some 

relation of yours, John James Appleton, in Stockholm nearly a year 

ago. He told me that I might encounter you and asked that I share his 

well wishes should our paths cross. When I learned you were in Thun, 

I stopped to pay such respects, but then moved on to Berne shortly 

thereafter.” Henry did not admit that he hadn’t felt fit for company 

enough to pursue the acquaintance with much vigor.

Mr. Appleton smiled. “What a kindness to hear such things when 

we are so far from home. Thank you for seeking us out.”
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“I am glad to have had the opportunity,” Henry said with a nod 

of his head. 

“My sister has told me of your book,” Thomas said, taking Henry 

off guard. The American edition of Outré Mer had been published 

almost three years earlier. But with all that had happened since, it was 

painful to reflect on the work he had written while Mary sewed or 

read beside him in the parlor of their Portland house. Mr. Appleton 

must have seen Henry’s smile fall, as his eyebrows came together in 

confusion. “Mr. Longfellow?”

“I am sorry,” Henry said, attempting to repair his expression. “I 

am unsure what I should say, I suppose. The last encounter I had with 

a reader was rather awkward; he was not much impressed with the 

work.”

Tom Appleton’s smile returned and his brow softened. “Rest as-

sured that my sister was complimentary.”

“I am relieved to hear it,” Henry said, and indeed he was. Though 

he had published some poems and essays in his earlier years, Outré 

Mer was his first attempt at publishing prose, and his first foray into 

earning an income through his writing. The attention made him feel 

uncomfortable, so he turned to the older Mr. Appleton. “Have you 

enjoyed your tour so far?”

“We have found it a remarkable experience,” Mr. Appleton said. 

“My daughters, Molly and Frances—Frances is the one who has read 

your book—accompany us, as does my nephew William, though he 

is rather ill.”

“I am sorry to hear of your nephew’s poor health,” Henry said, 

feeling the regret keenly. He wished there was some way he could help 

the Appleton family, but he was no doctor—as Mary’s situation had 

proved only too well. On the night she had lost their child, Henry 

had been the only one to attend her. He had felt so inept, awkward, 
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and frightened. If they’d had a doctor attend her, would things have 

turned out different?

“Thank you,” Mr. Appleton said graciously. “I see that you have 

just arrived back to the hotel, and perhaps you’d like to rest, but we 

would invite you to join us for supper in our rooms if you feel up to it.”

Henry had not expected such an offer. Even when he presented his 

card at their chalet in Thun it had been purely out of courtesy to John 

James Appleton. The Appletons were well-known in New England and 

far above Henry’s station. But the invitation was sincere, and Henry 

felt humbled by the offer. “I would be pleased to join you if you are 

sure it would not be an inconvenience. I don’t wish to intrude.”

“It would be a pleasure for us all,” Mr. Appleton said. He paused, 

then lowered his voice. “William’s health has been a difficult thing 

for my family of late, especially for my daughters, who love him as a 

brother. A new voice at the table might be the very thing we all need 

to lift our poor spirits.”

Henry felt the pressure immediately. He was not equal to the task 

of providing entertainment to a family fearing for one of their own. 

Yet refusing their invitation would be insulting. And it was not be-

yond his notice that a friendship with the Appletons could only be to 

his advantage once he returned to Cambridge. He also knew what it 

was to feel as though grief had driven your heart to the soles of your 

feet. If somehow his company could distract them from any amount 

of pain they were feeling, he would not regret it. He even felt a flutter 

of hope that new voices at the table might do him some good as well. 

“I must warn you that I have spent the last several months clois-

tered in libraries and classrooms. My skills at conversation might be 

rather dismal.” Both men smiled, softening his anxiety even more. 

“But if your expectations are not too high, I would be honored to join 

you and meet the rest of your family.” 
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