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Temperance : moderation in all things healthful; total abstinence from all things harmful.

—XENOPHON, 400 B.C.




CHAPTER 1

It was chaos. Several whiskey barrels had been left smashed and blazing in the middle of the road. Stray dogs fought over a pile of refuse on the side of a building. Despite the late hour, I had to dodge crowds of spectators milling about on the sidewalks, all curious bystanders like me. Dozens of women with placards reading WE SERVE THE TYRANT ALCOHOL NO LONGER and ’TIS HERE WE PLEDGE ETERNAL HATE, TO ALL THAT CAN INTOXICATE marched in a loose configuration, shouting taunts. Several others actually brandished hammers and axes. Most wore sky blue sashes tied at their waist, and all were hatless. I plunged into the crowd of women. Could it be that some of the demonstrators had only a few hours ago waved and laughed at me from a tally-ho coach? They seemed frightening figures now as they began to sing in unison.


Who hath wounds without a cause? 
He who breaks God’s holy laws; 
He who scorns the Lord divine, 
While he tarries at the wine. 
Who hath redness at the eyes? 
Who brings poverty and sighs? 
Unto homes almost divine, 
While he tarries at the wine?

 


Touch not, taste not, handle not: 
Drink will make the dark, dark blot, 
Like an adder it will sting, 
And at last to ruin bring, 
They who tarry at the drink.



I fought my way through the marchers and settled against a pillar on the porch of a dry goods store. Several men, reeking of whiskey, leaned against the shuttered store window, the gaslight flickering on their shadowed faces. A gang of children, with their feet dangling over the side, lined up along the porch with their backs to me, as if ready to watch a circus parade. All eyes were directed at a squat, unpainted, wooden one-story building across the street, the Cavern Saloon. A small solitary female figure, as if on cue, appeared in a window, waving a hatchet above her head from inside the saloon. The barroom’s sign, a yellow geyser of foaming ale, swung above the door in counterpoint to the woman’s waving arm. My first impression of the scene had been right; the world had gone topsy-turvy.

“Home wrecker!” she screamed as she brought the hatchet down.

The windowpane exploded outward, raining glass in all directions. Instinctively I threw up my hands. The dogs scattered in opposite directions, one with two links of sausage dangling from its mouth. A bystander dropped into the dirt screaming, covering her face. A man in a top hat raced over to her aid.

What am I doing here? I wondered why I had ever left the comfort and luxury of my room. I never should’ve come down here when I heard that shout of “fire.”

A shouting contest between the marching women and several bystanders began as the figure in the window was grabbed by other larger silhouettes and lifted from view. They reappeared moments later in the doorway. It was almost comical. Three men between them carried a nymph of a woman, and still she had an arm free with which she whacked her assailants with a cane.

“Get the police,” one of the men shouted.

They made the mistake of setting her down. With a hard rap on one man’s head and another on a second man’s knee, the tiny woman freed herself and ran back into the saloon.

“Get out of here, you crazy woman!” someone shouted from within.

She reappeared moments later in the doorway, with a lighted lamp above her head.

“The righteous will prevail,” she proclaimed. “Evil will burn eternal.”

“She isn’t really going to do it, is she?” I said out loud to no one in particular. Several worried faces nodded in reply.

There was a collective hush in the instant before the woman smashed the lamp to the floor and disappeared in a plume of smoke. As men streamed into the saloon to contain the rising flames, two women, dressed entirely in sky blue, emerged from inside. They looked appalling. Brown and yellow splotches covered their dresses. One woman’s sleeve had been rent off at the shoulder; the other’s hem dragged behind her. Each carried a hatchet in one hand and an arm of the tiny window-smashing arsonist in the other, dragging her from the burning building and across the street. A third woman in blue raced from the saloon and joined them.

Is that the woman I met this afternoon? It couldn’t be.

For several minutes, my view was obscured by the temperance supporters who gathered around the women, shaking hands and patting each other on the back. Who is this woman at the center of the chaos and destruction? What kind of person goes around vandalizing saloons at night? I pressed into the crowd for a better look.

She wasn’t what I expected. Guarded on all sides by her associates in blue, she loomed large for her petite frame, wearing a black dress and black turban hat with veil netting that had ripped in two places, and she was old, very old, with white hair and skin that was wrinkled and sun-spotted. Her high-necked collar accentuated a mark on her face, either a birthmark or smoke ashes, which extended from her right ear across her entire cheek. She gasped for breath, and her knuckles were white from clenching her cane. Her stooping shoulders gave the impression that her body was frail, but we were all witnesses to that deception. She looked up and caught me gaping at her. Her face was flushed and her eyes were piercing blue, but she seemed dazed and unable to look me in the eyes for long. She wasn’t like any old woman I’d ever met before.

“It’s the police,” someone shouted.

Whistles blew as a police wagon parted the people milling about in the street. Two of the younger women immediately lifted the old woman easily to her feet. One of them grabbed my arm briefly for support. Only then did I realize, to my horror, that the brown splotches on the women’s dresses were blood.

“We’ve got to get Mother Trevelyan to safety,” one of the women in blue said to her companions.

Mother Trevelyan?

I nearly shouted after them that there must be some mistake. I watched, aghast, as three bedraggled figures in blue escorted my new employer down the street.




CHAPTER 2

I should’ve suspected something was amiss earlier that afternoon when I had arrived in town. A porter, his shoulder wedged against an overloaded cart, barely missed running over my hem as I stepped from the train. Two squealing children ran past me into the crowd. Countless invalids being pushed in chairs or leaning on crutches mingled seamlessly with the more mobile travelers about me. I stood on the platform, shielding my eyes from the late-afternoon glare, and stared at my fellow passengers. What kind of place is this?

I gazed up into the shadows towering above at the sweet gum and oak-covered hillsides, at the colorful leaves still tenaciously clinging to the branches, at rocky outcrops promising a few new specimens for my collection. I was already looking forward to my first hike. But that would have to wait. Brimming with the excitement and anticipation that always came with a new engagement, I adjusted my gloves, brushed my new suit for soot, straightened my new bonnet, and stepped off the platform.

Weaving through the flurry of one-horse gigs, buggies, and buckboards loaded with crates and burlap sacks that crammed the depot yard, I made my way toward the public omnibus. As I waited in line for the bus, I pulled out my book, opening it to chapter 3: Wild flowers and where they grow. I’d read two pages on the family Compositae when a humped old woman in an old-fashioned black bonnet interrupted me.

“Are you here for the springs?”

“The springs? What springs?”

“What springs?” The old woman cackled, poking me with the walking stick she clutched between two knotted hands. “Oh, my, that’s clever, miss, this being Eureka Springs and all. Yes, very funny.” She stopped laughing when she realized I hadn’t been joking. “Oh, you really aren’t here for the springs, then, are you?”

“No, I’m sorry. I’m not. Are you?”

“Oh, my, yes.”

She pointed to a man at the end of the line, leaning heavily on a crutch, and to the woman in line ahead of me, wearing a very fashionable small bonnet of blue felt with a green velvet bow tied under the chin. I fluffed the ostrich feathers on my straw hat self-consciously while staring at hers in envy.

“Most of us here are,” the old woman said. “I’ve heard the waters can cure anything.”

That explained the invalids I saw. They all thought they’d be cured by drinking water. The idea made me a bit uneasy.

“I’ve been plagued by the summer-complaint, and here it is November.” The old woman stared at my face, then down at the book in my hands. “You should try it. The waters are also known for helping folks relax.”

I closed my book. “Thank you, but like I said, I’m not here for the springs.”

“Then maybe you’re here for the temperance rally?” the old woman said.

“I’m here for the springs,” a raspy voice behind me said. We both turned toward the lady in the blue felt hat. I could now see she wore a patch over her left eye. Poor woman, I thought. And to think I was jealous of her hat.

“Oh yes, I’m blind in this eye. It’s completely crusted over.” She pointed to the patch.

Her hand trembled from the effort. “An uncle had the same condition, but worse. Both eyes were glued shut. He looked like a sea creature, as if his eyelashes were encrusted in rime and barnacles.” She shivered slightly. “But he stayed three months, used Crescent, Johnson, and Oil water, and came back a cured man.”

“Will you also be attending the ladies’ temperance convention, then?” The old woman pointed to a button on the blinded lady’s lapel. With a sky blue background, which I would later learn was the official color of the American Women’s Temperance Coalition, representing purity and heaven, the button read AWTC in black capital letters. “I’m not a member, but I’ve timed my visit here in hopes of attending a few meetings and the Saturday-night rally.”

“I am a member.” Crimson rising in her cheeks, the blinded woman lowered her voice. “I’m ashamed to admit it, though, since I’d forgotten all about the temperance convention until I read about Mrs. Trevelyan in this morning’s newspaper. They can slander her all they want, but that there’s a God-fearing woman for you.”

“Amen to that,” the old woman exclaimed. “Someone on the train read me that article in the Cassville paper. That’s the third saloon smashed in a month. I hope I catch a glimpse of her at the rally. You don’t think the police will prevent her from attending, do you?”

Slander? Police? And I thought working for Captain Amsterdam was a challenge.

“You’re not suggesting that Mrs. Trevelyan . . . ?” I said.

“Don’t worry; the righteous . . . will . . . prevail.”

The blinded lady faltered in her reply as her attention was drawn to a black man in a rumpled floppy felt hat who stomped in our direction. He deftly avoided the infirm as he navigated the crowd.

“You Hattie Davish?” he demanded.

“Yes, I’m Miss Davish.”

“I’ve a wagon waiting.”

“Thank you, but I’ll ride the bus.” As I turned toward the approaching omnibus, the man stepped in front of me, blocking my way. “Excuse me,” I said, trying to keep the alarm out of my voice.

“No, I’m to take you to the Arcadia,” the man said as he grabbed my suitcases and hatboxes.

“Not this,” I exclaimed, clasping the handle as he attempted to yank my typewriter case away from me. People in line turned to see what the commotion was.

“Are you all right, miss?” the old woman asked.

“Mrs. Trevelyan arranged it,” the man said. “Now, if you don’t mind?” He motioned for me to follow him.

I nodded tentatively to the old woman. After a quick glance over my shoulder at the people boarding the omnibus, wishing I were among them, I followed the man to a four-passenger depot wagon, parked behind a tally-ho coach. Hitched to four horses, the tally-ho carried at least a dozen animated women. The driver flung my luggage onto the top of the wagon. He stood by as I clambered into the vacant passenger compartment, then climbed into the driver’s seat in front of me, all the while scowling at the boisterous women in the overloaded tally-ho.

“Every year there’s more of you anti-liquor ladies.” He turned his head and spat. “Like a horde of deer flies, never leaving an honest fellow alone. Why do y’all have to come here, stirring up trouble, anyway?”

“You’re mistaken,” I said. “I’m not an ‘anti-liquor lady.’ ”

“Yeah, well . . .” The driver spat again, and then sat quietly for a moment, a crease forming on his brow. “But, ah, if I’m picking you up for that Mrs. Trevelyan, I thought . . .”

“Mrs. Trevelyan is my new employer,” I said, tapping on the case in my lap. “I’ve never even met her.”

The wagon lurched forward and we started toward town. Unlike cities that have convenient downtown locations, the train depot in Eureka Springs was situated at the far northeast corner of town, the closest parcel of flat ground the Eureka Springs Railway Company could find. Several minutes of silence had passed when the driver, pointing with his thumb behind him, said, “Ah, sorry about that there, ma’am.”

His reaction to Mrs. Trevelyan and the other temperance ladies had added to my rising anxiety, so I was grateful to clear the air. I leaned forward and extended my hand. “Apology accepted, Mr....?”

He switched the reins to return my handshake. “It’s Thomas.”

The wagon passed a cluster of people gathered near a curving rock wall. I craned my neck to look back. “Was that one of the springs, Thomas?”

He nodded but was distracted. I was still leaning out the window when the driver started shaking his head. “I hate to be the one to tell you this, ma’am. I mean, it’s too bad you had to come all this way to learn the truth.”

“What truth, Thomas? I don’t understand.” I pulled back from the window.

“Working folks can’t expect a lot from the likes of them. Someone might’ve had the common decency to warn you.” Warn me? About what? “They could’ve wired you so you didn’t have to waste your time.”

“But I did receive a telegram from Mrs. Trevelyan, two days ago. See? Here it is.” I pulled it from my handbag and read its contents for the third time.


THE WESTERN UNION TELEGRAPH COMPANY
 NUMBER 23 SENT BY HF REC’D BY DC CHECK 20 paid 
RECEIVED at No. 14 Broadway, Kansas City, MO Nov 4 1892 
Dated: Eureka Springs, AR 11: 14am 
To: H Davish Larson Boarding House Kansas City

 


Your services required recommended by Windom-Greene 
expect you Sunday on four ten all arranged 
Mrs. E. Trevelyan



“So here I am, at the exact time and place that she requested.” Thomas brought the depot wagon to a sudden halt. As I was thrown forward, I grabbed my typewriter case so it didn’t fly off my lap.

“But don’t you see, ma’am,” he said, twisting back to face me. “The lady might not even be here anymore. And she sure ain’t gonna need a secretary where she’s going.”

Thomas’s comment brought back the conversation I was having at the depot before he arrived. I wished I’d had a chance to question the women in line about Mrs. Trevelyan. They seemed to know more than I did.

“Then why did she hire me and tell me to meet her here?” I asked.

Thomas spat over the side of the wagon, barely missing the flanks of the tally-ho’s lead horse as it pulled abreast of our wagon. The tally-ho’s driver scowled at Thomas, but the temperance women, oblivious to the incident, continued to sing and laugh and joke. Several women waved as the tally-ho took the hill before us. I waved back, some of my initial exhilaration returning.

“That’s my point, ma’am,” Thomas said. “You shouldn’t have come in the first place.”




CHAPTER 3

The Arcadia Hotel wasn’t at all what I’d expected. After traveling on the train for hours through empty countryside, the grand scale of the hotel took me by surprise. Nestled on the top of a mountain, overlooking “the Springs,” even from a great distance, it dominated the skyline of the town. I caught glimpses of it through the trees as we drove up the wide carriage road that wound toward the top of the mountain. It was a five-story limestone building with a gray slate roof, a lookout tower, and too many chimneys to count. Verandas surrounded the second and third floors. From what I could tell, the hotel afforded a spectacular view of the village and valley below.

“At least you get to stay at the Arcadia.”

Thomas, who wouldn’t say another word about Mrs. Trevelyan, didn’t have the same reservation about describing the hotel he worked for. According to him, the dining room served the finest food, the baths were unsurpassed, the service was renowned. They included a daily supply of bottled water, from any spring in town, on demand.

“. . . and there’s no less than three different springs being pumped into the bathing rooms. Of course there’s steam heat in every room. Even the servants’ quarters have electric lighting and indoor plumbing; the whole works,” he said. “There are dozens of hotels and boarding houses in town, ma’am, but the Arcadia is the best. And it’s not just me saying so. I’ve heard it’s as good as any of those fancy hotels out East.”

As we crested the hill, the forest opened up to reveal the hotel, resplendent in its row of flags across the front, immense gold-leaf painted clock, and meticulously manicured parkland, complete with stables, lawns, and gardens, radiating out in all directions. It was breathtaking.

And I’m to be staying here?

I caught a glimpse of an arbor-covered staircase going down the hill. A large fountain with marble statues dominated the center of a circular drive and sparkled in the last rays of the setting sun. Two hatless women sat on a wall encircling the fountain, laughing and dipping drinking cups into its basin.

Thomas helped me out of the wagon. I stepped down onto a red carpet that led up a long flight of stairs, passing over a wide front portico filled with rocking chairs, and ended at tall double entrance doors. The front portico was empty except for a white-haired man smoking a pipe.

“Is there a servants’ entrance, Thomas?” I asked.

“Not for you, ma’am. You’re a guest here now.”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t. That wouldn’t be proper.”

A bellboy hovered around the entrance. He had flaming red hair that clashed with his uniform and brimless cap. He scurried over to collect my luggage as Thomas retrieved my typewriter case.

“Just so you know, Owen,” the driver said, gesturing with his thumb toward the approaching tally-ho laden with women I’d seen at the depot, “she ain’t one of them.” Then he tipped his hat. “Enjoy your stay, ma’am.” He was shaking his head as he mounted the wagon and drove away.

“Right this way,” Owen said. His free arm directed me toward the front doors. I walked up the stairs, amazed at the sudden turn in events. Two days ago, I was in Kansas City at Mrs. Larson’s Boarding House for Single Women, wondering what to do on my first day off in years. Today, I was at the Arcadia Hotel in Eureka Springs, Arkansas, the most luxurious hotel west of the Mississippi River.

Standing here, it was difficult to believe what they had said at the train station about my new employer. The woman as described wouldn’t be welcome at such a highly respectable hotel. Besides, Sir Arthur wouldn’t recommend me to someone of questionable character. Granted, I haven’t enjoyed every assignment that he has generously provided for me, but such is the working life. I’m grateful for his patronage, and I know how fortunate I am. I have always been able to rely on his sound judgment. Otherwise I might never have accepted this assignment, sight unseen, no matter how marvelous the accommodations.

“After you, ma’am.”

I hadn’t realized I’d been blocking the entrance. The corner of my suitcase pressed into my back as the bellboy, a few steps behind me, guided me through the open doors into the opulent hotel lobby. The chandelier’s crystal prisms in the high ceiling above were catching the setting sun, casting sparkling light across the expansive wooden inlay floors. The inside of the hotel was as impressive as the outside. I felt out of place and hastily tried in vain to contain the wisps of chestnut hair that hung loosely about my face.

A massive fireplace dominated the rotunda. Made of limestone brick, the hearth was six feet wide and loomed large enough for a person to stand in. Thick Persian rugs were laid out throughout the lobby. A cluster of plush-looking couches, armchairs, and rocking chairs spanned out in a wide semicircle. Several men, all reading the evening newspaper, sat with their feet propped up, availing themselves of the small fire burning in the hearth.

“May I?” I asked one of the gentlemen, pointing to a copy of the Cassville Democrat next to him on the table.

“Be my guest, young lady.”

Scanning the headlines and shifting through Cassville’s society pages, I could find no mention of a temperance rally. Instead, news and commentary on the upcoming elections filled the pages. Nor did I find anything more enlightening than a mention of Mrs. Trevelyan in a snippet about broken windows at a local barroom. The owner had insinuated “that temperance woman” was “not all she claimed to be.” This must be the “saloon smashing” the old woman at the depot had alluded to. Had I been needlessly anxious after all?

Beyond the fireplace, a series of French doors opened onto a smaller version of the front portico. Several women, with sashes of sky blue tied at their waist, emerged from the parlor on the right, singing.


Who hath sorrow? Who hath woe? 
They who dare not answer no; 
They whose feet to sin incline, 
While they tarry at the wine.

 


Who hath babblings, who hath strife? 
He who leads a drunkard’s life; 
He whose loved ones weep and pine, 
While he tarries at the wine.



The men around the fireplace looked up and frowned as one when the women approached. Without a sideways glance at the stares directed their way, the women passed me and continued singing right out the front door.

The chime of an elevator bell to my right drew my attention away from the temperance women to an elegant couple gliding down the broad stairway. I brushed the front of my jacket and readjusted a cuff. They passed without acknowledging me and, following the aroma emanating from my left, disappeared down the hallway.

The bellboy dropped my luggage with a thud.

“You check in at the desk over there,” he said. “Ring the bell when you’re ready.”

The office was tucked away in the corner of the room. The registration desk, extending a half a dozen feet and covered with swirls of intricate carvings, had a locked brass mailbox at one end and a bell at the other. Pigeonhole shelves lined the back wall. I walked over to the desk and lightly tapped the bell. A man with a stoic countenance and a bald pate appeared out of a back room and asked for my name.

“Miss Hattie Davish,” the clerk repeated as he flipped through a registration book. “Ah, yes, here it is.” Turning his back to me, he took a key and a packet of letters from one of the pigeonholes. He handed them both to me. “Welcome to the Arcadia, Miss Davish. You’ll be staying in room 220.”

“Excuse me, but I think there’s been a mistake. I’m not here as a guest, as everyone seems to think, but as a secretary and personal assistant to Mrs. Trevelyan. A room in the servants’ quarters will be quite adequate, I assure you.”

“There’s no mistake, Miss Davish. Mrs. Trevelyan left strict instructions. You’re to stay in the room adjacent to her own; Mrs. Trevelyan is next door, in room 218. And you’re to assume responsibility for her correspondences immediately upon arrival. She’ll provide further instructions when she sees fit.” He indicated the packet that he had just handed me with a tilt of his chin. “Seeing that there’s no mail today, those are all telegrams and hand-delivered letters. Yesterday’s mail is already in your room.”

I looked back at the opulence of the lobby and the men around the fireplace. Was one of them staring at me? “I don’t feel comfortable with these arrangements. Don’t you think it’s inappropriate for me to stay with the guests,” I looked at the clerk’s name tag, “Mr. Oxnard?”

“I’m sorry, miss, but these are your instructions. Mrs. Trevelyan won’t have you mingling with the servants.” The clerk snapped the registration book shut. “You’re gonna have to stay in a guest room.”

“May I ask if Mrs. Trevelyan is still staying at the hotel?”

The clerk squinted and knitted his brow. “Didn’t I already say, Miss Davish, that she’s staying in room 218?”

“Yes, of course. Thank you, Mr. Oxnard.” Again some of my fears had been alleviated.

Then what was Thomas talking about?

 



“Mrs. Trevelyan?”

As the bellboy deposited my luggage in my room, I saw a woman go into room 218 down the hall. I knocked on the door. No reply. I knocked several times harder than was polite, and the door opened slightly.

“Mrs. Trevelyan?” I repeated as I peered inside. A small table lamp illuminated the cool yellows, blues, and reds infused throughout the lavish room, in the floral wallpaper that had flecks of gold leaf paint, in the wall-to-wall Belgian carpeting, in the velvet-cushioned chairs, in the brocade counterpane on the walnut four-poster bed, and in the inlay on the mahogany wardrobe, which stood eight feet tall against the wall. Machine-turned oak moldings surrounded the doors, windows, and ceiling, complementing the large oak desk. Only a large, well-worn steamer trunk in the middle of the room seemed out of place. A blond woman in her early thirties, only a few years older than me, was retrieving something from the back of the wardrobe. She was oddly attired in a completely sky blue dress and matching hooded cape, a faux pas for this time of day and so late in the season.

“Mrs. Trevelyan? I’m sorry. The door was ajar.” The woman quickly hid something in her cape before turning around. Her curving hips and ample bosom swayed as she walked toward me standing in her open doorway. Despite her size, she glided across the room as if she were balancing a book on her head. Two scars, on her left cheek and chin, were all that marred her plump, round face. She held a Bible in her hand.

“I’m Hattie Davish, ma’am. I hope this isn’t an inopportune time, but I’ve only just arrived.”

“Oh, dear, no, I’m not Mother Trevelyan. You’ve missed her by a quarter of an hour. I am Mrs. Josephine Piers.” She offered me her soft, manicured hand. “So you’re the one Mother Trevelyan sent for? Well, Miss Davish, I’ve never met a professional lady typewriter before, though I hear you come highly recommended.”

“I assure you that I’m more than a typist. As a trained private secretary, with extensive experience serving clients such as herself, I’d stake my reputation on exceeding Mrs. Trevelyan’s expectations.”

“Of course you would. Still, it’s a shame. You came all this way for nothing. Mother Trevelyan doesn’t require your services.”

“Why do you say that, Mrs. Piers? The depot wagon driver said so as well, but the desk clerk assured me Mrs. Trevelyan is still staying at the hotel.”

“Of course she’s still staying at the hotel. Where would she go? No, no, you misunderstand me. I’m Mother Trevelyan’s secretary now, and have been for almost two weeks. After that dreadful woman eloped, I humbly volunteered my services to the cause. I told Mother Trevelyan that she needn’t send for you. Divine intervention brought me to her and the coalition, and I feel blessed to serve.”

“I admire your charity, Mrs. Piers, but Mrs. Trevelyan has already paid me a week’s wages in advance.”

“That’s all right. You keep the wages.” She took my chin in her hand and turned my head one way and then another, scrutinizing my face. “Look at those dark circles, such a shame for one with such expressive hazel eyes.” I glared at her in consternation. “And I’d stay out of the sun. You’re getting freckles.”

Releasing my chin, she inspected me from head to toe. “And you’re so thin. You could obviously use a holiday. When was the last time you had a day off? Poor girl. Obviously God was at work bringing you here. Enjoy the spas. Attend our meetings. A drink from the springs will refresh your soul.”

“Thank you, but I’m here to work.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t mean to offend you. I only meant that I reap great joy from helping the cause. It’s God’s work. So take a much-needed vacation.” She reached for the packet of letters under my arm. “I’ll take care of that now.” I took a step back.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Piers. But my instructions are to assume responsibility of her correspondences. Until I hear otherwise from Mrs. Trevelyan herself, I’ll do what I was paid to do. Now would you be kind enough to tell me where I can find Mrs. Trevelyan?”

 



Calm down.

I stood in the middle of my room with my eyes closed and took a few deep breaths.

“Un, deux, trois . . .” Counting in French to relax was a trick I’d learned as a child. “Trente-huit, trente-neuf, quarante. ” Reaching forty with no effect, I gave up.

In a burst of frustration, I flung my key, purse, gloves, and jacket to the floor. I unpinned my hat from my hair, and then tossed it on the bed. With her kindness, Mrs. Piers had touched a nerve.

I don’t need a vacation. I don’t need the spas. I need to get to work.

But Mrs. Piers had informed me that Mrs. Trevelyan was at a sermon and would be indisposed until morning. I dropped into a nearby chair, hung my head, and sighed. When I looked up, the room had grown dark. Still feeling petulant, I tried to remember what the bellboy told me to do. Fumbling, I felt for the brass plate next to the door and pushed a button on the wall. Brilliant electric light from the Edison lamps illuminated every inch of the small, airy room, reaching into the corners of the lofty ceilings and tiled fireplace.

Instead of the simple, white-walled room I had been expecting to stay in, this room was full of color and opulence. I was suddenly humbled and ashamed of my outburst. It was the nicest room I’d ever stayed in. Though smaller and decorated in shades of warm burgundy, gold, and green, it was almost a duplicate version of Mrs. Trevelyan’s room, down to the large oak desk and crystal vase on the tea table overflowing with ivy and azalea blossoms. In this room, though, a mound of unopened correspondences marred the desk’s polished surface. No care had been taken. Telegrams, letters, and parcels had been thrown haphazardly in a heap. A few letters had fallen to the floor.

I picked up the letters, collected up my things from the bed, and added the newest correspondences to the pile. I arranged everything into neat stacks and set up my typewriter. I opened the desk drawer and found ample supplies of stationery, pens, and ink. I unpacked my luggage and put everything away. In the bath assigned to me, two identical small mahogany washstands stood side by side. One, labeled 222, was already covered with ladies’ toilet articles. The other, labeled 220, was empty except for a bottle of water marked Basin Spring. I opened the drawer; it was packed with thick, plush green towels. I pulled one out and held it to my cheek. I relished the softness, a stark contrast to the rest of the room, the necessary porcelain features of modern plumbing, the hard, bright white tiles covering the walls, the black and white mosaic tile covering the floor. Only the sword fern on a stand rivaled the warmth of the towel.

At least Thomas was right about the baths. This is extravagance itself.

Next to the towel I tentatively set out the contents of my toilet case, a pitiful few items, on the right corner edge of the expansive washstand top, in case this space wasn’t all meant for me. I aligned the bottles in a row and straightened my hairbrush.

There, I thought. Now all’s in order.

With nothing left to do, I returned to my room to eat. Despite my rushed departure, Mrs. Larson had packed me a lunch: sliced cold chicken, bread, butter, pickles, and several pieces of her specialty, ginger snaps. I’d only eaten half the meal on the train. A velvet burgundy drape, pulled back to one side, revealed a French door, which led to a second-story balcony I’d seen from the carriage earlier. I tried to open it. The door swung open, letting in a breeze that dispelled the stuffy air in the room. I took my dinner out on the balcony and, espying a bench, spread my meal out on my lap. I took a deep breath of the crisp, clean air. All around me, glowing in the last rays of the setting sun, was a wide expanse of mountains and valley and sky. The evening should’ve been lovely. But then that eerie glow had appeared down the hill toward town, in the darkest part of the valley, in the saloon district. I had risen to my feet, and leaning on the wrought-iron railing, I’d heard a shout. As soft as an echo, I’d heard it again: “Fire. ”

I hadn’t known yet where my curiosity would lead me. I hadn’t known yet that Mrs. Trevelyan was at the center of the bedlam below. But considering how extraordinary everything about this job had been so far, I shouldn’t have been surprised.




CHAPTER 4

“Are you injured?”

His warm, gentle voice surprised me. I tore my focus away from Mrs. Trevelyan’s retreating figure to see not one of the saloon men, covered in soot from the extinguished fire and smelling of beer, but a gentleman holding his top hat. He was handsome and sparkling clean from his shining, polished shoes, to his tidy mustache, to the glisten on his teeth as he smiled. My heart skipped a beat. But wasn’t this the man who had come to the injured woman’s aid when the window shattered? Shouldn’t he be at least disheveled?

“No, I’m fine. Thank you,” I said. “What’s going on?”

“Blue laws don’t mean much here,” he said. He glanced back at the men stomping out the flames in the doorway. “It seems the temperance ladies took offense.”

“I was told they were attending a sermon.”

“That’s one way of looking at it.”

“Was the lady by the window badly injured?” I asked.

“Mrs. Turnbull? Luckily, no, though she did have several glass slivers in her face. Are you certain you’re okay?” He lightly touched my sleeve at the point of two finger-shaped smears. “There’s blood here.”

“Oh, no.” I pointed to Mrs. Trevelyan and her companions. “One of those women grasped my sleeve. It must’ve come from them.” He looked in the direction of my gaze, absentmindedly dusting dirt from his shoulders and sleeves. Of course he was covered in dust from the road. How could I have ever thought otherwise? He smiled again, and I knew.

“I hope we meet again, lovely lady,” he said, tipping his hat. “Now if you’ll excuse me.” I covered my burning cheeks and watched as he ran up the road.

 



Upon returning to my room, I was anxious to get to work. I was exhausted, befuddled, and reeling from the events of the day. The long climb up the hill had helped, but nothing cures mental pandemonium like work. So with my ivory-handled letter opener in hand, I tackled the mound on the desk, slicing open envelopes and wax seals with an unusual zest. Sorting through every piece of correspondence, I separated the telegrams from the letters, the personal from the business. I always felt a thrill the moment before I opened that first letter for a new employer or took that first dictation.

What will I find? I wondered.

The first letter I read was from Florence Hawkings, of Little Rock, explaining why she wouldn’t be able to attend the Eureka Springs meetings. The second was from one of Mrs. Trevelyan’s daughters. I started a new pile. From long practice, I sorted through all of the letters, heedful to read only enough to determine whether it was private or should be placed in the growing stack of business papers. I prided myself on being able to pick out key words or a form of address in order to sort the letters without consciously being aware of their contents. It’s a skill past employers have appreciated.

And yet I still learned a great deal about Mrs. Trevelyan. She had at least two daughters, was a resident of St. Louis, had visited four states and thirteen cities in the past three months, corresponded with pastors, politicians, and businessmen. Many of the correspondences mentioned issues that concerned the American Women’s Temperance Coalition, often referred to as the AWTC, such as the promotion of temperance education in schools, the status of an upcoming prohibition vote, and the success of a recent membership drive. Mrs. Trevelyan was its president.

I also learned more than I wanted to. As I myself had witnessed, she was a vocal advocate of violence toward “housebreakers,” her word for saloons, and tonight was not the first time she had used canes, bricks, axes, and the like to attack them. Although some praised her, one gentleman’s letter calling her work “righteous, legal, and reasonable,” most condemned her, calling her vile names and, on occasion, threatening her. One such letter was particularly disturbing. It must’ve been hand-delivered to the hotel, having Give to Mrs. Trevelyan’s secretary scribbled on the outside. I’d opened it with high anticipation, having thought it was meant for me. But the hotel’s notation was to direct the letter only. Addressed to Mother Trevelyan and signed J.M., the entire message consisted of a few short sentences.


Aren’t satisfied, you self-righteous hypocrite? You better be, I’ve paid your price and you’ve bled me dry. There isn’t any more. I never meant for her to die. Leave me alone, or I won’t be able to say the same for you.



The previous letters had made my stomach churn. But blackmail? Death? My hand was shaking when I placed it in the appropriate stack.

With my mind spinning, my fingers took over automatically as I typed a list of correspondents and placed it next to the stacks of letters, telegrams, and envelopes (which often yield additional information not included in the letter) lined up in a row on the corner of the desk. I pushed myself away, the chair scraping against the grain of the carpet, and stood. I paced the room several times, wringing my hands, trying to catch my breath. This wasn’t what I’d expected. The satisfaction I normally felt after a good day’s work eluded me. But why should I be surprised? I’d answered an urgent telegram from an employer who only hours ago tried to burn down a saloon. Among her papers I’d found threats, repugnant language, and a cryptic note referring to murder and blackmail. Was this what the driver at the train depot was warning me about? Should I have heeded what I’d taken for hearsay and taken the 6:18 back to Kansas City? Chills went down my spine. I snatched up my hat and gloves and headed for the door. I didn’t care how late it was, I needed some fresh air.

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“I won’t stand for this, Edwina. Open this door!” A woman in a black velvet evening gown hammered on Mrs. Trevelyan’s door with her fists. The chandelier in the hallway and the ostentatious jewels about her ears, wrists, and throat rattled with each knock. Small tendrils of her jet-black hair fell down the back of her long neck.

“Margaret said you were in there,” she said. “You’re going to have to face me sometime.” She pounded on the door again. “I’m not going to stand by while you ruin everything, do you hear? Unlock this door this instant!” The woman yanked on the doorknob, then slammed her hand against the door. “If it’s the last thing I do, I’ll see that you account for your actions. I’m right, and you know it. I’ll take charge and run this meeting. Do you hear me, Edwina? I’ll call for new elections.”

The woman put her ear to the door. She stepped back and hesitated for a brief moment. “Very well, I hope you never come out.”

She pivoted on her heels and stormed down the hallway. Within moments we stood face-to-face in my open doorway. She loomed over me. The creases around her grimacing mouth and squinting eyes suggested that she was in her late forties. But her face was so red and blotchy I couldn’t guess what her natural complexion should be.

“And what are you staring at?” she said.

I apologized, retreating back into my room. However, as she glanced inside in the direction of the desk, she grabbed a hold of the door. “You’re that new secretary, aren’t you?” She craned her head around to see more of my room. “Trevelyan said she was expecting a new secretary this afternoon, ‘the best money can buy.’ You don’t look like much to me.

“Did you see her come back?” she said. Without waiting for a reply, she shouted over my shoulder, “You can’t hide forever, Edwina.”

I started, glancing over my shoulder, half-expecting to see the temperance leader hiding behind me. “Yes. I’m Mrs. Trevelyan’s new secretary. I’m Hattie Davish.” I offered my hand. “Pleased to meet you, Mrs. . . . ?”

She straightened her back, put her nose in the air and, putting her hand to her throat, touched a gleaming triple-strand diamond collar. “I’m Mrs. Cordelia Anglewood, vice president and humble servant of the American Women’s Temperance Coalition.”

“Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Anglewood.”

“Well?” She peered down at me. I didn’t know how to reply. “Well, girl, have you spoken to her yet or not?”

“Oh, no, Mrs. Anglewood, I’ve yet to talk to Mrs. Trevelyan. When I saw her, she was . . . preoccupied.”

“Ha! Such incompetence.” She flicked her hand in the air. “I always knew Edwina was a fool.” And with that, she stomped away.

 



Why hadn’t I taken that hike? Instead I’d lain awake most of the night, ruminating on yesterday’s events. Only after typing a list of troubling questions was I able to get some sleep. What I’d read in my typewriter this morning was the rambling of a sleepless mind. Nonetheless, many of my questions were valid.

1. Who is this Mrs. Trevelyan? Does it matter?

2. Why would she send me an urgent telegram? She hasn’t even spoken to me yet.

3. She paid for my train ticket, room, board, and a week’s wages in advance. What does she expect me to do? See to her correspondences? Throw bricks at saloon windows?

4. Should I resign from her employment? What would Sir Arthur say?

5. Are all of the temperance women here vandals and anarchists?

6. Who would send such vile, threatening letters? Why? Who is J.M.?

7. Who was that dashing gentleman I met tonight? Why was he there?

8. What’ve I gotten myself into?


Long before the sun rose above the mountains, I dressed in my walking clothes. The long hot bath I’d taken earlier, pumped in from Congress Spring, had relaxed my muscles but had done nothing to soothe my restless mind. But I knew what would—a hike through the town and its hills. With a clear mind and a satisfied curiosity, I’d be prepared to confront Mrs. Trevelyan.

I tucked my white blouse into dark brown ankle-length culottes. Over this, I put on a tan hip-length jacket. I put on my jersey gaiters, not knowing what terrain I might encounter, and slipped my hand lens, secure on a gold-plated chain, over my neck. As the sun filled my room with warm autumn sunshine, I pinned my hat onto my head and slipped on my gloves. Outside, the air was brisk and fresh. My first stop would be one of the springs.

In my room, I’d found a map and description of each spring provided by the hotel. There were over sixty of them, scattered over the hillsides. Several were in the valley that ran through the center of town. One, Crescent Spring, was straight down the hill from the hotel. I scurried down the long wooden staircase that I’d seen the day before. It had hundreds of steps and ended in an elaborate four-sided gazebo, with arches, columns, and carved molding. It loomed above Spring Street, one of the main thoroughfares of the town. A few more stairs and I was standing on a broad platform sidewalk. It still smelled of freshly cut wood. Crescent Spring, less than a block north, was surrounded by a rock wall and another ornate gazebo. Across the street, a small but stately church made of limestone with a single steeple on one side cast its shadow over the spring. I knelt beside it, scooped up cold water with my hand, and drank. It felt good to be outside.

Due to the early hour, there were few people on the street. I practically had the town to myself. The occasional rooster or rattling of the streetcar accompanied me as I followed the winding street as it descended southward down the mountain, passing Congress, Harding, and Sweet Springs. Each spring was a few steps from the street, nestled below a curving wall of rock, with water that had a slight metallic taste.

The entire town was built on various levels of these steep, rocky hills, nothing like the open, rolling plains I was used to. How the invalids that flock to this mountainous town navigated its steep terrain was hard to imagine. Many homes and businesses had ground-level entrances on the first, second, and sometimes third floors. One hotel, eight stories tall, claimed to have six ground floors. Like a crazy quilt, the streets seemed built with no pattern or order, a labyrinth of winding roads intersecting steep paths, without a single street crossing another at a right angle and all at various inclines. To maintain this terraced architecture, the town had erected miles of rock retaining walls. I passed brick, wood, and limestone shops, homes, and hotels lining Spring Street in both directions, most sharing a wall with a neighbor. A few showed the signs of fire damage while many more were under construction.

Every block or so, there was a break between the buildings. Here the town had built steep, narrow alleyways of wooden or stone stairs, allowing the townspeople to walk from one level of the town to the next. Hanging signs, variously positioned down the length of the stairs, indicated businesses’ side entrances. One painted mural, of a hand pointing downward, indicated that Steinbach & Sons, cabinet and coffin makers, could be found on the flight of stairs between the fifth and sixth blocks of Spring and Center Streets.

A man in a blacksmith’s apron stepped up from one of these stairwell alleys right in front of me. We nearly collided.

“Watch it, lady,” he grunted, his breath visible in the cool morning air.

Without looking back, he stomped up the hill. Eager to see what was around the bend, I was grateful for his rude behavior; it saved time exchanging apologies. I continued down the hill.

From time to time I dallied in front of a shop window. The wares in Mrs. Cunningham’s Millinery and Dress Shop distracted me for over a quarter of an hour. I pulled myself away from the latest styles of hats when an array of sumptuous cakes displayed in the window of a bakery two doors down caught my eye. Waiting for the shop to open, I read two posters pasted inside the window of Heisendorf ’s Grocery next door. I had noticed various other posters on my walk. One advertised a health clinic at a bathhouse; another announced an upcoming public ball at the Crescent Hotel. Though several had been torn in half, both “Vote No for Proposition 203” and “Vote Yes for Proposition 203” posters had been plastered on trees and poles throughout town. And like the one in the window, I’d seen many presidential campaign posters; tomorrow was Election Day. Although most had been for Grover Cleveland, I had also seen one or two for James Weaver of Iowa. The one before me was for President Benjamin Harrison.

The second poster in the grocer’s window, however, wasn’t a campaign poster, nor was it one I had seen before. It advertised the annual meeting of the American Women’s Temperance Coalition. It read SPRING INTO HEALTH AND WELL-BEING across the top in capital red letters. PROPOSITION VOTE MARCH, TUESDAY, RALLY AT BASIN CIRCLE PARK, SATURDAY was in large black letters beneath the title. A detailed schedule of the week-long event was listed. In addition to lectures, Bible study, marches, and other organized events, a testimonial gathering was scheduled each day at a different spring. Saloon smashing was not mentioned.

The picture in the middle of the poster grabbed my attention. I pressed my hands to the glass and leaned closer. My breath steamed up the window. I wiped the condensation away with my glove to reveal the face. Her piercing eyes, her stooping shoulders, the mark across her cheek were unmistakable. The picture was labeled, Our heroic and righteous leader, Mrs. Edwina Trevelyan.

Yet in the picture her gaze was arresting. Determination stared at me, unlike last night when she appeared dazed, angry, and unfocused. I looked straight back at her image, meeting the challenge.

What kind of woman are you? I wondered.

My culottes fluttered in a gust of wind. Was it merely the cold air that sent a shiver down my spine? Not knowing for certain, I pushed myself away from the window and continued my walk downhill toward Basin Circle Park, forgetting all about the cakes in the bakery.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/thumb.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0007.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_cover.jpg
TEMPERANCE

u)—(
(¥

A HATTIE DAVISH MYSTERY

ANNA LOAN-WILSEY






OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0005.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0006.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0003.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_cover_guide.jpg
ANNA LOAN-WILSEY






OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0004.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0001.jpg





OEBPS/e9780758279958_i0002.jpg





OEBPS/thumbPPC.jpg





