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C hapter 1
Iowa ² 1913
A fly buzzed against her cheek, and Liddie brushed it away
with the back of her hand, leaving a streak of flour in the
sweat trickling down her temple. When a train whistle
sounded in the distance, it triggered the dreams that were
never far from her mind. She imagined standing on the
platform, handing the porter her bag, stepping up into the car,
and waving good-bye. Sometimes, she visualized a man
traveling with her. Often, she traveled alone. The boldness of
the idea thrilled her.
She sighed and turned her attention to the bread dough.
Making bread was a deeply satisfying aspect of being a farm
wife. One of only two good things, so far as she could see, the
other being sewing. Not that she was a farm wife³not yet. At
sixteen, she dreamed of breaking away, of deciding her own
future, as the suffragettes promoted, of being a seamstress, of
traveling, of doing anything but living on a farm. At sixteen,
she wanted to get out there and start living her life. She
hummed a wordless tune, matching the rhythm to the train
she imagined chugging on the tracks.
Grabbing a handful of flour from the bin, she spread it
across the breadboard. It took both hands to lift the heavy
gray crockery bowl and turn a small mountain of sticky dough
onto the floured surface. Enough to make six big loaves.
Enough to last the family a week. Coating her hands as she
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dusted more flour across the dough, she prepared to knead.
She grasped the outside edge of the dough and pulled it into
the center, pushing the mass in with the heels of her hands.
Outside to inside;; Maquoketa to Chicago. Outside to inside;;
Chicago to New York.
Looking out the kitchen window, Liddie could see her
mother and sister bent like question marks over their hoes.
$PHOLD KDG LQKHULWHG WKHLU PRWKHU·V VWRFN\ EXLOG )URP WKLV
distance, both wearing wrappers and straw hats, one could be
mistaken for the other. The hems of their dresses snagged on
vines as they moved down the long garden rows, clearing
weeds and breaking up the black Iowa soil³ground so rich a
seed need only fall on it to spring to life and make a crop.
Just-picked radishes and peas filled a basket at the end of the
row.
Liddie strained to make out what they were saying. The
words eluded her, but she could detect a certain tension. Well,
it was a hot day³unusually so for mid-June. She was glad to
be inside making bread. Though it was hot in the kitchen, at
least she was out of the sun.
She had begun mixing the lard, water, yeast, and flour as
soon as the breakfast dishes were cleared, measuring the
amounts automatically from long experience. Before she was
WHQ VKH·G OHDUQHG WR PDNH EUHDG 6KH ZDV D FRPSHWHQW
cook³WKH EHVW ZD\ WR D PDQ·V KHDUW, her mother so often said.
Bread baking was the only household undertaking for which
Liddie was solely responsible, and she took great pride in it.
Outside to inside. Outside to inside. The dough took
shape. A lock of cinnamon-colored hair came loose from the
WZLVW VKH·G VR FDUHIXOO\ VFXOSWHG WKDW PRUQLQJ ,W ZDV ZKHQ
she put up the pin-VWUDLJKWKDLUWKDWFDPHIURPWKHLUIDWKHU·V
VLGHWKDW/LGGLHHVSHFLDOO\HQYLHG$PHOLDWKHLUPRWKHU·VFXUOV
She hooked the strand with her little finger, tucked it behind
her ear, and continued kneading.
In her free time, she studied pictures in magazines and
newspapers to see how city ladies fixed their hair and what
they wore. The latest fashion was hobble skirts. As she
considered making such a dress for herself, she wondered
how anyone negotiated such a narrow hem. So one morning,

  

  

GO  AWAY  HOME  

9  

VKH·GORRSHGDURSHDURXQGKHUDQNOHVWROLPLWKHUVWULGHDVD
hobble skirt would do. She had practiced walking in her
room, giggling at the simpering image she imagined she
presented, inching around on shortened steps. Hidden by the
length of her cotton housedress, the rope hobbles were
invisible to anyone who saw her when she finally went
downstairs, but she found she could not move with ease and
had to grab the table several times to keep from falling.
´:KDW·VWKHPDWWHUZLWK\RX"µKHUPRWKHUKDGDVNHGDV
she set a basket of clean laundry on the kitchen table and set
WRIROGLQJ´$UH\RXVLFN"µ
Laughing, Liddie collapsed into a chair, pulled up her
skirt, and displayed the ropes that had worked their way past
the shoes laced above her ankles and now snagged at her
stockings.
´:KDWRQHDUWK"µ+HUPRWKHUIURZQHG
´,ZDVSUDFWLFLQJKRZWRZDONLQDKREEOHVNLUWµ/LGGLH
slipped the rope off one leg and ran to the bureau to get the
picture of the drHVVVKH·GIRXQGLQWKHLadies Home Journal her
Aunt Kate had brought during her last visit.
+HU PRWKHU VXUYH\HG WKH SLFWXUH ´7KDW LV WKH VLOOLHVW
WKLQJ,·YHHYHUVHHQµVKHVDLG
´,W·VEHDXWLIXO /RRNKRZ WKHVKDSHRIWKHVNLUWPDNHV
her seem so tall and HOHJDQWµ
´<RX FRXOGQ·W GR DQ KRQHVW ELW RI ZRUN LQ WKDWµ 6KH
pulled another shirt out of the clothesbasket.
Liddie considered the picture. Women who lived in
cities did not hoe weeds, gather eggs, or milk cows. How they
did spend their days, she could only imagine.
´$QG QRZ \RX·YH WRUQ \RXU VWRFNLQJVµ KHU PRWKHU
VDLG´0HQGWKHPEHIRUHWKHKROHVJHWELJJHUµ
Remembering that day made her giggle. She glanced at
the table where her sewing basket waited. She enjoyed making
bread, yes, but not nearly so much as she enjoyed sewing. She
picked up the pace of her kneading to get to the work in her
basket more quickly. Only the monogram remained to
complete the shirt she was making for Papa. Her future was
in that shirt³it was part of the plan she and Aunt Kate had
hatched to transform her from farm girl to city seamstress.
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She spread another bit of flour on the board. As she
moved the mound of dough round and round, the mixture
became less sticky, holding its form as a firm, elastic ball.
´+RZ·VWKHEUHDGFRPLQJ"µ
/LGGLHMXPSHGDWWKHXQH[SHFWHGVRXQG´$XQW.DWH,
GLGQ·WKHDU\RXFRPHGRZQVWDLUVµ6KHKHOGKHUIORXU-covered
hands in the air as she gave her aunt an awkward hug.
.DWHNLVVHGKHUQLHFH·VFKHHNDQGZLSHGDZD\WKHIORXU
VPXGJH´,GLGQ·WPHDQWRVFDUH \RXµ
Liddie ran her hands lightly over the top of the dough.
´,W·VUHDG\WRULVHµ6KHVZLSHGDOLJKWOD\HURIODUGDURXQGWKH
bowl then wiped her hands, draped the cotton towel over the
bowl, and slid it to the back of the counter.
´:KHUH·V0DUJUHWWD"µKate asked.
´0DPD·VLQWKHJDUGHQZLWK$PHOLD'LG\RXWDONWRKHU
DJDLQ"µ/LGGLHDVNHG´:KDWGLGVKHVD\":KDWGR\RXWKLQN
3DSDZLOOVD\"µ
Kate laughed as she looked out toward the garden.
´'LG\RXIRUJHW,MXVWDUULYHGODVWQLJKW",KDYHWRZRUNLQWR
tKHVH WKLQJVµ 6KH RSHQHG WKH FRRNLH MDU DQG SHHUHG LQ
considering the contents before taking out three chewy
PRODVVHVFRRNLHV´,WZDVJRRGRI\RXDOOWROHWPHVOHHSLQRQ
P\ILUVWGD\%XWQRZLW·VDORQJWLPHXQWLOGLQQHUµ
´, WKRXJKW PD\EH \RX WDONHG DIWHU , ZHQW WR EHGµ
Liddie poured her aunt a cup of coffee, and they sat at the
kitchen table.
Kate dipped a cookie in the coffee and chewed it
slowly, a look of bliss on her face.
Liddie waited. It was pointless to rush her aunt when
she was savoring a sweet.
)LQDOO\ .DWH ILQLVKHG WKH ILUVW FRRNLH ´<HV , WDONHG
ZLWK\RXUPRWKHU6KHVWLOOGRHVQ·WPXFKOLNHWKHLGHDRI\RX
OLYLQJDZD\IURPKRPHVR\RXQJµ
´,·OOEHVHYHQWHHQLQIRXUPRQWKVµ
´<RX·UH VWLOOKHUEDE\DQGVKHZRUULHVDERXW\RX$QG
sinFH \RX·UH GHDG VHW RQ QRW IROORZLQJ LQ P\ IRRWVWHSV DV
$PHOLDGLGµ
Kate arched an eyebrow, causing Liddie to wonder if
her aunt was going to launch yet again into the merits of
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WHDFKLQJ6KHDVVXPHGKHUDXQW·VDELOLW\WRSHUVLVWRQDWRSLF
served her well in a classroom, but sometimes Liddie wanted
to shout, Get on with it! She kept her face impassive.
´<RXUPRWKHUGRHVQ·WZDQW\RXWREHDWORRVHHQGVµ
´,GRQ·WPHDQLWDVDVOLJKWWR\RX2U$PHOLD$PHOLD
likes keeping a roomful of children corralleG,ZRXOGQ·Wµ
´7HDFKLQJKDVLWVDGYDQWDJHV/LNHVSHQGLQJZHHNVHDFK
VXPPHUZLWK\RXµ
´7KDW·V WUXHµ /LGGLH HQMR\HG KHU DXQW·V YLVLWV (DFK
time she came, Kate brought with her a bit of the world
Liddie longed to experience. Though her mother and aunt
looked alike, the similarity ended there. While her aunt talked
DERXW VXIIUDJH DQG ZRPHQ·V ULJKWV DQG WKH ODWHVW WKHRULHV LQ
SHGDJRJ\ KHU PRWKHU·V GD\V UHYROYHG DURXQG ODXQGU\ DQG
gardening and the next meal.
When she was thirteen, Liddie had spent a week with
her aunt in Dubuque, where Kate worked as a school
superintendent. Kate had taken her to a suffragette rally
where Liddie had been entranced by the women who spoke
fervently about the changes women would make when they
had the right to vote.
Now Liddie leaned forward, willing to set aside her own
LQWHUHVW IRU QHZV RI WKH VXIIUDJHWWHV ´:KDW KDYH \RX KHDUG
DERXWVXIIUDJH"µ
.DWHVLJQDOHGGLVPD\ZLWKDVKDNHRIKHUKHDG´,UHDOO\
thought after Illinois got the ball rolling with their vote last
year that ZH·G VHH PRUH SURJUHVV LQ ,RZD :H KDYH EHHQ
distressingly quiet since the march in Boone. Four years ago
DOUHDG\ 7KHUH·V D UDOO\ LQ 'XEXTXH QH[W PRQWK 0UV
Carter³you heard her speak³KRSHV 0U 5RRVHYHOW·V
enthusiasm will convince others, even though he GLGQ·W ZLQ
WKHSUHVLGHQWLDOHOHFWLRQµ
´&RXOG,JR":RXOG\RXWDNHPH"µ
´<RXU PRWKHU ZDVQ·W KDSS\ ZLWK PH WKH ODVW WLPHµ
.DWH VDLG ´6KH VHQW \RX RII IRU D ZHHN DQG \RX UHWXUQHG
PDNLQJSODFDUGVDQGPDUFKLQJDURXQGWKHKRXVHµ
Liddie slumped in her chair. ´7KDW·V ZKDW , PHDQ
Every day I spend on the farm, I feel like the world is passing
PHE\,ZDQWPRUHµ
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´0RUH ZKDW"µ .DWH DVNHG ´$QG SOHDVH VLW XS /DGLHV
GRQRWVORXFKµ
Liddie pulled herself upright. Since the last time her
aunt visited, Liddie had grown two inches and was now taller
than her mother. She stretched tall and lean like her father
and like her brother, Vern. As she straightened up, excitement
pulsed in her chest, as it did every time she thought about her
future. She leaned forward, her fDFHDQLPDWHG´7UDLQLQJWREH
a seamstress is a good place to start. From there, who knows?
I might have a career. I could make dresses like the ones in
WKHPDJD]LQHVµ6KHKHVLWDWHG´&DQZRPHQGRWKDW"µ
´,GRQ·WVHHZK\QRW:RPHQ VXUHO\ NQRZEHWWHUWKDQ
PHQ ZKDW D ZRPDQ ZRXOG ZHDUµ .DWH ILQLVKHG RII WKH
VHFRQG FRRNLH DQG ELW LQWR WKH WKLUG ´$UH \RX VWLOO PDNLQJ
doll clothes? I will always remember the little dresses you
EURXJKWWR'XEXTXHµ
´,ZDVVXUH\RX·GWKLQN,ZDVVXFKDEDE\µ6KH·GEHHQ
mortified when her aunt caught her trying to hide the dresses
EHKLQGDSLOORZ´9HUQWHDVHVPHDERXWWKDWµ
´%URWKHUVWHDVHVLVWHUV,JQRUHKLPµ
´1RWDOZD\VHDV\µ6KHEHJDQWRIORSEDFNLQKHUFKDLU
EXW LPPHGLDWHO\ WKRXJKW EHWWHU RI LW ´,·YH PDGH GUHVVHV IDU
better than those. But they just fill time. If I stay on the farm,
0DPDDQG3DSDZLOOSXVKPHWRPDUU\DIDUPHUOLNHWKH\·UH
WU\LQJWRGRZLWK$PHOLDµ
Six years older than Liddie, Amelia was well into
marrying age. And Amelia wanted to get married. She said so
RIWHQ %XW QRQH RI WKH PHQ VKH OLNHG VXUYLYHG WKHLU IDWKHU·V
critical eye. Meanwhile, the men her parents suggested
invariably arrived encased in the aroma of pig manure³and
left, predictably, before it was dark.
´:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"µ
´$PHOLD ZDV VHHLQg a fellow. Fred Winslow. He came
KHUHIURP,QGLDQDODVWVXPPHUµ
´:DVVHHLQJ"µ
´3DSDSXWKLVIRRWGRZQODVWZHHN6DLG)UHGZDVDQRDFFRXQW QRW ZRUWK $PHOLD·V WLPH 5LJKW DIWHU WKDW )UHG OHIW
town. Papa said Fred leaving so quick only proved his point.
$PHOLD·VKHDUWEURNHQµ
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´:KDWGLGWKLV)UHGSHUVRQGR"µ
´1RWHQRXJK3DSDVDLG:KHQKHFDPHWR,RZD)UHG
worked for the railroad, but he quit and hired on with a
farmer over by Hurstville. Then he quit that and made
GHOLYHULHVIRUWKHPHUFDQWLOHµ
´+PPµ
´+H OLNHG $PHOLD +H WRRN KHU WR SLFQLFV DQG GDQFHV
7KH\·G VLW RQ WKH SRUFK DW QLJKW XQWLO 3DSD PDGH KLP JR
KRPHµ
´'LG\RXOLNHKLP"µ
´+H FRXOG VLQJ 7KDW·V KRZ $PHOLD PHW KLP 6KH ZDV
playing piano at a house party last summer, and he sat down
next to KHUWRVLQJDORQJ+HZDVDORWRIIXQµ
´7KDWZDVQ·WZKDW,DVNHGµ
´,GRQ·WXQGHUVWDQGLW$XQW.DWH0DPDDQG3DSDVD\
WKH\ ZDQW $PHOLD WR JHW PDUULHG EXW WKHQ WKH\ GRQ·W ,W·V
EHHQDURZDURXQGKHUHODWHO\µ
´,V$PHOLDDVVHWRQQRWPDUU\LQJDIDUPHUas you seem
WREH"µ
´, GRQ·W SODQ WR PDUU\ DQ\RQH <RX NQRZ WKDWµ 6KH
thought for a bit before asking something that had been on
her mind for months.
´$XQW.DWHGRHVLWERWKHU\RXWKDWSHRSOHFDOO\RXDQ
ROGPDLG"µ
´0\JRRGQHVV:K\GR\RXDVN"µ
´Last winter, some of the neighbors were here for a
TXLOWLQJ EHH 0DPD DQG , ZHUH LQ WKH NLWFKHQ DQG , GRQ·W
think they knew we could hear them. Mrs. Stevens said if
0DPD DQG 3DSD GLGQ·W ORRN RXW $PHOLD ZRXOG EH DQ ROG
maid. That made me wonder about you.µ
$ IURZQ IXUURZHG .DWH·V IRUHKHDG DV VKH SXUVHG KHU
OLSV ´:HOO %\ D WHFKQLFDO GHILQLWLRQ RI WKH WHUPV , DP ROG
DQG,DPDPDLGHUJR,DPDQROGPDLGµ
´,PHDQ\RX·UHVXFFHVVIXODQGKDSS\HYHQWKRXJK\RX
QHYHU PDUULHG $UHQ·W \RX" , JXHVV \RX DUH Dn old maid, but
WKH\PDGHLWVRXQGOLNHWKHZRUVWWKLQJLQWKHZRUOGµ
´0DQ\SHRSOHWKLQNLWLV$QGWKH\·GKDYHWKHLUUHDVRQV
But I believe no woman should get married just to be
married. Thank heaven and the suffrage movement for the
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fact that girls havHFKRLFHVWKHVHGD\V7KDW·VZKDWZH·YHEHHQ
ILJKWLQJ IRUµ 6KH VDOXWHG /LGGLH ZLWK ZKDW UHPDLQHG RI WKH
ODVW FRRNLH ´,I WKH WLWOH ¶ROG PDLG· FRPHV ZLWK KDYLQJ PDGH
P\RZQFKRLFHZHOOP\GHDU,ZHDUWKHWLWOHSURXGO\µ6KH
popped the cookie into her mouth.
´/LGGLHµ
/LGGLHKHDUGKHUPRWKHU·VYRLFHDQGUDQWRWKHZLQGRZ
She saw her sister collapsed in the garden, and the hair rose
RQKHUDUPV´6RPHWKLQJ·VZURQJZLWK$PHOLDµ
She raced out the screen door and across the lawn,
leaping over the vegetable rows, dropping to her knees at
$PHOLD·VVLGH7KHVLJKWRIKHUVLVWHU·VSDVW\-white face sent a
FKLOOXSKHUEDFN´,VVKHGHDG"µ
´'RQ·W EH VLOO\µ +HU PRWKHU UXEEHG $PHOLD·V FKHHNV
´6KHIDLQWHGµ
´$PHOLDµ /LGGLH JUDEEHG KHU VLVWHU·V KDQG DQG FKDIHG
the SDOPZLWKKHUWKXPEV´$PHOLD$UH\RXDOOULJKW"µ
$PHOLD·V H\HOLGV IOXWWHUHG 6KH VWUXJJOHG WR UDLVH KHU
head, but her eyes crossed and she fell back. The look on
$PHOLD·VIDFHZRXOGKDYHEHHQFRPLFDOLIKHUIDFHKDGQ·WEHHQ
so white.
Her mother grasped APHOLD XQGHU WKH DUP ´/HW·V JHW
KHU WR WKH KRXVHµ VKH VDLG ´+HOS PH OLIW KHU .DWHµ 6KH
PRWLRQHG/LGGLHWRZDUGWKHSXPS´*HWVRPHZDWHUµ
´:KDW KDSSHQHG 0DUJUHWWD"µ .DWH DVNHG DV VKH WRRN
$PHOLD·VRWKHUDUPDQGKHOSHGWRKDOIZDONKDOIGUDJ$PHOLD
out of the garden and into the shade on the porch steps.
5DFLQJ DKHDG WR WKH SXPS /LGGLH FRXOGQ·W KHDU KHU
PRWKHU·V DQVZHU :LWK D IHZ XUJHQW VWURNHV RI WKH SXPS
handle, she coaxed cold water up from the well into the
bucket and grabbed the tin cup from the hook. She thrust the
FXSLQWRKHUPRWKHU·VKDQGV
0DUJUHWWD GLSSHG ZDWHU DQG KHOG WKH FXS WR $PHOLD·V
lips.
´<RXUDSURQ/LGGLHµ.DWHKHOGRXWKHUKDQG
Liddie untied the strings and handed the apron to her
aunt, who soaked it in the bucket and pressed it against
$PHOLD·VQHFN
/LGGLH FURXFKHG DW KHU VLVWHU·V NQHHV ´:KDW
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KDSSHQHG"µ
$PHOLDGLGQ·WORRNXS´7KHKHDWµ
´'RQ·WIUHW\RXUVLVWHUµ0DUJUHWWDVDLG´6KH·VJRLQJWR
OLHGRZQDELWµ
´,W ZDV WKH KHDWµ $PHOLD LQVLVWHG 6KH WRRN WKH FORWK
from the back of her neck, dipped it in the bucket, and wiped
LW DFURVV KHU IRUHKHDG ´6HH" ,·P EHWWHU QRZµ 6KH SXVKHG
upright but wobbled and had to grip the handrail to steady
herself.
The three women watched in silence as Amelia made
her way up the porch steps and into the house.
´:KDW·V ZURQJ ZLWK KHU 0DPD"µ /LGGLH DVNHG 6KH·G
QHYHUNQRZQKHUVLVWHUWREHLOOWKRXJKODWHO\VKH·GWDNHQWR
bed with headaches.
0DUJUHWWDVKRRNKHUKHDG´,IHDUHGWKLVµVKHPXWWHUHG
6KH KDQGHG WKH FXS WR /LGGLH ´3XW WKDW EDFN Then get the
basket from the garden. And take water to your father and the
ER\Vµ 6KH PRWLRQHG IRU .DWH WR IROORZ WKHQ VWDUWHG XS WKH
porch steps, her shoulders bowed as though she carried a
heavy weight.
.DWH·VOLSVFUHDVHGLQDWLJKWOLQH´<RXEHWWHUFKeck on
WKDW EUHDG WRR /LGGLHµ VKH VDLG ´,W·OO EH UHDG\ WR SXQFK
GRZQVRRQµ
Liddie frowned. She wanted to know about Amelia. She
ZDQWHG WR VD\ VKH GLGQ·W QHHG WR EH UHPLQGHG DERXW WKH
bread. They were keeping something from her;; that was
certain. She fHOWVKXWRXWEXWRXWRIZKDWVKHGLGQ·WNQRZ

C hapter 2	
  
Once she returned from taking water to the men and had the
bread in the oven, Liddie settled herself on the porch swing,
her sewing basket beside her, the shirt on her lap. Finally, she
had time WRILQLVKWKHPRQRJUDP+HUIDWKHU·VIXOOQDPHZDV
George William Treadway, though everyone, even her
mother, called him G.W. Liddie thought it a distinguished
name. GWT³white on white, on the breast pocket. So
subtle. He would know. She would know. But unless
VRPHRQH ORRNHG FORVHO\ LW ZRXOGQ·W EH DSSDUHQW WR DQ\RQH
else.
She cut a length of embroidery floss, separated two
strands, and threaded them through the eye of a fine needle.
Even if they thought of it, many women would not bother
with such a touch, finding it worth neither the time nor the
effort.
As with baking, her mother had made sure Liddie
learned to sew, putting fabric in her hands as soon as she
could hold a needle. Even at five years old, Liddie had shown
an unusual willingness to sit quietly and stitch. By the time she
ZDV WHQ KHU VWLWFKLQJ KDG IDU HFOLSVHG $PHOLD·V VNLOOV 7KH
more her mother taught her, the more she wanted to learn.
After making quick work of hems and tears and other
everyday sewing tasks, she moved on to the fancier work she
enjoyed.
Recently, she had taken to appliquéing a blue printed
fabric cut in an oak leaf and reel pattern on muslin squares.
Her aim was twenty eighteen-by-eighteen-inch squares.
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Enough for a quilt. She expected this might take the rest of
her life. BXWDVKHUIDWKHUVDLG´,I\RXGRQ·WVWDUW\RX·OOQHYHU
ILQLVKµ(DFKWLPHVKHSLFNHGXSDVTXDUHWKHRDNOHDISDWWHUQ
reminded her of fall and how much she enjoyed walking in
the hills, hearing the fallen leaves crunch under her boots. It
had taken montKV WR FRPSOHWH WKH ILUVW VTXDUH DQG VKH·G
begun a second.
/LGGLH·V VHZLQJ EDVNHW DOZD\V KHOG VRPHWKLQJ VKH ZDV
making for someone. She especially enjoyed embroidering the
ZHDUHU·V LQLWLDOV LQ VRPH KLGGHQ VSRW³the interior of the
placket, the yoke just below the collar, a cuff. It took a little
extra time, and although some³her brother, Vern, for
instance, or their hired man, Joe³were unaware the initials
were even there, she drew pleasure from putting something of
herself in each item she made.
She patterned the doll dresses she sewed for friends in
IDQF\ GHVLJQV VKH·G KDYH QR RFFDVLRQ WR ZHDU KHUVHOI
Sometimes, she worked to duplicate the dresses she saw in
$XQW .DWH·V PDJD]LQHV 2WKHU WLPHV VKH FRPELQHG IHDWXUHV
from many dresses.
As the yeasty smell of baking bread wafted out to the
porch, she tied off the thread and snipped the ends.
´7KHUHµ VKH VDLG VPRRWKLQJ WKH IURQW RI WKH VKLUW
´5HDG\µ6KHIROGHGWKHVKLUWDQGZHQWLQVLGHWRVHWWKHWDEOH
for supper.
´$UH \RX DOO ULJKW"µ VKH DVNHG ZKHQ $PHOLD came
downstairs.
´,·P ILQHµ $PHOLD WRRN WKH VLOYHUZDUH RXW RI /LGGLH·V
KDQGV´,·OOVHWWKHWDEOHµ
´:KHUHDUH0DPDDQG$XQW.DWH"µ
Amelia shrugged.
´,KRSH$XQW.DWHLVWDONLQJWRKHUDERXWPHµ
´,KRSHVRWRRµ$PHOLDVDLG
$PHOLD·V YRLFH VRXQGHG VR Rddly hopeful that Liddie
ORRNHG DW KHU 6LQFH $PHOLD GLGQ·W VD\ PRUH VKH ZHQW RQ
´'R\RXWKLQN3DSDZLOOVD\\HV"µ
´, KDYH QR LGHD 1RZ GRQ·W EH ZDVWLQJ WLPH WDONLQJ
3DSDDQGWKHER\VZLOOEHLQVRRQµ
/LGGLHGUHZEDFNIURPWKHVKDUSWRQHDVLIVKH·GEHen
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VODSSHG´:KDWGLG,GR"µ
$PHOLD GLGQ·W DQVZHU ,QVWHDG VKH GURSSHG WKH
silverware on the table with rattling force and ran out of the
room.
For the second time that day, Liddie was left looking at
VRPHRQH·VUHWUHDWLQJEDFN
***
´<RX VWLOO SODQQLQJ WR JR LQWR WRZQ WRQLJKW"µ *:
asked Joe over supper.
-RHQRGGHG´&DWKHULQH·VPDNLQJGHVVHUWµ
Vern snickered.
´:KDW"µ-RHDVNHG
´,·PWKLQNLQJ\RX·UHVZHHWHURQKHUWKDQWKDWFDNHVKH·V
PDNLQJµ
-RHHOERZHGKLP´0D\EHVRPHGD\\RX·OOEHVROXFN\µ
´'RQ·W EH ODWHµ *: VDLG ´:H·UH PDNLQJ IHQFH
WRPRUURZµ
´<HVVLUµ
-RH·VWRQHFRQYH\HGDQHGJLQHVV/LGGLHKDGQ·WKHDUGLQ
a long time. She looked from him to her father. Neither
reacted, and she guessed she was being oversensitive.
Joe had come to live with them four years ago, after his
father died, leaving him the only member of his family still in
Iowa. G.W. had said he could use another hand, so Joe
moved in.
Liddie had been twelve, and she remembered well those
first days after he arrived. Her mother had sent her with
sheets to fix a bed in the tack room for the new hired man.
6KH·GH[SHFWHGDPDQDQGZDVVXUSULVHGWRILQGDWKLQGDUNhaired boy sitting on the edge of the bunk.
´+LµVKHKDGVDLG´,·P/LGGLHµ
He stood at once, extending a hand to shake KHUV´,·P
Josef³Joe³%DXHUµ
She shifted the bedding to her left arm and reached for
his hand, a strong hand, rough with callouses. Hardly ever did
DQ\RQHVKDNHKHUKDQG´,·PSOHDVHGWRPHHW\RX-RVHIµ
´-RHµ+HUHDFKHGIRUWKHEHGGLQJ´,·OOWDNHWKDWµ
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´1RERWKHU,·OOGRLWµ6KHVOLSSHGSDVWKLPDQGEHJDQ
to unfold a sheet.
+HFDXJKWWKHORRVHFRUQHUV´,·OOKHOSµ
Between them, they flicked the sheet out so it billowed
over the bed. Pulling it taut, he tucked the sheet around the
mattress, deftly mLWHULQJWKHFRUQHUVWKHZD\VKH·GOHDUQHGWR
do it.
He straightened up when he saw her looking at him and
raked thick, dark hair away from deep-VHWKD]HOH\HV´0\PD
WDXJKWPHµ
Liddie liked him at once.
Joe had been with them a month when he ran off the
first time.
´:KHUH LV KH"µ 0DUJUHWWD KDG DVNHG ZKHQ -RH GLGQ·W
come in for supper.
´'LG KH VD\ DQ\WKLQJ 9HUQ"µ *: DVNHG $ WDOO PDQ
with even taller expectations, G.W. carried himself with the
confidence of earned success. Investments in sound
livestock³particularly the sows that sent a steady stream of
pigs to market each year³allowed him to retire the mortgage
ahead of schedule and build a tidy savings. Though not a
church-going man, he made regular contributions to the
Union Methodist Church because his wife attended. Further,
the church supported his own values of hard work, honesty,
and neighborliness. It was his belief that both livestock and
children benefited from a firm, gentle hand, and clear
expectations.
Vern shrugged. He forked potatoes into his mouth
without looking up.
Liddie looked at him in surprise. On a regular day, Vern
conserved words as though they were drops of rain in a
GURXJKW EXW VKH·G DOZD\V NQRZQ KLP WR DQVZHU D GLUHFW
question.
´9HUQµ +HU IDWKHU·V WRQH PDGH /LGGLH VWLIIHQ LQ her
chair.
Vern went to set his fork on the edge of his plate, but
his hand shook and the fork tipped, flipping peas around the
table. As he grabbed for it, his hand knocked against his glass,
VSODVKLQJ PLON 9HUQ·V QHFN IOXVKHG UHG DV KH FOHQFKHG KLV
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hands in tight fists.
Liddie clapped a hand over her mouth to hide a laugh.
At fifteen, Vern had been as clumsy as a newborn calf.
´'LG\RXER\VJHWLQWRLW"µ*:DVNHG
´2K9HUQµ0DUJUHWWDVDLG´<RXGLGQ·WILJKWµ
G.W. lifted his hand and she fell quiet. ´7HOO PH ZKDW
KDSSHQHG9HUQµ
´+HDFWVOLNHKHNQRZVHYHU\WKLQJµ9HUQ·VH\HVGDUWHG
EHWZHHQKLVSDUHQWVDQGZRXQGXSIRFXVHGRQKLVSODWH´-XVW
EHFDXVHKHFRXOGEUHDNWKDWKRUVHµ
*: UHJDUGHG KLV VRQ ´9HUQ HYHU\ PDQ KDV KLVRZQ
talents. Joe has a way with horses like you have a way with
EXLOGLQJWKLQJV,WWDNHVDOORIXVWRUXQWKLVSODFHµ
Vern raised his head and looked defiantly at his father.
´<RXDFWOLNHKH·VVRVSHFLDOµ
´+H·V KDG D KDUG WLPH :H·UH EOHVVHG WR KDYH D JUHDW
deal. The least we FDQGRLVVKDUHLWµ*:WRRNKLVNQLIHDQG
cut into a pork chop. He looked at Vern before forking a bite
LQWRKLVPRXWK´$QGEHJUDFLRXVDERXWLWµ
,W WRRN DZKLOH IRU 9HUQ WR PHHW KLV IDWKHU·V H\HV ´,
GRQ·W NQRZ ZKHUH KH LV 3D +H KHDGHG VRXWK 6KRXOG I go
DIWHUKLP"µ
´,H[SHFW KH KDVWKLQJVWRZRUNRXW,·PWKLQNLQJKH·OO
EHEDFNµ
Joe sat down to breakfast with them the next morning.
+HGLGQ·WVD\ZKHUHKH·GEHHQDQGQRRQHDVNHG
The second time Joe disappeared, he was gone for three
days. They all looked at Vern.
´:H·YHEHHQJHWWLQJDORQJµ9HUQFODLPHG´,VZHDUµ
/LGGLH ZRQGHUHG LI WKDW ZDV WUXH 6KH·G FRPH XSRQ
them arguing one day, but they stopped when they saw her.
Margretta begged G.W. to go find him, but G.W. said the boy
had decisions to make and no one could make them for him.
:KHQ -RH FDPH EDFN LW ORRNHG DV WKRXJK KH KDGQ·W
eaten or washed since he left. G.W. met him on the porch
steps. Liddie followed, but he waved her back, so she watched
from inside the doorway.
´, GRQ·W NQRZ DV KRZ , EHORQJ KHUHµ -RH VDLG +H
stood, feet planted, shoulders squared. He clenched his hands
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into fists and then loosed them before finally shoving his
KDQGVLQWRKLVEDFNSRFNHWV´,FRPHEDFNWRJHWP\WKLQJVµ
´+DYHZHPDGH\RXIHHOXQZHOFRPH"µ
´<RX DQG 0rs. Treadway have been good to me. I
DSSUHFLDWHLWµ
´6RWKLVLVDERXW\RXDQG9HUQ"µ
Joe looked away. Liddie saw the muscles work in his
cheeks and she wondered what he was fighting to say. Or not
say. She strained to hear.
´,W·VMXVW\RXDUHQ·WP\IDPLO\µ
´(YHU\ IDPLO\ KDV LWV RZQ ZD\V(YHU\ PDQ GRHV WRR
<RXFDQ·WUXQRIIHYHU\WLPHWKHJRLQJJHWVURXJKµ
´,NQRZVLUµ
´<RX·UHDJRRGER\-RH<RX·OOEHDPDQWRPDNH\RXU
IRONVSURXGµ*:SXWKLVKDQGRQ-RH·VVKRXOGHU´:H·GOLNH
\RXWRVWD\µ
´<RX·GOHWPH"µ6XUSULVHVKRZHGRQ-RH·VIDFH
´$VORQJDV\RXZDQW:HGRQ·WDELGHILJKWLQJWKRXJK
VR ZKDWHYHU·V JRLQJ RQ EHWZHHQ \RX DQG 9HUQ \RX EHWWHU
ZRUNLWRXWµ
´<HVVLUµ
´$QRWKHU WKLQJ <RX FDQ·W UXQ RII OLNH WKLV ,W XSVHWV
0DPDWRRPXFKµ
Joe fOXVKHG´,WZRQ·WKDSSHQDJDLQ,SURPLVHµ
´$OO ULJKW WKHQ *HW FOHDQHG XS DQG FRPH LQ WR HDW
This afternoon, you and Vern go hunting. Mama has a
KDQNHULQJIRUUDEELWVWHZµ
Vern and Joe came back later that day with a brace of
rabbits. Through the fall, they apparently worked through
ZKDWHYHUFRPSHWLWLRQWKHUH·GEHHQEHWZHHQWKHPEHFDXVH-RH
GLGQ·WUXQDZD\DJDLQDQGHYHQWXDOO\WKHER\VEHFDPHIULHQGV
In those first days, Liddie had a crush on Joe that
HPEDUUDVVHGKHUWRWKLQNRIQRZ6KH·GIROORZHGKim around
like a puppy, trying to get his attention, abashed when she did.
´,UHPHPEHUP\ILUVWFUXVKµ$PHOLDKDGVDLGZKHQVKH
found Liddie lying on the bed, a pillow flattened against her
FKHVW ´+H ZDV D KLUHG PDQ WRR +DQN 7KRPSVRQ
5HPHPEHUKLP"µ
Liddie shook her head.
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´+HZRUNHGKHUHRQHVXPPHU+HZDVVRKDQGVRPHµ
6KHPDGHDIDFH´+HQHYHUORRNHGP\ZD\µ
´:KDWGLG\RXGR"µ
´0RRQHGDURXQGKLPOLNHDVLFNFDOIµ$PHOLDODXJKHG
´+H OHIW DW WKH HQG RI WKH VXPPHU -RH ZLOO EH JRQH E\ WKH
time you grRZXSWRR<RX·OOJHWRYHULWµ
Liddie doubted that could ever be true. But the crush
only lasted for the better part of a month, ending when Joe
dashed her hopes by taking a neighbor girl to a dance.
1RWPXFKODWHU/LGGLH·VLQWHUHVWVEHJDQWRPRYHLQWKe
direction of suffragettes and sewing and careers and travel.
2YHUWKH\HDUVWKHRQO\ER\VKH·GHYHUWDNHQVXFKDVKLQHWR
became more like a brother. She was happy for Joe and
&DWKHULQH6KHH[SHFWHGKH·GEHKDSS\IRUKHUWRRZKHQKH
learned she was going to Maquoketa.
Her attention back to the matter at hand, Liddie looked
at her aunt, waiting with growing impatience for her to bring
up the apprenticeship. Kate responded with an almost
imperceptible shake of her head. Liddie mouthed, What? Kate
tilted KHU KHDG WRZDUG /LGGLH·V PRWKHU )RU WKH ILUVW WLPH
/LGGLH QRWLFHG WKDW KHU PRWKHU·V H\HV ZHUH UHG DQG VKH·G
barely touched the food on her plate.
´<RX JRW D JRRG VFDOG RQ WKH URDVW 0DUJUHWWDµ *:
said.
(YHQ WKH FRPSOLPHQW GLGQ·W EULQJ D VPLOH WR KHU
PRWKHU·V IDFH $Q[LHW\ JDLQHG WUDFWLRQ LQ /LGGLH·V VWRPDFK
Had her mother changed her mind about the apprenticeship?
´3DVVWKHEUHDG"µ-RHDVNHG
´$WOHDVW\RXGLGQ·WEXUQLWWKLVWLPHµ9HUQSRLQWHGWKH
tip of his knife at Liddie.
´1R , GLGQ·W EXUQ LW WKLV WLPH 2U WKH ODVW VL[ WLPHVµ
This was an old jibe, one Vern brought up too often. With
heat radiating through her chest, Liddie gripped the edges of
her chair and glared.
´/HW LW UHVWµ -RH VDLG WR 9HUQ ´7KDW RQO\ KDSSHQHG
RQFHDQG\RXNQRZLWµ
´$Z , ZDV MXVW MRVKLQJ &DQ·W VKH WDNH D MRNH"µ 9HUQ
ORRNHGDW/LGGLH ZLWKDVDWLVILHGJULQ´*RW\RXDJDLQ GLGQ·W
,"µ
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´6RPHMRNHµ/LGGLHIURZQHG
Amelia squeezed Liddie's hand under the table. Liddie
tried to smile. Amelia supported her. With Amelia at home
taking care of things, she could go to Maquoketa.
´, FDQ·W GR WKLV 1RW WRQLJKWµ 0DUJUHWWD SXVKHG EDFN
from the table, standing so abruptly the legs of her chair
caught in the rug. The chair teetered and Kate reached out,
grabbing it before it fell. Raspy sobs erupted from behind
0DUJUHWWD·VKDQNLHDVVKHUDQRXWRIWKHURRP
´:KDWWKH . . "µ*:ORRNHGEHZLOGHUHG
´,·OOJRµ.DWHOHIWKHUQDSNLQFUXPSOHGE\KHUSODWH
/LGGLH·V PRXWK IHOO RSHQ 6KH WXUQHG WR $PHOLD ´,
GLGQ·WPHDQ³µ6KHVWRSSHG$melia was crying, too.
***
Later that night, Kate sank heavily into the porch
URFNHU´<RXUVLVWHULVSUHJQDQWµVKHVDLGZLWKRXWSUHDPEOH
´3UHJQDQWµ /LGGLH IHOW WKH ERWWRP GURS RXW RI KHU
VWRPDFK´3UHJQDQW"+RZFDQ$PHOLDEHSUHJQDQW"6KH·VQRW
marriHGµ
´$K/LGGLHµ
.DWH·V JD]H WROG /LGGLH KRZ QDLYH KHU FRPPHQW KDG
been. Embarrassment flushed her cheeks and she lowered her
eyes to the toes of her shoes.
´,WGRHVKDSSHQ8QIRUWXQDWHO\%XWWKHUHDUHSODFHVIRU
JLUOVZKRJHWWKHPVHOYHVLQWURXEOHµ
´6KH·GJRDZD\"µ
.DWH QRGGHG ´,Q WKH PRUQLQJ ,·OO FDOO D FROOHDJXH WR
PDNHDUUDQJHPHQWV7KHUH·VDSODFHLQ'HV0RLQHVZKHUHVKH
FDQVWD\XQWLOLW·VKHUWLPHµ
´%XW . . µ /LGGLH VDZ LPPHGLDWHO\ WKDW LI $PHOLD ZDV
gone, not just off teaching during the days but really gone,
there was no chance her parents could do without her on the
farm.
´,W·VQHFHVVDU\6KHZRQ·WVHHDQ\RQHWKHUHZKRNQRZV
KHURUWKHIDPLO\µ.DWHKDGEHHQVLWWLQJVWLOOQRZVKHVHWWKH
FKDLU WR URFNLQJ ´,W·V D VKDPH 6KH KDG VXFK D SURPising
IXWXUHµ
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´&RXOGQ·WVKHWHDFK"$IWHU"µ
.DWHVKRRNKHUKHDG´2KP\QR1HZVOLNHWKLVKDVD
ZD\RIJHWWLQJDURXQGµ
´%XWVKH·OOFRPHEDFNKHUHZRQ·WVKH"µ
´,VXSSRVHVKHZLOO%XWWKLVZLOOKDQJRYHUKHUWKHUHVW
RIKHUOLIHµ
´%XWVKHKDVWREHKHUH6KHKDVWRVWD\RQWKHIDUPµ
$V WKH UHDOLW\ VROLGLIHG LQ /LGGLH·V PLQG VR GLG GHVSHUDWLRQ
´6R,FDQJRµ
´:H·OOKDYHWRVHHDERXWWKDWµ
´%XW0UV7LQNHUQHHGVDQDQVZHU<RXVDLGVRµ
´,W FDQ·W EH KHOSHG <RXU SDUHQWV FDQQRW EH ERWKHUHG
with that dHFLVLRQQRZµ
/LGGLH·VH\HVVWXQJ´,W·VQRWIDLUµ
´7KDWFDQRIWHQEHVDLGRIOLIHGHDUµ
When Liddie went to bed, she had the bedroom she
shared with her sister to herself. Amelia was still with their
parents. As Liddie pulled her nightgown over her head, she
imagined Amelia doing that³WKRXJKVKHGLGQ·WH[DFWO\NQRZ
what that was³with Fred. Bile rose in her throat, and she
pulled the quilt up around her, protecting herself from the
idea of a man doing such things to her. Her thoughts turned
to Maquoketa and sewing. As she saw her own future slipping
away, disgust gave way to anger, embarrassment, and shame.
)URP /LGGLH·V HDUOLHVW PHPRULHV $PHOLD KDG EHHQ WKH
one to bathe and dress her. Amelia washed and braided
/LGGLH·VKDLUZKHQVKHZDVOLWWOHWDXJKWKer to put it up when
VKH ZHQW IURP D FKLOG·V VKRUW VNLUWV WR D ZRPDQ·V ORQJ
dresses. Amelia told fairy tales to get Liddie to sleep, held her
tight when thunderstorms sent her cowering under the
covers. Amelia was always there.
How this had happened was beyond her
comprehension. She knew Amelia was disgraced. The family
was disgraced. How would any of them look at their
neighbors ever again without feeling shame?
She thought of how other farmers came to Papa for
advice on crops and cattle. How the school directors got his
approval on work to be done on the schoolhouse.
She thought of how much Mama enjoyed having the
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neighbor women over for quilting bees. She knew how proud
Mama was that all of her children had finished eighth grade.
When Amelia took over as teacher after she graduated, Mama
brought out her special cordial glasses. Even Liddie had a sip
of corn wine.
No one had needed to explain to Liddie that her
behavior would be respectable. How could it happen that her
sister was pregnant? Out of wedlock?
When Amelia came to bed, Liddie pointedly rolled on
her side, her back to her sister. She wanted Amelia to know
she was awake and to know she was not going to speak with
her. She pulled the covers over her ears and pretended not to
KHDUKHUVLVWHU·VPXIIOHd sobs.

