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      Dedication

      This work of my heart is dedicated to

      the strong Texas women in my life.

      Especially to my mother, Irene …

      a Texan by mistake — but a cowgirl by design.
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            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      When I first read The Daisy Chain, Erica and I were just starting out, still learning the edges of each other’s worlds. I remember thinking, Wow—here’s this cool chick who likes to write, and I like to write too… but I wasn’t prepared for what I was about to read.

      I stayed up until three in the morning, unable to put the book down. Dannah’s story gripped me—the grit, the heartbreak, the unrelenting fire in her. I remember finishing the last page and realizing I couldn’t wait until morning to tell Erica how incredible it was. I think I called her right then and there, in the dead of night, just to say, This is amazing.

      And I wasn’t the only one it captivated. I gave a copy to my mom—who is a voracious reader, one of those people who devours books like air—and she felt the same way. The Daisy Chain wasn’t just a Western. It wasn’t just a story of survival. It was a force, something raw and impossible to ignore, much like the woman who wrote it.

      Because that’s the thing about Erica—she’s a gale wind that gets under your coat collar and grips you. She’s passionate, relentless, and unforgettable—just like Dannah. There is no reading The Daisy Chain without feeling the weight of its words, the dust of its world, the fire of its heroine.

      And now, all these years later, re-reading The Daisy Chain, I am struck by how it still cuts to the bone, still sings with the kind of storytelling that makes you feel it deep in your ribs. The revised and expanded edition doesn’t just bring new depth to the novel—it reminds me why I fell in love with it in the first place.

      And if this is your first time reading it, I envy you. Because you’re about to experience something unforgettable.

      

      —Erica’s Soulmate Dustin

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      I am Dannah. We all are to an extent. We all take parts of our past, whether tragic or just tragically part of life, and we bury them. Twisting them into a space that fits snugly into our minds, distorting reality into what could only be called our reality.

      This story is not a pure work at all; it’s one woman’s reality. It is this one woman locked in battle with just about every other element: men, nature, self, fate, and society. If the reader can see this story as being told through Dannah Marshall’s eyes then they can also open their perspective to a broader view of these characters.

      Dannah is determined as hell and she’s got fire in her belly, but she’s not whole. She is far too visceral and blinded by past victimizations. Although a young character, she has been molded into her surroundings like the Medea River basin. To some, Cole might appear a happy-go-lucky chap, but he is infected with a don’t-act/react response. He is continuously bullied and pushed about in the wind. Henry Edwards, although he is obviously power hungry and narcissistic; he's also vehemently loyal and ambitious. He has been let down by everyone around him. Elizabeth, as a character and a reflection of Dannah, is certainly good-natured and faithful, but she’s also fear-filled to the point of being paralyzed. And Billy is rough and tyrannical, but he too suffers from feeling powerless and irrelevant to his world.

      My hope is that you will enjoy this history with no such definitions as good or bad. My wish is that the layers of these characters, even the four-legged ones, will unfold to you as they have to me over the years. These peoples, these tendencies live in all of us. More than a century later all the terrain has been staked, but most of us have yet to settle into ourselves.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AN UPDATE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

          REVISED & EXPANDED EDITION

        

      

    

    
      The first draft of The Daisy Chain was finished in 2007, after years of writing around the edges of my life—scenes scribbled late at night, dialogue pieced together in notebooks, quiet hopes threaded through chaos. When I first published it in 2011, I let it go into the world just as it was—raw, intimate, and entirely mine.

      But stories, I’ve come to learn, don’t stay still. They live. They shift. And sometimes, they call you back.

      This revised & expanded edition is my return—not to fix what was broken, but to tend to it. To honor what I wrote then, and to bring it forward with everything I’ve learned since. I’ve smoothed some seams, deepened some arcs, added new scenes. But the bones remain. The voice remains. Dannah’s fire still burns.

      Part of what reignited this journey was watching my husband experience his own creative rebirth. This year, he began a journey to complete manuscripts he’d been holding onto for decades. Something about that courage, that claiming of unfinished stories, lit a fuse in me. And I realized: The Daisy Chain isn’t finished either. Not really.

      Because over the countless edits, re-readings, and nights spent walking its dust-covered roads again, one truth became clear—Cole Edwards has more to say. His story, his reckoning, his need for closure—it demanded to be heard. Whether that ending is redemptive or ruinous, I can’t say yet. But I know he deserves it. And so The Cole Edwards Saga begins.

      And still, the prequel to that, this story—Dannah’s story—remains the root. She is flint and stubborn will. She is hurt and hunger and heat. I am Dannah. In more ways than I can count. And maybe, so are you. Because we all bury things. We all twist memory into something we can live with. This book—this fictitious world—isn’t about heroes and villains. It’s about survival. About the echoes that live in us.

      The Daisy Chain is not a clean story. It’s a layered one. And if you let it, it will unspool slowly. There are no neat endings here. Only truths, buried in dirt and love and legacy.

      Thank you for returning. Or arriving. Thank you for walking back into Medea and letting it change you. I hope you see something of yourself in these pages. I hope you’re moved. I hope it lingers.

      We don’t always get to rewrite our stories. But sometimes, we get to add a new chapter.

      —Erica M. Goros
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      Dannah breaks into a furious run. Her stomps against the hillside seem to force the damp earth into steep stairs out in front of her, but still, she breathed her way up the escarpment and further away from the river Medea. Heavy boot in front of an even heavier one, and in her memory, Dannah hears a thunderous horse’s gallop against the riverbank.

      It was nearly a year ago, the longest year of Dannah’s life, that Clare, her mama, was tied and dragged behind that fierce horse she can hear in her head. And it was upon the very same stretch of riverbed that she is running on now.

      Her mama’s pain-filled howls are mere whispers that just float in Dannah’s mind, but they circle over and over again hauntingly.

      Today a blanket of thick and strange silence hangs low inside the tree canopy as it did that day, and it brings her back, all too vividly. She had watched as her mother’s body traced graceful wavy lines deep into the muddy bank. It had brought back drawings she made as a girl with her trusty stick on the wet clay shoreline.

      She could hear the soft dragging sound that her mother’s limp body made against the earth. Dannah had been tied atop the steed and the sssh-whoosh resonated from the ground and filled her ears.

      This memory, much like all of Dannah Marshall’s past, she only managed to see in brief flashes, but it was still like reliving a horrible ghost story. Dannah had tried to shake the musky smells and the sounds that bounced from bank to bank over the river, but they always came back to her in bits, time and time again.

      The river originates as a mere trickle 400 miles northwest of Medea County, Texas, and ends a giant, emptying into the Gulf of Mexico. It came to be a highly traveled route from the Port of Galveston.

      Germans, Belgians, Poles, and other immigrants pass through the beating heart of Medea in search of western plots yet to be settled. Ambitious promises of enterprise seem to dangle just in front of the wagon train.

      The western region is said to be respite from wild beasts and Injuns. But settlers soon find out they have gone too far. The climate is intolerable, and the terrain is near impossible to work.

      They came by steamboat at $300 a fare or from the north as far as the rail can take them. They forged forward in Conestogas with wheels that reach a grown man’s eye. Stretches of land embroidered with sweet flowers but shadowed by great hills were so harsh, a short wagon ride would churn butter.

      Pulled by yokes of oxen, they hauled cargo of raisins, dried beef, vinegar, kerosene, and cartridges by the ton. Many women were said to have lost a limb or worse, when without warning, their skirt would catch one of the mammoth wheels, pulling them under, sometimes with a child in hand.

      To Dannah Marshall, there could be no sadder sight than seeing a wagon train stopped for a burial. She shivered every time she saw a crucifix in a field. It was odd how it stood out in spite of the tall grass.

      They passed the plantations, tenant farms, and wind-pumps of the east, and ventured into the cattle ranches of the Balcones Escarpment, thankful for the occasional message scrawled upon a rock that heeded warnings like Do not drink water.

      Tired in spirit and depleted in numbers, whether from an accident, altercation, or any of the diseases that would strike at will — cholera, consumption, diphtheria, or typhoid.

      Medeans often tried to warn passersby not to venture too much further. But something kept them moving toward what lay beyond the next crest. Dannah thought perhaps they weren’t as foolish as they were painted. The town of Medea, after all, had its scoundrels. At least the immigrants had each other.

      Dannah’s Mama used to say the heart of a person only beats when it’s surrounded by blood, by family. But Mama’s blood had since been leached and drained in her recovery. Dannah did not quite understand what kept her breathing after the dragging. It seemed to her something much darker red than blood had kept her alive.

      To Dannah and her sister Elisabeth, something strange had happened. In a way the dragging had actually woke Mama up. She didn’t speak much and never got out of bed, but her eyes were more alive now. Only the girls could see it.

      The Doc and another townsman had carried Mama back to the cabin. She was naked spare a few strips of cloth that the rocks hadn’t grated off of her. Her first moments of consciousness were spent staring at Dannah through a swollen and bloodied eye. Her mouth remained slightly agape, showcasing the deep holes where teeth were once planted.

      “She looks like a little baby, Dan, just like a baby.” Elisabeth marveled. Dannah didn’t marvel.

      Her ma whispered, “Hannah, I’m sorry.”

      Mama was the only one who still used her given name. “Hannah, I’ve ruined you.” She said ever-so-faintly and fell back out of consciousness.

      Mama used to tell vivid stories of her transformation from Hannah to Dannah. Said by the time she was five, she had made up her mind, she wanted to be like her pa.

      Ma said Dannah would sob if she wasn’t allowed to go into the field with Pa. “Had absolutely no use for staying in the cabin with her own mama and sister.” And that one time, she pitched a fit so bad after Pa left without her, she turned blue.

      “You almost washed away the cabin with your tears,” Mama would tell her, “like the river in springtime.”

      Dannah did remember putting on her father’s boots. They came clean up to her rear end and she would stomp around the cabin as loud as she could muster. Since she could recall, she had come to be called Dannah, after her father, Daniel John Marshall.

      Her ma always said she loved her spirit, just as she did Daniel’s, but “Hannah, you remember, you’re a girl and someday a woman.” It just wasn’t right, a lady in a man’s boots or wearing a man’s name. Mama came to tolerate it.

      She had been Hannah once—soft and small. A name that fit neatly inside a mother’s mouth, but she had outgrown it. Dannah was sharper, more grounded. It carried her father’s name, his boots, his world. And she had taken it on, because she had needed to. Because a Hannah would not have survived here.

      After the dragging, Elisabeth wanted to ask Mama if she thought a horse always had a quarter on the ground or if it got all four legs up when it ran, like it was soaring. She read an article in The Democratic Statesman that her grandfather had sent down from Austin about a bet between two men of science. The paper detailed an Eadweard Muybridge and his $25,000 bet about a racehorse’s stride.

      Elisabeth retold the details of the electric trigger he used to set off his many cameras. The series of pictures proved that the animal does indeed get all fours off the ground at once. Subsequent articles sent by their grandfather told of Muybridge’s later infamy at his murder trial.

      Apparently upon discovering his wife’s infidelities, he paid a visit to one Major Harry Larkyns, said “Good Evening, Major, my name is Muybridge and here is the answer to the letter you sent my wife,” thereupon he shot him dead. He was freed by reason of justifiable homicide.

      Elisabeth was always reading, reciting, and coming up with questions no one could answer. Dannah never would allow her sister to ask Ma if horses fly. It probably would have tickled Mama though. She adored Elisabeth’s curiosity, Dannah loathed it.

      They were on their own now. There should be no time for such fanciful thinking. Besides it didn’t seem fair to ask if, in-between a lashing, half-drowning, and a dragging, she had looked up to study her persecutors — Sheriff Hillard and his horse.

      Elisabeth had a theory that the river had actually protected her, “Mama didn’t feel any of those rocks, roots, or rope. I think the only thing she did feel was the Almighty knocking some sense into her.”

      But that was Lizzie, older in years, but not in life. When she was around fifteen years old, she caught the fever. Doctors said it weakened her heart. She never really left the ranch after that. She even made Dannah sell her preserves and pick up the mending work at the neighbors’. Since their father Daniel left the family, Dannah took care of all the ranching. Elisabeth took care of Mama and some of the housework. And Mama, well now, Mama just slept.
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      Dannah came back to the here and now, and she shook off thoughts of the past. She made her way across the field, managing to outrun the wind-charged grass. She didn’t slow down as she jumped on the hay pile. She learned years ago to run upon it like she would mount a steed. Her heart seemed to be beating louder than her gasps for air.

      Straddled atop the monstrous pile, she watched as the sky opened up for the first time today, just in time to reveal the sun starting its surrender. Piercing bits of cobalt light emerged from behind the sunken grey clouds. With the sun squeezing through the heavy-handed charcoal streaks, it looked to her like an open mouth ready to gobble her up.

      She tilted her round face up towards the sky and closed her eyes as if inhaling the clouds and the little blazes of heavens through her nose. Her auburn-brown strands undulated back and forth in the wind like she was underwater.

      She threw back her arms with force, as if she hoped to ride the current and clenched her thighs down on the hay for flight. But the only thing to soar would be a bellow that rose from deep within her belly.

      She didn’t intend to yell, but her throat gave way without warning her first. It startled her eyes open and reminded her of the work yet unfinished. Dannah hurried back to the cabin to finish up her wood pile before worrying about supper. She burst into the cabin to look for her ax, but her sister Elisabeth stopped her with a high-toned plea.

      “Will you forget about chopping the wood, just for today, and come help me with the preserves? Like we used to!” Elisabeth’s gaze begged from across the kitchen.

      Elisabeth’s eyes always had a way of cutting right through Dannah’s undaunted demeanor. They were shaped like two spades lying on their sides, almost tip-to-tip, and they had a way of picking up every hint of light in a room, the way a prism does.

      “Dearest sister, without wood to burn, how do you suppose we bring up the preserves? We would’ve had enough for the week, if not for that damn Edwards boy.” Dannah stripped off her boot and began to adjust the tattered bandages that wound around each toe.

      “Dannah, Billy’s father would have his hide if he found out Billy had set one hair of his head near our cabin. Besides, he’s just being a boy … with better things to do than chop wood, like splashin’ around Hamilton Pond like we used to do. We’ll stop him next time, I’m sure of it.” Elisabeth tied back her fair hair and poured a large dose of molasses and ginger into the pot on the cook stove.

      Dannah tugged her boot back over her poorly wrapped foot, “Better hope you catch him, not me.” She was more agitated by her sister’s vigorous defense of an Edwards boy than her ill-fitting boot.

      “Oh, hush, and fetch me that spoon,” Elisabeth said grabbing a handful of carrots and a couple dried oranges from inside a cheesecloth. Dannah watched her dump the slices into boiling water, thinking back to the time when they used to be able to use sugar instead of molasses and fresh lemons, not vinegar.

      “Well, Elisabeth,” she barked back suddenly, “it’s not like I am going to go knock on that Billy’s door, and he damn well knows it.” Dannah knew if she were to venture over to the Edward’s ranch ever again, she’d be gunning after Henry Edwards, Billy’s father.

      “Don’t matter. Me and Queeny’ll catch him, right girl?” Dannah’s mouth melted into a grin as she rubbed the underside of the dog’s ears and entertained thoughts of catching Billy in the act of stealing from her.

      Queeny was a droopy-eyed, droopy-eared, all-around mess of a mutt that her pa had brought home from the Wilkinson’s orchard as a pup. Ma had named her Queen Esther on account of her noble disposition. But she looked like a haggard thing even as a pup.

      She was supposed to be a field hound, and Pa had high hopes for a trusted companion. But ol’ Queeny slept late, snored, was deaf in one ear from the litter, and limped from a run in with a wild goose as a pup. It didn’t take too long for Pa to give up on Queeny altogether.

      Ma secretly confessed that Queeny had won, she had Pa beat. She told the girls that one day they could take a lesson from Queen Esther. When they were all grown and understood the dealings of men and women, they’d have a great laugh at her triumph over the master.

      Ma would jostle Queeny’s ears back and forth in satisfaction and then drop a tiny morsel of stew meat near her highness. She’d always pretend not to have noticed dropping it though. Maybe it was her guilt over wasting good salt-cured meat or the fact that Pa would have kicked that dog out for the coyotes, if he had known. But Queeny made sure to lick all the evidence away and Ma made sure Pa’s plate was amply full.

      That was the way she was back then, always happy to be alive and so tender hearted. Dannah had even seen Mama fake ill for a week when food was running really short, so Pa and the girls could have their fill. Queeny would go without then, too.

      Dannah didn’t put it together at the time, but when Pa’d go off in the morning, she had often seen her ma chewing on birch bark and filling a cup with kerosene-canned fruit that had turned bad. She was believable too; lack of food and bad vittles made her pale and sickly looking on more than one occasion.

      When Dannah was old enough and had proven herself with a gun, her mother turned her loose on all the large vermin to be had. Of course, Ma figured she was simply keeping her occupied and out of trouble, until one day she came back with a turkey. After that day she put Dannah on hunting duty more often.

      That damn gobbler had put up quite the fight though. Dannah had no idea how fast they could run. The river bird came straight at her and Cole Edwards, her hunting companion. The loose skin that framed its beak and skinny neck turned scarlet red, before it made its charge. After the attack, Dannah and Cole concurred it must have been a stray from a farm because wild turkeys run from their own shadow.

      At first, Ma made Elisabeth accompany Dannah on her hunt, on account of her being older. That is until she realized Elisabeth still had a chance of being a lady, and by then Dannah was hopeless.

      Dannah took up arms regularly with their neighbor to the east and the older of the Edwards boys, Cole. Together they prowled for possum, squirrel, anything big enough to eat really. Cole was four years older than her and had always been a foot taller, but she could out-shoot, out-run, and out-wrangle him any day of the week and twice on Sunday. He’d never admit it though; he was always trying to teach her things that she already knew from her days in the fields with Pa.

      “Oh, I understand. Thank you, Cole.” She’d always say. She was still able to rein in her sarcasm back then.

      Dannah often thought of the time they had picked up animal tracks, while they were making their way home from an unsuccessful afternoon of fishing. Cole had snatched a fountain darter that he swore up and down must be a “big ol’ bass” as he pulled up his pole and presented the tiniest little fish Dannah had ever seen.

      Needless to say, the fishing excursion was considered a failure. Cole’s mood had soured and Dannah was finding it hard to enjoy her normally serene afternoon. She felt annoyed by the waste of the beautiful weather, but she had always tried to humor him when his pride got the best of him.

      Cole tried to regain himself as he leaned over the tracks they had stumbled upon, “That’s a fresh set.” He pointed out the series of five-pointed claw marks to her. It always tickled her to watch the way he froze in excitement, like he was intensely listening to them speak.

      “Um, Cole, right there … that’s a skunk’s prints.” She warned him, following behind at a safe distance.

      “For crying out loud, Dannah, it’s a badger. Look at the claws.” Cole dismissed her and concentrated on walking gently heel first, avoiding any twigs.

      Dannah, knelt down and eyeballed the prints closer. The pad was too wide and rounded out to be a badger, she was sure. She smirked in certainty, but she shook off the thoughts of self-satisfaction and ran to stop Cole.

      She found him crouched, back against a tree with the barrel of his gun aimed at a bush. With one hand raised in the air, he stopped her from running right over him.

      She slowly came down beside him, level with the bush. “Cole Edwards, I have to go home,” Dannah demanded.

      He shot her a wicked glance and turned quickly back to the bush. “Quiet, I can hear him.” He pushed the words out the corner of his closed mouth.

      “But …” Dannah stopped, when she heard rustling, she knew it was too late. She tried to dive onto the ground. But she landed on Cole’s calf which was behind him as he knelt. This threw him forward and further into the skunk’s spray.

      Not a word was uttered between them on the way back to the cabin. In fact, the only sounds were Dannah’s occasional exasperated grunts and the grinding of Cole’s jaw.

      Dannah let him continue to do the teaching because she felt sorry for him. His pa, Henry Edwards, rode him real hard and he got licked a lot.

      Cole didn’t deserve it though; he did everything his father asked. He was not like his younger brother. Billy was Dannah’s age, and Cole was just a year older than Elisabeth.

      When Dannah was in school, she took ten lashings when Billy snuck playing cards into her desk. Miss Chapman found them when she was tidying up the classroom during recess. She saw the jack of spades peeking out of Dannah’s Bible, stuck right to John 7:38: *He that believeth on me, as the scripture hath said, out of his belly shall flow rivers of living water.

      Billy was and always would be trouble. Pulling the girls’ braids and stealing the boys’ apples and everyone knew it. Everyone, except Mr. Henry Edwards that is.

      Henry Edwards down right ran the town of Medea. He wasn’t law, but he didn’t need a badge to pull the strings of the townspeople. He came to Texas from New York, by way of Kansas in between. He moved here with a land title in one hand like a thoroughbred, and an invitation from the Republican government stashed away under his hat. He wielded his power through threats.

      He had lived here long enough that people forgot he was really a Yankee, but he kept his business ties wound tight enough that people remembered he was quite connected. His family came from the meatpacking industry. Despite rumors of a rift between his brothers, he’d never told anyone why he left, spare some talk of greater stakes to be had.

      As more and more settlers came to Medea, he came to be relied upon. He took up with the Sheriff’s office an unofficial liaison role. He took what he wanted and got paid through the nose for his so-called protection against desperados and settlers’ disputes. Dannah had long since heard if one failed to meet his fee, they’d nearly always get a visit from a rustler in the middle of the night.

      No one could afford not to fork over the

      “Edwards’ tax”. And no one ever got a clean count on his herd, but they continued to multiply and so did his stack of deeds. He made a real nice habit out of making loans and carrying mortgages for folks caught in a hard spot. Of course, he had the biggest ranch in Medea: he had the most hands, the most livestock, and he was the first to put up a barbed fence.

      Edwards’ wife, Mattie, was quite a bit younger than him and quite the treasure. He brought her back from one of his annual visits to New York like a souvenir. Her family’s roots were in lumber mills, although it wasn’t apparent. She could hardly be considered hardy stock, but she was dreadfully pretty. Dannah believed Mattie Edwards was the only woman in Medea to have never held a hoe or handled a herd on her own. Yet she spotted something in the way Mattie held herself that gave her away as used. She could never put her finger on what it was though. Perhaps it was just city living, city women were a different breed.

      She had a dainty, slender build and big brown doe eyes that sloped downward under a long black line of lashes. She wore rouge and perfume, and always left the neckline unbuttoned on her fancy dresses showing off her creamy white complexion. It was hard to tell if the women in town were more distraught over her boldness or her swanky clothes.

      When Dannah was younger, she couldn’t understand how Mattie didn’t notice them mocking her. Now she realized that she was playing the gallery, and she loved the attention. A real cultured lady among peasants, or conversely, to the women of Medea, a whore among good Christians.

      Medea fancied itself God-fearing. Church was in the schoolhouse every Sunday along with spelling bees, sewing circles, and basket picnics each summer. The schoolhouse had just finished being rebuilt after an unfortunate lightning strike last spring.

      Dannah only made it through third grade. Most boys didn’t last that long, and she was one of the last girls still in class. A few made it to fifth, but for Dannah, third was a blessing.

      Elisabeth went to school for little while too, but one day she just up and started crying every morning. So after a while, Ma caved and let her stay home.

      “Guess you’ve outlearned your teacher, anyways.” She reasoned at the overwrought girl.

      Ma said she got her brains from Grandpa. He was a teacher, a real university professor. The girls had only met their Grandfather John twice, maybe a third time when they were younger. He had been living in Austin for a few years and now taught at the new University of Texas.

      Elisabeth could read circles around their teacher, Miss Chapman, and everyone Dannah knew, except their Ma.

      Ma said Lizzie was just scared of people. “Our Elisabeth is as timid as a hummingbird. She’s just scared of what people have the ability to hide in plain sight.”

      So she never really got used to other people, and after she fell ill, Elisabeth hardly met anyone she didn’t read about or dream up.

      The last week of every month, most months anyway, Pa used to make a special trip into town to fetch her a new book. First thing he’d do, before he even left Mr. Stone’s Bookstore was write “The property of Miss Elisabeth Anne Marshall” with the date on the inside cover.

      After their pa left home, she pleaded for Dannah to go to Stone’s for her and Dannah occasionally did. She’d reluctantly stroll into the store; Mr. Stone would look up from his typesetting with a familiar nod. Then he would leave the room, returning a few minutes later with a new book he’d swear she hadn’t read. “This is the one! This one has giants in it.” But even Mr. Hollinger Stone had trouble keeping track.

      Elisabeth usually paid for books with mending money she’d earned from a couple of the neighboring bachelors and from selling some of her red chokeberry preserve to the ranch hands. Eventually, it became a regular old library in the cabin. Dannah let the tradition of inscribing her sister’s books die with her father’s absence.

      Mr. Stone should have thanked the Marshalls, Elisabeth was one of his only loyal customers, even if most of them were dime novels and chap books. She did occasionally splurge, she bought that Tom Sawyer book just last Christmas for Elisabeth. Medea was actually very lucky to have a little bookstore.

      Most townspeople had read the same Sears-Roebuck catalogue hanging on their privy walls for years. If it weren’t for a handful of other transplanted literates, Mr. Stone would have had to survive on their jam money alone.

      Stone and the rest of the store owners in town were walking a little lighter these days, with scuttlebutt of the rail workers coming through. It meant more mending and washing work to be had and Dannah would be grateful for that.
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