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“Fiddlesticks!” Elise exclaimed under her breath, reading the article in the Harper's Weekly regarding the arrest of Susan B. Anthony, after casting her vote in the presidential election in Rochester, New York. “And to think I could have been there,” Elise said, while sighing heavily.

Shaking her head disapprovingly at her daughter, Sarah said, “Elise Carmidy, how can you even say such a thing? Why if I didn't know better, it sounds to me like you would have rather given birth to this wonderful grandson of mine in some nasty old jail, rather than in the comfort of your own home.” Holding little Jefferson Abraham, protectively in her arms, she added, “Now that would have been a fine how do you do, entering the world in such an abominable place. Especially considering that he's named after two presidents. Not to mention, Alfred would probably have had a stroke explaining to his business associates down at the club, how his granddaughter, an emancipated woman gave birth to his grandson while serving time in jail.” Glancing down lovingly at her youngest grandchild of a week old, who lay contently in her arms while sucking his fist in his mouth, she cooed. “That would never do, would it little Jefferson?” 

“Abominable place, indeed. Lest you forget, President Jefferson was incarcerated for two years following the war.”
“Let's not go bring that up, Elise. You know how I feel about that whole situation. Why, I still cannot believe you would name this fine grandson of mine after a man who was captured in such a cowardly manner, as Jefferson Davis was. Why it’s shameful how he’s desecrated the south in such an unsavory manner as to dressed as a woman to avoid being caught.”
“That was never proven and you know it, Mama.”
“Well, as Lucas always said, 'Where there's smoke, there's fire'.”
“I swear Mama, how you go on, sometimes. Of course, I wouldn't have intentionally wanted little Jefferson to be born in some old nasty jail, but if it had happened that way, I would not have been ashamed. I could think of a whole lot worse, than a jail. Besides, Grandfather would not have been upset. He supports my beliefs in the movement. And for your information, I see nothing wrong in letting my children know their mother believes strongly in woman's equality.”
“Now don't get yourself all riled up Elise and sour your milk. Think of the baby…”
“Yes, Mama,” she said obediently, while rolling her eyes and picking up the newspaper, as she lay in her bed. “Sometimes I swear, you and Joshua are conspiring to keep me in the family way, just so I can't be active with such an important cause.”
Sarah chuckled, while continuing to rock her grandchild. “Sweetheart, after giving birth to five children, I would have thought by now, you knew how babes were made.”
Elise unaccustomed to her mother making such a colorful comment, even as subtle as it was, glanced over the top of her paper, blushing. “Mama, is that any way for a grandmother to talk? Why, I never…” Her voice trailed off, seeing Joshua walk into the room with Sarah Tess by his side.

“Never what, my beautiful pearl?” Joshua asked, as his little daughter ran over to her grandmother, her blonde curls bouncing with every step she took. Carefully leaning over her little brother, Sarah Tess kissed her grandmother, delicately on the cheek. 

“Mornin' Grammy. Mammy Tess was looking for you. I told her you were busy with Mama and little Abraham.”
“Sarah Tess, your brother's name is Jefferson Abraham. And please, don't run indoors. Now come over here and give your Mamma a kiss good mornin'.”
Pouting, the petite blonde girl begrudgingly lifted herself slightly over the bed and kissed Elise's cheek. “Mornin' Mama. I don't know why I can't call my little brother Abraham, instead of Jefferson. After all, they are both his names. And you said, you even met Old Abe once…”
Joshua and Sarah, glancing over at one another found it hard to conceal their amusement at how persistent little Sarah Tess was. Elise noting their amusement, and not sharing their opinion, shook her head disapprovingly. “Honestly you two, why do you insist on encouraging her? And you wonder why she acts like this.” 

In the sweetest of voices, Sarah Tess looked innocently up at her mother. “Like what, Mama?”
“Never you mind, Sarah Tess. You go on now and help Mammy Tess with Caleb and Albert.”
“Yes Mama… but Andy is down there helpin' out and I'd only be in the way…” 

Sarah Tess’s voice trailed off as if just realizing something, than cocking her head and raising her eyebrow, just as she had seen Elise do countless times, the young willful child asked innocently, “Mama, why do we call Andy that? After all his name is Andrew Michael…”
“Sarah Tess, don't upset your Mama this morning, by asking so many questions you already know the answer to.”
Hearing Joshua call her by her name, rather than his pet name, Sarah Tess's smile faded and she whimpered up at him, “Yes, Papa. I'm sorry.”
“No harm done, sweet pea. Do what your mama asked.”
 Turning her attention back to Elise, Sarah Tess looked pleading at her. “Mama, can I please stay here with Papa, before he goes to the office? I'll be good, all day. I promise.”
Seeing Elise was not yielding to their precocious daughter's request, Joshua intervened on her behalf. “Sweet Pea, you go on down stairs, and help out for a while, then before I go to the office, we can have breakfast together, just you and me. How does that sound?”
Hearing her father's comment, Sarah Tess beamed and ran over to him. “Oh Papa, thank you.” 

Lifting her into his arms, Joshua hugged her tightly while kissing her on the cheek, then placing her back on the floor, Sarah Tess skipped merrily out of the room. Noticing the look of disapproval on Elise's face, Joshua shrugged his shoulders. “Don't be angry Elise, I can't help myself. Every time I see Sarah Tess, I image that's how you must have been, at her age.”
Not amused by Joshua’s comment, Elise directed her attention back to her paper as Sarah nodded her head, while gingerly standing up to bring Joshua, little Jefferson who was still contently sucking his fist. “I know exactly what you mean, son. Little Sarah Tess is her mother's daughter that’s for sure. So quick, and spirited… “  

“Too spirited if you ask me.” Elise chimed in. “And don't you think for one moment, that little girl doesn't know already how to wrap her father around her baby finger.”
Joshua, taking his son in his arm, smiled lovingly at him, then glanced at his wife. “Just as her mother always has, since the first moment I saw her.” 

Elise trying not to smile, seeing the love in Joshua's eyes as he gazed down at her, said, “Oh, Pish Posh. No need to sweet talk your way out of this one, Joshua Carmidy, since we all know differently.”
Sarah giving Elise a stern look, as only a mother can to her child when she disapproves, said, “Now don't be getting yourself upset Elise, you remember what happened after little Alfred was born…”
Cutting her off, sounding far harsher than she intended, Elise snapped, “Mama please, you reminding me all the time is sure to what's upset me.”
Ignoring her comment, kissing Elise tenderly on the cheek, Sarah said, “Well, I think I had better be getting on soon, I've promised Alfred to ride out to the cemetery this mornin' to place flowers on Vivian's grave and tend to the plot some.”
Nodding her head, Elise said in a gentler tone, “Thank you Mama, for coming by this mornin'. Even though I was a might sour, it was so good to see you. Send my love to grandfather and thank him again for the additional servants, and let him know Joshua and I will get back to him regarding his kind offer. Although, I can't for the life of me understand, why on earth, he would want us all to come live with him. Does he understand just how noisy five children can be?”
“You know Alfred, darlin', he never does anything haphazardly. In truth, Michael and I believe, since he's always had a particular fondness for you, and now with Vivian gone, rambling alone in that big old home of his must be terribly lonely for him. I personally think it would benefit all of you greatly, and since you have to move anyway, why not move into the Honeycut's? God knows it's big enough for ten children.” Glancing up at Joshua and feeling as if she were over-stepping her bounds, Sarah hastily said, “Just listen to me go on like some interfering mother-in-law. I have no doubt Joshua, you will do whatever is best for you and your family.”
“Thank you, Mother Honeycut. And so you know, I've never thought of you as interfering in our lives. On the contrary, I've always valued your opinion.”
Smiling, Sarah peeked at her grandson nestled in Joshua's arms and cooed, “Your Papa is such a smooth-talker little Jefferson, he should go into politics.”
Hearing Sarah's comment, Elise glanced away from the newspaper and said firmly, “Oh no he shouldn't! We hardly see enough of Joshua as it is, and I'm far too selfish to share him with anyone else other than his clients.”
Chuckling, Joshua winked at Elise. “My pearl, selfish? Why, banish the thought. Need I point out, I'm here now?”
“Hmm, but not for very long…” Elise mumbled under her breath. Than glancing back at her paper, she asked nonchalantly, “Joshua, was I mistaken or didn't you say that once the baby was born, you’d take some time off?”
Aware where this conversation was headed, and knowing only too well, that Joshua was the only one who could appease his wife when she was in such a state, Sarah took this opportunity to make her leave.  

“Well, since you two have such little time together, and I have things to attend to this mornin', I'll be on my way.” Bending over to kiss her daughter's cheek, and brushing away a strand of hair from her brow, Sarah whispered, “Be nice, Elise. You know how much Joshua loves you.”
Smiling insincerely at her mother, Elise said, “Thank you for comin' by, Mama. Will we be seeing you and Michael after dinner?”
“Of course. And if I know your grandfather, Alfred will want to stop by and see you, Joshua, and the children as well.”
As Sarah left, Joshua rocking his son gently in his arm as he began to fuss slightly, no longer appeased by sucking only on his fist, sat beside Elise on their bed. “Well it appears, little Jefferson is no longer satisfied with a substitute, darling.”
Without hesitation, Elise placed the paper on the other side of her and began unfastening the drawstring to her gown to nurse her son. As she lovingly took their son in her arms and guided him to her nipple, Joshua smiled lovingly at his wife. “Now tell me dearest, what has made you sour today?” 

Glancing over at him, her lips pert, she asked, “Sour? Why, I don't know what you're talking about, Joshua. I'm not sour. And I do wish you wouldn't speak to me as if I'm a six-year-old child, like Sarah Tess.”
Tenderly cupping her face in his palm, Joshua huskily whispered, “Darling, look at me and tell me you honestly believe I think of you as anything but a beautiful, vibrant, woman, who I love with all my heart.”  

Elise, speechless, leaned forward slightly so Joshua could place his arm around her. Waiting until his frame was nestled next to hers on their bed, Elise then leaned into his shoulder as she continued skillfully nursing their son. Tenderly, Joshua rubbed Jefferson's back, while the child took his mother milk and lovingly kissed Elise's forehead. “Sweetheart, allowing me to share this special moment before going to the office, means more to me than you'll ever know. Never have I seen you look so beautiful or have I loved you more, than this very moment.” 

Clearly Joshua was overcome with emotion and Elise, felt her earlier tension ease. “Oh Joshua,” she whispered, “You say that every time we have a new child.”
Kissing her tenderly again, he whispered, “And every time I mean it. Now tell me, my pearl, what had you so tense?”
