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        To all the women who organized, marched, and spoke out in the early days of the suffrage movement, and to all the women who continue to fight for voting rights and representation in our current times.

      

      

      

      
        
        Our voices are powerful and necessary.
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        Seattle, Washington

        August, 1908

      

      

      

      Winnie West stared into the glass reflection of the founder of the newspaper’s office door and tucked an errant strand of auburn hair beneath her sensible hat. “Pull yourself together, woman,” she lectured under her breath, conscious of the busy hallway at The Puget Sound Post. “You’re nobody’s doormat. Not today.”

      She nodded for emphasis, ignoring the fact that her heart galloped so fast it could be a contender for a purse down at The Meadows. She smoothed the collar of her double-breasted jacket and straightened her cluster-pleated skirt that was only slightly faded at the hem. Her Sunday best wasn’t much, but what sort of outfit could one wear to make their dreams come true? Inhaling once more, she rapped on the wood.

      “Enter.”

      Winnie winced at the all-too-noticeable impatience in the rumbling voice. She had only worked at the newspaper for six weeks, but she was well aware of Mr. Horace McEntire’s reputation. The other stenographers had schooled her in the older man’s brusque ways, and she strived to deliver her work the way he demanded: quickly, accurately, silently. He was not a man for conversation with his underlings, and even less so with the ladies who worked for him. Was she mad to break his unspoken rules? She swallowed hard and stepped inside the office, her hands clasped in front of her.

      “Good morning, sir.”

      Mr. McEntire rose half-heartedly to his feet and gestured to the chair in front of his desk before returning his attention to the newspaper gripped in his hands.

      Winnie perched on the chair and waited for him to address her. After a few awkward heartbeats, she tried again.

      “I asked your secretary to schedule me five minutes of your time. I hoped to speak with you about a matter of great personal interest.”

      He continued to glower at the paper. Winnie’s brows rose when she realized it was not a copy of the Post, but The Seattle Register, their undisputed rival. If nothing else came of this interview, at least she would be able to report that the rumors he read it obsessively rang true. Why were men so fragile when it came to competition?

      “Ah, yes.” Mr. McEntire snapped the paper shut and tossed it on the desk. “Be quick about it, Miss West. You have three minutes until my editors arrive.”

      “Missus,” she said automatically. He didn’t correct himself. She wasn’t even sure if he was listening. The wrong honorific shouldn’t bother her—at twenty-three, few people knew she had been a widow for almost two years now—but neither did she deserve to be disrespected. Her eye twitched.

      “I’d like to inquire about the open reporting position. I have received excellent reviews on my work as a stenographer, and I believe I have more to offer. I wrote several pieces for my local weekly back in Boston, and I’d love the opportunity to⁠—”

      “I’m afraid not, miss,” Mr. McEntire said, though his tone failed to convey the emotion. “I don’t hire female reporters.”

      “I understand that is currently the case. However, I do think it’s becoming more common.” Her gaze darted to the paper on the desk, and an idea teased its way forward. “A recent Register article reported that Washington state now has over ten female reporters. If you hired me, sir, you could be at the forefront of change.”

      “Change.” He let out a huff and jabbed his finger at a column on the front page. “You sound just like these women the Register is so fond of supporting.”

      Winnie craned her neck and read, “Washington Women Demand Suffrage Once More.”

      Ah. Nothing like women’s rights to foul a man’s mood.

      She’d heard the western states were pushing hard for suffrage, and the confirming headline sent a trickle of excitement through her. Her gut urged her to align herself with these women, but common sense held her back. If she said the wrong thing, Mr. McEntire would not hesitate to sack her. His track record assured her of that. And until the ongoing contention over her late husband’s will was settled, she could not jeopardize her job. Her savings would last another month or two, but only if she were frugal. Losing her meager income would lead to ramifications too unpleasant to consider, so she swallowed what she wished to say and turned a placating smile on her employer.

      “I arrived in Washington just six weeks ago, so I can’t say whether that’s true. I simply aspire to join the ranks of the talented newspapermen who come before me.”

      His bushy gray brows formed a formidable vee. “Since you’re new to town, I would advise you to follow the lead of the other stenographers in the office. They’re content with a job that befits their abilities, as should you be. That is how you can elevate the ranks of the newspapermen around you.”

      “Yes, sir. But should you wish to reconsider⁠—”

      “That will be all, Miss West. Back to the stenographer’s room, if you please.”

      A sour taste filled her mouth, but she inclined her head. “Thank you for your time, Mr. McEntire.”

      Winnie closed the office door with extra care, tempted to slam it shut and make that condescending man know he had underestimated her. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. There was nothing to do but accept that her carefully rehearsed words had fallen like shriveled leaves on cracked earth. At least she still had a job, a somewhat lackluster consolation prize.

      Turns out she was a doormat, after all.

      A painful lump formed in her throat, and her breathing grew shallow. She needed outside before a sob or a curse—she wasn’t sure which—broke loose and she made a fool of herself. She swept down the hall toward the exit, focused on escaping. A man stepped out of the office nearest her, mug in hand.

      She jumped to the side and avoided a direct collision. The movement startled the man, and he lurched sideways. Coffee splashed down her skirts and instantly absorbed into the fabric.

      “Son of a bobcat.” The oath she’d learned on the street that morning slipped from her lips before she could stop it. The man’s snort snapped her gaze upwards, and her heart sank.

      It was none other than Mr. Mack Donnelly, her employer’s nephew and assistant editor. Tall and lean, he held himself with innate confidence. Even now, a small coffee mug dangling from one hand, he seemed annoyingly comfortable with himself, as if he knew he looked good and that women liked to look at him.

      Though she was loathe to admit it, he wouldn’t be wrong. It was impossible to miss how his gray, three-piece suit accentuated his long legs and broad shoulders, or how his navy tie brought out the nuances of the bluest eyes she’d ever seen. A sizzle of awareness shot through her.

      She had never been this close to him before—normally he was locked away in his office—and the proximity was unsettling. His official title was editor, but everyone knew very little happened at the Post without his direct involvement. While that fact normally impressed her, all she could do now was stare with nervous consternation.

      “Could’ve been worse.” His lips twitched into a half smile. “At least it wasn’t hot.”

      Her eyes narrowed. So not only did he laugh, no, snort, at her, he couldn’t even bother to offer an apology? Granted, he had no idea this was her best suit—or what a late night she would have soaking and scrubbing the stain—but he certainly wasn’t earning any points for being a gentleman. Editor or not, the man was a lout.

      “Indeed,” she replied through gritted teeth. “If you’ll excuse me.” Before she could get herself into more trouble, she rushed outside and rounded the corner.

      Leaning against the wall of the mammoth Arcade Building, she closed her eyes and drew a few shaky breaths. What a disaster. And to think she’d practiced her humble acceptance speech in the mirror that morning.

      She took a hard grip on herself—wallowing would have to wait until she was alone in her tiny boarding room. Besides, there was nothing to be ashamed of. She had tried. Wasn’t that why she had picked up her life and moved across the country? To find adventure and attempt things she had never done before? Nobody said it would be easy. In fact, everyone in her former life had delighted in telling her just how hard it would be. This was a setback, but so what? If she kept pushing, she’d get there eventually.

      Above the chaotic sounds of pedestrians, electric streetcars, and the clopping of horse-drawn wagons, a woman’s voice snagged her attention. At the intersection of Second Avenue and Union, a petite blonde spoke to passersby as they crossed the street, giving a flyer to anyone who would accept it. She was perhaps only five feet tall, dressed in a smart, tailored shirtwaist dress with tucks from shoulder to waist, her hair pinned beneath a matching hat. Her gait was slightly lopsided as she marched to-and-fro, yet she didn’t seem to notice. Possibly the unevenness was something she had long become accustomed to.

      What really drew Winnie’s attention, however, was the woman’s confidence. She spoke with an earnestness that made Winnie want to lean in to hear every word. There was also a hint of a southern accent, which she had not come across in Seattle.

      “I implore you, fellow Washingtonians, to join our cause and grant women the right to vote. As brave frontiersmen, it is our responsibility to lead the way.”

      Woman suffrage was an ideology that had always interested Winnie. Her memories flitted back to all the times suffrage had come up over the dinner table with her father—My daughter will not indulge in unladylike behavior. To do so would bring shame to our family. And then with her late husband, John—My wife will not march in the streets like a common hooligan. Her place is here, at home.

      A dull pain in her jaw alerted her to the fact that she was grinding her teeth again. She made a concerted effort to relax and focused on the woman’s message. It called to her like a lifeline in a stormy sea.

      “Now is the time to act,” the woman continued. “A new age is upon us, and women must claim what is rightfully theirs. All those interested may join the first meeting of a new women’s club, the Seattle Suffrage Society.”

      And there, standing on the busy sidewalk in the heart of downtown Seattle, the woman’s appeal rooted close to Winnie’s heart and bloomed into something suspiciously like hope.

      She stepped into the woman’s path. “I’m interested.”

      “Wonderful,” the woman said with an inviting nod. “We need women like you.”

      She tilted her head to the side. “What do you mean, women like me? For all you know, I could be a troublemaker.”

      The woman handed her a flyer, her eyes twinkling. “Even better. Change cannot happen without a little trouble. You strike me as brave and purposeful.”

      “Do I?”

      “Didn’t you just decide to become involved in something bigger than yourself?”

      Winnie threw her head back and laughed. “You’re a silver-tongued sorceress, aren’t you?” If she wasn’t careful, she’d be forking over her weekly stipend.

      “I may have heard something like that before,” the woman admitted with a mischievous smile. “Did I see you come out of The Puget Sound Post’s office? They wouldn’t take my flyer.”

      “The owner isn’t known for his tolerance.”

      The woman gave her a curious look. “Do you work there?”

      “As a stenographer, yes.” And then, because she had a feeling this woman might be the only person to understand her, she added, “I hope to be a reporter one day.”

      The blonde’s eyes widened. “My dear, I believe it’s fate. The Society desperately needs women who are talented at penning words. So many things need to be written. Petitions, invitations, reports, letters, even human interest stories to share our experiences with others.”

      Her dream, despite being dashed beneath Mr. McEntire’s foot moments ago, found new life.

      “I want to do it.” The words tumbled from Winnie’s mouth in a rushed breath.

      “I know you can. I’m so happy we’ve met, Miss…?”

      “Mrs. Winnifred West. And are you the Miss Clementine Lewis named on this flyer?”

      “One and the same.”

      “I’ll be at the meeting.”

      “Glad to hear it. I look forward to learning more about you.” They bid each other goodbye, and Miss Lewis wandered toward another pair of women at the intersection.

      Winnie hovered on the sidewalk, emotions coursing through her. Miss Lewis’s belief in her, though they had just met, infused her with excitement and gumption. If a new acquaintance believed in her ability to write, why shouldn’t she do the same? Yes, she could lose her job, and yes, it could be difficult to find another one.

      But it was not impossible.

      She owed it to herself to try once more, to make Mr. McEntire listen. Before she could lose her nerve, she raised her chin and marched back inside.
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      Mack Donnelly’s gaze lingered on the gorgeous redhead fleeing his presence. He’d seen her around the office, but she wasn’t dressed in her normal white shirtwaist and dark skirt. Instead, her pistachio green suit had done magic to her emerald eyes and robbed him of coherent speech. He glanced down at the empty mug in his grip and shook his head. What kind of foolish comment had he made instead of an apology?

      “Mr. Donnelly?”

      Mack dragged his attention from the retreating stenog to find his secretary beside him. Christ, he hoped she hadn’t witnessed his blunder. “Is everything all right, Mrs. Pagliuchi?”

      “I know your meeting is due to begin, but Mr. Hibben sent an update.”

      Mention of their head compositor had his attention. “Did the birthing go well?” When she nodded, he grinned. “Grand news. Send Lloyd a bottle of scotch. As for Nancy—well, what would you have wanted after little Tommy’s birth?”

      “Cake. Lots of cake.”

      His lips twitched. “Add a cake and a message for Lloyd to take the rest of the week off.”

      “I know you like to give the new fathers paid leave,” she said, wringing her hands, “but we’re already short-staffed because of that nasty stomach illness.”

      “I’ll step in when needed.” At her skeptical look, he added, “It’s been a few years, but I haven’t forgotten how to set the type. In the meantime, Mr. Zeller can take Lloyd’s shift. He’s been asking for more experience.”

      “I knew you’d have the answer.” Mrs. Pagliuchi beamed and then hurried away.

      Mack leaned back on his heels and savored the satisfaction warming his chest. He loved solving all the little problems at the newspaper, relished being the person everyone went to when they needed something. He was damned good at it, even if his uncle thought he was wasting valuable time that could be better spent sweet-talking investors.

      “Answer for what?”

      Mack’s smile faded as he turned to face Emil Anderson. Mack had once considered his fellow editor a close friend. But that was before the Silas Griff murder case a year ago. Mack’s stellar coverage had almost convinced his uncle to give him more privileges at the paper, but then Emil ruined his chances by morphing into his uncle’s lapdog. Emil was now as likely to be found in Horace’s office as his own, which meant Horace had stopped relying on Mack so much. It also meant that whenever Mack had a different opinion, he was outvoted.

      It had been a very long year.

      “Just scheduling issues.”

      Emil cocked his head to the side. “Why are you concerning yourself with scheduling? Your uncle wants you to⁠—”

      “Speaking of, he’s waiting for us.” Mack strode down the hall toward the editor-in-chief’s office, Emil irritatingly close on his heels. “Let me guess, you’re already planning on agreeing with him.”

      “On what?”

      “On anything.”

      “I don’t agree with everything he says.”

      “You have ever since that brief stint of yours in Tacoma.” He squinted at Emil’s closed expression. “Makes me wonder what was so godawful there that had you running back into Horace’s arms.”

      Mack ignored Emil’s muttered curse and rapped on the office door. Horace beckoned them inside, and Mack eased into one of the two chairs facing the desk. He spied the Register atop the desk and suppressed a sigh. His uncle had become obsessed with other newspapers recently, but he wouldn’t explain why. He combed through them every morning and verbally skewered anyone who interrupted him. Then, at some inexplicable point, he would become giddy and return to work with refreshed vigor. The fickle moods were exhausting.

      Luckily, there were only six months until Horace retired and signed the newspaper over to Mack. The plan had been set into motion years ago by Horace and Mack’s mother, and while Mack normally abhorred their attempts to puppeteer his life, this time he was fully on board. He had been captivated by the world of journalism since the first day he stood on the street corner as a newsboy, and he couldn’t imagine doing anything else with his life.

      But more importantly, it would allow him to fulfill the promise he’d made to his dying father over a decade ago.

      Mack’s stomach knotted at the memory of his father moments before he passed, weeping and insisting yellow journalism had led him to his death. Mack had promised to do his part to usher in a new era of journalism and provide the public with ethical reporting.

      He didn’t regret his promise. He wanted to be part of the new guard that was already taking steps across the nation. Months of sandpaper eyes from lack of sleep and backaches from stooping over his desk were a small price to pay for finally commanding his own destiny.

      And all he had to do to make that happen was play by his uncle’s increasingly stifling rules for six more measly months.

      The irony kept him awake at night.

      Horace beckoned them forward with a curt wave. “I’ve had to deal with all sorts today, so let’s get this over with.”

      Mack laid his papers on the desk. “The quarterly report is worrisome. We’re performing well in national news, but local news is at an all-time low. If we continue in this direction, we’ll have to drastically cut expenses in the fourth quarter.”

      “For God’s sake.” Horace rubbed his temples. “And what do you propose to get us out of this mess?”

      “Human-interest stories that address local interest. That’s what gets more readers, particularly women.”

      “Women readers?”

      “Women do read, uncle.”

      “Isn’t that pandering to the public?” Emil interjected.

      “Yes.” Mack strove for patience. “But it brings in money. Besides, it worked for Hearst and Pulitzer, why not us?”

      Horace hummed noncommittally. “Mr. Anderson, what’s your take?”

      Mack’s lips compressed into a tight line, but he gave Emil the floor. Would his old friend finally step up?

      “We’re unnecessarily fighting newspapers for the same readership. This quarter alone, our stories have barely differed from those in the Register.”

      “Interesting. Go on.”

      “Rather than write the same thing, we should take the opposite stance. Give them a run for their money.”

      “The opposite stance on the economy, labor, and immigration?” Mack couldn’t hide his surprise. “And risk alienating our established readership?”

      “Obviously, that’s not what I meant.” Emil’s brow rose contemptuously. “There are several issues where public opinion is divided—that is where our opportunity lies.”

      “You’re on to something, Mr. Anderson.” Horace leaned forward in his seat. “Look at what nonsense the Register published today. It almost sounds like they support the damned movement! If you ask me, the day a woman votes will be the demise of the family unit.”

      “I know many who would agree with you, Mr. McEntire,” Emil said.

      Mack fought the urge to snap his pencil in half.

      “Then it’s decided—we begin with anti-suffrage.”

      Mack made a last-ditch effort to stem the tide that very well might drown them. “Uncle, we’ve made positive strides in the last few years by covering both sides of an issue. My analysis shows it would be poor reporting to⁠—”

      Horace’s hand slammed on the desk. “Enough about your analysis—I pay you to be an editor, for God’s sake. My intuition says this is the right move, and it’s my name on the line, not yours.”

      Emil shifted in his chair. “I wonder if there’s a way for us to learn of the suffragists’ agenda ahead of time.”

      Mack resisted rolling his eyes. What was the point of trying? When the paper was his, he’d follow through on his promise and change its trajectory for the better—hell, he’d lead the reform himself. He just hoped his uncle hadn’t run it into the ground before then. An insistent rapping at the door saved him from having to respond.

      “Who the devil?” Horace frowned. “Mack, see who it is.”

      He opened the door even as another bevy of knocks fell upon it, then blinked in surprise. It was the redheaded stenog. Had she come to find him? No, that was ridiculous. She was as surprised as he was, her thickly lashed eyes widening. She was faintly flushed, a curl of hair stuck to her damp forehead, and her generous breasts heaved for breath as if she had run there. It took conscious effort not to stare, and he couldn’t help but imagine running his hands over her lush curves. His mouth opened, but nothing came out. Jesus Christ, when had he become so awkward with a beautiful woman?

      “You,” she blurted.

      “Bobcat,” he said, and he was pretty sure her eye twitched.

      “What I meant was, good afternoon, Mr. Donnelly.” She cleared her throat. “I wish to speak with Mr. McEntire.”

      He widened the door, and she swept into the office with her head held high. Earlier, she’d been full of embarrassment and irritation, but now, something else propelled her. If he had to name it, he’d call it righteous anger. She looked down her nose at everyone in the room even though she was the shortest by several inches. As she settled into his vacated seat, he swore she whispered something under her breath that sounded like “doormat.”

      He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

      “What do you need, Miss West?” Horace asked. “I’ve already given you my answer.”

      “Missus West.”

      Mack’s stomach bottomed out.

      He’d been lusting after a married woman. No matter how tempting a woman was—and this one already had him in knots—he would not cross that line. He swallowed his absurd disappointment with a vicious will. There were plenty of other women in Seattle, even if they weren’t as intriguing as Mrs. West. The sooner he found one, the better, if his ridiculous attraction to the insistent sound of her voice was any indication. Wait, what was she insisting on?

      “—a new suffrage club down the street from here. As a new member, I am in the prime position to share the latest developments.”

      “Another suffrage club?” Emil asked. “Haven’t a dozen or more cropped up in the last six months?”

      “I believe so, thus proving the cause has merit,” she said. “A new age is upon us, and it would be in the best interest of history to document its arrival.”

      What were the odds that a suffragist walked in the door right after they decided to run anti-suffrage pieces? Mack glanced back and forth between Miss—no, Missus West—and his uncle. He didn’t like the speculative gleam that came to Horace’s eye, nor the way his gaze lingered on her breasts. So, despite Mack’s decade-old decision to stay out of anything controversial until he sat behind that desk, he found himself stepping in to save the naïve optimist.

      “The movement has gained a lot of speed,” he said. “I’ve seen the notices myself, yet unfort⁠—”

      “Actually,” Emil interrupted, “We were just discussing the benefits of collecting information on suffrage.”

      “Indeed.” Horace’s mouth twisted into a self-satisfied smirk. “Miss West, I’ve reconsidered your plea.”

      “Missus,” Mack snapped before he could stop himself. The woman gave him a surprised, but grateful look. Her smile did something strange to his insides, and he jerked his eyes away.

      Horace narrowed his eyes at Mack, but he corrected himself. “Mrs. West, we find ourselves in need of human-interest stories. Something that will attract more female readers.”

      Mack swallowed a groan. Not only was Horace going to use his idea against him, but he was also going to drag an innocent woman into the mix? Horace’s smugness couldn’t be more obvious, but Mrs. West didn’t notice. If anything, she bounced with excitement. “I can do it, sir. I promise I won’t let you down.”

      Horace pointed a finger at her. “This is a trial, mind you.”

      “Understood, sir.”

      “Two hundred words, weekly. Bring your ideas to Mr. Donnelly or Mr. Anderson—whoever happens to be in the office—every Monday morning for approval. Finished pieces will be published on Friday for space rates.”

      Emil gave Mrs. West his signature charming smile, and Mack’s stomach twisted. Women had always thrown themselves at Emil’s feet, even when he didn’t express any interest. It had been that way ever since they started as newsboys together years ago, but it had never bothered him until right now. Would Mrs. West be the same? He realized he didn’t want to find out. He made the split-second decision to be in the office every Monday morning, come hell or high water.

      “Yes, sir. Thank you very much.” She gave Mack and Emil a nod as well. “Thank you, gentlemen. I look forward to sharing my ideas with you.”

      “And I can’t wait to hear them,” Emil assured her.

      “Good luck,” Mack said, his voice flat. Her smile faltered, but damnation, what else could he say, that her mission was doomed from the start?

      As soon as the door closed behind her, Emil let out a chuckle. “That one fell right into our laps.”

      “And she’ll stay there for as long as she’ll provide us with content. Mack, you need to get away from your infernal analyses, so you’ll write the first counter piece. Mr. Anderson, you’ll take the second.”

      “You really think there will be a second?” Mack asked. “She’ll figure it out as soon as the first article is published.”

      Horace shrugged. “Then we ask her to submit a few more ideas before the first is published. It’s a win-win.”

      He really was related to a bastard.

      “To be clear,” Mack said slowly, “you’re asking me to sabotage Mrs. West’s chance at a reporting position because the paper is going anti-suffrage? That doesn’t strike you as unethical?”

      Horace snorted. “Show me a moment in history when rules have applied in politics, and I’ll eat my hat.”

      “That doesn’t make it right. I’m not comfortable with⁠—”

      “You’ll do it, or there will be consequences.”

      Heat rose to his cheeks. He was not a child. “What are you talking about?”

      “The inheritance is not set in stone, my boy. Mr. Anderson is also in the running.”

      A buzzing filled Mack’s head, and he braced a hand on the desk. The newspaper was his. He had fulfilled every family expectation made of him, and then some. If he didn’t inherit, all his plans would be ruined—his promise broken. How could his uncle even consider giving it to Emil?

      “You made an arrangement with my mother years ago.”

      “I did,” Horace said. “But we amended the agreement last week. Didn’t your mother tell you?”

      No, she damn well had not. “And what does the amendment say?”

      “It says I will give you the newspaper if I believe you will uphold its legacy. I am only looking out for the best interests of the newspaper and the family name. You’ve made several comments and actions in the last couple years that have caused me to question your judgment.”

      “Such as what?”

      Horace waved a hand in the air. “As we’ve seen today, your overly progressive stance clashes with the nature of the newspaper. I’ve had to rein you in several times.”

      Mack’s gut burned, and he ached to smash something, anything. “I am a progressive, I freely admit it. But I have only encouraged you to take a more moderate stance and show both sides of an issue. That’s all.”

      “Mr. Anderson understands what it means to make a splash, moderation be damned. If you can’t get in line, I shall have no choice but to pass you over.”

      The urge to tell his uncle off rose to a fever pitch, but he stamped down his emotions, useless as they were. Getting the job done, whatever it took, was the most important thing, not only for himself, but for the future of the nation.

      “I’ll take care of it.”

      Uncle Horace gave his approval, and Mack shook off the unease snaking up his spine. If he’d played by his uncle’s rules for this long, why should this task be any different?

      Besides, how difficult could it be to rein in one aspiring suffragist?
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      “Welcome to Longfellow House.” Miss Clementine Lewis smiled warmly at the half-dozen women dispersed around the elegant tearoom. “Please, help yourselves to some refreshments.”

      Winnie glanced at the women already occupying the corners of the room with curiosity. So far, she was the youngest by a few decades. One plump matron drew her attention. Her movements were highly animated, her gray curls bouncing in her coiffure as she spoke with a woman at her side. They both wore one of the first suffrage badges ever made, a silver sunflower bearing the number 1848 to represent the first convention at Seneca Falls. Their fortitude struck a chord within Winnie, and she gave them a wide smile before turning away.

      A tall, slender young woman with honey brown hair hesitated in the doorway, mild panic in her doe-like eyes. Dressed in a serviceable but worn brown walking suit and matching, faded hat, she clutched her hands in front of her and appeared on the verge of bolting.

      “Hello there.” Winnie stepped close with a bright smile. “I’m relieved someone close to my age will be here to liven things up. I’ve attended enough dull women’s club meetings, haven’t you?”

      The woman blinked a few times. “Oh…hello. No, I haven’t—oh wait, I only meant that this is my first club meeting.”

      “In that case, I can assure you this is the most impressive refreshment table I’ve ever seen at a club meeting. Care to join me, Miss…?”

      The woman smiled shyly. “Miss Olive Becket.”

      “I’m Mrs. Winnifred West. Come along.” Sliding her arm through the young woman’s, she led the way to the table in the corner.

      An ornate porcelain tea set sat proudly in the center of the lace tablecloth, surrounded by an embossed silver chocolate set and hand-painted plates piled high with mouthwatering confections.

      “I’ve died and gone to heaven,” Olive breathed, and then bit her lip.

      Winnie chuckled. “You’re a girl after my own heart.”

      She cocked her head and debated between a delicately iced cookie and a rich chocolate mousse. Finally, she shrugged and took both. Olive followed suit, selecting the mousse and a flaky pastry topped with cream and a strawberry cut into the shape of a rose.

      They settled into chairs in front of the white marble fireplace, and Winnie strived not to moan with pleasure at the explosion of sugar on her tongue. She distracted herself by examining the room’s classical details, including curved ceiling designs of delicate ivory and brass light fixtures. And was that an Atwood landscape gracing the far wall? Her mother had always coveted one.

      “I’m not sure I fit in here.” Olive plucked at her plain skirt.

      “Me either, but Miss Lewis invited us regardless.”

      “That’s true.”

      “If it’s terrible, we can always swing by the closest drug store for a float,” Winnie added with a wink.

      Attendance in the room had expanded to a full dozen. Miss Lewis ushered the latest newcomers to their seats, a woman in her early forties accompanied by a girl of about fifteen. Their nearly identical facial features identified them as family, warming Winnie’s heart. She couldn’t imagine attending a suffrage event with her own mother.

      Miss Lewis took her place in front of a wooden podium covered in an assortment of papers. Though short and waif-like, her assertive demeanor gave the illusion that she was a much larger woman. She cleared her throat and called out, “I hereby call the first meeting of the Seattle Suffrage Society to order.”

      A murmur of excitement spread through the room. Winnie clapped her hands loudly.

      “It means so much to see women eager for change. Together, I hope we can improve our future. And now, please allow me to introduce my aunt, Mrs. Della Longfellow. She has generously offered her home as our meeting space, and she will act as the club’s secretary.”

      The gray-haired woman wearing the silver sunflower badge scrunched her shoulders and waved.

      “I would like to begin by acknowledging the importance of our work, which will undoubtedly involve a lot of time in each other’s company. So, while we are within these walls, I’d like to dispense with formality.” She gave everyone a serene smile. “Please call me Clem.”

      A trio of older women in the corner let out a sound of dismay, but Winnie was thrilled. Before the decision could be questioned, she leaned into her new friend’s side. “I prefer Winnie.”

      “And I’m Olive.”

      There was a low bang at the double doors, as if something had smacked into the wood. Winnie twisted in her seat to see what the commotion was about. A trim, raven-haired young woman hustled into the room, breathing heavily and lugging a ruby velvet valise. Dressed in an exquisite forest-green walking suit trimmed in black soutache and an enormous hat sporting black feathers, she could have been a model in a New York fashion magazine. Winnie couldn’t imagine someone so well-appointed attending their meeting. Was she lost?

      “Sorry I’m late.” The elegant woman blew a dangling feather out of her eyes. “Where should I sit?”

      Clem took the latecomer’s arrival in stride. “Miss Rhoda Carlisle, everyone. Miss Carlisle, I was just saying I hope we can use our Christian names during the meetings.”

      “Wonderful. I’m Rhoda.”

      Clem beamed. “Take any open seat.”

      Winnie waved a hand and pointed to the empty seat beside her. As Rhoda collapsed into her seat, Winnie reached to help her with the bag.

      “Heavens, that’s heavy. Whatever do you have in there?”

      “My rocks.” Rhoda peered around the room. “Hasn’t everyone got them?”

      “For what, dear?” Clem asked.

      “For throwing them. Isn’t that what this club’s about?”

      Winnie covered her mouth, but a snort still escaped. Olive choked back a giggle, but not everyone in the room was so inclined. The trio of disapproving matrons muttered under their breath and gave Rhoda disapproving frowns.

      Clem’s lips quirked. “We aren’t going to be throwing any rocks, dear.”

      “Isn’t that what the Pankhursts are doing over in England? Looks fun.”

      A member of the trio let out a scandalized gasp. “Western men would never support such unladylike behavior. We are suffragists, not suffragettes.”

      “Is this the sort of thing you plan to allow, Miss Lewis?” Another demanded, leaning on her cane and giving the organizer a challenging frown.

      Clem’s calmness never wavered. “We will of course try a number of nonviolent strategies to win the vote, as our foremothers did before us.” The older woman was appeased until Clem turned to Rhoda. “If that doesn’t work, perhaps we’ll consider rocks. But that day is far away.”

      The older woman sniffed, but Rhoda gave an indolent shrug and shoved the lopsided bag under her chair. She crossed her arms in front of her chest and winked at Winnie.

      Oh, she liked this girl.

      “Let’s get down to business, shall we?” Clem asked.

      “Hear, hear,” Mrs. Longfellow called, and her companion let out a hurrah.

      Clem shuffled her papers. “First, I would like to go over the Society’s mission. It goes unsaid that Congress’ refusal to pass nationwide suffrage for women—first introduced forty years ago, mind you—is a travesty.” The women booed, and Clem nodded. “Therefore, it is up to individual states to secure our right to vote. If we gain enough steam, Congress will be forced to listen!”

      Cheers rang out across the room, and Clem held out a hand for silence.

      “As you are probably aware, Washington’s organization is largely under the direction of Mrs. Emma Smith DeVoe, who has charged us with mobilizing local groups across the state. Our goal is to uphold the notions perpetuated by the National American Woman Suffrage Association through campaigns and petitions. With enough publicity, our amendment will be on the state election ballot next year.”

      “A worthy goal, but how is this suffrage club any different than the others?” The woman with the daughter asked. “There’s another club closer to my home. Why should I join this one?”

      “Excellent question. This club will not cling to the methods of the past, but will look for new, modern tactics tailored specifically to the Western mentality.”

      At modern tactics, Rhoda’s hand edged toward her valise.

      Winnie whispered in horror, “That does not mean the rocks, Rhoda.”

      The raven-haired beauty sat back with a huff, and Winnie swallowed another laugh before returning her attention to Clem.

      “These modern tactics include raising money, canvassing, and soliciting signatures. It also signifies a clear departure from the temperance movement, which, historically in Washington state, has had negative ramifications on our right to vote.”

      A low buzz spread throughout the women, but Winnie was glued to Clem’s words.

      “Furthermore, this club recognizes that women represent a spectrum, and our
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