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Chapter One

Lida Jones stepped off the passenger car and onto
the crowded platform of the Pine City, Utah, train station.
Narrowly dodging a harried-looking porter as the train whistle
confirmed their arrival, she inhaled deeply.

“Smell that, Pa?” she asked, turning as her father,
Yaromir Jones, helped a well-dressed red-haired woman down from the
train.

“Smells like burning coal and tired people, like all
train stations,” he replied. Lida noticed the redhead eye her
father upon hearing the deep timbre and thick Russian accent from
his tall but otherwise unassuming frame. As her father took his
duffel from a passing porter, the same woman glanced at Lida, who
smiled the way she knew people interpreted as “I won’t bite. I’m
only new here.” She found a smile went a long way in America.

Lida gripped the handle of her suitcase as they
moved across the platform toward the station, a two-story brick
building sitting between them and their latest destination.

“I was referring to the fresh air, Pa.” Lida
followed him through the passersby. Many of the men donned flat
caps or wide-brimmed ones like Lida’s, as well as heavy coats to
keep the crisp spring air at bay. She glanced up at the clear sky.
It seemed so much bigger, at least compared to the choking city
streets of Cincinnati. “We can actually breathe here.”

“You enjoy. Tell me about it when I come up for
air.”

“You won’t be in the mountain every day, Pa.”

He grunted. “I’ll see the inside of the earth more
than that blue,” he countered, pointing skyward.

She laughed. “Where did you say we’re to meet Mr.
Havish?”

Holding the door for her, he said, “At the Canyon
Café.” Inside the station, they wove through a series of benches
where young and middle-aged men in suits sat, most reading
newspapers outdated by a week. Lida briefly caught the headline
next to last Wednesday’s date, May 1, 1935. “Canada Begins
Circulation of Silver Dollar.” Meanwhile, her father fished out a
scrap of paper from the pocket of his worn brown wool coat. Lida
reminded herself to rework the stitching of the bottom button. It
dangled sadly by an old thread. “Yes, Canyon Café. Three
o’clock.”

They made it through the station, both sighing in
relief to be out of the crowd. Outside, Lida found what she
presumed was the main street of Pine City. It looked like all the
other main streets she’d ever visited: a single, roughly paved road
ran between lines of one- and two-story buildings, some brick,
others wood and painted in blues, reds, or greens with gold or
white lettering declaring the purpose.

Puddles of slush from a recent snowfall littered the
street where a mixture of vehicles gathered. Several mule wagons
sat haphazardly in front of a market, while another—brimming with
long beams of lumber—idled near a drugstore. Near them, horses
stood patiently tied to long wooden posts, waiting for their riders
to return. Lida was pleased to see less congestion on this road
than where she and her father had been before. A few cars were
parked on the street, their wheels dirty with old snow, but their
metal sides gleaming. Lida had ridden in a car one time before;
she’d found the experience rather terrifying as she and a friend
had flown down an old lake road in Ohio.

As they crossed the street, stepping up onto the
opposite sidewalk, they paused under a green awning attached to
what looked to be a wagon parts store. Lida set her suitcase down.
It felt good to walk after the long train ride. She stretched,
twisting her torso to ease the crick in her lower back. Doing so
drew the attention of several nearby children. A few of them
stopped their game—something involving hopping around a rock—to
gawk at her.

Lida was used to this. Ever since she was a child,
newly immigrated to America, people looked at her like the children
were now. Their wide, light eyes roved over her. Perhaps they
noticed the similarities in the new strangers: how she shared her
father’s bushy dark hair, which she kept in a braid that ran down
her back. Like her father, she had deep-set, dark brown eyes, with
perpetual shadows that sat beneath them.

Adjusting her coat, she pulled out a handful of
candy from her pocket. One of the kids, a young boy of maybe seven,
looked from the yellow foil-wrapped sweets to her.

She smiled, extending her hand. The boy grinned
before sprinting forward, the cuffs of his shorts as dirty as his
knees. Right before he could snatch the candy up, she pulled back
her hand. “First,” she said, kneeling to meet his gaze, “promise me
you’ll share with everyone.”

The boy glanced over his shoulder to where his
friends all tittered anxiously, watching. “I will.”

“Then here you go.”

Standing, Lida watched as the boy handed out the
treats.

“You will give them cavities,” her father said. He
seemed focused on the glass of a shop window, though, and ran a
comb from his pocket through his thick black hair.

She shook her head, then waved as the children
hollered their thanks and resumed playing. Turning to him, she
said, “Pa, your tie.”

He brushed his mustache and harrumphed. She turned
him around and swiftly redid the disheveled knot.

“You know what to say?” she asked.

Her father nodded. “I already have job. It’s a
formality, this meeting.”

“I know,” she said, remembering the telegram they’d
received a month ago about an opportunity for work in the iron
mines of southwestern Utah. Her father had sent a letter to the
address listed, a mining company owned partly by one Mr. Walter
Havish of Pine City. “Still, we want to make a good impression.”
She hesitated before adding, “We want to show him we’re
reliable.”

Her father’s gaze flickered to the awning flapping
in the breeze. “That’s enough now.” He brushed her hand away from
his tie and stepped back to stare at his reflection once again.
Beside him, Lida fixed a stray piece of hair that refused to stay
behind her ear. She’d always been told they looked alike, though
while Lida possessed his coloring, her wide jaw, heart-shaped face,
and broad cheekbones came from her mother. At five foot seven, she
was several inches shorter than her father, whose towering, nearly
six-foot frame always drew curious eyes. He continued, “They don’t
care if my tie is straight, but they do care if I am on time.”

Lida grimaced. That was what she’d been trying to
tell him. “You’re right, Pa.” Stepping closer, she brushed the
coarse material of his coat near his shoulders, searching for
lingering soot from the train. He pulled out an old pocket watch. A
breeze blew by, and she caught the faint whisp of alcohol on his
breath when he cleared his throat. She frowned, supposing he must
have found a fellow passenger willing to share while she slept last
night. “Here.” She handed him the last lemon drop candy. When he
raised his bushy brows, she placed it in his hand. “For good luck.
Not cavities.”

He gave a reluctant smile. “Come, then.” Together,
they wandered up the main street where a sign pitched fifty yards
ahead on the damp sidewalk read in bold, burgundy letters Canyon
Café, with a finger pointing the way.

Lida took another deep breath. She tried to let the
new, unfamiliar mountain air quell her nerves. On either side of
them, the tall mountains loomed in greeting like the gates of a
great, ancient city. Maybe this time, she thought, things will work
out.


Chapter Two

“One fried chicken with a side of potatoes and
greens.” Hazel slid the plate in front of Jerry Spector, one of the
many regulars at Wednesday’s lunch hour.

“Thank you kindly,” he said, running an eager hand
down his soot-smudged cheeks.

“Gosh, that looks good.” Mike Evans sat across from
Jerry wearing a matching pair of dirty blue overalls over an
undershirt that might’ve been white once upon a time.

“Tastes good, too,” Hazel replied before handing
Mike his own full plate.

“See what you been missin’ working on that land of
yours?” Jerry said through a mouthful of chicken smothered in white
gravy. He leaned back and gestured to the plate of food. “Now that
he’s a miner, he gets the perks. I told him this place has got the
best fried chicken this side of the Rockies.”

“Darn right, Jerry.” Hazel brushed aside a lock of
hair that fell across her eyes as she refilled their water cups.
“Eat up now, boys.”

They thanked her as Hazel collected three plates
from another table, the only thing left on them a few cornbread
crumbs. She glanced over at Mike on her way back to the kitchen and
smiled at his bug-eyed satisfaction as he spooned more potatoes
into his mouth.

“Table two’s clear, Momma,” Hazel said as she passed
from the Old Lodge’s dining room into the kitchen. The warmth of
the room enveloped her as she placed the dishes in a basin already
nearly full with remnants of the busy lunch hour.

“Pass me that rolling pin, will ya, honey?” her
mother, Clara Thompson, asked from behind a cluttered counter in
the middle of the modest-sized room framed by a wood-burning stove,
a perpetually burning fireplace hosting a large cauldron full of
cooking oil, and an imposing cast-iron range where three pies baked
and several pots emitted lazy steam.

Handing over the wooden pin, Hazel did a sweep of
the kitchen, mentally running through how long she had before Hank
Cavill and Stephen Akers at table five would need a refill. Their
routines were predictable, like most days at the Old Lodge. Hazel
knew every customer, knew what each person would order, and how
long they’d stay to talk after. Like the steady hum of conversation
in the dining room, her days were constant, familiar. Every day
nearly the same, save for what kind of pie her mother had
baked.

“Give those birds a turn, Hazel, honey.”

“Yes, Momma.” Standing before the blazing fireplace,
Hazel squinted into the bright flames. The seasoned fat inside the
cavernous black cauldron crackled. With practiced ease, Hazel
turned the spit where two pairs of chicken breasts and four wings
spun inside the hot liquid.

“That boy out there, Mike Evans,” she said, tossing
a glance back through the doorway into the open floor of the Lodge.
“He can’t be more than sixteen.”

“Mike is fifteen. I remember. Born nearly one year
after your brother.”

Hazel frowned at the image of her brother Nicholas
forced to don coveralls and a mining helmet like Mike. The image
made her shiver. “He’s not old enough, Momma.”

“Old enough to work,” her mother replied, her strong
hands rolling out a new piecrust like Hazel had seen her do
thousands of times.

“But in the mine? That’s no place for a boy that
young.”

Her mother made a noise like a grunt. “Ain’t nowhere
else for him to go, honey. Bank took half his family’s land.”

Hazel sighed, turning back to watch her mother work.
The apron she wore over the lavender-checked dress was tight on her
sturdy frame and was covered in flour and plum preserves. The
cross-stitching of primrose near the top was Hazel’s touch. It
matched the pattern on her own apron tied around a dress similar to
her mother’s, only a soft periwinkle blue instead. Her mother
shifted her weight in her low-heeled clogs, making Hazel’s ankles
seem to remember how tired they were in a matching, hand-me-down
pair. They’d been up with the sun, like most days, and Hazel worked
hard as her mother’s right hand. She felt a distant tiredness, but
like everything else, it was simply a part of life, an unshakable
aspect of her routine she’d grown accustomed to.

For a time, they worked in silence, only the sound
of the meat crackling as it fried and the soft hum of conversation
from the diners in the main room.

“Afternoon, Mrs. Thompson.”

Hazel looked up to find Arthur Davis standing in the
back, his broad figure framed in the open doorway, which allowed
the crisp spring breeze to cool the warm room. He removed his hat,
revealing a receding hairline of short black hair.

“Why, Mr. Davis, is it two o’clock already?” Her
mother quickly and perfectly set the dough atop a peach pie.

Arthur ducked as he passed into the kitchen. He
carried a white sack propped on his left shoulder. “How are ya,
Miss Hazel?”

“I’m fine, Mr. Davis, thank you.” Hazel didn’t miss
how her mother subtly adjusted the stray wisps of light blond hair
back into the collection of pins atop her head. Since Arthur began
delivering goods from Pine City for them two years ago, Hazel had
noticed that her mother’s eyes brightened in his presence. When
she’d brought it up six months ago, though, her mother had quickly
dismissed the idea that she was fond of Arthur in any way, calling
Hazel’s inquiry “utter gossip.”

“That must be the cornmeal we ordered,” her mother
said, moving to open the door opposite the big stove that led to
the pantry.

“Right you are, Mrs. Thompson.”

“Well, go ahead, and I’ll just find my purse.”

Arthur disappeared into the storage room, again
ducking so as not to hit his head. He called from inside, “You know
this here delivery is the best part of my week, Mrs. Thompson.”

Hazel grinned and looked pointedly at her mother,
who made a shooing motion at Hazel and dipped her chin in a failed
attempt to hide her blush. “Don’t be silly, Arthur. We ain’t nobody
but cooks in a crowded kitchen.”

Arthur closed the pantry door behind him. He
straightened his coat, a light beige color over dark blue coveralls
that had a tear on one knee. The cuffs were frayed, the strings
hanging over tall, brown leather boots. He seemed to ponder how to
respond to her mother’s comment and ran a large hand over his hair
and forehead, the dark skin around his eyes pulling into crow’s
feet when he grinned.

“You know I’d be perfectly happy with a plate of
that fried chicken. It smells mighty good today.”

Her mother looked at Arthur a moment as she wiped
her hands on a rag before reaching beneath the waistband of her
apron. Hazel caught the flash of a coin between her fingers.

Arthur smiled wider. “Don’t wanna leave a man hungry
now, do ya?”

Hazel and her mother laughed. “Certainly not.” Then
her mother reached out, smoothly placing the coin in Arthur’s palm.
“Go on, then. Table by the fire’s open.”

“There’s a slice of apple pie saved just for you,
too,” Hazel called after him.

“Thank you, Miss Hazel,” he said but kept his
playful brown eyes on her mother.

“Go on, then. Hazel will bring your plate out in a
jiffy.”

He was two steps into the main room when he turned
back. “Oh, by the way, I reckon you’d wanna know I saw your boy
Nicholas on my way here.”

Hazel paused shelling a pile of green beans. Her
mother kept peeling potatoes but raised her gaze to listen.

“Saw him on the Boley property, just outside the
fence. Was up in a tree. No idea what he was doin’ but thought you
outta know.”

The tiredness in Hazel’s body gathered in her gut, a
squirming agitation taking its place. Her brother wandering was
another part of her routine, and the older he got, the more brazen
he seemed to get with where he ventured. Sighing, she shook her
head.

“Thank you, Arthur,” her mother said, smiling still.
Hazel could see her eyes grow worried.

When they were alone, Hazel dropped the beans into a
bowl and removed her apron. “I’ll go, Momma.”

“Of all the properties, that boy has to go
there.”

“I know. I’ll fetch him. Can only hope no one else
has seen him.”

Her mother rolled up a sleeve, grabbed a large fork,
and started mashing the potatoes. Hazel could see the extra oomph
in her movements, her agitated grip in the whites of her knuckles,
and the general shift in her demeanor whenever she worried about
Nicholas.

“I’ll be back soon,” Hazel said, placing a quick
kiss on her cheek.

“Thanks, sweetheart.” As Hazel grabbed her coat from
a chair in the corner, her mother added, “Those dishes won’t wash
themselves. Hurry back now.”

Waving, Hazel hurried out the back door of the Old
Lodge. She could only hope this time, like all the other times,
Nicholas hadn’t gotten himself into anything she couldn’t
handle.

She raced down the stone steps, hopped onto the seat
of her family’s wagon, and started up the mountain.


Chapter Three

Inside the Canyon Café, a brunette woman wearing a
red blouse tucked into a pair of trousers greeted them from behind
a tall desk.

“I have meeting with Mr. Havish. Three o’clock,”
Lida’s father said, removing his tattered bowler hat.

The woman’s smile faltered at his wording. “And who
should I say you are?”

“Mr. Jones. Yaromir Jones.”

Lida matched her father’s smile. The woman lifted
one thin brow but told them to wait there a moment. Lida exchanged
looks with her father before sweeping her gaze over the large
restaurant. Behind the desk where the woman had greeted them was a
long room that held thirty low, circular tables draped in fine
white tablecloths, each surrounded by four polished chairs. The
room was warm, but a constant breeze blew in through the back,
where Lida guessed the kitchen had a back door propped open.

“Follow me, please.”

They followed the woman between several tables
hosting well-dressed men and women, some of whom held their teacups
still as Lida and her father wound their way to a side table
adorned with a wildflower centerpiece next to a lone, dull
candle.

“Mr. Jones!” The man seated behind a plate of
half-eaten steak and scalloped potatoes lathered in butter nearly
tipped over his wineglass as he stood to extend a hand. “Thank you,
Mayra,” he said to the hostess, and she hurried away. “Walter
Havish. It’s good to meet you, Mr. Jones. How was the train ride
in?”

“Fine, fine,” her father said, turning his hat in
his hands.

Next to him, Lida shuffled awkwardly. She met the
gaze of the woman next to Mr. Havish. She looked ten years older
than Lida, at least, and wore a lovely blue dress that reminded her
of one she’d seen in a film back in New York. Faint lines
surrounded her kind, light brown eyes that, to Lida’s surprise,
roved up and down her figure.

“Please, sit.” Mr. Havish gestured with pudgy
fingers to the two open seats. They both did, and Lida was
conscious of the dirt that trailed off her boots. “And this must be
your daughter,” Mr. Havish was saying. He lowered his chin to sip
his wine, which made his nearly nonexistent neck disappear into the
high collar of his starched shirt.

“Yes,” she replied, fidgeting on the chair cushion.
“I’m Lida. How do you do?”

The woman next to him cleared her throat, adjusting
the large, jewel-encrusted brooch near the neck of her fine
dress.

“Forgive me,” Mr. Havish said. His bald head
glistened in the daylight that poured in through a nearby window.
“I’m always a little scattered. This is my wife, Mrs. Cynthia
Havish.”

“I’m charmed to meet your acquaintance, Mr. Jones.
And it is a delight to meet your daughter.” The way she spoke was
like the movies, too. Each word seemed to be carefully enunciated
through her red lips.

Lida glanced between the Havishes, wondering how
they could have met. Maybe, she imagined, in a bigger city, like
Salt Lake. She wondered how often they traveled. They looked like
they had the means.

“Well.” Mr. Havish swiped his napkin over his mouth
and freshly shaved chin, then dabbed his perspiring forehead. “This
will be brief.” Lida sat back in her chair, pressing her right foot
against the base of her suitcase. “I wanted to formally welcome
you, Mr. Jones, to Utah. We’re glad to have you. Not everyone is up
for the mine, you know.”

“I have no trouble with it,” her father replied,
lifting his chin.

“Very good, yes. Well, you’ll start Monday at eight
a.m. sharp. There, the site manager, Mr. Williams, will meet you at
the lower mine entrance to show you the ropes.”

Her father nodded. He was still turning his hat
below the table.

“Pardon me, Mr. Havish,” Lida said, “the telegram
made no mention of starting pay.”

“Lida.” Her father frowned, and Mr. Havish looked
startled but smiled.

“I think it’s fair we know how much my father will
be making. We know all about your expectations. Six days a week,
eight a.m. to five p.m. One hour for lunch. We’re happy to be here
for this work, Mr. Havish. My father is eager to start, but what
will he earn in return for this labor?”

While a smile seemed to get her far in the company
of strangers, speaking on behalf of her father tended to have the
opposite effect. Most men laughed, the foreman or factory-line
workers guffawing at her assertive requests. If she had her way,
Lida wouldn’t be the one saying these things. She wished her father
still had the backbone he once did, when she was younger. But
they’d left New York a long time ago, and ever since the first
incident in the Yonkers hay mill, her father had turned inward.
She’d had to take command.

Her eyes held Mr. Havish’s. He folded his napkin,
glanced at his wife—who looked positively entertained—then smiled.
“Your daughter is quite savvy, Mr. Jones.”

Her father cleared his throat. “We have moved a lot.
Lida has worked, too.” He straightened. “It’s a good skill, to talk
in business.”

“Absolutely.” Mr. Havish finished his wine. “To
answer your question, Miss Jones, starting pay is seventy cents an
hour. There’s a chance for a three-cent increase after six months,
so long as there are no problems.” He pushed his plate forward.
Next to him, Mrs. Havish finished the last of her potatoes while
Lida did the math in her head. That’d be over one hundred dollars a
week, which was more than the steel mill in Ohio. Her father seemed
to come to the same conclusion as he gave a small smile that peeked
out from below his mustache.

Eventually, he said, “That’s very good, Mr. Havish.
Thank you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Jones. It’s getting harder and
harder to find miners these days. But it’s good work, yes, solid
work. And, Miss Jones”—he met her gaze across the table—“thank you
for venturing out to our little corner of frontier. I do hope
you’ll like Cedar Springs. That’s where you’ll find your lodgings.
It’s closer to the mine. Makes more sense to stay there. I’m sure
you understand.” He pulled a pocket watch from his silk vest.
“There’s a man who will be outside at half-past four to drive you
up there.”

“Up?” Lida asked. She hadn’t expected to stay in
Pine City, of course. The city and its people looked like they’d
never seen a pickax, much less a mine. Still, the prospect of
climbing to their destination left her nervous.

“Yes. Up the mountain. It’s a five-mile trek just
around the peak to Cedar Springs.”

“Very good,” her father said.

“Indeed.” Mr. Havish stood. “If you’ll excuse me
just a moment, I’ve got to send a telegram, I just remembered.”

“Go on, darling,” Mrs. Havish said with a wave of
her hand, each nail perfectly polished to match her dress. He
placed a kiss on her rouged cheek.

“I’ll be back in a jiffy to see you off. Pardon
me.”

When he left, Mrs. Havish turned to Lida. “Your
English is quite good, dear.”

“Lida has been in America since she was a girl,” her
father answered. “She’s had long time to learn. She’s better now
than me,” he added. They all chuckled.

“And, Mrs. Jones,” Mrs. Havish said, “will she be
joining you all later?”

It was Lida’s turn to answer. “My mother died seven
years ago.”

Mrs. Havish’s face fell, and she clutched her long
necklace. “Oh my, I am so sorry to hear that. Pneumonia?” she
asked, her voice a whisper.

“Tuberculosis.”

Mrs. Havish shook her head. “That’s dreadful. You
know, they say the air out here is better for you than anything
back east. That’s why we moved fourteen years ago from Baltimore.
So many people out there, so close together. Why, it’s impossible
to breathe.” She flinched at her own words and seemed to realize
Lida did, too. Her gaze turned apologetic. “I am so sorry.”

“Thank you,” Lida replied. She liked Mrs. Havish.
She wasn’t like a lot of the people they’d met east of the Great
Lakes. She spoke quickly, like they did, but there was a lightness,
a softness to her demeanor that was a welcome change.

Mr. Havish returned and stood next to his chair.
“Well, I do hope you find Cedar Springs to your liking.”

Lida and her father stood, shuffling to gather their
things.

“What’s that, dear?” Mrs. Havish pointed at Lida’s
coat. She glanced down to find her copy of A Doll’s House
poking out of her pocket.

“Oh, I always have a book on hand. Well, this is a
play. It helps pass the time. You know, for the long train ride. Or
anytime, really.”

Mrs. Havish reached out. “You know, I actually know
this one. Henrick Ibsen. He was Norwegian, was he not?” Mr. Havish
frowned in confusion while Lida’s father seemed surprised. Lida,
too, had to admit that most Americans typically only recognized
stories by their own authors, with the exception of Dickens or
Shakespeare. She didn’t blame them; literature took a long time to
circulate, and not everybody could afford the luxury of the written
word. Most of her books were found by happy accident, picked up
underneath factory shelves or given to her by a friend along her
journey across the United States. Some, like the one she handed to
Mrs. Havish to look at, were from Europe and had journeyed
alongside her most of her life.

As she read the back cover, Mrs. Havish gasped and
looked up.

“Good Lord, Cynthia,” Mr. Havish said, starting
back. “Whatever is the matter?”

“I nearly forgot.” A silk handbag appeared, and Mrs.
Havish dug through it furiously. She unfolded a piece of paper.
“She’d be perfect, don’t you think?” she asked her husband before
passing him the note.

Lida and her father exchanged glances. A flare of
worry struck in her chest, but a sense of intrigue quickly overran
it. The way Mrs. Havish’s face lit up had to be a good sign.

Mr. Havish held the paper at arm’s length as if to
read the fine print. “Oh yes. This. Quite right.”

“I’m afraid I’m curious now,” Lida said, sitting
back down.

Mrs. Havish was practically bouncing in her seat.
Her long, shimmering earrings dangled against her cheek as she
faced Lida. “It’s the Pack Horse Library. Do you know it?”

Lida shook her head. Mrs. Havish beamed, taking a
quick breath. “It’s a brand-new program within the WPA,” she said,
and at Lida’s blank look, explained, “the Works Progress
Administration, created by President Franklin Delano Roosevelt
himself.”

“You speak as if you know him, sweetheart,” Mr.
Havish said behind a teasing grin.

“Hush now,” she continued. “They’ve had great
success with it out in Appalachia. I’ve got a cousin whose sister
is a part of it out there. It’s simply marvelous, the entire
endeavor. A genius idea for these times.”

Lida tried to hide her smile. Meanwhile, Mr. Havish
had gotten distracted by another note he found in his pocket and
motioned for her father to follow him to the front desk. When Mrs.
Havish paused in her adoration of the president, Lida asked, “What
exactly is the Pack Horse Library?”

“Oh, yes, well, it’s a program, dear. I’ve told
Walter a dozen times we need this out here.” She patted the table
for emphasis. “We’re no Salt Lake City, you know.” Lida nodded,
though she didn’t really know. “Books. Books, my dear, are a
lifeblood the people here need.” She held up Lida’s copy of A
Doll’s House for emphasis. “The Pack Horse Library is a way to
bring books to the people of Cedar Springs.”

Lida listened, enthralled by Mrs. Havish’s
enthusiasm, who continued passionately. “I’ve been trying to find
people to help get it started, but all the young ladies here have
their eyes set on moving north. You would be perfect.” Mrs. Havish
leaned back to scrutinize Lida, who now understood the woman’s
initial gaze. She was sure that, even under the coat, sweater, and
thin shirt Lida wore, Mrs. Havish sensed her strong shoulders, her
athletic build forged in the factories of a burgeoning industrial
mecca. “And,” she said, pausing dramatically, “it pays.”

Lida let her smile spread across her face. She
glanced at her father. He had high hopes for this job. He’d picked
them up from the shared housing in Cincinnati the moment he’d
received the telegram about this opportunity. He had to have high
hopes because they’d lost all of it, again, when he’d missed a week
of work at the steel mill and was fired. Just like in Raleigh and
Pittsburgh and Columbus. Like the conveyor belt in those
ear-splitting, chaotic factories, it continued over and over again.
Each time, each new town was a fresh start. But even Lida’s hope
had begun to wane. Maybe, she thought, as she looked from her
father to Mrs. Havish, then down at the paperback in her hands,
maybe if she eased her father’s burden, if she pulled her weight
more than she had at the clothing mill or the glass factory, they’d
make it longer here than anywhere else. At least long enough to
have more than a dollar in their pockets when they left.

Lida tucked her book away and smoothed her coat.
“Where do I sign up?”
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