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Dedication

For Sharon, Chloe, and Felix...more valuable than all the silver in Tombstone.
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Chapter One
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It’s a silly thing to be human...or at least it must be. Reb listened to the clacking of the track below and watched the smoke rising above. She seemed to be something else now, inhabiting an unfamiliar body—precisely what she wanted to feel when she left her life in Chicago behind. For the first time in a long while, her soul felt the sensation of slipperiness.

She had spent so many days in transit that it no longer seemed as though she’d ever had a home, as if she’d always been an itinerant denizen of the railways. She began her journey by taking the Illinois Central line down to New Orleans. From there, she’d switched to the Southern Pacific line, trading the swampy August humidity of Louisiana for the penetrating heat of Arizona. She’d been perspiring perpetually for longer than she could recall.

Night and day blended together in a hypnogogic fog. She slid in and out of a light sleep that never truly began or ended but was continually interrupted by a jolt of uneven track or a blast from the locomotive’s steam whistle.

Reb found prolonged train travel deleterious, though this was only her second multi-day journey by rail. Her first trip had been thirteen years before, when she traveled to Virginia for the inaugural Decoration Day. She thought she might find closure at Arlington National Cemetery and an end to the despair over her betrothed, who had died a fortnight before the conclusion of the War Between the States.

Instead, she contracted an infection of the lungs that kept her bedridden for more than a month in a hospital near Robert E. Lee’s erstwhile plantation. She still labored to breathe when climbing stairs.

Now she felt as if she were coming down with a cold...at the height of summer, no less. She would be quite a sight for her sister to see when she arrived in Benson, Arizona. Milly would likely inquire a dozen times about her health during the twenty-five-mile stagecoach ride from the station to Milly’s home in Tombstone. Though that’s what older sisters do—worry about their unwed, half-dead-looking younger siblings. It would be a struggle to convince Milly that her wan appearance was merely the result of too much travel and too little sleep. The prospect was exhausting.

Reb felt no regret for the life she was leaving. She had been a teacher of unruly tenement children whose parents did not value education, considering school just a place to send offspring too young for work to get them out of the home for a few hours each day. Perhaps to some extent they were right. In a city so full of opulence and affluence, most of the students she taught would have few opportunities when they were older beyond working in the stockyards. 

If she could secure a position as a schoolmarm in a quiet mining town, maybe she could find peace. The prospect of happiness was too much to wish for, but her heart harbored hope that contentment could be found in a sleepy settlement on the edge of nowhere that lacked even a railroad station.

Reb began to cough as the train chugged up a steep gradient. The smoke expelled from the steam engine’s stack darkled from a light gray to a sooty charcoal color.
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Chapter Two
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As the train pulled into the station, Reb spotted Milly right off. She was one of the few women Reb had ever known who simultaneously wore a sunhat and carried a parasol. She cut quite a figure in her dress, with its too tight bodice and hyperbolic petticoat. She looked as if she might teeter over at any moment, though one couldn’t be sure if she would pitch forward or fall backward. Perhaps that was the reason for the parasol, which when collapsed could act as a cane for support, and when open as a tightrope walker’s umbrella for balance.

Milly waved with her whole body when Reb exited the train car. She frantically crossed the crowded platform as Reb stepped down into the steam engine’s spraying vapor. The two hugged in a misty haze that belied the territory’s arid climate. Reb felt as if she were being mauled by a bear in lace and satin, but it was good to be with family again.

“I have so many things to tell you,” Milly reported excitedly. She then signaled to a Pullman Porter for Reb’s bags to be taken to a nearby stagecoach. “We’re riding back to Tombstone with a newspaperman—”

“Tombstone has a newspaper?” Reb asked incredulously.

“We have two: the Nugget and the Epitaph. The latter was founded a year ago and is just a hoot to read, despite its grave name.”

“Grave name...that’s funny.”

“Yes, at this point it’s something of an old chestnut in Tombstone, but it amuses the new arrivals.”

Milly pulled Reb by the hand as they zigzagged through the crowded platform and outpaced the porter.

“I want to get back to the stagecoach first, so we can claim the forward-facing seats,” Milly said. 

Reb felt as if she couldn’t catch her breath, and the heat was making her lightheaded. 

“Do try to keep up.”

Their stagecoach’s teamster opened the door for them as Milly hurriedly pulled Reb inside. Reb nearly collapsed onto the rear seat, gasping for air. Milly situated herself and fixed her hat, ignoring her sister’s panting.

“So, the newspaperman I told you about is here at the station to retrieve his fiancée. She’s a singer from Boston, and I have it on good authority that she’s quite a beauty. I wonder if she’ll perform at the Schieffelin Hall opera house.”

“Tombstone has an opera house?” Reb wheezed. 

“Loads of them, though many don’t offer the type of entertainment respectable theatergoers would appreciate, if you take my meaning.”

“Right, we have some of those in Chicago, too.” 

“There they are now, standing in a lover’s embrace, as if they were the only ones on the whole platform...or the whole world, for that matter. Isn’t young love disgusting? It looks like they’re going to be a while. I guess we didn’t need to hurry after all.”

As Reb sat up from a slouching position to look out the window, a heavy weight thudded onto the roof of the cabin. The coach suddenly sank deep into its thorough braces, then rebounded just as quickly.

“Are we under attack?” Reb asked, only half joking. 

“Calm yourself. It’s only the porter putting the bags up top.”

“Oh...so how is Monty these days?”

“Monty is Monty,” Milly indifferently replied about her husband.

“I don’t know what that means. How’s his law practice coming along?”

“Business is booming. Whenever a miner strikes silver, the first thing he gets is rich, and the second thing he gets is sued. The courts are absolutely clogged with land claim lawsuits, and they’re never settled to anyone’s satisfaction...except the lawyers. They get paid either way.”

“Oh...you look wonderful, by the way.”

“Thanks, I think people might mistake me for the younger sister, though perhaps not, since I'm married.”

“Oh...well, Arizona certainly seems to agree with you.” 

“Stop saying ‘oh,’ it makes you sound like an absolute bumpkin. Yes, between the sunshine and the shopping, I rather enjoy living out here.” 

“Tombstone has—”

Milly cut in, “Yes, you can buy almost anything in Tombstone. Where there’s money, there’s merchandise...do try to keep up.”

Then, as if taking in the sight of her sister for the first time, Milly continued, “I think the sun could do you some good, too. You look positively pallid.”
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Chapter Three
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Milly and Reb bounced along the bumpy road as the newspaperman and his fiancée kissed in the seat facing them. Apparently, the couple were not subject to the same laws of gravity as the sisters, as their uninterrupted kissing session seemed immune to the jostling of the stagecoach. Reb tried to divert her attention from the spectacle by taking in the landscape out the window. The mesas and rocky hills in the distance were as different from the flatlands of the Midwest as she could possibly imagine. The cacti and scraggly shrubs growing in the stony orange soil looked nothing like the vegetation back home.

Milly only glared crossly at the amorous couple. “It’s just rude.” She made no effort to keep her voice down.

“It’s not rude...give them their privacy,” Reb whispered.

“How can I give them privacy when they’re having relations not a foot from me?”

“They are not having relations. They’re just being affectionate.”

“He practically has his hand up her dress.”

“He does not,” Reb said with certainty. Although she furtively glanced to the floor to confirm that the hem of the fiancée’s dress was appropriately at her ankles. It was, but her fiancé did not seem overly concerned with keeping his hands to himself.

As they neared Tombstone, they encountered the tents and shanties on the outskirts of town. Coarse, unkempt men cursed and carried on. Dogs ran freely. Somewhere, someone sang a bawdy song.

“This is the part of the trip when it’s best to hold your nose and close your eyes,” advised Milly. “Soon, we’ll be in the real Tombstone.”

The stagecoach slowed as the sides of the road grew more defined and occupied with people. A boy ran out in front of the team of horses, and the driver yelled, “Whoa!” The stagecoach lurched to a sudden stop. “Next time I’ll run you over, you little shit.”

“The salt of the earth,” Milly said sarcastically.

Reb barely heard her sister. She was in awe of the frenetic construction underway as they approached the heart of Tombstone. She hadn’t seen so many new buildings being built at once since the months after the Great Chicago Fire a decade earlier.

“Are those telephone poles?” Reb asked.

“Yes, they started putting them up back in March, but hardly anyone has a line yet. You can send a telegram at the telegraph office, but to make a telephone call you have to go to one of the big hotels, like the Grand.”

Reb marveled at the ladies in their finery, window shopping outside storefronts that sold wares of every kind, as well-dressed shopkeepers came out to gallantly greet them. Reb thought her sister had exaggerated about the genteelness of Tombstone’s residents to entice her to come visit. She had imagined Milly was lonely and Tombstone was a desolate outpost, where cockfighting was the only culture to be had. Now, however, she understood why her sister wanted her to come...so she could brag.

“There’s Kelly’s Wine House. They offer over two dozen imported wines and a beer from Colorado called Coors that Monty just adores.”

“Oh.”

“The ice cream parlor is over there, between the bank and the Episcopal church. They have the best sorbet.”

“Oh.”

“There’s the bowling alley next to our second-favorite Italian restaurant.”

“Oh.”

“Stop saying ‘oh.’ It makes you sound like—”

“I know, I know...it’s just this isn’t what I pictured, out here in the middle of the desert. I mean, you don’t even have a train station.”

“Right...that was all political.” Milly rolled her eyes. “And don’t ask me if Tombstone has politics. It’s got as much of that as it has silver.”

The stagecoach pulled onto Allen Street and stopped in front of a restaurant with a gilded sign that read The Continental.

“This is where we’re meeting Monty for an early lunch,” Milly said casually.

The teamster opened Milly’s door and the couple unlocked their lips, taking their first breaths of fresh air in over an hour. Before Milly could exit the coach, the fiancé hopped out and the fiancée jumped into his waiting arms. They were down the plank sidewalk in an instant.

“Where do you want me to take your bags?” the driver yelled after them.

“To the hotel,” the fiancé said without turning around. 

“Which one?”

“This one.” He pointed to the nearest hotel. Then the two disappeared inside.

“Absolutely disgraceful,” Milly said as the driver helped her down.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four

[image: ]


Monty had grown more corpulent since Reb saw him last. A well-dressed round man, he sat at a round table covered in white linen, with sparkling water glasses, shiny china, and gleaming silverware on cloth napkins. He was drinking a foamy beer from a tall, slender glass.

“It’s not even noon yet,” Milly said in way of salutation. 

“We’re celebrating your sister’s arrival.” Monty stood and gave Reb a warm, if awkward, hug. He clumsily pulled out a chair for her and began to retake his seat. Then he noticed his wife standing near a pushed-in chair. Just before his rear end came to rest on his seat, he stood and waddled around the table to pull out the chair for his wife. At the same moment, the waiter approached from the opposite direction, pulled out Milly’s chair, and gave a crisp bow.

Milly gave her husband a stern look. Monty, not breaking stride, completed his revolution of the table and retook his chair. “I’ll consider that my morning constitutional.” He gulped the remainder of his beer. “Bring me another...and champagne for the ladies.”

“We’re not having champagne at this time of day,” Milly snapped.

“May I suggest mimosas for the ladies?” the waiter asked.

“A capital idea,” Monty exclaimed. 

“Yes, that’ll be fine,” Milly agreed.

“Very good then.” 

The waiter bowed again. Monty gave him a knowing wink.

“This is a lovely restaurant,” Reb remarked, “as fine as any I’ve seen in Chicago.”

“It’s one of our favorite lunch spots,” Milly said, “though usually there are people worth seeing here.”

Reb scanned the mostly empty tables. The closest patron, a gruff-looking man, was dining alone. His wrinkled shirt and tangled whiskers looked out of place among the ironed tablecloths and folded napkins.

“So, Reb, how long will you be staying with us?” Monty asked.

“Well, I’m not sure. I thought I might look for work as a schoolmarm...maybe rent a room somewhere.”

“She’ll be staying with us for just as long as she pleases,” Milly added, “and that’s all you need to know, Monty.”

“I didn’t mean anything by it...only making conversation was all,” Monty protested. “Stay as long as you like. It’ll be good to have the company.”

“Will it now, as if your own wife’s company isn’t enough?”

“Of course, my dear, you’re more company than I could ever wish for.”

“I should think so.” Milly turned her attention back to Reb. “And this business of renting a room is absolutely absurd. You don’t need a room. You need a groom.”

“I don’t think—” Reb began.

“No, you’ll leave the thinking to me,” Milly said. “Tombstone is teeming with wealthy, eligible bachelors.”

“I’m not sure—”

“I’m sure you won’t attract any of them if you go back to teaching. A man of means doesn’t want a woman who spends all her time working.”

Before Reb could object, she sensed someone approaching their table. A cocktail would have been a welcome interruption, but it wasn’t the waiter.

“Pardon me, miss,” said the man in the wrinkled shirt, who held a dusty hat in his weather-beaten hands, “but I was on my way out, and I couldn’t help overhearing what y’all were talking about. I prefer a woman who works—shows she’s got gumption, which is worth its weight in silver.”

“Thank you, my good man, for your unsolicited opinion, but—” Monty began.

The gruff man stopped him midsentence. “Don't ‘good man’ me, you fat dandy.”

“I assure you that I meant no offense.” The color drained from Monty’s face. “Can I buy you a drink as a way to—”

“I don’t need you to buy me a drink, you damn fool.”

The waiter arrived with the mimosas and beer. “Is this man bothering you?”

“Well, he—” Monty started.

“I wasn’t talking to you.” The waiter turned to the gruff man. “I was speaking to Mr. Sullivan.”

“No, Lucky, he wasn’t bothering me none...just a misunderstanding is all. Put their meal on my tab.”

“Very well, Mr. Sullivan...most generous of you.” 

“Sure thing...a good day to you, ladies.” 

Mr. Sullivan raised his hat above his head and tipped it down toward the table. A few bits of grit fell onto the tablecloth, which no one chose to notice.

“Who was that?” Reb whispered as the man left the restaurant. 

“That was Mr. Sullivan.” The waiter placed the drinks on the table. “He owns the Little Nugget mine, three saloons, and a gambling hall.”

Monty hoisted the glass of beer. “He’s one of those wealthy, eligible bachelors your sister was just telling you about.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Five
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The trio left the restaurant full of food and a little tipsy. The heat from the noonday sun caused Reb to feel nauseous. “Is your house far from here?”

“It’s just a few blocks north, on Fremont Street.” Monty struggled with Reb’s suitcases.

“Please, let me help,” Reb said, though she wasn’t sure she’d be able to manage both her luggage and her queasy stomach.

“Nonsense,” Milly said, “the exercise will do him good. Let’s take the long way home, so we can show Reb around a bit. Then you can go back to the office.”

“Splendid idea, my dear.” Monty fell farther behind. 

“This is Allen Street,” Milly explained, “the thoroughfare of the commercial district. Most of the theaters and larger hotels are on this street.”

“Don’t forget to tell her,” Monty said. 

“Tell me what?” Reb asked.

“She doesn’t need to know that,” Milly insisted. 

“Milly, she most certainly does.”

“What do I need to know?”

“Well,” Milly started, “some residents think—” 

“All residents,” Monty clarified.

Milly blushed. “Most residents think it prudent for respectable women to confine themselves to the north side of Allen Street.”

“Why is that?” Reb asked. 

“Whores,” Monty blurted.

“Don’t be crass,” Milly scolded. “But yes, prostitutes are known to ply their trade on the south side of Allen Street.”

“Point of fact, they ply their trade all over town, but they solicit their customers in the saloons over there.” Monty nodded his head to indicate the other side of the street. “They say there’s a tavern for every hundred souls in Tombstone, but it’s hard to know for sure, since they pop up and burn down so frequently.”

“That’s quite enough, Monty.”

“So, during the day it’s okay to walk over there, right?” Reb asked.

Monty shook his head. “Not really. It’s always dark in a mine shaft, and most miners work sixty or more hours a week, so whenever they have money and time off, they head into town...day or night, it doesn’t matter.”

“That’s enough, Monty.”

As if to prove Monty’s point, Reb heard a commotion coming from inside one of the saloons across the street. A shabby-looking man was pushed with great velocity through the tavern’s swinging doors. He lay motionless on the wooden sidewalk for so long that Reb began to fear he was dead. Finally, he picked himself up then stumbled through the batwing doors of the adjacent saloon. Reb wondered if the man thought he was reentering the same tavern. “Tombstone must have a lot of crime.” 

“Yes and no.” Monty replied. “Certainly the miners can be rowdy, and some of the cowboys that come into town are just plain mean, but we’ve got lawmen here that are pretty good at keeping the peace.”

“The Earp brothers keep the riffraff in line.”

Monty nodded. “Virgil Earp is a guardian angel, and his brother, Wyatt, is the devil himself, but, as it happens, Tombstone needs both.”
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Dinner was to be at six. Dinner was always at six when suitors came calling. During Reb’s first two weeks in Tombstone, Milly and Monty hosted an architect, a dentist, two attorneys, and a banker—each of them unmarried, all of them uninteresting. The previous night, they dined with an engineer who fancied himself a raconteur and told them interminable tales about his work on the railroad. His stories were so insipid Reb feared she might nod off and drown in her soup. At the conclusion of a thirty-minute disquisition about the minutia of cooling towers and water gantries, Reb still wasn’t sure if the engineer was a builder or operator of locomotives. This evening’s dinner guest was a doctor, and it was nearly six o’clock.

Milly knocked on Reb’s door. “Are you coming down soon?” 

She stepped inside the well-appointed guest bedroom. Reb was seated at the dressing table, brushing her hair in front of the mirror, but not looking at her reflection.

“I don't believe I’m feeling well enough for dinner,” Reb answered.

Milly felt her sister’s forehead with the back of her hand. “You look fine and don’t seem to have a fever.”

“I just don’t think I’d make a very good dinner companion this evening.”

“You’ve sat through enough of these dinners by now to know what to do. All that’s required of you is to pretend everything our guest says is the most interesting thing you’ve ever heard and not to eat too much. I think you can manage.”

“But I might be coming down with something.” 

“That’s great. Our dinner guest is a physician. You’ve just provided half the evening’s conversation, though when describing your symptoms, be sure to keep them moderate in severity, and if you happen to have a lady malady, skip it altogether.”

“Milly, I know you mean well—”

“Sister of mine, please spare me the ‘I know you mean well’ homily. I meant well when I took care of you after Mother died. I meant well when I sat up with you all those nights during the War when you thought your fiancé wouldn’t come home. I meant well when I cried with you all those days after he didn’t. Now I mean to get you married and make you someone else’s concern.”

Reb set the brush on the table and turned to her sister. “I’m so grateful for you taking me in...I needed a change in my life, but if I’m in any way a burden—”

“Reb, you’re no burden. You’re my little sister, and I’ll always worry over you no matter what, but the reality is that we’re aging. I may have given you the false impression that Tombstone has a limitless supply of wealthy, eligible men. It does, but they’re all vying for the same twenty-year-old actresses and dancers who arrive daily from back east. For every gentleman caller we’ve had since you’ve arrived, I’ve invited three others who declined after so delicately asking how much younger my younger sister was than me. I want you to have someone else in your life to care for you besides me. You need a man, and the window for finding a husband is closing.”

“But I don’t want someone who—”

“Isn’t all that you’ve built up your martyred fiancé to be? He was your first love, and over the last decade and a half you’ve erased the memory of the man he was and replaced it with an idealized version that no one could ever possibly measure up to. If he had come home from the War and married you like he’d promised, today the two of you might be happy. But you’d quarrel and be cross with one another, too...sometimes for no reason at all, just like the rest of us married folks.”

“That doesn’t sound like something I want.”

“Of course not...no one wants the arguing, but marriage is more than that. It’s knowing there’s always someone around for you, and that’s a nice thing...even when the sight of the ‘fat dandy’ turns your stomach.”

Reb and Milly shared a demure laugh that extracted some of the tension from the room.

“I love my Monty. He wasn’t my first love or even my first choice, but I love that he’ll be with me no matter what until the end...my life’s longest love.”

“And your biggest love,” Reb said with a wry smile, and the two laughed again. “Monty is a good, kind man. I shouldn’t belittle him.” 

“If only you could belittle his waistline.” 

“What you and Monty have is a blessing.”

“And I want that for you, too.” Milly picked up the brush and ran it through her sister’s hair. “You’ve felt the intensity of love, but I want you to experience the longevity of it as well, before the opportunity passes you by.”

“You’re a good big sister to me.”

“Together we may bend, but we’ll never break.”
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“So, Doctor Dan, what’s the most frequent ailment your patients suffer from?” Monty asked. Then he stuffed an excessively large piece of pork chop into his mouth, as if cuing the doctor to give a long-winded answer, during which time Monty might masticate in peace.

“Venereal disease,” the doctor answered quickly, apparently not taking Monty’s cue.

Milly coughed into her wine glass.

“Is that a fact?” Monty asked rhetorically as he attempted to choke down enough pieces of semi-chewed pork to carry on his part of the conversation.

“I’m afraid so. I haven’t seen so many different types of venereal disease cases in one place since the War.”

“Where were you posted during the War?” Reb asked. 

“I spent most of the War in North Carolina.”

Milly, Monty, and Reb all exchanged quizzical expressions. Finally, Monty said hesitantly, “That must’ve been dangerous, being behind enemy lines for so long.”

Now it was the doctor’s turn to appear confused. “I...uh...served at an army hospital during the War of Northern Aggression,” he stammered as he turned his attention to Reb. “When your sister told me your name was Reb, I assumed your family supported the rebel cause.”

“No,” said Reb curtly, “my name is short for Rebecca, the same way Milly is short for Mildred...she’s not a supporter of people who work in mills. We’re from Chicago. You must be the dumbest doctor I’ve ever met.”

“Reb,” Milly exclaimed. “That’s quite enough. You’re being rude to our guest. Doctor Dan, I am so embarrassed.”

“That’s quite all right,” the doctor said. “I accept your apology.”

“No one apologized,” Reb said. 

“Well, if they did, I would accept it.” 

“Well, they didn’t.”

“Stop it,” Milly snapped at Reb. “You’re being a child.” 

“I’m going to my room.” Reb left the table and then the dining room in short order.

“Doctor Dan, I’m sorry for the confusion,” Milly said. “Reb...Rebecca lost someone very close to her during the War. He died of starvation at a prison camp in Danville, Virginia.”

“I understand. The Great Unpleasantness has been over for sixteen years, but the memories of that time often feel more immediate than anything that’s happened recently.”

“So, you’re a Southern Democrat?” Monty asked, cramming another piece of pork into his mouth.

“Monty, it’s not polite to discuss politics over dinner,” Milly scolded.

“I don’t mind,” the doctor replied. “I know I’m something of a minority in Tombstone. Most of the educated people here are Northern Republicans.”

“Most of the miners, too,” Milly said.

“The only Confederate sympathizers to speak of around here are the recalcitrant cowboys.” Monty held his napkin to his mouth to conceal his chewing.

“Yes, I’m afraid my political propensities don’t put me in the best of company in this town. Tombstone is a frontier, and frontiers always attract people with nowhere else to go. Some cowboys come for adventure, others as a last resort, but all of them left the places they came from because they believed they could make better lives for themselves somewhere else. That’s what compelled me to leave North Carolina after the War. It no longer felt like my home. I suspect that’s why Rebecca has come here now. Maybe that’s the one thing we all have in common...the wish for a new beginning.”

“Well said,” Monty declared as he finished his pork chop.

“Thank you.” The doctor rose. “I have to see patients early in the morning, so I should take my leave now.”

“Won’t you stay for dessert?” Milly asked. “I bought a lovely rhubarb pie at the Presbyterian church’s bake sale.”

“That sounds tempting, but I really must be off.”

“Let me show you out.” Monty put his hands on the table for support to stand, while not actually moving from his chair.

“Don’t trouble yourself,” the doctor said. “I know the way. I’ll stop by your office next week to discuss the property matter I mentioned earlier.”

“Very good then.” Monty raised his wine glass to the doctor’s departure.

“Thank you for the hospitality,” the doctor said to Milly as he made a slight bow.

“Such as it was,” Milly said. “We’ll have to do this again sometime, and I promise we’ll have no further talk of war, or government, or any other such foolishness.”

“That sounds like a most agreeable proposition,” the doctor said as he left.

Milly poured herself more wine as Monty finished his glass. She passed him the bottle. After the front door closed, Milly said, “That did not go well.”

Monty emptied the remainder of the bottle into his glass. “No, it did not.”

“I had no idea he was a secessionist. Poor Reb...what she must think of me, trying to set her up with the enemy.” 

“It was an honest mistake, my dear. I didn’t know either, or I wouldn’t have suggested him.”

“How will we ever find someone for her?” 

“Perhaps we’re thinking too narrowly.” 

“What do you mean?”

“Instead of trying to set her up with someone we know, who all seem to be cut from the same cloth, with the exception of the occasional Confederate, we should set her up with someone we don’t know.”

“And how do you propose we do that? We know everyone worth knowing in this town,” Milly managed to sound both haughty and defeated at the same time.

“Maybe...maybe not. Reb would do well with someone who is intelligent, someone who could challenge her.”

“I would welcome anyone who had a heartbeat.”

“I concur. Her ideal suitor should be someone smart who is also not dead,” Monty said, feigning extreme seriousness. “The postman delivered this month’s issue of Scientific American to the office today, but it wasn’t mine.”

“It wasn’t your office?” Milly asked facetiously.

“The magazine wasn’t addressed to me. It was delivered to me by mistake. It seems someone else in Tombstone has a subscription to Scientific American.”

“So that means it’s possible that one inhabitant of Tombstone actually reads Scientific American, since all your copies ever seem to do is collect dust in your study. What’s this scholarly citizen’s name?”

“S. Shoat.”

“I’ve never heard of him.”

“Neither have I,” Monty said, “but I know his address.” 

“You’re a devious man.”

“I’m a devious man who wants a slice of rhubarb pie.”
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Although it was only a few blocks from his office, Monty had never had occasion to visit this part of Third Street. It was mostly comprised of pens, paddocks, and corrals. There were more animals than people in this section of town, and the smell from freshly slaughtered livestock was just offal, Monty mused to himself.

Though on the same grid pattern as the rest of Tombstone, the lots here were irregular, and few of the structures displayed address numbers. It was little wonder that the magazine Monty held in his hand had been delivered to him by mistake. This section of town must have vexed the postman to deliver mail, as compared to Monty’s block of orderly buildings with clearly marked addresses above the doors.

“Pardon me, my good man, do you happen to know which of these facilities is 113 Third Street?” Monty asked of a passing cowboy.

“I ain’t your good man,” the cowboy replied. Then he spat.

“Very well then,” Monty said under his breath as the cowboy walked away, “thanks all the same...you yokel.”

Monty walked past a corral whose entrance offered no number but had a sizeable sign supported by two ten-foot poles that read O.K. in large letters. “Do these benighted barbarians think they live in the Oklahoma Territory?” he asked of no one in particular. Just then, a dust devil formed in the middle of the road, blowing sand and pebbles in every direction. Monty shielded his face with the magazine. When the whirlwind passed, he opened his eyes. Everything was as it had been, except that a conical hat had come to rest on the ground near his feet. Hurrying toward him was a Chinese fellow. 

Monty picked up the hat and extended it toward the approaching man. “Is this your hat?”

“Yes.” The man took the hat and placed it on his head. “Thank you very much.” He adjusted the silk chin strap.

“Do you speak English?” Monty asked loudly.

The man seemed confused by the fatuous question, but politely responded, “Yes, I do.”

“Terrific, can you tell me where this address is?” Monty showed the man the address printed on the brown paper band girdling the magazine.

“I don’t know what his address is, but Mr. Shoat works over there at the pigsty.”

“Where?” Monty asked, confused not by the words, but rather their implications.

“Over there.” The man pointed to the other side of the street.

“He works in a pigsty?”

“Yes, over there,” the man replied loudly. Then he continued on. 

“Thanks.” Monty gave a small wave in the man’s general direction. He crossed to the opposite side of the road and approached the noisy, smelly pigsty with hesitation. There was no entrance or doorway to walk through, only the perimeter fence of the enclosure and a small shed in the middle of the pen.

“Hello,” Monty hollered as he leaned on the top rail of the fence. A large hog rooting in the mud near the shed lifted his snout and turned in the direction of the salutation. The pig ambled over to Monty and stuck its snout through the fence, muddying Monty’s trousers at the kneecap.

“Thanks, girl.” Monty backed away from the fence and attempted to brush the mud off his pants.

“That one’s a boy,” a man said, emerging from the shed.

“They make quite a racket, don’t they?”

“Yes, their swine song...you get used to it after a while.” The man walked across the sty in mud-caked boots.

“Swine song...I rather like that turn of phrase.” 

“Thanks, it just came to me.” The man slung his elbows over the top rail of the fence. “So, what brings you here?” 

“The ineptness of our local post office.” Monty held up the magazine. “I’m looking for a Mr. Shoat.” 

“I am him.”

“S. Shoat?” Monty still thought there might be some mix-up.

“I’m Paul Shoat. There is no S. Shoat that I know of in these parts.”

“Is this your Scientific American?”

“Now I understand your confusion. Yes, that is my magazine. They bill me as Saul Shoat...a clerical error, I imagine.”

“Then here you are.” Monty handed the magazine over the fence and leaned against it once more.

“Thanks. I think this month’s issue is supposed to have an article on lunar gravity disturbances, and how they affect tidal yielding.”

“I was looking forward to reading that one, as well,” Monty fibbed.

“I appreciate you bringing it to me...most considerate of you.”

“Not at all, I happened to be in the neighborhood anyway. So, is this your operation?”

“Yes, my own little pig empire, with me as its porcine prince.”

“Porcine prince...that’s another good one,” Monty complimented.

“Thanks, but I use that one all the time.”

“You seem an interesting fellow. Would you care to dine with me and my family tonight...perhaps we can discuss scientific matters, among other topics?”

“Sure, I have no dinner plans.”

“Marvelous, let me give you our address...but do change your boots before you come.”
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It was nearly six o’clock, and Milly was panic-stricken about tablecloths.

“The maid took our good tablecloth to the laundry this afternoon, because she couldn’t get the rhubarb stain out that you made last night.”

“Can’t we use the blue one?” Monty asked from the parlor.

“It has a hole burnt through it from when you were clumsy with the candelabra,” Milly shrieked. She frantically rummaged through the drawers of the sideboard in the dining room.

“What about the flannel one?” Monty entered the dining room with a glass of bourbon.

“We’re not hosting a picnic.” 

“Then what about the white one?”

“The white one is the good one that’s at the laundry.” 

Monty put his arm around his wife’s waist. “It’ll be fine...tables need to be covered in cloth as much as pigs need to be covered in clothes.”

“That’s a funny thing to say,” Milly said suspiciously. “What do you mean?”

“I just mean that we don’t need a tablecloth tonight.” 

“I can’t very well put the good china on a bare table.” Milly backed away from her husband’s grasp. 

“What if we don’t use the good china tonight?”

Milly’s suspicions grew. “What did you say this Mr. Shoat’s line of work was?”

“I didn’t.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door. 

“Let me get that,” Monty offered.

“You’d better,” Milly snapped, “and keep him entertained for a few minutes in the parlor, while I finish setting up in here.”

“Yes, dear.” Monty walked into the hallway to answer the front door.

“Reb, get down here,” Milly shouted upstairs. “I need your help setting the table.”

Monty opened the door and was pleased to find a cleansed and kempt Mr. Shoat standing before him with a bottle in hand.

“You certainly clean up well,” Monty said. “Please come in.”

“Thank you. I’m sorry I don’t have a dinner jacket.” 

“I was just about to take mine off,” said Monty. “I find dining to be more comfortable in shirtsleeves.”

“I brought a bottle of bourbon.” Paul handed the bottle to Monty. “I know you’re supposed to bring wine, but I don’t know anything about wine, so I hope this will do.”

“Ah...Old Crow.” Monty examined the bottle. “As it happens, that’s what I’m drinking now. It’s U.S. Grant’s favorite whiskey.”

“Mark Twain’s, too,” Paul replied, “or so I’m told.” 

“Is that right?” Monty asked. “Well, let me pour you a glass, and we’ll drink to their good health.” 

“Thank you, but I don’t drink alcohol.”

“That’s incredible,” said Monty. “Never at all?”

“No, I don’t really have a taste for it. I only brought the bottle to have something to bring, and I only know the brand by reputation.”

Milly entered the parlor with Reb in tow. She looked Paul up and down with satisfaction.

Monty motioned to her. “Paul, allow me to introduce my wife, Milly.” 

“How do you do?” Milly extended her hand.

Paul accepted her hand and gave it a delicate, yet awkward shake. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

“Likewise...and this is my sister, Reb, who has recently joined us from Chicago.”

Paul made a slight bow in Reb’s direction, and she reciprocated with a small curtsy.

“I’m an admirer of your Chicago White Stockings. They won the National League pennant last year and look to do so again this season. I try to follow them as best I can.”

“Paul is an avid reader of periodicals,” Monty offered. 

“A few years ago, I saw them play at the West Side Grounds,” Reb said. “Grown men chasing after a little ball...it’s a silly game, but I do confess that I rather enjoyed it.”

“Did you happen to see Albert Spalding pitch?”

“Yes, I think that was the name of the man who was throwing the baseball at the players with those wooden clubs. He wore an oversized leather mitten on his left hand.” 

“A fielding glove; some say he was the first professional player to use one...revolutionized the game.” 

“Is that so?”

“I believe A.G. Spalding is one of the finest pitchers baseball has ever known...a real credit to the game and to Chicago.”

“It looks like we’re in for a lively discussion this evening,” Milly said. “Shall we repair to the dining room?”

“From what I understand, the park named in honor of our dearly departed president that stretches along Lake Michigan is a sight to behold in the summertime,” Paul said as the group made ready to exit the parlor.

“I hope Chicago does not soon have to name a new park after yet another assassinated president,” Monty added.

“The last I read, Garfield was being moved to the coast in hopes that his condition will improve away from the humidity of Washington,” Paul replied.

“That’s quite enough talk of dead and dying presidents,” Milly urged.

“Yes, you’re right, dear,” Monty said.

“Have you spent much time in Lincoln Park?” Paul asked Reb.

“I have indeed.”

“I’ve read that the beaches along the lake rival any that can be found on the East Coast.”

“They are picturesque, especially early in the morning when the water is calm, but I prefer spending time at the zoo.”

“What is your favorite animal there?” 

“I like the lions best.”

“How would you describe them?” 

“As loud and lazy.”

“Does the zoo have elephants, too?”

“It’s like we’re not even here,” Monty whispered to his wife as the group moved into the dining room.
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Dinner had been served, and indeed a lively discussion was underway, though Monty and Milly were not participating nearly so much as the other two. All were in good spirits and enjoying the evening. Even when Monty helped himself to seconds of roast beef and spilled au jus on the flannel tablecloth, Milly only shook her head blithely.

“You must have noticed a number of dissimilarities between Chicago and Tombstone during your time here, but what is the one that you find most curious?” Paul asked.

“The dress,” Reb responded. “It’s not at all what I expected. The townspeople, for the most part, dress better than Chicagoans from even the wealthiest neighborhoods, but then the few miners I’ve encountered dress in a most peculiar fashion.”

“The ubiquitous denim trousers,” Milly said. “I simply can’t abide them...as coarse as the people who wear them.” 

“They seem popular with the cowboys, too,” said Monty.

Paul nodded. “Yes, that’s one of the few things they have in common. Dungarees are suited for many kinds of work. The indigo color conceals dirt, and the thick cloth resists tearing, but denim is also a living fabric that wears in with each wearing, telling the story of its wearer. New denim is rigid in texture and uniform in appearance, but over time it relaxes agreeably and lightens in distinctive ways—just as the best people do—not like costlier cloth, which once it shows signs of aging is relegated to becoming
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