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    Dear Reader, 
 
    I’m very sorry to say that as I was preparing this manuscript for publication, I ran into some unforeseen circumstances that kept me from completing it on time. My son’s health has always been delicate, and he has struggled with some new issues that have taken up a large amount of my time. I apologize from the bottom of my heart.  
 
    I would like to encourage you to do the following. 
 
    
    	 Go into your Kindle dashboard and return this book within seven days. Your money will be refunded to you.  
 
    	 Email me at ameliaadamsauthor@gmail.com and let me know that you received this file. I will send you the full and complete book at no charge to you, and I will also send you one of any other book from my backlist as a thank you.  
 
    	 Please feel free to read the rest of this file—well, before you return it, that is—which contains the first portion of the story, to whet your appetite for the remainder, which will be sent you. 
 
   
 
    Thank you so much for your patience and understanding.  
 
    Amelia Adams 
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    Chapter One 
 
    Silver City, Idaho 
 
    1887 
 
      
 
    Josephine Sinclair had never heard her mother scream. It was considered unladylike, and if there was anything Rosemary Sinclair prided herself on, it was being a lady. So when Jo heard shrieking clear from her upstairs bedroom, she rose from her desk and ran downstairs, all but skidding to a stop outside her father’s study door. Eavesdropping was also unladylike, but Jo had to know what was going on before she burst in—bursting being almost as bad as screaming and eavesdropping. 
 
    “I can’t believe it. I just simply can’t believe that you would endanger the well-being of your family in such a . . . such a reckless, disgraceful way. You . . . you fool!” 
 
    Jo winced as she heard something shatter. Had her mother thrown a vase? Of course not. Rosemary Sinclair would never throw a vase. Then what really was going on? 
 
    “Darling, I’ve explained it a thousand times, and I’ll explain it again,” her father said, his mellow voice a stark contrast to his wife’s high-pitched harping. “I thought it was a good opportunity to invest, and everyone I spoke to about it felt the same way. I didn’t rush into this decision by any means, and the fact that it didn’t work out . . . well, that’s how investing works sometimes. We’ll make it back eventually, I promise.” 
 
    “You promise? And eventually? Gerald, your daughter is of marrying age. She should be out in society, attending plays and lectures and concerts, meeting the right sorts of people. I’ve planned to send her to New York for months—you know that. How can she possibly be expected to make a good match if she never interacts with her peers? There’s no one suitable here—I’ve already looked into it—and so she simply must travel. How is she to do that if you’ve lost all our money?” 
 
    Jo eased back a step and pressed herself into the corner by the staircase. Her father had lost all their money? What did that even mean—just their savings, or their day-to-day living expense money too?  
 
    “Josephine will be respected wherever she goes, my dear, and she’ll have no problem attracting male companionship.”  
 
    He must have thought he sounded soothing, but his words had the opposite effect.  
 
    “It’s not about her, Gerald. Of course she’ll attract male companionship. But what sort of males will she attract? Isn’t that the real question? We’re not going to allow her to run off with the first man who comes knocking. He must have breeding, education, common sense, and it would be helpful if he had more than two nickels to rub together.” 
 
    “There are men of that sort in Utah.” 
 
    “Utah?” Rosemary’s voice reached a new dimension. “Gerald Sinclair, please correct yourself this instant. We are not moving to Utah.” 
 
    “I’ve been approached by the railroad, and they’ve offered me a position. This will give us the money we need to get back on our feet. It’s a tremendous opportunity, my dear.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get back on our feet—that sounds perfectly miserable. I want the kind of lifestyle we’re used to. What our daughter is used to. And as far as Utah goes—Gerald, that place is crawling with Mormons, and I will not have one of those polygamists snatching up our child to be his twelfth wife!” 
 
    “Not many Mormons actually practice polygamy these days, my dear,” Gerald replied. “And I promise, we will not allow any one of them to snatch her up. Unless she wants to be snatched. That would be an entirely different matter.” 
 
    Jo wasn’t at all eager to get snatched by anyone, Mormon or not, and she greatly disliked it that her parents were having this conversation without her. However, it seemed that’s what parents did—they had long conversations about their children and decided their futures and probably even named all the grandchildren before such a thing was even in the offing.  
 
    And Utah . . . she’d never even thought about living in Utah. Her father had built a beautiful home here in Silver City due to the successful mines in the area, and it had never occurred to her that they’d ever leave.  
 
    “They’re saying that the mines are starting to dry up,” her father continued. “Wouldn’t it be best for us to relocate before that happens? Find someplace new?” 
 
    Her mother scoffed. “The mines will never dry up, Gerald. Those are rumors being spread by gossipmongers who enjoy creating panic. I think you’re holding the truth of it back from me. Be honest. What’s the real situation?” 
 
    Jo heard her father sigh. He was probably sitting in his favorite chair by the fireplace, a glass of brandy at his elbow. He had one small serving every evening before dinner, and never any more. It was a tradition established by his father amongst the men of the family. 
 
    “Rosemary, we don’t have a choice. The bank is taking our home from us, and the only way we’re going to pull out of this is to move to Utah and take this position.” 
 
    Jo’s heart thudded to her feet. A moment ago, it had sounded like this was just a possibility, something that he was batting around. Now it sounded final, absolute.  
 
    “You’ve spoken to the bank? This has all been arranged and decided? Gerald, just how long have you known about this?” 
 
    “A little over two weeks.” 
 
    “And you haven’t breathed a word about it until now? Did you want to spring this on me with no warning—have I done something to deserve that kind of treatment?” 
 
    “My dear, I didn’t tell you before because I wanted more information. I wanted to know what I should say and what decisions we should make. And of course you’ve done nothing to deserve being treated poorly. I’m sorry if that’s how this all seems to you.” 
 
    “I don’t know how it could seem any other way. If you had respect for me or my feelings, we would have talked about this as soon as you knew.” 
 
    “I never meant to hurt you. I promise that if something of this magnitude ever happens again, I’ll speak with you before I do anything else. Now, there’s one other person we need to tell, and I believe she’s been listening from the hallway for quite some time.” 
 
    Jo squeezed her eyes shut. She hadn’t meant to be discovered.  
 
    “Josephine, come in, please,” he called out. 
 
    She took a deep breath, smoothed down the front of her dress, and attempted to walk into his study like a lady. “Yes, Father?” 
 
    “I imagine you heard the bulk of our conversation?” 
 
    “I did happen to catch a word or two in passing.” 
 
    Her father raised an eyebrow. “In passing, or as you hovered outside the door?” 
 
    “Hovering might be a little more accurate.” She shook her head. “Honestly, Father, how did you know I was there?” 
 
    “The way you came thumping down the staircase, sounding like a herd of elephants, I’d have to be deaf not to know you were there. Haven’t you taken any of your mother’s lectures to heart? Glide, my dear. Not galumph.” His eyes twinkled, and she smiled. He knew how very much she hated her mother’s lectures, and he tried to rescue her from them as often as he could. 
 
    “Exactly so. I’m glad that one of you listens to me.” Rosemary Sinclair stood in front of the fireplace, her maroon satin dress a lovely contrast to her blonde hair. Her father had been wealthy in his own right, running a shipping company out of New Jersey. She had never known what it was like to be without the finer things of life. Again, Jo wondered just what it meant that her father had lost all the money. “All” was so very much. 
 
    “Father, since we all know that I overheard your conversation, may I ask you a question about it?” 
 
    “Of course, kitten.” He patted the small chair next to his, and she took a seat. 
 
    “Just how much money do we have left?” 
 
    He nodded. “That’s a nice, straightforward question. No beating around the bush.” 
 
    “And does it come with a nice, straightforward answer?” She peered into his face, wishing she could read the emotions she saw reflected there. 
 
    “The truth, kitten, is that we have two hundred dollars remaining, and no more. That will get us relocated, into a new home, and put food on the table for a bit. By then, I’ll be well established at the railroad and will have regular paychecks. There’s no reason to feel that we’ll be cast out or destitute.” 
 
    “Two hundred dollars? That’s all we have left in the world?” Rosemary turned toward the window. “And you think we’re not destitute?” 
 
    “It’s enough to buy our daughter a pretty new dress if she needs one,” he rejoined, touching Jo’s nose with the tip of his finger.  
 
    “Father, I have so many dresses, I most likely won’t need a new one until I’m eighty,” Jo replied. “What does this mean for Alice and Robert and Harold?” 
 
    He looked down at the carpet. “The most difficult thing of all is that we’ll need to let them go,” he said slowly. “We could probably retain them and be all right, but I can’t guarantee anything, and we must be conservative with our funds until we see how we level out.” 
 
    Rosemary turned from the window, her gaze like ice. “You risked everything we had, including our home, lost it all, and now you’re telling me that we won’t even be keeping the servants? This is not the kind of life you promised me, Gerald. This is nothing like it at all.” She strode from the room, saying over her shoulder, “I’m going to lie down. I don’t want dinner.” 
 
    Jo waited until she heard the door to her mother’s room close. Then she turned back to her father. “What can I do?” 
 
    “What you have always done—be a comfort to your mother. That, in turn, comforts me.” He placed a hand on her head. “I value your sensibility, my dear. You have not burst into tears or berated me for the loss of your pretty things. Tell me, Josephine—what do you think of all this?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to think,” she answered truthfully. “I don’t know how to live without servants or money—what if I’m quite terrible at it?” 
 
    He laughed. “I doubt you could be.” 
 
    “But what does it mean? Learning to cook, clean, sew—those sorts of things?” 
 
    “I’m afraid so. I’m also afraid that I did you a grave injustice by not insisting that you be schooled in those things as a matter of course. It seems only reasonable now, but at the time, it was more fashionable for young ladies to learn French and how to paint and to sew flowers on pillows. Tell me, my dear—have you ever used one of the pillows you so painstakingly stitched?” 
 
    “No, because they’re utterly impractical. If you try to sit on them, they’re in the way, and if you try to lie on them, you get the outline of a flower or a word on your cheek. What good is it to have a pillow you can’t use?” 
 
    “I’ve often asked myself the same thing.” Gerald smiled, but then grew serious again. “My dear, I’m worried about your mother. She will be unsuited to this new life, at least to begin with. Will you help ease her way through? She listens to you when she will not listen to me. And that is the injustice I have done her—I never spoke to her when she was willing to listen, and now that I need her understanding, she has moved past hearing.” 
 
    Jo had never heard her father speak so candidly about her mother before, and for a moment, she wondered if it was appropriate for a daughter to know such things. Then she patted his hand. “Of course I’ll do whatever I can, Father. And perhaps I won’t be terrible at housekeeping—someone who loves bread as much as I do should be good at making it, don’t you think?” 
 
    He laughed and patted her hand in return. “I hope so, kitten. If it keeps us all from starving, I certainly hope so.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Considering that there were just over two thousand people in Silver City, it wasn’t surprising that the news of her father’s bad luck spread like wildfire. Jo had to endure the condolences and well-wishes of everyone she knew, and in some cases, their condescension. The family was respected, but in some circles, not necessarily liked, and Jo overheard two particularly opinionated ladies sharing their thoughts that perhaps this was a comeuppance that was long overdue. She was quite tempted to deliver a punch in the nose that was also long overdue, but decided that probably wouldn’t be ladylike. 
 
    When church ended on Sunday, she was more than eager to escape the confining, although beautiful, walls of St. Andrews and walk home. She pulled in a deep breath as she stepped into the sunshine, trying to chase the gloom and doom from her mind. 
 
    “Jo! Jo, wait!” 
 
    She turned to see Moriah Jensen chasing after her, hand on her hat so it wouldn’t blow away. Moriah was one of her dearest friends. They’d attended some classes together and often saw each other at regional social events, and from time to time, she’d ride along with her father when he had business in Moriah’s hometown of Oreana and they’d visit for the whole afternoon. She chuckled and waited for Moriah to catch up. 
 
    “Mother says that running down the street is a sin to be avoided at all costs, even including times when you’re being chased by a murderer or a bear,” Jo told her friend. 
 
    “Your mother might not approve of running, but I think you added on that bit about the murderer and bear yourself.” Moriah adjusted the hat ribbons under her chin. “At any rate, I’m not running now. How are you doing? Is everyone driving you crazy?” 
 
    “Quite. Half the town is shocked that we’re going to be doing our own laundry, and the other half is elated. It’s funny in a way—I never stopped to think about how we were regarded in this community until this week. It seems that not everyone has been entirely honest with their feelings.” 
 
    Moriah tucked her arm through Jo’s as they approached the Sinclair home. “They say that money brings out different sides of people, and that includes their reactions to other people’s money. Maybe someday we as a society will get past all that, but for now, I’m afraid that’s just how it is.” 
 
    “My biggest consolation right now is that no one in Utah knows who we are, so we can start fresh without people whispering behind our backs about how rich we used to be and what a shame it is.” Jo blinked and turned to her friend. “You’re a welcome surprise. What brings you to Silver City today?” 
 
    “Father needed to talk to Mr. Higgins about something—I don’t even know what. As soon as he said he was coming out this way, I begged to ride along. I hope you don’t mind if I sit in your parlor and eat all your biscuits and demand to be entertained for at least a couple of hours.” 
 
    “I’d be more offended if you didn’t.” 
 
    *** 
 
    “I just don’t know why any one person needs so many dresses, but Mother says that a young woman of high breeding should never be forced to wear the same thing in public twice.” Jo stood in front of her wardrobe, contemplating all her gowns. “It’s always been a struggle to fit them in here, but now that I think about it, I’m grateful to have them. I’d much rather wear these over and over again than to ask for anything new for quite some time—Father is so worried about our finances.” 
 
    Moriah nodded from where she sat on the edge of Jo’s bed. “I know that you and your mother have never seen eye to eye on the subject of clothing, but I’m glad that you have a good supply. Perhaps she was being wise after all.” 
 
    “I believe it’s more like a happy coincidence that I ended up needing them.” Jo plopped herself on the other side of the bed, plopping most definitely not being considered ladylike. “Mother hasn’t left her room in three days except to tiptoe around, dealing with necessary things, and vanishing again as soon as possible. I’ve tried speaking to her, but she keeps her door locked and won’t let me in.” 
 
    “Chocolate cake,” Moriah suggested. “I’ve never known anyone who could keep their bedroom door shut in the face of chocolate cake.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea. I’ll give that a try.” Jo played with a thread that was trying to work its way loose from her cuff. “Have you ever been to Utah?” 
 
    “I have, briefly, and it seems to look quite a lot like here, although it does have its desert areas too.” Moriah put her hand on Jo’s arm. “You’re more nervous than you’re letting on, aren’t you?” 
 
    Jo nodded. “I’ve been trying to be strong for Father and encouraging for Mother and cheerful for everyone else, but yes, I’m nervous. Starting over will be good for us, and yet . . . leaving so much behind is going to be difficult.” She paused and chuckled. “Of course, some of the snide comments I’ve heard are making it a little easier to go.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s a reason to be grateful for them, then.” Moriah gave her arm a squeeze and then let go. “Promise me that you’ll write often and tell me how you’re getting along. You can still afford to send letters, can’t you?” 
 
    Jo shook her head at her friend’s gentle teasing. “Of course I can afford to send letters, and yes, I’ll write. I imagine I’d go crazy if I didn’t. You know how I need to write out my feelings every chance I get.”  
 
    “And you know how much I enjoy reading about them. You are quite an entertaining storyteller—much better than any novel I’ve read.” 
 
    Jo blushed. “That’s a bit of praise I don’t deserve.” 
 
    “Well, you also don’t know what sorts of novels I’ve been reading lately.” Moriah stood up and gave Jo a hug. “Father asked me to meet him back at St. Andrews, and so I’d better go. Take care of yourself, Jo, and please write as often as you can. I’ll miss you.” 
 
    “And I’ll miss you.” Jo tried to ignore the aching in her heart as she walked with her friend to the front door and let her out. She hoped and prayed she’d find friends soon in Utah—being alone was a cold prospect indeed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Del Prescott, as I live and breathe. Whatever brings you to my part of town?” 
 
    Del turned and swept his hat off his head. “Miss Georgia, a pleasure as always. I’m just here conducting some business.” 
 
    She leaned against the pillar that held up the awning over the general store. “I rather hoped you’d come to see me.” 
 
    A wave of irritation swept over him, but he pushed it back. “No, I’m sorry to say. I don’t find myself in need of a ladies’ hat this afternoon.” 
 
    “Now, Del, you know you don’t need to buy a hat when you come to my shop. We could sit and visit. I’d enjoy that quite a lot.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind. For now, I’m afraid I really must go. Have a good day.” He gave her a slight bow and continued down the street, breathing a sigh of relief.  
 
    He passed a man and his wife and a young woman who appeared to be their daughter, a striking blonde in a blue satin dress. He couldn’t help but catch a bit of their conversation.  
 
    “You see, my dear? A new courthouse, a new theater—Ogden has much more to offer us than Silver City ever did.” 
 
    Del glanced at the family over his shoulder as they continued their walk. Silver City? The rich mining district up in Idaho? They certainly looked wealthy, and Del immediately dismissed them in his mind. The girl was pretty enough, but he didn’t want anything to do with an uppity society doll who couldn’t string two sentences together and had apoplexy if she couldn’t find a parasol to match her gown.  
 
    He’d been down that road before and hadn’t found it to his liking.  
 
    Lost in thought, he made his way toward the banks of the Weber River and didn’t realize he was on the boardwalk leading to the train station until he heard his boots clomping on the slats. He chuckled to himself. He’d taken this route so many times, apparently his feet could bring him here without any input from his brain. Many of the locals complained about the quarter-mile boardwalk necessary to access the train station, but he’d rather walk on it than slosh through the swamp, and it was an honor to have a railroad hub right there in Ogden. The railroad was changing the face of Utah and of the entire west.  
 
    “Mr. Prescott, a pleasure as always.” Mr. Hannigan, the station manager, greeted him with a smile. “Your lumber shipment came in right on time and is just waiting for your wagon.” 
 
    “That’s good. I’m sorry to say that my wagon has a crackled axle and I’m getting it repaired, although it might not be until tomorrow. I tried to rent another wagon, but there weren’t any to be had.” 
 
    “That’s fine, that’s fine. We’ll throw a tarp over it if need be.” Mr. Hannigan paused. “I should tell you, though, that should you come tomorrow, I won’t be here. I’m being replaced.” 
 
    “Replaced? Whatever for?” 
 
    Mr. Hannigan chuckled. “Well, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I’m not as young as I once was. Getting up and down and around this place is becoming more difficult every day, and I decided it was time I passed the job onto someone with a little more vinegar in them.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Hannigan. You’ve certainly always done a good job by me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Prescott. That’s a mighty nice thing to hear.” Mr. Hannigan gave a short nod. “I’ve heard some good things about the new fellow.”  
 
    “I’ll keep my eye out for him. Thank you, Mr. Hannigan, and I’ll be back as soon as my wagon’s ready.” 
 
    Del thought about that as he walked back to town proper. He supposed every man got old and had to turn his livelihood over to someone else, but it sure seemed a depressing prospect. Work made Del feel alive. Without it, he wouldn’t know who he was. Perhaps that was part of getting older—putting aside the things you’d always counted on and learning to count on other things. He wished Mr. Hannigan well.  
 
    *** 
 
    The Sinclairs’ new home was nothing like their old one had been. It was the difference between a small mansion and a large cottage, and Jo pulled in a deep breath. They could do this. There was a spacious parlor, a nice bedroom for her with a dormer window, and a beautiful flower and herb garden just outside the kitchen door.  
 
    “Just think, Mother. We wouldn’t have wanted anything larger—we can take care of a home this size with hardly any work at all.” Jo forced a bright note into her voice.  
 
    Rosemary stood in the middle of the dining room and turned in a slow circle. “I would never have believed it,” she muttered. “My own husband, reducing me to this.” 
 
    Jo’s heart clenched. She crossed the floor and put her arm around her mother’s shoulders. “We’re going to be happy here. Look at the beautiful neighborhood. And do you hear the birds?” 
 
    Rosemary looked at her like she was crazy. “Josephine, we live on the edge of a swamp. We’re breathing the air kicked out by those horrible, beastly trains. With all the clattering of the wheels on the tracks, I don’t imagine we’ll ever get a moment of rest. How can you be so cheerful about our circumstances?” 
 
    “All right, things aren’t ideal, but I was thinking how nice it is that we’re close to Father’s work. It will only take him a short time to come home every day.” 
 
    Rosemary shook her head. “I can’t continue this conversation with you, Josephine. You seem determined to take your father’s side in everything. I feel as though I’ve lost my daughter.”  
 
    Stunned, Jo took a step back. “No, you haven’t, Mother. I’m just trying to find the good in things so we aren’t utterly miserable.” 
 
    “If utter misery is to be our fate, we’d best accept that and get on with it,” Rosemary retorted. “I for one refuse to skip around chattering away about butterflies and rainbows when our entire lives have been cast into this upheaval. Now if you’ll excuse me, I believe our bedroom furniture has been moved into place. I’m going to find my bed and rest.” 
 
    Jo sank onto the window seat and stared through the glass, only just noticing the movement of people as they passed by. Her mother’s melancholia went deeper than she’d suspected. Did Rosemary really believe that all this was some sort of ploy on her father’s part to punish them or be cruel to them? He had suffered just as surely as they did—why would such thoughts even enter her mother’s mind? 
 
    She sat there until she noticed that the sun had begun to descend in the sky. They’d hired some men to help bring their things down from Silver City—just a few things, as they knew there would be no room for it all. They had the basics, and that was good for a start. Now she needed to be thinking about dinner.  
 
    She walked into the kitchen and noticed the crates of kitchenware sitting here and there. She turned slowly, looking at everything, feeling utterly overwhelmed. She’d asked Alice to teach her some basic cooking skills, and their last week in Idaho had been spent doing just that. Well, that was certainly well and good, but she had no idea where anything was. That could create a bit of a problem.  
 
    “Hello?” She heard her father’s voice call out from the front door. 
 
    “In here, Father. Just trying to find . . . well, anything, really.” 
 
    Gerald entered the kitchen looked around with a bemused expression on his face. “You seem to have yourself a bit of a mystery here.” 
 
    “I do. We need some dinner, and I know we had a crate with some flour and a few other things, but I certainly don’t know which one it is.” 
 
    “I believe I can put your mind at ease regarding dinner, my dear. I just met a very nice lady outside who tells me she’s our neighbor, and she would love to bring us over some bread and soup in about twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be wonderful. That gives me until tomorrow to sort through all this.” Jo flapped her hand at the stacks. “With any luck, you’ll have some breakfast before you head out for your first day.” 
 
    “All I really need is some coffee,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, and so I need to be able to find the coffee pot and the coffee tin.” Jo passed a hand over her eyes. “Mother has shut herself away again. I tried talking to her, but she seems to believe that this is all a conspiracy designed for her destruction.” 
 
    “I’ve tried talking to her too, but considering that I’m the instrument of that conspiracy, I’m less than desirable right now.” He paused. “Let me change out of my suit, and I’ll help you go through these boxes.” 
 
    “Do you even own clothing that’s not a suit?” Jo asked, teasing. 
 
    “I have some plain trousers around here somewhere. Of course, if they’re in a crate, it might be some time before they’re found.” He gave her a wink, then headed up the stairs. 
 
    Jo was grateful that he was doing what he could to maintain a positive demeanor through this whole thing. He’d taken quite a blow when the news came, both professionally and personally, and if anyone had a reason to lock themselves away in a room, it was him. She hadn’t realized how very much she counted on his stability until it was threatened, but he’d remained strong. 
 
    Now it was up to her to do the same thing. 
 
    She turned back to the crates. “All right, coffee pot. Where have you gone?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    When Jo heard a tap on the door a short time later, she set down the small crowbar she was using to open crates and wiped her hands on the dishtowel she’d found. She was quite sure that she looked like a complete mess, but there was nothing to be done about that.  
 
    She opened the door to find a plump middle-aged woman standing on the porch, a large basket over her arm. “Hello there! You must be Josephine. I met your father a little bit ago, and he tells me you’re moving in. I’m Mrs. Tate. Gertrude Tate. Although you can call me Gertie.” 
 
    Jo smiled. “I’m very glad to meet you, Gertie. Yes, I’m Josephine, although you can call me Jo. Won’t you come in?” 
 
    She led the way into the kitchen and motioned to the chaos. “I’m sorry about all this. I’m trying to set things to rights, but they just won’t be set.” 
 
    Gertie laughed. “A very familiar problem. My husband and I moved here from Salt Lake City about three years ago, and I felt surrounded by crates for months. Let me see if I can give you a hand.” She set the basket down in the corner, picked up the crowbar, and began popping lids off crates faster than Jo had imagined she could.  
 
    “What in particular were you looking for?” Gertie asked. 
 
    “The coffee pot and the coffee,” Jo replied. 
 
    “Hmm. Well, this looks like knives and other sharp objects. I won’t be sticking my hands in there all willy-nilly,” Gertie said with another laugh. “Let’s take everything out and set it on the table. I see that you have your cupboards in place—we can put things away when we know where they go.” 
 
    They worked side by side for a moment, taking the empty crates and stacking them on the porch.  
 
    “Oh, there’s the coffee pot!” Jo exclaimed as they unearthed a crate at the very bottom. “It would be the one clear down there, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “That’s how it always is. The thing you need is never on top.” Gertie gave her a smile. “Now, in that basket is some soup, bread and jam, and a pie. I suggest you eat it soon or the soup will be cold, and I haven’t seen a pot here yet for rewarming.” 
 
    Jo chuckled. “The pots are probably on the bottom too. I should start there.” 
 
    “But if you start there, you’ll find it on the top.” Gertie sighed and shook her head. “Don’t force yourself to get this all put together on your very first day. If you work too hard, you’ll only get sick, and that won’t do anyone any good. In fact, you should come to the dance tonight.”  
 
    That was such a quick change of subject, Jo blinked. “There’s a dance?” 
 
    “There is. It’s just being held in a barn, but it’s a new barn, so it doesn’t smell like cows yet, and it should be a fun time.” Gertie looked at her curiously. “Your father tells me you aren’t Mormons.” 
 
    “That’s right. Do . . . do you think that’s going to be a problem?” 
 
    Gertie laughed. She did that frequently, but it was a pleasant sound, and Jo enjoyed hearing it. “We have a fairly wide mixture of different religions here, especially so close to the railroad, with people coming in and out from everywhere. I think you’ll be just fine. That isn’t to say that you won’t encounter a certain amount of prejudice. There are, unfortunately, some who don’t trust nonmembers, but those folks are grumpy in general and you probably wouldn’t want to associate with them anyway.” 
 
    “That’s good to know.” Jo paused and rested her hand on the back of a kitchen chair. “If I went to this dance . . .” 
 
    “You mean you’re unsure? I’d say it’s the best way for you to begin meeting people, making friends, finding beaus … if any of that appeals to you, of course.” 
 
    “At this point, I’m much more interested in making friends than finding beaus, but you’re right. I should come. Where is this not-stinky barn?” 
 
    “You’re in luck. My husband and I are going, and we’ll give you a ride. He plays the fiddle, so he’s invited to every party. Makes us feel quite popular.” 
 
    “I’m sure it does.” Jo grinned. There was something about this woman that just made her feel lighthearted, something she needed. “Thank you for the offer. What time should I be ready?” 
 
    “Eight o’clock, and it’s nearly six now. I hope that’s enough time.” 
 
    “I just hope that’s enough time to find my crate of dresses.” Jo thanked Gertie again and walked her to the door, then rapped on her parents’ door to let them know dinner was on the table. When they didn’t reply, she shrugged, ladled herself a bowl—now that she’d found the ladle—and ate, then headed up to her room, crowbar in hand.  
 
    She was going on a hunt for a dress. 
 
    *** 
 
    It had been far too long since Del had gone to a party of any kind, and he had nearly skipped this one too. But his mother told him he was becoming an old man before his time and he needed to get out more, so he was making the effort. It was a good thing his mother didn’t live right in town or she’d see just how reclusive he really had become. It wasn’t on purpose—he was just busy, and it was hard to carve out time for laughter and chit-chat when he had so much to do.  
 
    Especially when there was no one he really wanted to chit-chat with. 
 
    Margery Kendall gave him a smile as she whirled by in the arms of Edgar Simpson. He’d brought her punch at the last gathering and listened politely as she told him about each and every one of her cats, but he couldn’t imagine enduring that again. Delilah Montgomery had squeezed his arm and told him she was looking for her Samson. And Georgia Kelly . . . He sighed. Georgia wasn’t going to give up on him until he was safely married to someone else, but he couldn’t involve himself in that direction. She wasn’t known for staying focused in her relationships. 
 
    Del picked up a glass of punch and wandered over to the side of the room. The band was doing a nice job of it tonight, and he found himself tapping his toes.  
 
    “You seem in a jovial mood tonight.” Mrs. Liberty Hancock, one of the kindest and yet one of the nosiest women in town, approached him, a smile on her face. “How’s business, Mr. Prescott?” 
 
    “It keeps me out of trouble, Mrs. Hancock—most of the time.” He gave her a bow, then noticed a young woman behind her. “And who is your friend?” 
 
    She turned and gestured. “This is Josephine Sinclair. Josephine, this is Del Prescott, one of our town’s most illustrious businessmen.” 
 
    The girl stepped forward and offered a slight curtsy. Her blue satin gown set off the blonde of her hair, which was quite an enchanting sight, but then she looked up at him and he recognized her from that afternoon on the street. “Miss Sinclair,” he said, fighting back his instant dislike. It wasn’t her fault that her father was rich or that her mother had more than the ordinary number of ostrich feathers in her hat and looked like she had smelled something quite distasteful when she glanced at him. “You mustn’t let Mrs. Hancock’s praise create the wrong impression in your mind. I’m hardly illustrious.” 
 
    “Well, you’re hardly disreputable,” Mrs. Hancock rejoined with a laugh. “I was telling Miss Sinclair what a divine dancer you are, and then I had the idea that instead of telling her, I should let you show her yourself.” 
 
    Del’s gaze flicked over to Miss Sinclair, who stood quite properly with her hands folded in front of her. “And what do you think of that idea, Miss Sinclair?” 
 
    “I enjoy dancing, if my partner enjoys it too,” she replied. 
 
    That was a rather cold response, and Del had no idea what to make of it. “Well, shall we see how we get along together?” He held out his arm. 
 
    “Very well.” She slid her hand into the crook of his elbow, and he led her out into the swirl of dancers. 
 
    Del didn’t know just how divinely he danced, but he did count it as one of his more passable traits, and he guided Miss Sinclair around the room with confidence. He was pleased to see that she kept up with him. “I believe I passed you and your parents on the street this afternoon,” he said. “Have you recently moved here?” 
 
    “Yes, we just arrived.” 
 
    “And how are you liking Ogden so far?” 
 
    “It’s different from what I’m used to. I was raised in Silver City, which is rather mountainous, and Ogden is rather flat.” 
 
    Del found himself unaccountably annoyed. “You did notice the mountains to the east, didn’t you? We don’t live right in them, but we do have them.” 
 
    “Yes, I saw them, and they’re quite nice. I don’t mean to sound critical of your town, Mr. Prescott. I was just commenting on one of the differences.” 
 
    “I apologize as well. I overreacted.” He spun her the other direction. “Is it just yourself and your parents, then?” 
 
    “Yes, the three of us.” 
 
    Gracious. Was speaking to this woman going to be like waiting for honey to drip from a jar? “And what does your father do?” If she managed more than a one-sentence reply, he’d be quite shocked. 
 
    “He works for the railroad.” 
 
    Just as he thought. The girl was incapable of a decent conversation. She was pretty enough to look at, but if he couldn’t even talk to her, he certainly didn’t want to spend the evening dancing with her. The song came to an end, and he had an idea. He escorted her back to the side of the room, gave her a bow, then turned to Mrs. Hancock, who had been watching the two of them with something remarkably like a smirk. “And now I must dazzle and amaze you with my skills, Mrs. Hancock.” 
 
    She simpered as though she was sixteen instead of fifty. “I was hoping you’d ask.” 
 
    He took her up in his arms and twirled out onto the floor. “I’m very glad this band is lively. Nothing’s worse than trying to dance to a funeral dirge.” 
 
    “I agree,” she said, grasping his arm just a bit too tightly. He imagined she was trying to keep up, and he slowed his pace. “Thank you, Mr. Prescott. I’m not as young as I think I am.” 
 
    He laughed. “We’re only as old as we tell ourselves we are.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that can possibly be true. I’ve been telling myself I’m twenty for years now, and that’s getting me nowhere.” She scrutinized him. “And just how old are you? Old enough to run a company—surely you’re old enough to be married.” 
 
    Del shook his head with a smile. “I’m twenty-five, and yes, my mother would agree that it’s high time I found a wife. She’s become so insistent, in fact, that I’ve decided to turn my attention to it just to set her mind at ease. If I’m not successful soon, I’m afraid she’ll come move in with me and oversee my efforts herself.” 
 
    “Would that be such a terrible thing? I’m sure she only wants what’s best for you.” 
 
    “I know she does, and I love her for it, but I want to choose my own wife, not to have one chosen for me.” 
 
    “Oh, dear.” Mrs. Hancock looked abashed. “I must have offended you horribly just now by introducing you to Miss Sinclair. That wasn’t my intention—I just thought you’d enjoy her company. She’s a sweet thing. And so pretty, too.” 
 
    “I wasn’t offended, and she is very pretty.” 
 
    She fixed him with a look. “You chopped off your answer before you said everything that was on your mind. What am I missing?” 
 
    Del laughed. “You’re far too clever for me, Mrs. Hancock. If you were a bit closer to my age, I’d think I’d found my perfect companion.” 
 
    “Well, as long as I keep telling myself I’m twenty . . .” She raised her eyebrow. “You’re distracting me. You were about to tell me what you think of Miss Sinclair.” 
 
    “I don’t object to her at all. I just wish she had something more to say.” 
 
    “Didn’t she speak to you?” 
 
    “Not much, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “I find that rather odd.” Mrs. Hancock nodded over to the corner of the room, where Miss Sinclair sat chatting merrily with two of the other women in attendance. “I would have thought her capable of saying quite a lot.” 
 
    “Hmm. Perhaps she’s just not capable of speaking to me.” Del brought Mrs. Hancock back to the side of the room as the music came to an end. “Thank you for the enjoyable dance.” 
 
    “Any time, young man. Any time.” 
 
    Del grabbed another cup of punch, downed it in a quick series of swallows, then headed outside. It had grown far too stifling in there for his liking.  
 
      
 
    This is the end of this segment. Don’t forget to email me at ameliaadamsauthor@gmail.com to request the remainder of the book for free, and to return this file to Amazon for a refund. Thank you! 
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