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    To my father,


    who taught me to love


    history, family, and the Lord

  


  

    In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths.


    Proverbs 3:6
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    Lake Manawa, Iowa, 1901


    Three blind mice.


    Three little pigs.


    Three days in the belly of a whale.


    Emily Graham stifled a moan. Some of the worst things in life came in threes, and she was facing her favorite meddlesome trio right now.


    “The right to vote won’t warm your bed at night, dear.” Aunt Millie poured fresh lemonade from a crystal pitcher into four glasses, then blotted her round face with a handkerchief. Even though the table, complete with an heirloom lace tablecloth, sat in the shade of the Grahams’ cabin at Lake Manawa, the late May heat brought a sheen to her aunt’s crinkled brow.


    Emily pressed the glass of lemonade to her cheek and watched the sailboats on the lake lazily glide across the rippling surface. “As hot as it is, the last thing I want is a warm bed.”


    “Honestly, what are we going to do with you?” Aunt Ethel, rail thin, stiffened in her chair, and Emily imagined her aunt would launch into a tirade concerning Emily’s character flaws at any minute.


    Aunt Ethel turned toward her older silvery-haired sister, Emily’s grandmother. “It’s your fault, Kate. You filled her head with all those ridiculous notions of changing the world, women voting, and all that other nonsense. Now look at her. She’s twenty-three years old, and she’s still not married.”


    “I’m twenty-two, Aunt Ethel.”


    “But your birthday’s just around the corner.”


    Emily rolled her eyes. “It’s six months away.”


    “So sad. Almost a spinster.” Aunt Millie shook her head and smoothed her apron. “If we don’t do something soon, no man is going to want a woman that advanced in years.”


    “I guess it’s up to us.” Aunt Ethel tsked and patted Emily’s hand. “Even though you’re no great catch, don’t worry, dear. With the three of us on the job, we’ll have a man on your arm in no time.”


    “Three?” Emily felt a millstone sink to the pit of her stomach. She turned to her grandmother. “I thought you were on my side.”


    Grandma Kate smiled. “I am. That’s why I’m going to help. If I leave it up to your aunts, they’ll have you married off to some spineless simpleton you’d have henpecked in a matter of days, or some bald, solid member of the community that every other bright girl has already discarded.”


    “Do I even want to know what these two have in mind?”


    The corners of Grandma Kate’s crinkly mouth bowed. “Probably not.”


    “Trust us, dear. We have your best interests at heart.” Aunt Millie held out a plate. “Prune cake?”


    “No thank you.” Emily checked the watch hanging on the chain around her neck. “I have to go now. I promised to meet some friends to go roller-skating.”


    “You’re not going out in that abysmal outfit.” Aunt Ethel’s face pinched. “It’s hardly proper.”


    Emily held out the sides of her sporting ensemble, complete with a shorter-length, divided moss-green walking skirt. “I can’t very well skate in a full skirt. I’d kill myself.”


    “You probably will anyway,” Aunt Ethel said solemnly.


    “Ethel!” Grandma Kate shot her a warning glance. “It’s not Emily’s fault she struggles a bit in the art of gracefulness.”


    “A bit?” Aunt Millie chuckled. “That’s like saying I’m a bit old.”


    “Aunties, Grandma, we’ll talk about all of this later.”


    Aunt Ethel squeezed Emily’s forearm. “No need to thank us, dear. It’s our pleasure to help.”
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    After buckling the metal roller skates to her boots, Emily pulled the straps tight and dabbed her upper lip with a handkerchief. Patrons of the roller-skating rink, the newest addition to Lake Manawa’s Midway and ever-growing resort, lined the bench beside her.


    “I can’t believe you two talked me into this again.” Emily set her feet on the paved brick sidewalk, shook the wrinkles from her skirt, and smiled at her two dearest friends, Lilly Hart and Marguerite Andrews.


    “You’re the one who said we should challenge ourselves to grow.” Lilly, formerly Marguerite’s personal maid and still her best friend, grabbed Emily’s hand and pulled her to her feet.


    “I said we needed to challenge our minds, not break our necks.” Emily wobbled, and Marguerite caught her arm.


    “Careful.”


    “You both realize that you are putting yourselves at great risk. It’s common knowledge I could trip over a chalk line drawn on the sidewalk.”


    “You were a little shaky when we started last time, but you caught on just fine.” Lilly kept a firm hold on Emily’s elbow. “Besides, teaching you to skate is the best excuse Marguerite and I have for getting a break from our children.”


    Keeping a hand on the door frame, Emily rolled in behind her friends. Her lips turned downward as the excitement soured. “Did you have to ask your husbands for permission to come today?”


    “Tate takes a long afternoon nap, so Trip doesn’t mind.” Marguerite paused to give the clerk her coin. “Did Ben give you any trouble about coming today, Lilly?”


    “Nothing I couldn’t handle. Besides, Levi’s with my mama.” She deposited her nickel on the counter. “And probably being spoiled rotten.”


    Emily fished a coin from her chatelaine purse attached to the wide belt at her waist. “I can’t imagine having to ask a man if I can go somewhere. How utterly degrading.”


    Marguerite stepped onto the smooth wooden floor of the rink. “That’s what I used to think.”


    “And now she’s just a plain old married woman.” Lilly laughed as she followed her onto the floor.


    “And you’re not?” Marguerite countered. “Emily, it’s not that I ask permission, really. Trip and I share our lives. It’s more of a common courtesy.”


    Emily eased out onto the rink, pausing to adjust to the feel of the wheels on her feet. “But what if Trip told you no? If he said he didn’t want you to go, would you be here?” She wavered on the uneven floor and narrowly avoided the boy in front of her. His brows knit in anger, and she shrugged in apology. Why did skating and speaking at the same time have to be so difficult?


    “The right answer is probably ‘no,’ but I can’t honestly say I’d obey him. I’m not sure what I’d do.” Marguerite smoothed a crinkle in her skirt.


    “I am.” Lilly spun backward with ease. “You’d be here now and fight with him later.”


    “That’s why I’m not sure marriage is for me. Obey? Even the word irritates me.”


    Lilly laughed. “You just need to find the right person—like we have.” Emily started to lose her balance, and Lilly caught her hands. “Relax. Don’t fight it. Think of the skates as wheels on your feet.”


    “Remember, I’m not graceful on my feet without the skates.”


    They giggled, and Marguerite linked her arm in Emily’s. “You’re your own worst enemy. Smile. Act like you’re having fun.”


    “It would certainly be acting.” Emily adjusted her hat, set askew by her last near fall. “I’m holding you two back. Why don’t you two go skate together awhile and let me practice on my own for a few minutes?”


    “We couldn’t do that.” Lilly twirled in a circle.


    “Please. It’s hard for me to talk and concentrate on the task at hand. I need about ten minutes to get used to this.”


    “Are you sure?” Marguerite worried her bottom lip between her teeth.


    Emily reached for the wall to steady herself. “Yes. Please, I’ll do better on my own. I certainly couldn’t do worse.”


    “Ten minutes,” Lilly said. “And no hugging the wall.”


    Like birds set free from their cage, the two friends sped off. Lilly skated with such ease she made it look as if she’d been doing it all her life, and Marguerite looked angelic floating around the rink with her blonde hair surrounding her head like a halo. Emily felt a stab of jealousy but pushed it away. It wasn’t their fault she’d been born without an ounce of athletic prowess.


    She let go of the wall and shoved off, determined to master at least one lap around the rink. It might not be fair that fear pulsed through her every time another skater whooshed by, but that wouldn’t stop her. It never had before.


    Despite her worries, her wobbly legs seemed to solidify as she rolled down the length of the maple floor. The soft thunk, thunk, thunk of her skates passing over the boards caused her confidence to grow. She rounded the first corner by pressing her hand to the wall and grinned. Perhaps she’d get used to this yet.


    Relax. Don’t think about the skates.


    Maybe if she concentrated on something else, like the Council Bluffs Equal Suffrage Club. With the recent failure of the Iowa legislature to amend the state’s constitution, the women were despondent, tired after losing a hard fight. As their local president, she needed something to rally the troops—something they could put their wholehearted efforts into. They couldn’t quit before they’d won the right to vote. She wouldn’t let them.


    Would a husband complicate all she hoped to accomplish? Marguerite and Lilly had been able to participate in the fight, but having young children affected the amount of time they could commit to the cause. As a single woman, she was free to give the effort her undivided attention.


    She reached the end of the rink and bit her lip when she crossed her right boot over her left, as she’d seen Lilly and Marguerite do many times.


    Suddenly her feet tangled. Arms spinning like the paddle wheels of a steamboat, she teetered precariously to the right, then the left. Strong hands tightened around her waist and attempted to move her out of the way. Instead, she gave an ungainly kick and fell hard against the person holding her. Air whooshed from her lungs as they tumbled together onto the floor, a heap of knotted limbs and skates.
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    Emily hurt. She just couldn’t figure out where.


    The man regained his footing and crouched in front of her. A mass of coffee-colored curls tumbled from beneath his cap and over his chestnut brown eyes.


    “Carter? Carter Stockton?”


    “Emily Graham? I didn’t figure I’d bump into you here.” He shoved the locks away. “Are you okay?”


    “I think so.” A sharp pain shot through Emily’s wrist as she struggled to sit up. She clutched it to her stomach. Trying to ignore the sting, she smiled weakly. “I haven’t seen you since high school.”


    His gaze dropped to her wrist. “You’re hurt, aren’t you? How bad is it?”


    “I’m okay. I’m so sorry. This was all my fault.”


    “Nonsense.” He smiled, and the cleft in his chin deepened. “Come on. Let’s get you out of harm’s way before some of these other skaters do more damage.”


    Carter skated behind her, slipped his hands under her arms, and lifted her to her feet. Then, to her surprise, he kept his hand locked on her elbow until they had safely skated off the rink. He lowered her onto a bench and dropped down beside her. “Is your wrist broken?”


    “Oh, heavens no.”


    “Let me see it.”


    “Honestly, I feel bad enough having taken so much of your time.”


    He gently pried her arm loose and examined the puffy area. “It’s already swelling. Does it hurt to move your fingers? Wiggle them.”


    His cool touch made her skin tingle in a most alarming way. Emily tried to tug her arm free, but he held her elbow fast. With an exasperated sigh, she gave a tiny wave with her digits. “See. I’m fine.”


    “Humph.” He scowled and rubbed his chin.


    Lilly rolled toward them and used the back of the bench to stop. “Emily, we saw you fall. Are you all right?”


    Marguerite joined them, out of breath from rushing across the rink. “Carter, are you the man she crashed into?”


    “No, I crashed into her.” He laid Emily’s hand back in her lap and stood up.


    “That isn’t true, and you know it.” Emily winced when she jostled her arm. All this fuss. It was bad enough to make a fool of herself in front of all the skaters, but now they were all drawing added attention to her embarrassment.


    “She needs someone to take a look at that wrist. My carriage is outside, so I’ll be glad to take her home. Is she staying here at the lake?”


    “Her grandmother has a cabin on the south side.” Lilly checked the watch hanging off her belt. “I can ride with you. It’s on my way.”


    Marguerite elbowed her side. “You’re not going in that direction. Remember, you have to pick up Levi and your mother at the Grand Plaza. She’s waiting for you.”


    Puzzled, Emily eyed her best friends.


    When Marguerite tilted her head toward Carter, realization seemed to explode across Lilly’s face. “Ooooh, yes. Sorry, Emily.”


    Emily’s eyes widened in disbelief, and her cheeks flushed hot. They were abandoning her on purpose.


    “You really don’t mind taking her home, Carter? It would be such a help because Trip is expecting me soon. He has a sailing lesson to give in half an hour.”


    “Actually, I insist. I want to make sure I didn’t do any lasting damage.”


    “In that case, we leave you in good hands.” Marguerite flashed Emily a winning smile. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”


    Emily’s eyes shot fire. “You can bet on it.”


    “Take care of her, Carter.” Lilly squeezed her shoulder. “She’s one special lady.”


    Emily watched the two betrayers skate away and turned to Carter. “Thank you for your kind offer, but I really can get home on my own.” She bent to unbuckle her skate and let out a tiny yelp.


    Without a word, he knelt in front of her and scooped up her boot. He slipped off the heavy skates and set them on the bench beside her. “Emily Graham, I can see one thing hasn’t changed. You are as stubborn as ever. Still trying to change the world?”


    “Someone has to.”


    “Indeed they do.” He chuckled, stood, and offered his hand. “But even crusaders can get a lift. Come on. Your carriage awaits.”
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    Every rut and bump along the dirt-packed service road made Carter flinch. The road wound behind some of the buildings and cabins lining the lake’s edge. Usually, resort patrons rode the streetcar to Lake Manawa, but Carter was glad he’d chosen to take his own carriage today. If not for the sporty two-seated phaeton, Emily would have had to walk home, and her pale face told him she wasn’t up to that.


    He glanced at her and found her jaw clenched against the pain caused by the jostling. Having been in his own share of scrapes on and off the ball field, he sent up a silent prayer on her behalf. A lock of silky, soft brown hair had slipped from her bun in the collision and now danced across her forehead and landed on her nose. She struggled with her good hand to tuck it back in place. When the strand refused to comply, she finally puffed it away from her face.


    She caught him watching her and rolled her eyes. “I must look a mess.”


    “You look fine.” Truth be told, she looked more than fine. The Emily Graham he remembered from high school was all arms and legs with no obvious curves. This Emily had grown into her arms, legs, and curves quite nicely.


    He shook his head and forced his gaze back to the road. What made him notice that? This was Emily, Martin’s little sister. Martin had played on some of the same ball teams with him in high school. Emily and Carter had simply been acquaintances, due in part to their positions on the school’s literary magazine staff. Even though she was a year younger than he, she was selected editor of the publication, a fact that still both riled and impressed him.


    “So, Emily, what’s your brother up to?”


    “He’s running Graham Implement Company while my parents are out of the country.”


    “I’m sure he’s good at it. I remember he had quite the competitive streak in high school.”


    “You’re telling me. I don’t think he let me win so much as a game of checkers growing up.” With a wince, she adjusted her hold on her wrist. “I believe my father’s company banks with your father. If you’re joining his business, it looks like you and Martin could be on the same team again.”


    “Not unless he’s playing baseball.”


    “Excuse me?”


    “My father is semiretired. My brother Nathan is the vice president who runs everything now. So unless Martin is playing baseball, we won’t be on the same team. Though my brother expects me to join him this fall.”


    “And until then?”


    He drew his left index finger over the red letters on his striped wool baseball jersey. “I’m pitching for the Manawa Owls in the field they put up a couple of years ago.”


    “I didn’t realize the owls at Lake Manawa gave a hoot about pitchers.” She giggled, a soft, full, infectious sound that rolled off her lips, not a high-pitched twitter so many girls tried when flirting.


    Carter chuckled too. “Of course they do. Whooooever it is, they have to be the best.”


    “I see. But he’d be wise to keep that news to himself.”


    Her drawn face relaxed, and a warm feeling spread in his chest. It appeared he’d managed to keep her mind off the pain.


    The two-seated rig hit another bump, and she gasped.


    Carter grimaced, snapped the reins, and the horse picked up speed. “Sorry. It won’t be long now.”


    “Good. I can’t wait to be out of this rig. I’m sorry. It’s not that I don’t enjoy your company. I do. I mean—” She huffed. “Oh bother, listen to me. I sound like my great-aunts. I apologize, Carter. None of that came out right.”


    He couldn’t stop the corners of his mouth from lifting at the sight of her looking flustered, her cheeks turning crimson. Sucking his lips together to make the grin go away, he turned the horse to the right. “So, how long have you been roller-skating?”


    “This was only my second time, but I suppose that was obvious.” Despite her pain, she managed to laugh at herself.


    “As soon as your wrist is better, you can tackle it again.”


    “I’m not sure you should use skating and tackle in the same sentence where I’m concerned.”


    “You need to have a little faith.”


    Carter slowed the horse as they approached the cabins. Last summer, only tents had lined the seven-hundred-acre lake—a virtual sea of white on the grassy areas. Now a handful of whitewashed cabins had been constructed off the shore’s southwest edge. Farther down the shore on this side of the lake stood Louie’s French Restaurant and the soon-to-be-opened grand Kursaal. He pulled the rig off to the side of the service road, climbed down, and secured the horse to a tree.


    “Easy.” Carter helped Emily out of the phaeton.


    “Thank you for seeing me home.”


    Ignoring her dismissal, he took hold of her elbow and urged her toward the cabins. “Which one is yours?”


    She sighed. “The fourth one.”


    He led her around to the lakeside, and they followed the gravel path in front of the cottages. Carter scanned the row of cabins. Reading the wooden signs posted over the doors, he recognized they’d been built for the best families in the area, such as the Wickhams, the Kimballs, and the Officers. Of course, the Grahams would be among that elite group.


    If Carter remembered correctly, Emily’s grandfather had made his fortune mining silver in Colorado and had left his wife and son a significant sum upon his death. Emily’s father, James Graham, had then built one of the most successful implement companies in the Midwest.


    An elderly woman sat in a wicker rocker bent over an embroidery ring. She looked up as they approached and craned her neck forward as if she didn’t recognize the two of them. “Emily?”


    “Yes, Aunt Millie. It’s me.”


    Her aunt struggled to her feet. “Is that a man with you?”


    “Yes, ma’am.”


    Carter chuckled at the disbelief in the older woman’s voice. “I brought your niece home. She was injured at the skating rink.”


    A grin plastered on her wrinkled face, Aunt Millie wobbled closer. Her gaze raked Carter from head to toe. “Isn’t he a dandy?”


    Carter sucked in his cheeks to keep from laughing at the comical aunt.


    “Aunt Millie,” Emily hissed.


    “Relax, child.” She patted Emily’s cheek. “Are you really hurt?”


    Carter pointed to her arm. “Her wrist may be broken, ma’am.”


    The elderly woman’s eyes grew as large as baseballs. “Ethel! Kate! You need to come out here and see who Emily brought home.”


    “Aunt Millie, I d-d-didn’t bring him home. He b-brought me.” Red-faced, she stumbled over the words. “And he was just about to leave.”


    Carter crossed his arms over his chest. Now was not the time for ridiculous concerns. “Not until I know if I need to summon the doctor on your behalf.”


    “Oh bother.” Emily rolled her eyes.


    The door swung open and two more elderly women stepped out.


    “Emily, you’re injured.” Concern filled the green eyes of a stately white-haired woman. She examined Emily’s cradled arm. “Thank you for seeing my granddaughter home.”


    Carter shifted his weight from foot to foot. “If it’s all right with you, I’ll stay until I’m certain she’s okay.”


    “We’ll keep him company,” Aunt Millie volunteered with a girlish giggle. “I think Britta just made some fresh lemonade, and I believe we have a nice selection of cookies.”


    “Yes.” The slim elderly woman eyed him with suspicion. “I think keeping your gentleman friend company would be an excellent idea.”


    “Stay at your own risk,” Emily muttered as her grandmother directed her inside. She paused at the door. “And don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
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    Carter swallowed hard and eyed the wide smiles of Emily’s two aunts. Like buzzards preparing to attack a fresh kill, they stared at him, sizing him up for dinner. He glanced around and spotted a white dining table, a few straight-backed matching chairs, and a rattan rocker situated in the shade.


    “Would you ladies care to join me on the lawn? I believe someone said something about fresh lemonade.”


    Aunt Millie’s face lit up. “Yes, I did. Please, do sit down. I’ll go ask Britta to bring some refreshments.”


    “That’s very kind of you.” After she’d waddled inside, he swept his arm toward the empty chairs. “After you, ma’am.”


    He followed the slight aunt to the table and watched her settle in the wicker rocking chair. He sat down at the table.


    “Young man, perhaps you should introduce yourself.”


    “Yes, ma’am.” He paused when Aunt Millie stepped through the doorway balancing a tray bearing a pitcher of lemonade, three glasses, and a plate of cookies.


    “What does she think she’s doing?” the aunt beside him squawked. “Millie, let Britta tend to that.”


    Carter hurried to relieve her of the burden. As soon as he delivered the tray to the serving table, the thin, pinch-faced aunt began again.


    “Why didn’t Britta bring the tray?”


    “She was helping Kate with Emily. Her wrist doesn’t look good at all.” Emily’s round-faced aunt sank into a chair.


    Carter swallowed, hoping she’d share more about her niece’s condition.


    “Very well. Emily’s gentleman caller was about to introduce himself.”


    “Oh, of course. Do go ahead. I beg your pardon for interrupting.” She poured him a large glass of lemonade and set it before him.


    “No pardon necessary, ma’am. I’m Carter Stockton.”


    “What delightful manners.” She clasped her hands to her bosom. “If my sister isn’t going to introduce herself, I will. As you heard Emily say, I’m her aunt Millie, and this grouch is her aunt Ethel.”


    “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Miss Millie.” He turned toward the other aunt. “Yours too, ma’am.”


    Aunt Ethel scowled. “Now, please tell us how you came to be stepping out with our niece, unchaperoned, down the service road this afternoon.”


    “They were not stepping out.” Aunt Millie jerked and spilled lemonade on the tablecloth. She blotted it with a napkin. “Now see what you’ve done. Clearly Mr. Stockton is a gentleman, and Emily was simply in need of his assistance.”


    A smile itched to break through, but Carter managed to keep it in check. “I meant no disrespect in escorting your niece home, ma’am. She was injured while skating, and I couldn’t let her attempt the journey back here alone.”


    “See.” Aunt Millie held out the plate of cookies to him. “I like the lemon best myself.”


    He selected a lemon cookie and grinned at her. “I’m partial to things with a little tartness too.”


    “You ought to get along with my sister quite well then.” A girlish giggle escaped.


    “Millie, please contain yourself.” Aunt Ethel unfolded her napkin in her lap. “I apologize for my niece’s clumsiness. She should know better than to try something as foolish as skating.”


    “It wasn’t her fault, ma’am. I ran into her. I tried to avoid the collision, but I’m afraid I failed miserably.”


    “And, like a knight of the Round Table, you gallantly brought her home.” Aunt Millie picked up the fan beside her and waved it in front of her flushed cheeks.


    “I’m no knight, Miss Millie.”


    Aunt Ethel eyed his clothes and frowned. “No, but apparently you are an Owl.”


    “You’re familiar with Manawa’s baseball team?” Carter set down his glass. “I’m impressed, Miss Ethel.”


    “I make it a point to be aware of all the current rages.” Aunt Ethel broke off a piece of her cookie and slipped it between her crinkled lips, which curled at his compliment. “How else will we steer our niece in the proper directions?”


    Another smile tugged at the corner of Carter’s mouth. He couldn’t imagine steering Emily in any direction. He took a sip of the lemonade. “I’m the pitcher.”


    “A hurler? How exciting.” Aunt Millie bounced in her chair.


    “Perhaps you two ladies will do me the honor of attending a game soon.”


    Aunt Millie clapped her hands. “That would be delightful.”


    “But hardly proper.” Aunt Ethel turned to Carter, paused, and frowned. “Did you say your last name was Stockton?”


    “Yes, ma’am. I went to high school with Emily.”


    Her brows drew close. “Are you related to Angus Stockton?”


    “He’s my father.” Carter traced a rivulet of condensation on the outside of his glass as it trickled onto the tablecloth. What was taking so long with Emily? He was half tempted to fetch a doctor without her grandmother’s request. He took another bite of cookie.


    Aunt Ethel stood. “If you are that man’s son, then I’m afraid you are no longer welcome at this table.”
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    The cookie lodged in Carter’s throat. Coughing and sputtering, he choked until his eyes watered.


    Aunt Millie passed him his lemonade and pounded on his back. “Ethel, now look what you’ve done. You’ve nearly slain Emily’s knight.”


    The cottage door creaked opened, and Emily’s grandmother made her way to the table. Carter rose from his chair as she approached, downed the rest of the lemonade in his glass, and finally found his voice. “Is Emily okay? Do I need to bring the doctor?”


    Her grandmother waved her hand in the air. “It’s a bad sprain, but she’ll be fine. Thank you for seeing her home, Mr.—”


    “Kate, this is Carter Stockton, and before Ethel throws him out, you might as well know he’s the son of Angus Stockton.”


    The grandmother, clearly the oldest of the threesome, raised an eyebrow toward her sister. “Throw him out?”


    “Angus Stockton is no friend of this family’s. You remember what he did after you lost your Ethan?” Aunt Ethel’s tone was terse.


    “That doesn’t make his son our sworn enemy.” She turned toward Carter and smiled warmly. “Thank you for assisting my granddaughter today.”


    “I’m glad she’s going to be all right. Please tell her I wish her a speedy recovery.” He tugged his pillbox baseball cap from his back pocket, pulled it on, and adjusted it. “Now, if you ladies will excuse me, I have to get to practice. We have a big game tomorrow.”


    With every step away from the Grahams, the tension eased from Carter’s shoulders. What had his father done to cause such ire? Nothing would surprise him. Angus Stockton treated business as war, and he didn’t care who got hurt in the process.


    At least Emily would be fine. She’d tried to be so brave, so tough. If he wanted to, he could forget her now and go on with his summer.


    The problem was he didn’t think he wanted to. He’d been praying to meet a girl who was different, who made him laugh and knew her own mind. The sight of her biting her lip to keep from crying out lingered in his thoughts. Maybe it was no accident he’d crashed into Emily Graham’s life.
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    Peering out the window of her cottage bedroom, Emily spied Carter Stockton jogging back down the path toward his rig. The sleeves of his red and white striped jersey were rolled up to the elbows, revealing a contrasting red undershirt. The bright color, the matching stockings, and his broad shoulders made him stand out against the background of the shrubs surrounding this part of the lake.


    She recalled the red letters of the word Manawa stitched on the front of his collared jersey as he knelt before her. But it was the image of his caramel-colored eyes filled with concern that robbed her of breath. No one had ever looked at her in that manner.


    Her cheeks heated, and she stepped away from the window. Her wrist ached, but not nearly as much as her pride. Why did she have to make such a fool of herself in front of someone she knew? She could only imagine what he was thinking right now. An athlete like Carter Stockton would never have landed in a heap at the skating rink if it wasn’t for her, and now she’d have to face him over and over again this summer, reliving the humiliation every time.


    A knock on the door startled her.


    “Heard my sister took a spill,” a familiar, deep voice boomed.


    She flung the door open. “Martin! I didn’t hear you come in.”


    “Unlike some people”—he tapped her nose—“I can manage to cross a room without tripping.”


    She shot him a glare. “I was skating.”


    “So I heard.” He leaned against the door frame. “I realize you’re injured, but why don’t you let me walk you down to the beach? It’s as hot as—”


    “Martin.”


    “What? I was going to say as hot as an oven.”


    “Of course you were.” She slapped her brother’s arm and followed him out.


    He held the door, offered her his arm, and helped her cross the lawn to the beach. “Careful. We don’t want you tripping over a twig.”


    She fired an elbow into his ribs.


    “Ow! For an invalid, you’re still pretty tough.”


    “And don’t you forget it.”


    He laughed and led her to the water’s edge. “Would you care to go wading? It might feel good.”


    “I don’t think I could manage my stockings one-handed.” She sat down on a fallen log, and he joined her.


    “Does your wrist hurt?”


    Cradling her tea-towel-turned-sling with her free arm, she shrugged. “Dull ache.”


    “Grandmother said you ran into Carter Stockton—literally.”


    “If you’re going to tease me about this, I’m going back inside.” She moved to stand.


    Martin caught her good wrist. “I’m sorry. Stay.”


    She resumed her seat and gazed at the glassy surface of the lake. If only a breeze would wrinkle its surface and cool her skin. From her position on the lakeshore, the sands of Manhattan Beach, now deserted for the day, seemed nearly a half mile away to her left. The new elaborate pavilion, called the Kursaal, extended from the shore into the lake. It would be open next month, and she couldn’t wait to go into the two-story building that seemed to float on the water. The Midway’s upbeat music, equal distance in the other direction, echoed in the stillness of the evening. Across the way, the Grand Pavilion, a crisp white against the tree foliage behind it, served as a backdrop for the long boardwalk along the lake’s northeast shore.


    She sighed. Only a few days at the lake and already she’d gotten hurt. What a summer this was going to be.


    “Has Carter finished college then?”


    She shifted on the log. “I didn’t ask. I would assume so.”


    “How much has he changed?”


    Emily felt a warm sensation in her stomach. How did she tell her brother what she’d noticed? Carter had always been athletic, but now solid muscle filled his uniform.


    “Emily?”


    She swallowed. “Well, he’s older, of course, and he’s playing baseball for the Owls.”


    “Is he? I’m surprised Nathan Stockton is allowing his little brother to do that.”


    Since talking about Carter unnerved her, Emily decided a change of topic was in order. She rose from the log and walked to a thicket of gooseberry bushes heavy with green-striped berries. “We should pick these. Britta might make you a pie.”


    “I hate the thorns, and with one of your arms out of commission, there is no ‘we’ in the picking part.”


    “A little hard labor won’t hurt you. You’re getting soft sitting in Daddy’s chair.”


    “Am I now?” He joined her at the bush. “I bet I can pick more than you.”


    She propped her free fist on her hip. “You’ve got two hands.”


    “I’ll only use one.”


    She plucked a large, ripe berry. “You’re on.”


    In minutes, Martin had a fistful. He shrugged out of his jacket and laid it on the ground to carry the delicacies.


    Emily deposited her collection in a neat pile beside his. “So, how’s the business going? Are you making Daddy proud?”


    “Naturally.” He grinned and plopped one of the sour berries in her mouth. She puckered and he laughed. “After he and Mother get back from England and he sees how great things have gone in his absence, they’ll probably arrange an excursion to China.”


    “I certainly hope not. I miss them so much already I’d have to stow away in one of Mother’s trunks.”


    “And miss the opportunity to see Iowa’s own Carrie Chapman Catt in her second year as president of the National Woman Suffrage Association?”


    Emily smiled. “You remembered.”


    “Of course I did.”


    “I still can’t believe someone from our own state is in charge of the women’s suffrage movement. It’s hard to imagine.”


    Martin bent and gathered up the edges of his jacket filled with over a pint of gooseberries. “I can imagine it quite easily. Only, the person I pictured in charge of those suffragists was you.”


    Arm in arm, they made their way back to the cottage. Their grandmother and aunties sat beneath the oak with reading materials in hand. With a flourish, Martin deposited the berries in an empty basket and presented the prize to his grandmother.


    He kissed Grandma Kate’s cheek and sat down beside her. “Did you want me to take your ledgers with me? I know I’m behind in managing your finances like I promised.”


    She patted his hand. “No, no, Martin. I can see to my own investments.”


    Emily eased into the chair opposite her grandmother. “If you needed help, why didn’t you ask? I’m good with figures.”


    “Because I’m perfectly capable of overseeing my own affairs. I’d like to remind you both I managed fine after your grandfather’s death and before your father decided he would relieve me of the burdensome task.”


    Martin rose to his feet. “And it is a burdensome task I also will be glad to relieve you of by the end of the week.”


    “No, Martin, you’ve got your plate full with the company.”


    Emily grinned at her grandmother’s use of her don’t-argue-with-me tone.


    “And if I need any assistance”—she patted Emily’s hand—“I’ve got a perfectly capable grandchild right here.”
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    With a practiced glance toward first base, Carter wound up for the pitch and sent the ball toward the batter. As soon as it left his fingers, he knew the pitch was wild.


    Dale “Ducky” Winslow, the team’s catcher, lunged to the right to catch the errant ball. His heavily padded leather mitt hit the dirt, and dust flew.


    Ducky stood and threw the ball back to him so hard, it stung Carter’s palm despite the glove. “What are you thinking, Stockton?”


    Tempted to remind Ducky it was only practice, Carter bit back the retort. It wasn’t his best friend’s fault he was distracted. That honor went to Emily Graham. No matter how hard he tried to focus on the game, he kept wondering if she was indeed all right. He could still see the tears, barely held in check, lacing the lashes of her moss-colored eyes. Would her grandmother have lied to set his mind at ease?


    While some girls would play on a fellow’s sympathy, he was certain Emily wouldn’t. In fact, she seemed mortified by the incident more than anything else. If only he’d been able to gently move her out of the way instead of plowing into her like some big oaf. He shook his head. Some athlete he’d turned out to be.


    Sending up a prayer for her quick healing, he raised his hand in the air and made a circular motion. “Let’s take a break!”


    The eight other players jogged off the field, eager to get a cool drink in the ninety-degree afternoon heat. Of course the four batters already in got to the bucket first. Waiting his turn, Carter whipped off his hat and swiped his forearm across his brow, the wool uniform scratching his face. May was too early for such high temperatures, but the good Lord didn’t seem interested in consulting with Carter on such matters.


    Ducky tucked his catcher’s mitt under his arm and passed the pitcher a tin cup of water. “What’s got you addled? Have you forgotten tomorrow’s our opening game?”


    “And the Merchant Browns have been looking good. They’d be quite happy to best us on our own field.” Carter downed the cup’s contents.


    “Which they will easily do if you don’t rally.”


    “I know.”


    Ducky cocked an eyebrow at him. “Who is she?”


    “What?”


    “Carter, we played college ball together for four years. You don’t make rookie mistakes like that unless you’ve got your mind on a girl.”


    “Don’t be ridiculous. We’ve only been here a couple of days.”


    Ducky clapped Carter’s shoulder. “That’s never stopped you before.”


    Carter stuck his thumb and forefinger in his mouth and gave a short, ear-piercing whistle. The team crowded round. “Let’s get back to work. Taylor, your pickups are looking a little sloppy in right field. When the sun is in your eyes, block it with your hand or something. Mac, make sure you watch Reynolds. It’s the only way you’ll know if someone’s trying to steal. And I need to focus.”


    He tugged his hat back on and glanced at the wooden bleachers on the side of the infield. A spattering of men and boys sat in the hot sun. A familiar gentleman in a smart linen summer suit approached the stands.


    His brother. Come to check up on him or, more likely, to try to get him to give up this “childish” game. Fine. In a few minutes, he’d see exactly why Carter belonged on a ball field and not behind a desk.


    Carter forced Emily Graham from his thoughts. She only complicated things, and the last thing he needed was complications.


    Nodding to his brother, Carter spoke to his team. “Looks like we have some spectators. All right, men. Let’s give them a reason to spread the word that the Manawa Owls are the best players west of Chicago.”
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    The dull ache in Emily’s wrist had awakened her over an hour ago. Not wanting to rouse Aunt Millie, who shared the room with her, she remained abed. Finally, she could tolerate it no more and swung her feet over the side. The iron bed creaked, but Aunt Millie’s snores continued their raucous crescendos in the tiny room.


    The morning sun filtered in through Emily’s east-facing window, leaving sun spots sparkling on her cotton nightgown and sling. Dust motes danced in the early morning crisp air. Thankfully, yesterday’s warm temperature had taken a milder turn.


    She considered starting the day off with a prayer of thanks, but she pushed the thought aside. Prayer would still be there later. God understood the pressing matters on her mind. Right now she needed to dress and prepare for today’s suffrage meeting.


    Easing a ruffled white shirtwaist and powder-blue skirt from the wardrobe, she gathered her stockings, underpinnings, and shoes, nestling as much as possible in the sling. With nowhere else to put her broad-brimmed hat, she clamped it in her teeth and slipped from the room, closing the door behind her.


    “What in the queen’s name are you doing?”


    Emily spun to find apron-clad Britta, her grandmother’s matronly housekeeper, blocking the hallway. Britta tugged the hat from Emily’s mouth.


    “I didn’t want to wake Aunt Millie, but I needed an early start to the day.”


    “A steam engine thundering through your room wouldn’t wake your aunt.” Britta relieved Emily of the blouse and skirt too. “Your grandmother is awake and out having her morning tea. Why don’t you dress in her room?”


    “I’ll need your help to do up my dress.”


    “Of course you will, pumpkin. And I’ll have a gander at that wrist while we’re at it.”


    Thirty minutes later, Emily had won the battle with her silk stockings and lost the battle of whether the sling was still necessary. Britta insisted she continue to wear it for at least a few days. Truth be told, as much as the injury ached, she didn’t mind the inconvenience.


    Britta adjusted the sling. “Now, you join your grandmother under the oak, and I’ll bring out a fresh plate of waffles for you.”


    “With strawberries?”


    “God’s smiling on you today, young lady. One of the local boys was selling big, juicy, ripe ones yesterday. The warm weather brought them on early this year, and I bought a pint basket with your name on it.”


    “You’re too good to me, Britta.”


    “I certainly am.” She chuckled, a deep, full-bellied laugh, and propelled Emily toward the door. “And I plan to put some meat on those skinny bones of yours or die trying.”


    “I know I’m too thin.”


    “No, pumpkin, you’ve become a beautiful young lady right before our eyes.”


    Emily nudged the screen door open with her foot and stopped short. Dressed in a tawny-colored linen suit, narrow striped tie, and checkered sportsman’s cap, Carter Stockton sat at the rattan table with her grandmother. Suddenly her corset felt cinched too tightly. Even the cool morning breeze wafting off the lake didn’t provide enough air. What was he doing here?


    Her grandmother waved her over. She smoothed the side of her skirt and touched her hair, then smiled and took a deep breath. With no other options, she crossed the lawn and joined them.


    Carter stood and pulled out a chair for her. “Good morning, Emily.”


    Emily took the seat and forced a weak smile. “Good morning.”


    “Mr. Stockton came to see how you were doing.” Her grandmother spooned sugar into her tea.


    “I’m fine.” Emily’s voice quivered, and she paused to swallow. “Thank you for your thoughtfulness.”


    “It’s the least I can do after plowing you over.”


    “As I said yesterday, I accept full responsibility for the fall.”


    Her grandmother smiled and picked up her cup of tea. “I told him you’d need to keep your arm in the sling for a few days.”


    “Will it inconvenience you terribly?” Carter forked a bite of waffle.


    “My biggest concern is finishing the articles I have due.”


    “Articles?”


    “For the Woman’s Standard.”


    His mouth dipped in a frown. “You believe women should have the right to vote?”


    “You don’t?” She stiffened. She shouldn’t be surprised. Most men disapproved of her work. “Why should they not be granted suffrage? Because women aren’t capable of intellectually dealing with the political arena? I’ll have you know, Carter Stockton, women can think just as well as any man.”


    “Darling, need I remind you of James’s admonition?” Grandma Kate’s voice grew stern. “‘Let every man be swift to hear and slow to speak.’”


    Emily’s chest tightened at the mention of the Scriptures. Guilt pricked her like thorns on the gooseberry bush every time her grandmother brought up the Bible. From the beginning, she’d not consulted the Lord regarding her suffrage work. She hadn’t dared. It was too important for her to risk. What if God told her no?


    She glanced from her grandmother to Carter and let her anger grab hold at yet another man’s lack of support for the cause.


    “I didn’t say I was against women’s suffrage, Miss Graham, although your little outburst does seem to lend itself to the ‘too emotional’ argument many men use.” Flecks of gold sparkled in Carter’s brown eyes. “But I’m willing to overlook that given your condition.”


    She shot him a scorching look.


    Britta delivered Emily’s plate of waffles topped with a generous helping of strawberries. The berry syrup cascaded down the side of the stack, and Emily’s stomach rumbled.


    “Perhaps we could hold off on suffrage discussions until after you’ve eaten your breakfast and are in a more cordial frame of mind.” Emily’s grandmother paused to allow her the chance to say grace. “Are you aware Carter graduated this last spring from Iowa State College of Agriculture and Mechanics?”


    Emily blinked and shot a puzzled look in her grandmother’s direction. Carter? What happened to calling him Mr. Stockton? While her grandmother had never been one to adhere to strict social rules, the two of them could not have become so familiar in such a short time.


    “Congratulations. I’m sure your parents are very proud.” Emily forced the words out and eyed the pile of waffles, her mouth tingling. The empty gnawing in her stomach reminded her she hadn’t eaten supper last night, and the plump berries begged to be plucked from the plate.


    Carter blotted the corners of his mouth with his napkin and laughed. “My family would be happier if I put my education to work in my father’s bank.”


    Emily picked up her fork and contemplated eating the waffles left-handed in front of Carter. Her skin prickled as she imagined a trail of strawberry syrup cascading down the ruffles of her pristine blouse.


    “Aren’t you going to eat, Emily?” Grandma Kate asked. “Your waffles will get soggy.”


    “I like it when the syrup soaks in.”


    “Nonsense.” Her grandmother waved her hand in the air, shoved her own empty plate away, and set a leather-bound ledger on the table.


    Emily bit her lip and used the side of her fork to try to cut off the corner. Ah. Success.


    She glanced up and caught Carter grinning at her. Heat flooded her cheeks, and she dropped her gaze back to her breakfast. Even without looking, she knew he was still watching. She’d show him she was a woman who could tackle anything—big or small.


    Her grandmother thumbed through the ledger. “And Carter studied finance, Emily. Since your brother is busy running your father’s business, I’ve asked Carter to help me manage my assets.”


    “But I thought—” Emily jerked. The bite of waffle on the tip of her fork, drenched in strawberry syrup, went flying across the table.
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    Instinct alone propelled Carter to catch the chunk of waffle midair. The contents squished in his palm, and he grabbed his napkin from the table. When he’d managed to scrub the worst of the berry stain off, he looked up and met Emily’s horrified gaze. Laughter rumbled in his chest, but with great effort he kept it in check.


    “Carter, here are the current investments. As you can see, they are quite diverse.” Grandma Kate nudged the open ledger in his direction, clearly unaware of the entire waffle fiasco. “Of course we’ll have much to discuss, which means you’ll have to join us for breakfast on a regular basis. Will that be a problem?”


    He grinned at Emily and watched her cheeks bloom pink. “Not at all, ma’am. Not at all.”


    Grandma Kate glanced at Emily’s plate. “Why haven’t you touched your waffle? Oh my, I forgot. You can’t cut it.”


    “I can take care of it, Grandma.”


    “Nonsense, dear.” She pulled the plate over and began to cut neat squares. “We wouldn’t want any mishaps, now would we?”


    Carter snickered, and Emily shot him a glare. His midair catch obviously hadn’t won him any favor in her eyes. If he had to guess, she’d tried and convicted him of being a cocky baseball player, not worthy of thinking beyond the field. Fine. He’d change her mind. He enjoyed a challenge. And she should realize he wasn’t used to losing.


    She pushed back from the table, stood, and pressed a hand to her stomach. “Never mind, Grandma. I’m not hungry anymore. Besides, I need to prepare for my meeting this afternoon.”


    Carter rose to his feet beside her. “I enjoyed having breakfast with you, Emily. I’d offer my hand, but...”


    Her cheeks flamed afresh, but she met his gaze defiantly. “You should be more careful about that syrup.”


    “Maybe so.” He pushed a nest of curls off his forehead with the back of his berry-stained fingers. “I don’t mind a little mess, even when things get sticky. What will you be discussing at your meeting?”


    “Renewing our efforts—not that you’d care.”


    “I don’t think you have any idea what I care about, Miss Graham.” He turned toward Grandma Kate. “Ma’am, I’ll be here tomorrow at the same time, and there’s a game tonight if you and your sisters care to attend. We’re playing the Merchant Browns.”


    Grandma Kate glanced from Carter to Emily. “We might come watch, and thank you for coming to check on Emily.”


    “Yes, Carter, thank you for your concern.” Emily gathered her tablet. “But I really must be going.”


    “In that case, I’ll walk with you since we’re going the same way.”


    “The baseball field is on the opposite side of the lake from the Yacht Club.”


    He gave Emily a lopsided grin. “Is it? I hadn’t noticed.”


    Before she had a chance a respond, Aunt Millie waved from the doorway of the cabin. “Oh, Emily, wait for Aunt Ethel and me. We have a new prospective suitor we wish to discuss with you.”


    Carter’s lips tugged into a grin as a crimson blush infused Emily’s cheeks.


    Emily lifted her chin. “Well, apparently I won’t need a walking companion, so you can be on your way.”


    “Just like that?”


    “I know you’re a busy man.”


    Even though he didn’t expect Emily to let him be privy to the details her aunts would be giving, his curiosity had been piqued. The don’t-you-dare-ask look in Emily’s eyes told him, however, now was not the time to broach the subject.


    He touched the brim of his ball cap. “All right, I’ll leave you in your aunts’ capable hands.”


    Nodding to the ladies, he spun and jogged down the path away from the whitewashed cottage. He chuckled as he pictured the horrified expression on Emily’s sweet face when she realized he’d caught the piece of waffle. Things were probably always exciting around that little spitfire.


    He flexed his sticky fingers and shook his head. If he wasn’t careful, he could get stuck thinking about her a lot more than he should.


    No girl—certainly not one who’d already made up her mind about him—could be in his plans for this summer.
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    Dragging another set of chairs over to the center of the Yacht Club’s upstairs meeting room with her good arm, Emily completed the seating arrangement. In moments, the Council Bluffs chapter of the Iowa Women’s Suffrage Association would arrive for their first lakeside meeting of the summer. She hoped the change of venue would give the ladies a much-needed boost in their enthusiasm for the cause. Marguerite Andrews had arranged for them to use the second floor of the usually men-only Yacht Club for their meeting. That alone should give the ladies’ spirits a lift.


    “Emily, you’re early.” Marguerite breezed through the doors and tugged off her gloves. “I said I’d help you set up. How’s your wrist?”


    “My pride aches worse than the sprain. I came early because I needed to escape.”


    “From your grandmother?”


    “Among others.”


    “Are your aunts bothering you again?”


    “They have designated themselves my personal matchmakers, as I am fast approaching the age where no one could possibly want me. I have to meet their newest prospective suitor after our meeting.”


    Marguerite chuckled. “They mean well.”


    “Humph.”


    Lilly Hart strode in and took a seat. “Why does Emily look as if she swallowed a lemon?”


    “Her aunts and grandmother have decided to take her lack of matrimonial bliss into their own hands.”


    “Mercy me, Emily. Are you going to let them?”


    “I don’t see how I can get out of it without hurting their feelings.” She tugged the string hanging from the electric ceiling fans and listened for the whir. Slowly the blades began to stir the humid air. “Aunt Millie and Aunt Ethel are basically harmless, and they mean the world to me.”


    A few more members filtered in, most of them married. Emily let out a wistful sigh. It wasn’t that she didn’t appreciate her aunts’ efforts, but she’d made her choice. Gaining the right to vote for women was worth the lonely nights. It had to be. No man would tolerate the long hours she put in toward the cause, and they shouldn’t have to.


    “Who knows? Maybe they’ll actually find you the perfect match.” Lilly removed her hat and set it beside her on the chair.


    Emily adjusted the sling. “Lilly, be serious.”


    “Well, the Lord does move in mysterious ways.”


    Marguerite glanced toward the oak-framed doorway, where Mrs. Olivia DeSoto paused to make a dramatic entrance, wearing yet another new frock. “Speaking of mysterious ways, look who’s coming.”


    Emily moaned. “I thought you’d said she was ill.”


    “Wishful thinking?” Marguerite raised her eyebrows. “She certainly keeps you on your toes, Madam President.”


    “She hates me.” Emily rubbed the ache in her wrist.


    “Only because you bested her in the election,” Lilly said. “She thrives on being the center of attention, and you thwarted her plans.”


    The middle-aged beauty, flanked by two of her cohorts, glided across the room and immediately readjusted the carefully placed chairs. “There. That should do nicely,” she said. “Marguerite, Lilly, so glad you could make it. Emily, you aren’t going to be carrying on again, are you?”


    “This is a suffrage meeting, Olivia. Not a social club.”


    “Of course it is, but you do seem to drone on and on and on.” She spoke loudly and looked around as if to see who was listening. When it appeared she had the attention of one of the newcomers, a smile played on her lips.


    “Olivia, why don’t you come sit by me?” Lilly patted the chair beside her. “Let me hear about your attractive new skirt. Where did you get it? It’s a lovely color.”


    Emily moved to the window, anger simmering inside her, but grateful Lilly had deflected Olivia’s hurtful intent. Taking a deep breath, Emily sent up a silent prayer for a smooth meeting. Why did she let Olivia get to her? Simply because the woman tried to make the meetings more about her own popularity than about the cause, that was no reason to let it chafe her so.


    Staring down from the second-story window, Emily saw the electric launch docking. While the steamers still ran once in a while, resort guests were now most often transported by the new boats that had to be plugged in and recharged every night. She recognized a few fellow suffragists disembarking and waited until they’d made their way upstairs before she started the meeting.


    “Ladies.” Emily rapped the gavel on the podium and knocked her notes off in the process. She dove for the fluttering papers, but with only one useful arm, they scattered like autumn leaves on a windy day. Holding her breath, she counted to ten as the papers settled. Lilly scooped them up and offered them to her.


    Ignoring the twitters filling the room, Emily straightened her shoulders and fanned her burning cheeks with the papers in her good hand.


    “Welcome to the first lakeside meeting of the season. Before we begin, I want to remind you of our demonstration on the pavilion steps this Saturday. As we voted at our last meeting, I will be speaking, and everyone needs to arrive wearing their banners. It is an excellent opportunity to educate the large weekend crowds here at the lake as to the advancements made in the movement.”


    “Advancements?” Olivia scoffed in a shrill voice. “Need I remind you the petition before the Iowa assembly failed? A petition, I believe, you assured us would make the politicians finally listen.”


    “And they did listen.” Emily slapped the papers on the podium. “We barely lost the fight, and there were over a hundred thousand signatures from Iowa’s citizenry. I understand this is an unfortunate setback, but we should be proud of our efforts, and now more than ever we should press onward.”


    Mrs. Gertrude O’Neil clucked. “Why? It will be two years before the legislature meets again to even discuss amending the state’s constitution.”


    Emily took a deep breath. “If we slow down now, then we lose whatever ground we’ve gained. In most states, women now make up a fifth of the workforce, but they make less than half the wages of a man who does the same job.”


    Chatter broke out among the ladies, and Emily had to call them to order again. “The difference in wages is what makes it vital we encourage the women who are working in places like Woodward’s Candy Factory to join the cause. I believe they are the key to the future and will be quick to lend their support if they are invited to do so.” She studied the faces before her. “Do I have a volunteer who feels comfortable talking to the ladies working in the factory?”


    Lilly raised her hand, and a few women gasped. She silenced them with a glare. “I haven’t been married to Benjamin Davis Hart long enough to have forgotten what it was like to work for a living. I’ll speak to them. I’ll go every day if I have to.”


    “Thank you, Lilly.” Emily smiled.


    “I don’t see how that is going to make a difference.” Olivia waved a silk fan before her face. “Perhaps what we need for this organization is some new direction and leadership.”


    The ladies in the room fell silent. Emily clenched her fist tight inside the tea-towel sling. “That very well may be, Olivia, but my term is not over until the end of the year, and I have no intention of giving up this fight—or any other.”


    “I’ll second that!” Marguerite applauded, and like dominoes, soon the other ladies joined her.


    Olivia snapped her fan closed and rose to her feet. “This room is stifling. I need some air. But before I go, I want to remind you ladies of the spring tea at my home less than a month away. Your invitations should have been delivered already. I thought some of you”—she raked her gaze over Mrs. Tjaden’s wrinkled skirt—“may want to have something new made. I’ve got a lovely crepe summer dress ordered for myself.”


    Emily’s heart tugged at the deliberate snub. No invitation had come for her, but she kept her expression frozen, unwilling to give Olivia DeSoto the satisfaction of ruffling her.


    “Oh, and did I mention Mrs. Mary Jane Whitely Coggeshall has agreed to be our honored guest? I believe you all recognize the name of the past president of the Iowa Women’s Suffrage Association.” Excited chatter filled the room, and Olivia cast a smirk toward Emily. “She says the future of the suffrage movement in Iowa lies with married women such as myself.”


    The now-silent ladies awaited Emily’s response. With a mouth as dry as wool batting, Emily swallowed. “She should be a delightful and informative guest. I hope she will be able to share what is truly imperative in this cause, and the importance of rising above petty differences.”


    Olivia huffed, swung her lace-trimmed floral skirt in a circle, and whooshed from the room.
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