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To my mother
 And all those who loved her 












My little children, let us not love in
 word, neither in tongue; but in deed
 and in truth.

1 John 3:18 
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1

Council Bluffs, Iowa, 1895 

If forced to endure Roger Gordon for five more minutes, Marguerite Westing would die. Dead. Gone. Buried. Six feet under Greenlawn Cemetery.

Her parents would need to purchase a large headstone to fit all the words of the epitaph, but they could do it. Money wasn’t an issue, and after bearing this unbelievable torture, she deserved an enormous marble marker complete with a plethora of flowery engravings. She could see the words now:

Here lies Marguerite Westing.
Only nineteen, but now she’s resting.
Strolling through the park with Roger Gordon, 
Once full of life, she died of boredom.

Marguerite giggled.

Roger stopped on the cobblestone path of the park and frowned at her. “I don’t see anything funny about my uncle Myron’s carbuncle, Marguerite.”

“I’m sorry. My mind wandered for a minute.”

“You do seem prone to that. Perhaps you should work on your self-control.” He patted her hand, lodged in the crook of his arm, like a parent would an errant child.

And perhaps you should work on making yourself more interesting than milk toast. She bit her lip hard to keep the words from escaping. Good grief. What did he expect when he was talking to her about a boil?

“Now, as I was saying, Uncle Myron . . .” He droned on, his dark mustache twitching like a wriggling fuzzy caterpillar on his upper lip. “Marguerite, are you listening?”

She forced a smile. “Of course I am. How terrible for your dear uncle.”

This whole ordeal was her mother’s fault. If her mother hadn’t insisted she accept Roger’s attentions, she could be home enjoying her newest book about the stars.

After the tedious monotony killed her this afternoon, she hoped her parents would make sure her final resting place would have a view of the Iowa bluffs, and that they wouldn’t let Roger know where they’d buried her. After all, he’d insist on bringing flowers to her grave and would probably stay for a long, carbuncle-filled visit. No. They mustn’t tell him where she was. She couldn’t spend all of eternity listening to him. This afternoon was long enough.

Around the park, crab-apple trees exploded with crimson blossoms and lilacs perfumed the air. How could one man ruin such a spectacular summer day?

The clang of the streetcar’s bell drew her attention, and she turned to see it clickety-clack past the two-story brick-and-frame storefronts. Horse-drawn carriages and busy patrons bustled out of the car’s way. It snaked its way down Main Street and made an easy turn onto Broadway, disappearing into the business district. Marguerite sighed. If only she could go with it.

Then she spotted the striped awning of the ice cream parlor on the corner directly across from the park. Salvation.

She squeezed her escort’s arm. “Roger, let’s get a soda.”

He gaped at her, his spectacles sliding down his nose. “But it’s still morning!”

“Oh, fiddle-faddle. For the life of me, I can’t see what harm there is to drink a soda before lunch.”

“Marguerite.”

She wanted to swat the caterpillar off his scowling face. “Can’t we at least get that new ice cream with the syrup on top? The sundae?”

“Very well. I suppose you are used to being indulged.” He drew his hand over his mustache, smoothing the sides, and pushed up his spectacles.

His flippant words stung. And what about you, Roger Gordon, son of one of the wealthiest men in the state? “Indulged” should be your middle name.

She clamped down on her lip so hard she tasted blood. Glancing heavenward, she sent up a silent message. If You want the world to end right now, God, it’s fine with me.

Upon entering the ice cream parlor, Marguerite disentangled her hand from Roger’s arm. She selected a wood-topped round table out in the open before he could lead her to one of the darkened booths where the courting fellows often took their girls. Roger ordered two bowls of vanilla ice cream – no syrup, no nuts, no berries – without consulting her tastes.

Bland. Plain. Boring. Just like him.

He carried the scalloped bowls to the table and presented hers as if it were pure ambrosia.

After waiting until he sat in the heart-shaped iron dining chair, she picked up her spoon and dove into the treat. She scooped a spoonful into her mouth, and the creamy sweetness melted on her tongue, almost making up for the agony of the late morning stroll.

“For what these cost, we could have purchased a chair for our first home.”

She dropped her spoon and it clattered against the bowl, the blissful taste replaced by a bitter one. Coughing, she waved her hand in front of her face. “Roger, please don’t jest like that.”

“I wasn’t jesting.”

Marguerite cringed as he covered her hand with his own. Please, Lord, strike him with muteness. Strike him with lightning. Strike him with anything. I don’t care what. You choose the pestilence. Have fun. Be creative. Enjoy Yourself. Just don’t let him say another word.

With a tug, she tried to pull her hand away, but he held fast.

“Surely, Marguerite, you’ve been able to see where our courting has been leading.”

She could almost hear God’s laughter. He must take great enjoyment in watching her squirm. It was punishment for the ungodly thoughts that ran rampant through her mind. Right now, for instance, she was seriously contemplating a murder – that of her mother.
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Seeking the solace of the piano, Marguerite stomped into the parlor only to find her mother already in the room. Ignoring her, she sat on the bench and began to play an angry aria, pouring her frustration into the polished ivory keys.

“That’s enough of that,” her mother snapped minutes later, closing her leather-bound volume with a thud. “I take it things did not go well with Roger.”

“I simply cannot endure one more outing with that man.”

Her mother set the book on the marble-topped table beside her. “Theatrics are not becoming, Marguerite, and it can’t be that bad. Roger Gordon is from an excellent family.”

“But he’s a miserable man to be with. He bores me to tears.”

“Then you must engage him in more interesting topics. Please tell me that you did not let your lack of enthusiasm show.”

“He talked about his uncle Myron’s carbuncle for fifteen minutes!”

Her mother appeared to stifle a smile. “Still, he’s a good catch. You’d be well taken care of.”

“Taken care of? It’s 1895, and more and more women are taking care of themselves. Besides, I could never love him.”

“Love is highly overrated.” She waved her hand in the air, pausing as one of the household servants delivered a tea tray. Waiting while the young woman poured a steaming cup, she kept her gaze on Marguerite. “Why can’t you be like your older sister? She is well matched.”

Marguerite rolled her eyes. “Being well matched is highly overrated.”

Her mother shot her a stern look and touched her coiffed chignon to make sure all her golden hairs remained in place. Of course they were. They wouldn’t dare defy Camille Westing and come loose.

War was imminent. Marguerite had thrown down the gauntlet. Steeling herself, she met her mother’s hard blue eyes. “I don’t want him to call again.”

“What you want isn’t the issue here. We’re your parents, and we must see to your future – a future that should consist of you being cared for in the manner to which you’re accustomed. If you are lucky, Roger will ask for your hand soon.”

“If I’m lucky,” Marguerite murmured, “Roger Gordon will be attacked by a pack of wolves on his way home.”

“Marguerite! That’s incorrigible. You should be ashamed.”

“You didn’t suffer through hours of boredom. I have to speak to Daddy about this. He won’t give my hand to a man whose idea of adventure is choosing a patterned vest over a solid. I’d wither and die in a matter of months if I married him.”

“Don’t exaggerate.” Her mother poured a second cup of tea and nodded toward the empty seat beside her. “Do come have tea with me and calm yourself. I have an additional item to discuss with you.”

Discuss? Marguerite’s stomach cinched. Whenever her mother began a talk in that way, it meant she intended to address something Marguerite would dislike, and there would be no discussion whatsoever. Marguerite’s fingers clutched the lid of the piano to keep her from bolting from the room. This whole day had felt like one prison after another, and now her mother’s worrisome comment slammed the jail door shut with an ominous clang.

“What is it?” she asked, refusing to join her mother on the settee.

Her mother set the teapot down on the tray. “I’m going to dismiss Lilly.”

The news robbed Marguerite of her breath. Dropping the piano lid with a clunk, she jumped to her feet. “Mother, you can’t send her away just like that! I won’t let you!”

“You’d better control your tongue, young lady. And I will do as I wish with those in our employ.” She reached for her needlework.

“Employ? Is that what you call it?”

“I believe you’ve made your position on our help quite clear.” She pinned Marguerite with her steely blue gaze. “Your father may allow you to speak your opinions so openly, but I do not. Besides, you know we have always paid the Dawsons well.”

“You pay enough for them to survive, but never leave. Her family came to Iowa with dreams of going West.”

Her mother fired another warning look in her direction. “That was years ago, and before Alice lost her husband. She’s lucky we took her in to cook and let her bring Lilly along. And now it’s time for Lilly to find her own place of employment and make friends with those of her own station.”

Hot coals of anger burned deep inside Marguerite. I know, I know – be slow to speak. Slow to become angry. But do You have to make it so hard? She inhaled a steadying breath. “Mother, how can you send her, of all people, away? She’s like my sister.”

Her mother took a sip from her teacup and released an exasperated sigh. “Must you always make waves, Marguerite? Lilly is not your sister. She’s your chambermaid. I admit you are obviously fond of her – overly so.” She paused, giving her words weight. “But dear, you need to realize your position in society and understand her place is not beside you.”

A man cleared his throat in the parlor’s doorway.

“Daddy!” Marguerite launched herself into his arms.

He swung her in a circle and lowered her to the floor. “What’s all this? I thought I heard raised voices.”

“Mother is going to dismiss Lilly.”

Her father looked at his wife and raised an eyebrow. “Our Lilly?”

“Our staff is too large, and it needs to be trimmed. Marguerite doesn’t need a constant companion any longer. She’s nineteen and will be marrying soon.”

Irritated, Marguerite wrinkled her nose.

Her father appeared to bite back a chuckle and stroked his beard. “Well, I think we may need Lilly after all.” He dropped his long frame into a wing chair.

“Edward, you can’t keep babying her.” Her mother puckered her lips.

He held up his hand. “Hear me out, Camille. I’ve secured a camping site for us at Lake Manawa. Marguerite will not want to be in a tent by herself.”

Face ashen, her mother reached for her tea, the cup shaking in her hands. “We’re going to spend the summer outdoors?”

“Yes, isn’t it splendid? You know, all of the best families are doing it. I know the Grahams, the Deardons, the Longleys, and the Kelloggs have already set up campsites near the Grand Plaza. I was lucky to get one for us there at this late date. The season is already in full swing.”

“The whole season at the lake?” Marguerite squealed with delight.

“All summer long.”

“In tents?” Her mother’s lips thinned to a tight line.

“Yes, but we’ll take many of our things from the house.” Her father reached for the newspaper and shook it open.

Her mother cleared her throat. “But Edward, dear, what about your work?”

“I’ll take the streetcar into town every morning, but that shouldn’t keep my son and the two beautiful women in my life from enjoying the greatest entertainment mecca of the West.”

“And Lilly?” Marguerite dared to ask.

Her father grinned. “Well, I do believe you’ll need your personal maid to keep all your party dresses in order. Don’t you think? Now, go tell your brother the news.”
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Mosquitoes swarmed around Marguerite’s head, tangling themselves in the netting of her new summer hat. She swatted them away with a gloved hand and smiled, refusing to let one minute of what her mother insisted on calling her “last summer of freedom” to be wasted on something as petty as insects.

The camping area her father had arranged was at the end of one of the long rows of tents. Well-established oak trees offered shade, and with neighbors only on their right side, they would have more privacy than most of the families. In front of their tents, a path led from the camp to the Grand Plaza. In the rear, a tree-lined service road provided access to area farms for fresh produce.

“Edward, can’t you hurry them along? I think the whole lot must be dawdling.” Cheeks flushed, her mother waved a fan in front of her face. She used the lacy instrument to point toward the area where their household servants struggled to erect the last of the four tents that would make up the Westing family summer home. Her parents would have the large tent like hers and Lilly’s. The cook’s tent and her brother’s tent, which he would share with Isaiah, one of the male servants, were each considerably smaller.

Two weeks had passed since her father’s announcement, and her mother had needed every moment to organize supplies and furniture for the lake home. A wagon loaded with their belongings sat a few yards away. Although Marguerite kept insisting they didn’t need a silver tea service at the lake, a blanket lay on her mother’s precious server, and a bit of the shiny surface reflected the bright sun. That, along with pots, pans, brass beds, feather mattresses, and Wedgwood china, would bring all the comforts of home into their tiny tents – even if home was only a few miles away.

The two male servants, Clay and Lewis, stretched a large sheet of heavy canvas over the two center poles and then covered the four corner poles in record time, but Camille grumbled about how slowly the two men worked. At least they would be returning to the main house in town.

Marguerite glanced at her mother and noticed a shimmer of perspiration beading her face. She touched her mother’s arm. “They should be done soon. Why don’t we go sit in the shade?”

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Without hesitation, her father scooped up two folding camp stools and carried them to the nearest tree. He snapped them open, patted one of the canvas seats, took his wife’s hand, and seated her. “There, darling. I told you that you’d enjoy camping.”

“Humph.” Her mother settled on the stool and smoothed her green traveling dress until it appeared wrinkle free. “I’ll have to watch over the staff like a hawk. All these diversions will have them dallying constantly. And Marguerite, don’t you think for a minute that I won’t have time to keep an eye on you as well.”

“What about Mark?” She turned to see her twelve-year-old brother attempting to help Clay but getting shooed from the area.

“Mark’s a boy. Exploring is what boys do.”

Marguerite sighed and watched as the two burly servants each took a diagonal corner of the canvas and pulled it tight. Almost in unison, they drove in stakes to secure the tent in place.

“Are you listening to me?” her mother said.

“Yes, Mother, I heard you, and I assure you that I don’t need to be watched like some child.”

Her father patted Camille’s arm. “She’s right, darling. Our little girl is a young woman, and by next summer she’ll be setting up a camp of her own.” He winked at Marguerite.

She grimaced. Mosquitoes might not ruin this day, but a reminder that her mother expected acceptance of any proposal Roger Gordon might offer, even in jest, certainly would.

Feeling smothered by more than the late June heat, she rose from her chair. “If you’ll both excuse me, I think I’ll go look around. I believe I saw the Grahams’ camp on the way in, and I’d like to say hello to Emily.”

“Don’t wander too far off,” her mother said as if the effort to speak had drained her. “We’re expected for dinner at Louie’s French Restaurant with the Underwoods promptly at 6:30.”

“Mother, we’re at the lake. It’s in vogue to be late.”

A deep scowl marred her mother’s perfect complexion. “As Westings, we are always prompt. It would serve you well to remember that.”
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Willowy Emily Graham, who was a couple years younger than Marguerite, jumped from her camp chair and ran to greet Marguerite. “When did you arrive? Is that your camp that’s being set up down the way?”

“Yes, it was Daddy’s idea to summer here at the lake.”

“We arrived three weeks ago. Let me go grab my hat and parasol and I’ll show you around.”

She rushed off before Marguerite could even answer, then returned just as quickly. Linking her arm in Marguerite’s, Emily directed her down the pebbled path. “Now, where should we go first? Oh, I know. The Grand Plaza.”

Soon they were walking beside the lake on the paved, treelined walkway leading to the social center of the resort on the northeast side. They passed the main pavilion with its red-tiled roof and crisp white veranda.

“Inside there’s a restaurant, a refreshment bar, a dance floor, and several meeting areas.” Emily squeezed Marguerite’s arm. “Did you know they even have a telephone? If you pay the fee, you can call as far as New York!”

Progressing further, Marguerite noticed that besides the various vendors around the Grand Plaza, there were several additional larger structures on the shore. When questioned, Emily named each of them: the Yacht Club, a boat shop, and two icehouses. Across the lake, on the south side, fewer buildings dotted the area. “Emily, how big is this lake?”

“My father says it’s about six miles around, but it’s more crescent-shaped than circular.” She pointed to the center of the lake. “The big island in the middle is Coney Island and the smaller one is Turtle Island. See those rowboats? You can rent them from the Yacht Club.”

Before long, Emily had paraded them through the Grand Plaza, headed toward the sandy beach to show Marguerite the dive tower and toboggan runs, and given her a history of the lake, which was formed in 1881 after a flood. Emily explained that the south side was called Manhattan Beach, as the developer, Mr. O’Dell, wanted it to have an Eastern feel.

Marguerite and Emily sat down at a park bench as the wind carried a cool breeze over the water. Marguerite released a slow breath. “It’s so peaceful here.”

Emily giggled. “It should be. Manawa is an Indian word meaning ‘peace.’”

“I sure hope it lives up to its name. I could use a little peace.” Away from humdrum Roger Gordon.

As they returned to Emily’s camp, thoughts of Roger suddenly spurred Marguerite’s memory. “Good heavens. I’m going to be late. Emily, please forgive me. I have to leave. I’m supposed to be meeting my parents for dinner at 6:30.”

“Hurry. I can only imagine what your mother is like when you’re late. Do you remember the way back to the pavilion?”

Marguerite nodded and rushed down the path. If she didn’t stop at her own camp to freshen up, she might make it.

Skirting the deck chairs lining the pier, Marguerite held on to her hat and ran as fast as she dared toward the enormous pavilion. Her mother would be furious. She shouldn’t have spent so much time wandering around the lake with Emily.

But it had been delightful, and it had confirmed her hopes. Her heart skipped like a child’s on Christmas Eve just thinking about a summer full of excitement.

She came to a halt in front of a young man sweeping the boardwalk and pressed a hand to her stomach, attempting to catch her breath. “Excuse me. Would you by chance know the time?”

He checked his pocket watch. “It’s 6:30, miss.”

“Oh no. Which door of the pavilion do I enter to reach Louie’s French Restaurant?”

“Louie’s is on the other side of the lake, miss, not inside the pavilion. If you hurry, you can catch the steamboat over there. She’s headed across the lake.”

“Thank you,” she called over her shoulder as she hurried toward the end of the dock where passengers boarded the steamboat Liberty.

“Miss,” the attendant shouted, “I wouldn’t rush if I were you. The planking gets pretty slick this time of night.”

The warning registered a fraction of a second too late as she skidded on the dock. Her arms flailing, her feet flew out from under her, and she fell headlong into the lake, the murky water swallowing her. Frantic, she searched in vain for something – anything – to hold on to. Kicking with all her might, she resurfaced, only to have her dress entangle her legs. Then, without warning, the lake claimed her again.
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Breaking through the surface of the water, Marguerite thrashed about wildly. A thick arm encircled her jaw and held her tight against a solid chest. Panicked, she made contact with the man’s unyielding arm and sank her nails deep into his flesh. The rescuer held firm.

“Settle down,” he commanded, his deep voice solid and unrelenting, his hold tightening. “I’m just going to pull you to the edge of the pier. Relax.”

She coughed at the fishy taste of the lake water and willed her body to do as he said, but she could not stop the trembling. “I – I can’t.”

“Try.”

With three more strong strokes, he reached the pier. The dock assistant hoisted her up, led her to a deck chair, and draped a blanket around her shoulders. He crouched in front of her. His mouth was moving, so she knew he was speaking to her, but she couldn’t tear her eyes from her rescuer, whom she could see rising from the water over the assistant’s shoulder.

Standing at least six feet tall, the rescuer walked directly toward her. His white shirt clung to his broad chest and his dark trousers dripped on the planks. With a flip of his wrist, he shooed the gawkers away, admonishing them to hurry or they’d miss their boat.

The assistant stood up when the man approached. “She must have cracked her skull, Mr. Andrews. She isn’t answering any of my questions.”

The dock assistant reached for her head, but she pushed him away. “My head is perfectly fine.”

The rescuer smiled, revealing a dimpled grin that took her breath away. “What about the rest of you?”

Well, what do you think? I love meeting handsome men when I look like a drowned rat.

Her cheeks warmed, and she squeezed her eyes shut to block out the view. “I’m fine. I’ll just go back to my tent and – ” She stood and wobbled on her feet.

He caught her arm and pressed her back into the chair. “Whoa, there. Why don’t you rest a few more minutes, miss?”

“Mr. Andrews, if you’ve got her, do you mind if I get back to work?” the assistant asked.

“Go ahead, Pauly. I’ll see to her.” He squatted before her. “Miss, I need to know the truth. Do you need a doctor?”

“No!”

The man rose. “Then at least let me escort you to wherever you came from. Hotel or camp?”

“No, that’s not necessary. I’m really all right now.” Marguerite stood again, grateful to find her rubbery legs didn’t betray her this time. “I need to hurry. I was already late for a dinner date with my family.”

“So I noticed.” He gave her another dimpled, mind-spinning grin.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“In the future, I wouldn’t recommend running on the dock.”

“I wasn’t running. I was . . . stepping lively.”

“Then I wouldn’t step . . . so lively.”

She suppressed a smile that ached to get out. “Thank you for your concern and aid. I’ll see to it that your efforts are duly compensated if you’ll give me your name.”

He frowned. “My name is Trip Andrews. I’m glad you’re okay, but no other thanks are needed.”

Strange name – Trip. Unlike me, he doesn’t seem to have any coordination problems. She studied him. Warm hazel eyes, well-built, probably midtwenties, and the assistant obviously knew him. Was he another guest at the lake? A local? Perhaps he stayed in town at one of the fancy hotels?

Before she could ask, Marguerite spotted a familiar round-shouldered form approaching and moaned. “Would you mind throwing me back in the lake now, Mr. Andrews?”

“What?” His brows drew together.

“Marguerite!” Roger ran the last few feet toward her. “What happened to you?”

“I slipped on the pier.”

“You fell in the lake? How could you be so careless?”

“I’m fine, but thank you for asking.”

He pushed up his spectacles. “Forgive me. I’m concerned because we were supposed to meet your parents at 6:30. I missed my streetcar and had to wait for the next one. Don’t you realize how upset they’ll be with our tardiness? You really should have been more careful, Marguerite.”

Trip cleared his throat. “I don’t believe the lady anticipated how slick the boards can become in the evening.”

Roger turned to him and eyed the dripping man from head to toe. “And you are?”

“Trip Andrews, sir.” He offered his hand. “I pulled her out of the water.”

Roger gripped his hand, simultaneously snaking a protective arm around Marguerite’s waist. “In that case, I owe you a debt of gratitude for saving my intended’s life.”

Her stomach roiled and she attempted to step free. “Roger, I am perfectly capable of walking home on my own.”

“None of that, Marguerite.” He yanked her close. “You will let me assist you back to your camp, and then I will send for a doctor and notify your parents as to your whereabouts.”

Catching a final sympathetic look from her rescuer, Marguerite let Roger lead her down the pier. She sighed. Suffering the indignity of being caught in such a sorry state in public, and, even worse, having to do so on the arm of Roger Gordon in front of the dimpled stranger, simply wasn’t fair.
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While the walk back to the camp had eliminated the worst of the dripping, Marguerite still felt like a bowl of cold, mushy oatmeal. As soon as she entered her tent, Lilly began peeling off the sodden layers.

“This is as bad as skinning an onion.” Lilly draped the wet dress over the humpback trunk, smoothing out all of the wrinkles. She turned to Marguerite, propped tiny hands on her hips, and shook her head. Her lips formed a perfect, upside-down u.

Marguerite caught a glimpse of herself in the washstand mirror and knew why. She was clad only in her lace-trimmed corset cover, and her blonde curls hung loosely around her heart-shaped face. Her lips sported a bluish tint, almost matching her deep-set, cornflower blue eyes. Gooseflesh pimpled her skin, and she shivered in the cool evening air.

Lilly clicked her tongue. “Look at you, Miss Marguerite. You are a sorry sight.”

“Oh, and I thought I was ready for the ball.”

“Sorry, princess, but I’m not your fairy godmother.” Lilly handed her a soft cotton towel. “We’d better hurry. Mr. Gordon said he’d be back with a doctor soon.”

“I don’t need a doctor. I need some supper. I’m starving. And maybe a warm bath.”

Lilly cocked an eye. “Haven’t you had enough water for one day?” Moving behind Marguerite, she released the bindings on Marguerite’s corset and tossed it in a pile beside the trunk. She then began to untie the wet drawstrings holding up her crinoline.

“Can’t you hurry? I’m freezing.”

Lilly snagged a quilt off the brass bed they’d brought from home and offered it to her. “This will take a good long while. Untying a wet string is hard.”

“Just cut it.”

“And ruin a perfectly good petticoat because you decided to go for a dip? I don’t think so. Your mama would chew my hide.”

“I suppose you’re right.” Teeth chattering, Marguerite tried to remain still while her maid finished. Finally the last of the garments gave way and heaped at her feet. “Thank you, Lilly.”

Lilly dropped a nightgown over Marguerite’s head. “Now, hop on in that bed and get warm and toasty before the doctor comes.”

“I don’t need – ”

“I know. You don’t need no doctor. Maybe you should’ve told that to that beau of yours and not to me.”

“He’s not my beau.” Unpinning her hair, Marguerite stuck the pins in her mouth and blotted her damp hair with the towel.

“He sure thinks he is.” Grinning, Lilly folded down the blankets on the bed and motioned Marguerite toward it.

Marguerite rolled her eyes. Withdrawing the pins from between her lips, she set them on the nightstand. “That’s the problem.” She drew the quilt up to her neck and moaned. From the way Roger had swooped in and taken charge, her dimpled rescuer would think him to be her beau as well.

Lilly picked up the wet undergarments and paused to study Marguerite’s face. She raised an eyebrow. “So, was he handsome?” 


“Who?”

“The man who pulled you out of the water.”

“Very.” Marguerite’s lips curled into a smile. Lilly knew her so well. “Broad shoulders, strong arms, kind hazel eyes, and the most heartwarming grin.”

“Too bad.”

“Why?”

Lilly flicked a damp curl. “Because you, Miss Marguerite, look like a dishrag.”
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Head pounding, Marguerite forced her eyes open and squinted at the sunlight filtering through the tent opening.

“Mornin’, Miss Sunshine.” Lilly held up two dresses – a peach chiffon with tight sleeves and an enormous bustle, and a white cotton gored skirt with a rose-colored tailored jacket. “Which one do you fancy today?”

Marguerite moaned. “Mother wants to have breakfast, doesn’t she?”

“A little friendly chitchat over scrambled eggs won’t hurt you.”

“Nothing like a helping of guilt to go with my splitting headache. Did you hear her last night? You would have thought I intentionally fell in the lake and missed a dinner engagement just to upset her.”

“The doctor warned you about that headache – the one in your head, not your mama – and you were the one who said you’d be fine and didn’t need to stay in bed today.”

Marguerite propped herself up on one elbow, wincing at the sudden spike of pain in her head. “Can I change my mind?”

“You’d do better to spend your time trying to change hers. I heard her talking to your daddy again about your impending nuptials to Mr. Exciting.”

“And?”

“Your daddy said they’d discuss it if and when the time came. He told her it was your decision.”

Marguerite pinched the bridge of her nose. “Did she just accept it?”

“What do you think?”

“Daddy won’t give my hand to a man like that. He’ll take care of me. He always does.”

“I sure hope so – for your sake.” Lilly held out the two dresses again.

Marguerite swung her legs out of bed and pointed to the white shirtwaist, matching skirt, and jacket. She liked how modern it looked. Besides, no one wore bustles anymore.

Lilly chuckled. “You know your mama would have picked the other one.”

“She likes me to look like an old woman, and she thinks ladies’ jackets are too masculine. She says I’ll never make a good catch in one of them.” Sliding to the floor, Marguerite knelt at the side of her bed.

“What are you doing now?”

Marguerite laced her fingers together before glancing at her maid. “I thought I’d better start this day with prayer, because between my mother and Roger, it sure looks like I’m going to need it.”
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Extending her parasol, Marguerite felt a breeze kiss her cheek, and she inhaled the fresh air. Her gaze drifted from the puffs of white clouds against an azure sky to the Grand Plaza packed with strolling throngs gathered to see and be seen. A brassy, patriotic tune filled the air, and Marguerite headed toward the sound. She glanced at Lilly, whom she’d persuaded to accompany her on her promenade along the boardwalk. Lilly kept her eyes focused on the path ahead of them.

Familiar well-to-do families nodded in greeting as they ambled along in front of the bandstand. A few gave Lilly’s modest gray dress a once-over and scowled.

How could people be so cruel? This was a park. God’s creation. How could they think certain areas should be reserved for only the wealthy?

“I should’ve stayed back at camp, Miss Marguerite. I don’t think these fine people like me being here.”

Marguerite shot Mrs. Winnifred Long a defiant stare. “I don’t care what they think. You’re my friend, and I want you with me. Besides, people from all over the city come to the lake every day.”

“Not to this part. Maybe you should see if your sister will come for a visit from town. She’d be a more suitable companion.”

“I’d love for Mary to come, but it’s hard with a four-year-old. And as much as I love spending time with her, I happen to enjoy your company even more.”

“But . . .”

Understanding Lilly’s discomfort, Marguerite led the way past the crowd watching a juggler tossing five balls in the air toward a grove of shade trees off to the side. She settled in the grass. “This better?”

Lilly gracefully slipped into place beside her. “Much, but I should’ve brought my mending.”

“Can’t you simply enjoy yourself?” Marguerite took a deep breath, rejoicing in the fresh, lake-scented air.

“I could mend and still enjoy myself.” Lilly fussed with the folds of her skirt.

“Look around, Lilly.” Marguerite stood and twirled in the grass. “Those trees are swaying to God’s music, and see all these planters filled with flowers? I’m sure they’re as beautiful here as anything they have back East.”

Marguerite plucked a blossom and handed it to her friend. She pulled Lilly to her feet and turned her toward the lake. “And those sailboats! Aren’t they splendid? Look how they glide across the water like they’re floating. Can you imagine what it would be like to be on one of them? It would almost be like flying on your own magic carpet.” She leaned against the tree trunk and sighed. “If only I could . . .”

Lilly turned, brows scrunched together. “I know what you’re thinking, and you’d best get that thought right out of your mind.”

“Why shouldn’t I learn to sail?”

“Because ladies don’t sail boats. Because your mama would have a fit. Because you don’t know the first thing about being on a boat. Because you can’t swim worth a lick.”

“But I’m a quick study.” Marguerite opened the frilly layers of her white parasol. “I’ve even had a year at the university.”

“Oh, you’re smart enough. It just isn’t done.”

“That isn’t fair. A woman could sail as well as any man.”

“Maybe so, but it isn’t gonna happen, so don’t go setting your heart on something you can’t have.” Lilly brushed a wisp of chestnut hair from her eyes. “You’ll just get disappointed like you always do.”

Marguerite swung the parasol down. “If we don’t have dreams, Lilly, what do we have? Besides, aren’t you the one who always says to delight myself in the Lord and He will give me the desires of my heart?”

Lilly shook her head. “Only you can twist the Scriptures to get what you want. Seems to me the only thing you’re delighting in is the idea of doing something that would make your mama have a conniption.”
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Gliding across Lake Manawa, the Endeavor sliced through the water with ease. Trip motioned to his crewmate and best friend, Harry Fellows, to adjust the mainsail. Although he usually sailed the thirty-two-foot Endeavor with a crew of five, today he and Harry decided to take her out alone. With the perfect breeze, sailing took little thought, so each of them methodically set to work.

“Can you sheet in the jib?” Trip asked.

Harry moved toward the smaller sail and tugged on a line. “All set, Trip. You know, she’s one fine ship. I never asked you what your dad said about her.”

“You know him. Nothing I do is ever as good as it is when he does it.”

“He’ll change his tune when we win the regatta.” Harry tipped his head to the side and raised a single eyebrow.

“Glad to see you’re as confident as ever. I guess we do have over two weeks to prepare. By the way, did you see the boat the Hendersons brought down from Spirit Lake?”

Harry laughed. “Those pretty boys? They don’t know a rudder from a centerboard.”

“And you do?” Trip tossed a rag at his friend’s mass of dark curls.

Lightning quick, Harry caught the towel and threw it back, but it fell short of its target.

“Ready to tack.” Trip glanced at his mate to make sure he’d heard his announcement.

With one hand Harry secured a firm grip on the coarse lifeline surrounding the deck and grabbed the jib sheet with his other hand.

“Tacking.” Trip turned the tiller to the right, and Harry let the jib sheet free. Soon the edge of the sails began to flap wildly. They were in the no-sail zone, and a beginner would have stopped turning at this point. But Trip had been on the water most of his life and knew he had to keep the tiller pressed hard to the opposite side. He looked at Harry and shouted, “Boom coming across!”

They both ducked as the boom swung over their heads, and Harry set to trimming the headsail while Trip adjusted the tension on the mainsail. Trip moved the tiller back toward the boat’s center and slowed down his turn as the sails began to fill with air on the new tack. Now, heading straight, the boat picked up speed. With water spraying against his face, Trip nodded toward Harry. The turn had gone as smoothly as glass.

Even though they were not in full race mode, they were making good time. If they could keep this up, they might have a chance at winning the Manawa Regatta, and he might have a chance at finally impressing his father. It was a good thing too.

He had to win.

It was a matter of life and death.
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“Isn’t she beautiful, Daddy?”

Edward Westing watched Marguerite lean over the white railing in front of the pavilion as if she couldn’t get close enough to the sailboats. Wispy, honey gold curls danced across her forehead. The gauzy snow-colored skirt billowed around her ankles, swirling in the breeze, and the rose jacket hugged her narrow waist, the color making her cheeks blossom. His daughter, the spitting image of his wife as a young woman, never looked more beautiful.

“So this is what you dragged me out to see?”

Marguerite nodded. “I’ve been enjoying the view all afternoon. Can you imagine what it must be like out on one of those?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever thought of it.” He leaned his hip against the rail.

“I told Lilly that it must be like flying.” She glanced at her father. “Daddy, I want to learn to sail.”

Edward laughed. His youngest daughter had never been one to adhere to the confines that society dictated. To her mother’s horror, she insisted on attending the university, rode a bicycle, wrote for the suffrage paper, read everything she could get her hands on, and spent hours studying the stars instead of practicing the piano. While he admired her spirit, he walked a fine line between Camille’s desires for Marguerite and Marguerite’s desires for herself.

He filled his lungs with the tangy lake air. “Darling, you know that ladies do not sail. Rarely, you might see one as a passenger, but it’s much too grueling a sport for ladies to participate in.”

“Then, can I go as a passenger?” Her eyes, blue as the water in the afternoon sun, sparkled. “Please, Daddy.”

“I don’t know, Marguerite. It could be dangerous.”

She waved off the comment. “I’ve been watching them all day. It doesn’t look one bit dangerous.”

“I haven’t heard of any of those pond yachts taking on passengers.”

“But we haven’t really tried to find out, either.”

“No, I guess we haven’t.” He chuckled. “You know, you get me in a lot of trouble, young lady. I’m not making any promises, but I’ll see what I can do. Now, we’d better hurry or you’ll be late for dinner – again.”

The smile slid from her face.

“What’s wrong?”

“One more night of enduring Roger. Mother invited him to come in from town to join us for dinner.”

“Sweetheart, does he really make you that miserable?” He offered her his arm, and the two of them started back toward their camp, steps crunching on the pebbled path.

“It’s not that Roger doesn’t have admirable qualities. He’s basically thoughtful, and he’s well-mannered to distraction. I’m sure some girl will find him wonderful.”

“But you don’t.”

She sighed. “No. He is impossibly tiresome. You know, it’s like spending the afternoon at one of those long meetings you complain about. I’ve honestly tried to find things that I could like about him, but he doesn’t make me feel special.”

“I kept telling your mother that he wouldn’t. I knew he wasn’t right for you from the start.” He squeezed her hand.

“How?”

“He’s a selfish chap. He likes the sound of his own voice far more than he could ever like anyone else.”

“So you won’t make me marry him?”

“Have I ever been able to make you do anything?” Edward stopped and plucked a petunia from an overflowing planter. He tucked it behind her ear. “When you decide to marry, I want it to be to someone who holds your heart and not just a large pocketbook. You deserve that, sweetheart. You deserve to know the kind of love that takes your breath away. Now, let’s get to dinner before your mother has us both hung by the yardarm.”

She kissed his cheek and slipped her hand into the crook of his arm. “Thank you, Daddy, for everything.”
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Rigging the mainsail, Trip readied the Argo for passengers. Much larger than the Endeavor, the keelboat had been built by his father to impress the wealthy lake patrons. For a fee, he allowed them to enjoy the lake from aboard a sailboat. Sure, two small steamboats ferried guests across the lake, but the steady chug of a steamboat felt nothing like gliding over the water in a sailboat. More than one lake patron had fallen hook, line, and sinker for the sport of sailing, and if they were fortunate, the wealthiest then asked Trip’s father to build them their own boat.

“Lloyd, where’s Harry?” Trip glanced around the Argo.

The lanky sailor shrugged. “Must be running late.”

“Just don’t let Dad know.”

Stepping from belowdecks, his father scanned the ship. “Don’t let me know what?”

“Nothing, Dad.”

“Where’s Harry?” Weathered wrinkles deepened across his father’s brow.

“He’ll be along any minute.”

“I told you if he was late again that he was done here.”

Trip tensed and checked the rigging on the mainsail. “Dad, we need him. He’s a great sailor.”

“Great sailors are made. They aren’t born.” Captain Andrews slapped his captain’s hat against his leg, then jammed it back on his head. “Just train a new one.”

As if it were that easy. Trip had taught sailing to several young men during the summer for the last two years, and so far only a few seemed to have a feel for the sport. They couldn’t afford to lose Harry, especially with the regatta so close.

“Dad, I’m sure he has a good reason. He always does.” At least he did now. There was a time when that certainly had not been the case.

Harry ran down the dock and hopped aboard with practiced ease. “Sorry I’m late. I got stopped by someone who wants to sail with us today.”

Trip cast an I-told-you-so look at his father. “Who did you meet?”

“A local businessman.” Harry immediately began coiling a rope. “Said he and his daughter want a ride.”

“Did you tell him we don’t allow children?” Trip’s father scowled at the young man.

“He said she was a young lady of age.” Harry draped the rope on a peg. “He said he’d pay double if we let her on.” He pulled out the cash and waved it in the air. “Paid in advance.”

“Must be ugly as sin,” Lloyd piped up, slugging Mel.

Harry shrugged. “I wouldn’t know. I didn’t see her.”

By the time they were ready to cast off, three men had appeared, but not the young woman or her father. Trip cast a quick glance at the crowd on the pier and spotted a flurry of commotion. A young woman darted out of the crowd, dressed in a pearly shirtwaist and matching skirt, and ran along the dock. She held her wide-brimmed white hat in place with her gloved left hand and hiked her skirt with her right. The satin ribbon tails on her hat trailed behind her as she rushed. Oblivious to the aghast looks from the ladies watching her, she pulled an older man along – presumably her father. She stopped at the back of the boat and waved.

“Ahoy there!” she called.

Captain Andrews shot Harry a stern look, but the curly-haired young man held up a shiny fifty-cent piece. With a grunt, the skipper turned to his son. “Oh, good grief. Trip, go get her before she falls flat on her face running on the dock like that.”

Hopping over the lifeline, Trip met the two on the dock. He stared in disbelief. Could this be the same girl he’d rescued the other night? Then her drenched hair had seemed dark, and now it shone like spun gold in the sun.

“You?” Her azure eyes grew wide.

“Running on the dock again? No, wait, I remember, you step lively.”

She smiled, revealing a dangerously impish grin. “I do just that. We came for our sailing excursion.”

“We were expecting you.” Trip offered his hand to her father. “Hello, sir. I’m Trip Andrews, first mate of the Argo and son of her captain.”

The man extended a beefy hand. “Edward Westing, and this is my daughter Marguerite, but it appears you have already met.”

“Actually, we haven’t officially met. I pulled her out of the lake the other night.”

“That was you? I don’t know how I could ever repay you.”

“I’m just glad she’s all right. Ready to come aboard?”

Marguerite nodded and stood on her toes as if the anticipation alone would make her explode. Trip chuckled. He led her to the transom at the back of the boat and hopped onto the Argo. “Give me your hand and I’ll help you get on. Take one big step up.”

Though most unladylike, Marguerite didn’t hesitate for a second. She bounced on the deck, unable to contain her excitement. “Now what do I do? Trim a sail? Swab a deck?”

Trip heard Harry and Lloyd laugh heartily, and a smile tugged at his lips. He managed to keep it from breaking free. “Have a seat over there with the others, Miss Westing, Mr. Westing. My father, Deuce Andrews, is captaining the ship. We’ll be under way in no time.”

“Isn’t there anything we need to know?” Marguerite asked.

“Oh, yeah, there’s one thing. When someone yells, ‘Duck!’ do it.”

“Duck?”

He dropped his head down to demonstrate. “You got it?”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

She flashed him a smile. “I think I can handle ducking.”

“Make sure you do. I’d hate to haul you out of the lake twice.”
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 Wishing she had some way to record every minute on the sailboat, Marguerite tried to memorize each man’s movements as they prepared to set sail. It took little time to learn each of the crew’s names. The curly-haired man, Harry, liked to tease Lloyd, who was skinny as a stick. Mel and Max, twin brothers, were hard to tell apart except for Max being a good five inches taller than his brother. Trip swung around the mast with ease and landed on the deck like a cat.

Even if Trip hadn’t told her, she’d have known the skipper was Trip’s father. Tall and muscular, the two men appeared to be cut from the same cloth. She smiled. Cut from the same sail. I have to start thinking nautically. Both father and son sported dimples, but the father used his infrequently. He seemed to smile only when he poked fun at someone. His current target appeared to be Mel, the shortest of the crew, who struggled with securing a sail they called the “spinnaker.”

A middle-aged passenger removed his bowler and rubbed his balding head. “Captain Andrews, are you sure it won’t bring bad luck to have this young lady aboard? I thought a woman on board a ship will make the sea angry.”

“Ah, but a naked woman on board will calm the sea.” Max elbowed his brother in the side.

Marguerite’s cheeks warmed.

Captain Andrews silenced Max with a stern look. “We’ll take our chances since this is a lake and not the sea.” He made his way around the ship, inspecting the crew’s preparations and barking orders at a few of them to secure more ropes. Finally he told his son to “set her free.”

For a moment Marguerite feared he’d changed his mind and meant to set her ashore. Instead, Trip vaulted over the side and unwound the thick rope holding the cruiser’s bow. After the current carried the bow clear of the dock, he released the next set of ropes and then jumped aboard the back.

Pulse pounding, Marguerite held on to the edge of the bench she’d been assigned to. Questions filled her mind. What were the different sails for? Why did the ship lean so far to the side when the sail filled with air? But she swallowed the questions. Since they were still so close to the shore, it would be too easy for them to take the “unlucky” lady back.

“Your first time on the water?” the balding passenger beside her asked.

“Yes, is it obvious?”

“Well, I doubt most young women in Iowa have been aboard sailboats. I don’t know if I’d want my daughter risking the rigors of sailing.”

“Rigors?”

“There’s the wind and the sun, and of course the spray. You do realize you’ll probably get damp.”

She smiled and glanced at Trip. “It wouldn’t be the first time. Are you a sailor?”

“No, but my son is taking sailing lessons from the gentleman over there, and he thinks we should have our own vessel built, so I’m here to discover for myself what my son calls the ‘thrill of the sea.’”

The mainsail filled and the Argo suddenly picked up speed. With one hand holding her hat in place, Marguerite turned her face to the wind and watched Lloyd attach a second smaller sail up front.

“Thrill” hardly described her wildly beating heart and volcanic excitement as the ship began to cruise along. Only when she’d raced her horse when no one was looking had this kind of exhilaration surged through her. She closed her eyes and imagined floating on the breeze.

The man harrumphed, wiping the thin mist from his face with a linen handkerchief. “I don’t see what my boy is talking about. More chill than thrill.”

Didn’t he feel the freedom the wind carried? Out here, the only rules were dictated by the skipper and the water. Maybe four wood-paneled walls of an office suited this man, but it wouldn’t her. She could never get enough of this.

And in that moment, she made a decision.

She would find a way to learn to sail.
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Flopping across the bed in her tent, Marguerite closed her eyes, trying to recall the motion of the water rolling beneath her. “Oh, Lilly, it was the most wonderful experience I’ve ever had.”

“From that grin on your face, I thought as much.” Perched in the rocking chair beside the bed, Lilly clicked her tongue. “Well, at least you got it out of your system.”

Marguerite sat up and put a knuckle to her lips.

“I know that look, and I know it means trouble. It’s like you’re doing your best to keep those words stuck in your mouth.”

“I just have to do it again, Lilly. Once could never be enough. I’m going to learn to sail.”

“And I’m going to be the queen of England.”

“Well, good, you can commission a ship for me to sail around the world, Your Majesty.” Marguerite curtsied with a flourish.

Lilly dropped her darning into the basket beside the chair. “You’re planning something, aren’t you?”

“Please, Lilly, you’ve got to understand. I need this. If I have this one summer where I really feel alive, then maybe I can endure years as the wife of a boring man.”

“Is that your way of tryin’ to convince me to help you?”

“I’m not like all the other girls who are happy to be socialites. I need more adventure and excitement.”

“And you think you need to tell me that?”

“I knew you’d understand.”

“What I understand is you’re making some wild plan up in that head of yours, and you’re planning on me helping you get it done, when what you should be doing is telling that man the truth about how you feel.”

“Mother would have a conniption if I did that.” Marguerite poured water into the washbasin, dipped her hands in, and splashed the water over her face. “So, you’ll help me?”

“Do I really have a choice?” Lilly passed her a towel.

“Of course you do.”

Lilly cocked an eyebrow at her.

“I guess you could refuse, but . . .”

“Put me out of my misery and just tell me what I have to do.”

With a grin on her face, Marguerite pulled a list from her pocket. “Besides covering for me with my mother, I need you to pick up a few things for me in town.”

An hour later, Marguerite asked Isaiah to take Lilly to town in the wagon to obtain the needed items. Marguerite hurried to meet her mother for lunch at one of the local restaurants. A waiter dressed in a double-breasted white jacket held the door for her as she entered. She paused to scan the room: fine linen tablecloths, lovely view of the lake’s rippling waters, fresh flowers on the tables, a host of dapper young waiters – and Roger Gordon. Her mother’s dream. Her worst nightmare.

Her mother waved her over. Taking a solidifying breath, Marguerite made her way to the table.

“Roger, what a surprise.” She allowed him to pull out her chair.

“The good kind, I hope.”

Not unless you intend to tell me you’re entering the priesthood. She forced a weak smile.

“I came to meet with my investment partners. We have big plans for the Midway, and perhaps some other financially beneficial endeavors.” He slid the chair beneath her. “Then I ran into your mother, and she was kind enough to ask me to join you both.” Before returning to his seat, he bent and kissed Marguerite’s cheek. The thick mustache tickled, and she cringed.

“Isn’t it a treat, darling?” Unfolding her napkin, her mother smoothed out its wrinkles in her lap. “Marguerite, how did your cheeks become so pink? Have you been out without a parasol?”

“A little sun won’t hurt me, Mother. I intend to go wading this afternoon.”

“In the lake?”

“No, Mother, in a bathtub.”

“Don’t be petulant.”

“Yes, in the lake.” Marguerite snapped her napkin to the side and laid it on her lap, deliberately leaving a few wrinkles. Her mother’s turned-down mouth sent a silent thrill through her. “Haven’t you noticed swimming is a regular pastime here? Remember the new bathing costume I purchased in town? I’m dying to try it out.”

“Perhaps Roger would care to join you.”

She turned to him and raised her eyebrows. This could liven things up. “Do you swim?”

“No. I don’t care for the water, and I’m not sure I approve of you carousing with the commoners in such a manner.” His spectacles slid to the end of his nose.

“Excuse me?” Even wading? Did he want to suck every last bit of fun from her life?

“Marguerite, you’re young and naive.” Her mother graced Roger with a practiced social smile. “All sorts of people swimming together is hardly proper. I’m sure you can entertain yourself with more acceptable things to do.”

“Yes, that’s it.” Roger pushed up his spectacles. “Something befitting a young woman of your position.”

She gaped at them. For several seasons now, the lake had entertained hundreds of people. Young and old, rich and poor, men and women, enjoyed the water. There had been a time when genders remained separated, but it was 1895. Times had changed. At least, they had here at the lake. What did her mother expect her to do? Be content with milling about with the socialites, displaying their season’s finery like plumage?

Her mother’s frown deepened. “I agree with Roger. I think I shall have to forbid this foray.”

“What would be more acceptable, Mother? Sailing?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Ladies do not sail.”

“I did.” She cocked an eyebrow, lifting her chin in defiance and fighting the smirk trying to come to the surface. “Today. On the Argo. Father took me.”

Her mother’s face paled while Roger’s colored a vivid shade of crimson.

“H-h-how could you?” he asked. “What will people say?”

“No one will say anything, and I don’t care if they do. I found it to be most exhilarating.”

Roger scowled. “Mrs. Westing, what are you going to do with her?”

Her mother lifted a water goblet to her lips with shaky fingers and sipped from it. “I simply don’t believe you. You’re saying this to shock us so we’ll approve of your intentions to swim in the lake. A greater evil to make a lesser one look more appealing. I know for certain that no man would let a lady sail on his vessel.”

“Of course. I should have realized your ploy, my dear.” Roger laughed. “Never enough to keep you entertained, is there? That will change soon enough.”

Although she’d enjoyed watching them both squirm – much more than she should have – the effect was short-lived. Her mother’s ability to shroud her emotions in a veil of propriety never ceased to amaze Marguerite. She ached for a genuine reaction – a mother’s honest concern, a shared moment of laughter, even anger. Any of it would fill the empty space in her heart.

The conversation effectively dismissed, Camille and Roger began to discuss the unseasonably warm weather.

Marguerite released a long sigh. She would share no more about the day. Roger would not hear about the thrill that had surged through her on the water. She would keep the yearning to repeat the experience a secret. Her secret. Roger would call it a childish whim, and her mother would be mortified at the thought. Neither of them cared about what made her happy, so neither deserved to know the desires of her heart.

Fresh pain seared her. Perhaps it was better that her mother didn’t believe her, because that way she wouldn’t question her comings and goings. Besides, keeping the truth hidden was the Westing family motto, and no one did it better than her mother. Whenever anything occurred that her mother thought might tarnish the Westing image, no matter how insignificant, she was quick to admonish Marguerite and her siblings to keep the event a secret. It simply wouldn’t do for Camille Westing to be seen in an unflattering light.

The sound of laughter from the entryway drew Marguerite’s attention. She spotted Trip Andrews and his crew entering the dining room. Harry appeared to tease Trip and then rough up his sun-kissed sandy brown hair. Trip caught her gaze and gave her a broad, dimpled grin. Quickly she averted her eyes. The last thing she needed right now was for Trip to saunter to their table and greet her.

The waiter arrived and Roger ordered for all three of them. Fried beefsteak, mashed potatoes drenched in white gravy, and egg custard. Colorless. Bland. Ordinary.

She moaned inwardly.

Lord, I can’t live in his mashed potato world. I need my tubers scalloped and diced and baked and fried and different every time. I need excitement and change as much as I need air. I know what I’m planning is deceptive, but You understand. After all, You made me this way. Right?
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Hurrying around the corner of the tent, Marguerite nearly toppled Alice into her washtub. She grabbed the cook’s ample arm and steadied her.

“Alice, I’m so sorry. I wasn’t looking where I was going. I’m afraid my mind was on my own affairs.”

“Ain’t it always?” Alice chuckled and rubbed a bar of lye soap on a jelly stain on one of Edward’s cotton shirts. She briskly scrubbed it between her sausage-shaped fingers. “Where’s my Lilly?”

“I-Isaiah took her to town for some things I needed.”

“I see.”

How did Alice always make Marguerite feel transparent? Unlike her own mother, Lilly’s mother wasn’t condemning, just mildly omniscient. She had been with the Westings for years, and she had practically raised Marguerite alongside Lilly. Little that happened went unnoticed by the housekeeper and cook. And she seemed to have a keen sense about anything related to Marguerite.

Alice glanced at Marguerite and held her gaze.

Marguerite tried not to flinch. Stay calm. Look her in the eye.

“Hmmm. It might’ve been nice to know you sent Lilly off on your errands since it’s wash day.” Alice dropped another shirt into the cloudy water.

“I’m sorry. She should be back soon. I could help if you like.”

The heavyset woman laughed. “Your mama would sure like that. Can you picture her face if she found you up to your elbows in wash water?”

They both smiled. “I really wouldn’t mind,” Marguerite said.

“I know you wouldn’t, missy.” She eyed Marguerite from head to toe again. “You been carrying your parasol?”

Marguerite touched her pink cheeks. “I forgot it this morning.”

“The pink looks good on you. Gives you some color.” She swished the shirts with the wash stick and displayed a gaptoothed smile. “I suppose my Lilly can use a break now and then. Every girl needs a little fun.”

“I believe my mother would disagree.”

“Probably, but that’s never stopped you before.”

Marguerite started to walk away. Her heart stopped when Alice called out to her.

“And missy, you be careful with whatever you’re planning, you understand?”
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 Marguerite felt exposed.

Made of soft, light-blue striped serge, the bathing suit hugged her waist and then flared out with a bouncy skirt that barely brushed her knees. She adjusted the wide sailor collar, running her fingers along the white braided edge. She took a second look in the long mirror her mother had insisted on bringing to the lake. The trim on the capped sleeves matched that on the collar. The pantaloons beneath exposed her stocking-clad calves and ankles much more than any of her cycling costumes did.

Her mother would probably call it scandalous, but Marguerite preferred to think of it as daring, bold, fun.

She slipped into her shoes just as Lilly arrived.

“What do you think?” Marguerite spun to show off the attire.

“It’s a fine costume.”

She tugged on the skirt. “I wish you could join me. You swim much better than I.”

“You hardly swim at all.”

“I’m not that bad.” Marguerite paused. “On second thought, maybe you should come along just to keep me afloat.”

“I don’t think your mother would approve.” Lilly picked up Marguerite’s discarded dress and folded it. “Just remember what I taught you when we were kids.”

Marguerite recalled the afternoons Alice had taken both girls to a pond outside of town and let them swim in their chemises and drawers. Lilly dove and swam like a mermaid, while Marguerite found it a struggle just to dog-paddle across the pond.

“How’d you convince your mother to let you go?”

“I didn’t.” Marguerite scooped up her overdress and slipped her arms into the sleeves. “It was Mark. He needs someone to watch him, and you know she can’t tell him no. I, on the other hand . . .”

Lilly snickered. “So are you going to talk to him about your plan? What if he doesn’t want to learn?”

“What twelve-year-old boy would turn down the chance to learn to sail?”

Lilly handed her the wrapped bundle of items she’d secured in town. “Better give him this stuff to stow. I still can’t believe you made me part of this.”

“It’s the only way.” Marguerite accepted the parcel filled with new boots for each of them and a new sailing cap for Mark.

“That’s what you keep saying. Now, when you get to that lake, you need to work on your stroke, ’cause I doubt it would do for a sailor to not know how to swim.”

Marguerite’s nerves tingled. If a sailor had to know how to swim, she was in trouble, and even if she did practice today, one day at the lake couldn’t remedy her inability. Maybe she should reconsider.

I need to stop fretting. If I fall in the water, surely I know enough to stay afloat. After all, how hard can it be if I’m not wearing all those petticoats?
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The lacy fan in her manicured hand did little to disperse the humid Midwest air, but Camille Westing refused to look bothered by it. Instead she sipped the lemonade Alice had prepared for her, keeping her eye trained on the path leading to their camp.

Their camp. She recalled the day of their arrival when Mark announced he wanted to call it “Camp Dew Drop Inn.” Sweet Mark didn’t grasp why a name like that would appear to be an open invitation to every ne’er-do-well on the lake. No, she’d explained, if they had to summer amid the bugs, they should at least have a proper-sounding name. Always the most creative of her children, Marguerite suggested “Camp Andromeda,” and Camille admitted it sounded quite regal. By the next day, Marguerite had arranged for Isaiah to carve a sign for them, and it was now mounted on a post at their camp’s entrance.

Camille glanced at her surroundings and sighed. Besides the four tents, only the new set of Heywood Brothers rattan furniture she’d insisted on bringing spoke of any culture. Two chaise lounges, a settee, and four chairs with a matching table were arranged in the center of their camp on which to dine, relax, and of course entertain. All the serpentine, rolled-back pieces sported beadwork and curlicues. She’d ordered the pricey rattan months ago for their sunporch back home. The fortuitous purchase made life here bearable. If the wicker furniture suffered because of the elements, then so be it. When the time came for Roger Gordon’s mother to join them one evening, all would be in perfect order.

Camille ran her hand along the solid surface of the rolltop travel desk sitting on the wicker table before her. The desk, perfect for use on her train trips to visit her sister, had been a gift from Edward last Christmas. Now, as she sat waiting for her husband to return home, she rolled the top of the desk up, revealing the stoppered inkwells. She unlocked the hidden storage drawer beneath the angled writing surface and withdrew the letter she’d placed there.

The handwriting on the envelope, full of lovely flourishes, echoed the fine breeding of the author – Mrs. Richard Gordon, Roger’s mother. Camille traced the lettering with her finger. No one would ever question her parenting skills once Marguerite wedded Roger. No one.

With careful precision, she set the envelope in the upper left corner. Reaching into the drawer again, she withdrew a piece of fine linen stationery. Then, after checking the nib, she dipped her Warren quill pen in the inkwell, ready to write an overdue thank-you for last month’s ladies’ tea to the woman who would become Marguerite’s mother-in-law. At least, she would if Camille had anything to do with it.

The corners of Camille’s lips lifted. If the look of adoration in Roger’s eyes was any indication, even Marguerite couldn’t stop this now.

Just as she wrote “sincerely yours” at the letter’s close, Edward appeared at the edge of the camp. She blotted the letter and folded it before he drew close enough to kiss her cheek.

“I see my gift has come in handy.”

“Did you have this summer at the lake planned in December?” She rolled the desk’s drawer down. “Is that why you gave it to me?”

He chuckled. “No, sweetheart. I just saw the travel desk and thought of you. A beautiful woman should surround herself with beautiful things.”

Her cheeks heated. “How was your day?”

Edward sat down on the settee. “The prospectus for the new streetcar company is coming together. I should be able to go over it with Roger later.”

Alice ambled to the table with a glass of lemonade for Edward. He took a long swig. “Alice, you always know just what I need. Thank you.”

“Mr. Westing, you tryin’ to get yourself an extra slice of pie by flatterin’ me?”

“I’m certainly hoping. Is it working?” He grinned and raised his eyebrows.

“Humph. We’ll just have to see.” She waddled off.

“You’re as bad as Marguerite. Treating the help like they’re friends.”

“We’ve lived in the same house with her for almost twenty years. I think she deserves a kind word every now and then.”

Camille picked up the fan and waved it before her flushed cheeks. “There’s something of greater importance I wish to discuss with you.”

“Oh? Has something happened?”

“Only what you have allowed to happen.” She stilled the fan and met her husband’s curious gaze. “Do the words ‘Marguerite’ and ‘sailing’ ring any bells?”

His lips curled. “I take it she told you about our adventure.” 

“What were you thinking? Don’t you realize how difficult it is to negotiate a suitable match for her already? When Roger learned of her adventure, he was appalled.”

He took another sip of the lemonade. “Then perhaps Roger isn’t the one for our daughter.”

“Nonsense. He is quite smitten with her and will provide for her admirably.”

“Camille, the decision is ultimately Marguerite’s, just as marrying me was yours.”

Edward’s wink sent a familiar thrill through her. How well she remembered their courting days, and not once had she regretted her decision to marry the man beside her. “Has it become warmer, or is it just me?” She fanned her heated cheeks. “The fact remains that you are making my job much more difficult than it need be.”

“Your job?”

So they’d come to this place again – their greatest source of disagreement. Why did Edward always have to force her to be the strict parent? Didn’t he see that Marguerite played them against one another?

“I’m her mother, Edward, and I truly want what’s best for her. She’s only a girl. She can’t possibly know what is best for her, but as her parents we are supposed to know.”

He rubbed his hand over his bearded chin. “You’re probably right.”

“That shouldn’t surprise you.” She smiled and inclined her head in his direction. “And if you continue to indulge her unorthodox tendencies, Roger may begin to see her as unmanageable.”

“If he thinks he can manage Marguerite, he is in for a surprise.” He crossed his arms over his chest, making no attempt to hide his delight in that fact.

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about.” She frowned. “We need to take her in hand.”

Leaning forward, he clasped her hand in his. Drinking in the softness in his eyes, she felt her heart warm. This charismatic charmer had been her undoing from the start.

“Camille, dear, she doesn’t love him.”

She cupped his cheek, feeling the bristly whiskers on her sensitive hand. “Once Marguerite discovers the truth about Roger – how he can give her so many things and make her feel secure – she’ll be as happy in her marriage as I am in mine.”

“And as I am in mine.” His eyes sparkled, and he winked again.

“That won’t get you out of this. Why did you let her go sailing, of all things?”

“Her heart was so set on it.”

“And of course you couldn’t tell her no.”

“I didn’t feel I needed to.” He brought the back of her hand to his lips. “It was simply a boat trip around the lake.”

“Edward, please try to understand. It’s imperative that Marguerite present herself as a suitable wife.”

He released a long breath. “All right, my dear, I admit it’s difficult for me to disappoint her. Can you fault me if I like to make the women in my life happy?”

“I suppose that’s true. So unless you want her to be an old maid, in the future perhaps you should defer to me in matters concerning Marguerite.”

Lifting her fingers to his lips, he kissed them. “I place her in your capable hands, darling. Will you forgive me?”

“I’ll think about it.”

He placed another kiss in her palm. “Then perhaps you’ll allow me to persuade you.”
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Wearing his red Union-style bathing suit, Mark dove off the stern of the sunken steamer and resurfaced seconds later. Marguerite watched from her spot in the sand, trying to decide how to best approach the topic of Mark taking sailing lessons.

Somehow she had to make her brother believe he’d come up with the idea on his own. If he thought she wanted him to do it, he’d never willingly participate. And while she had a sufficient pile of blackmail material for everyday use, she didn’t have enough to persuade him that far.

“Come on in the water, Marguerite,” Mark called. “You can’t learn to swim on the beach.”

She glanced at the cool water and pressed her hands to her sun-warmed cheeks. Mark jogged toward her, and at the last second he bent and sent a shower of water in her direction.

Marguerite sputtered and wiped the water from her eyes. “Mark! Why did you do that?”

“Now you’re already wet, so you don’t have no excuse not to come in.”

“Any excuse,” she corrected. As she stepped toward him, the water seeped through her wool stockings and her legs instantly felt weighted. Mark, possibly sensing her intention, moved farther into the lake. The desire to retaliate ran deep, and she moved farther into the water until it reached her waist.

“Well, well, well, what are you going to do now, sis?” Mark darted around her.

“You know exactly what I plan to do.” She lunged at him and water flew in the air.

Mark easily sidestepped the barrage. “You were saying?”

“Mark Westing, so help me – ”

He made a perfect surface dive. Suddenly something gripped her ankle. She screamed.

Mark popped up in front of her, laughing. “Gotcha!”

“I’m going to ring your scrawny little neck, Mark Westing!” 

Half an hour later, they sat side by side on the beach, sopping wet. She still hadn’t managed to douse him, but she had been thoroughly initiated into Lake Manawa.

“Isn’t this place grand?” Mark lay back in the sand and stretched his arms above his head.

Marguerite, arms wrapped around her knees, saw an opening. “And there’s so much to do.”

“And explore.”

Perfect. Just the direction she wanted him to go. “What would you like to explore?”

“Caves. Think there are any caves around here?”

“There aren’t a lot of caves in Iowa, Mark. What else?”

“Indian trails. There are lots of those. I already found two arrowheads. Do you want to see them? One was little but the other was a big one. Isaiah said it might have even been a spearhead. I’ll show them to you when we get back.”

She smiled. “I’d like that. Is there anything else you’d like to do while you’re here at the lake?”

“Not really.”

Marguerite hit her head against her knees. Didn’t Mark see the whole exciting world stretched before him? She needed a new approach.

“Mark, did I tell you what I was able to do this morning?”

“What?” He stood and skipped a stone across the water. It bounced – once, twice, three times – before sinking into the lake.

“Daddy took me sailing on the Argo.”

He whirled to face her. “Why you? Why not me?”

She shrugged. “Maybe you’re not old enough to sail.”

“I am too. I could sail if I wanted to.”

She sucked in the sides of her cheeks to keep from grinning. Like taking candy from a baby. “I don’t know about that. They don’t usually let boys take sailing lessons.”

“I’m hardly a boy. I’m almost thirteen.”

“You’ll be thirteen in eight months.” She paused, seeing him fidget beside her. “So you really want to learn to sail?”

“Yeah.” He stood and brushed the sand from his behind. “I do.”

“So, when are you going to ask Daddy?”

“Me?” His voice cracked. “I was thinking maybe you’d ask him for me, seeing as how you know all about sailing now, that is.”

Marguerite swallowed a giggle and stood up. “I guess I do know what it’s like to be told I can’t do something. I suppose I could try to talk to Daddy for you. I could tell him how responsible you’re becoming.”

“And what a good swimmer I am.”

“Yes, that too.” She gathered her overdress and shoes. “But only if you’re certain it’s what you want to do.”

“Absolutely.” He crossed his arms over his puffed-out chest. “Captain Mark Westing. It has a ring to it, doesn’t it? This is my best adventure idea yet.”

She tipped her head back and laughed. “Sure, Mark. Whatever you say.”
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