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ow would you like to go skating, Mr. Wilder?” Miss Jayne asked. 
 He cut his eyes to hers. “Right now?” 
 “Right now.” 
 “With you?” 

 “With me.” 
 Taking a breath, he held it for a second before letting it out with a gush. “No, I’m 
sorry. It’s … it’s not you, I just … I just have no desire to go skating.” 
 “I think you do. I think you’re dying to get out there.” 
 “Well, you’d be wrong, then.” 
 A teasing glint entered her eye. “I’m hardly ever wrong.” 
 “You might be surprised.” 
 “I’m hardly ever surprised.” 
 “I’m not going skating.” 
 “I believe you are.” Downing the rest of her cocoa like a shot of whiskey, she set 
down the cup, dusted off her hands, and stood. “Come on, now. Up we go.” 
 “No.” 
 She picked up his borrowed skates. “Strap these onto your shoes. And don’t worry. 
I’ll be right beside you the whole time.” 
 “I appreciate the invitation, but I prefer to watch.” 
 “All my eye and Betty Martin.” She wiggled the skates at him. 
 He snatched them from her. “God gave you two ears and one mouth for a reason, 
Miss Jayne.”  
 Laughing, she twirled her finger, encompassing his feet. “Put them on.” 
 “I really—.” 
 “Thou doth protest too much, methinks.” She propped a hand on her hip. 
 His jaw began to tick. 
 Finally, she leaned over and placed her face level with his. A hint of rosewater drifted 
about her. “I am not leaving this pond until you have at least made an attempt. Shall I put 
them on for you?” She began to kneel. 
 He grabbed her elbow. “Absolutely not. I can do it.” 
 She straightened with a self-satisfied smile. 
 Slamming the metal skate onto the bottom of his shoe, he strapped on the buckles, 
yanked them tight and stood. “Well, don’t just stand there. Let’s get this over with.” 
 “You’re going to love it.” She cupped his arm as they stepped onto the ice. 
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 He jerked it away. His feet immediately went out from under him, landing him on 
his backside in the snow drift, its softness cushioning his fall. 
 She bit her bottom lip, her eyes playful. “So, now you have that over with. Everyone 
falls. It’s part of it. Just look.” She swept her arm behind her. 
 Sure enough, there was a token body or two on the ice—all of them youths. 
 She held out both hands. “Come on.” 
 Instead of taking them, he put his feet beneath him, stiffening his ankles. Before he 
could stand, he began to coast in a squatting position. He immediately tried to stop himself, 
lost his balance, and plopped onto the ice. 
 Skating around behind him, she placed her hands at his waist.  “Come on. Ready?” 
 “I can do it.” 
 She ignored him and kept her hands where they were. 
 Tightening his jaw, he positioned the blades beneath him and stood. 
 She returned to his front, her hands traveling about his waist with a steadying 
pressure. “Perfect. Now, give me your hand.”  
 He stared at her, trying to decide if he’d give it to her or not. 
 She didn’t look up, just waited with gloved hand extended. 
 He grasped it. 
 “Good. Next, keep your feet balanced over the blades and give me your other hand. 
I’m going to let go of your waist now.” 
 In that infinitesimal moment, his blades veered out to the sides. He circled his arms 
like windmills, but his legs continued to bow. 
 She inched closer and wrapped her arms about his waist. Instinctively, he grabbed 
her in a bear hug as they teetered, teetered, teetered …  
 She squealed with a mixture of merriment and horror. He gritted his teeth in 
concentration. At the last possible moment, he somehow managed to pull his legs back 
under him. 
 As soon as he had his balance, he released her. 
 Shoulders shaking, she let a soft laugh escape. “I thought we were going down, for 
certain. And it hurts to fall. That ice is really hard. I can’t even remember the last time I’ve 
fallen.” 
 “You ready to go back?” he asked. 
 New peels of laughter caused the fur on her hat and collar to flutter. “We haven’t 
even gone a yard yet!” 
 “Well then, get on with it so we can finish.” 
 Tilting her head, she put a hand on her waist as the humor in her eyes wilted. “I 
know and you know that you’ve always wanted to be out here. So you may as well let 
yourself enjoy it. Please?” 
 Deep down, he knew she was right. But he’d wanted to do it on his terms and on his 
timeline. He wasn’t fighting it because he didn’t want to skate. He was fighting it because 
he’d been forced into it before he was ready. And now, she just expected him to snap his 
fingers and enjoy it simply because she wished it to be so. 
 Well, he’d go through the motions, but he wouldn’t enjoy it until he was good and 
ready to. 
 She extended her hands. 
 After a slight hesitation, he took them. 
 “Okay. I’m going to start going backwards. All you have to do is keep your ankles 
locked and your blades underneath you.” 
 He gave a curt nod. 
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 She drifted backwards, but his feet lagged behind, bending him over at the waist. He 
immediately pulled them up underneath him. But he did it too fast and they didn’t stop. 
Kept right on going and swept hers out from under her as well. 
 He went down, her with him. 
 The ice knocked the breath clean from him. She sprawled on top of him, her 
laughter assuring him she wasn’t hurt. 
 “Oh! Oh! Are you okay?” She lifted her upper body, bracketing him with stiff arms, 
searching his eyes. 
 Before he could answer, men from all around lifted her up. 
 “You all right, miss?” someone asked her. 
 “Fine, fine. Mr. Wilder, are you okay?” 
 Giving a grunt, he pushed himself to a sitting position. 
 “First time?” A man in his forties dusted off Reeve’s hat and handed it to him, then 
helped him to his feet. 
 “Yes. I’m sorry.” 
 He smiled. “Don’t apologize. Once you get the hang of it, you’ll never want to leave. 
You okay?” 
 “Yes, thank you.” Tempted as he was to rub his backside, he resisted. But Miss Jayne 
had been right. That ice was hard. And very unforgiving. 
 Their helpers drifted away, leaving the two of them looking at each other. She held 
out both hands. “Try again?” 
 
 
[[The rest of this scene stayed as it is in the book beginning on the bottom of p152—including the 
debacle with the young boy, Paschal. After that, Reeve went to the Gusman’s and Flossie back to 
work. The two deleted scenes on the following pages occurred during that time.]] 
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rs. Driscoll?” a man shouted. 
 “We’re in here, Mr. Gunn,” Mrs. Driscoll replied, giving the first window 
they’d finished for the chapel one last lingering glance before turning her attention 

to him. 
 Flossie wished she could sit Mrs. Driscoll down in a chair and do her hair for her. 
She wore it parted down the middle and slicked back into a bun that looked like some sort of 
outgrowth from her head. It would look a hundred times better in the Gibson girl style. 
 “These them?” Mr. Gunn asked, his once-white shirt a dingy gray and not tucked in 
all the way. He had the build of a young man in his prime, but his face bore the lines of a 
man older than his years. 
 Thousands of pieces of colored glass had been selected, cut, foiled, and stuck onto six 
sheets of heavy glass. Once they’d been taken to the men’s workshop, each piece would be 
soldered together into one magnificent window. 
 She wished her family at 438 could see it. Even Mr. Wilder. Especially Mr. Wilder. 
 She’d done as he’d requested and left him alone. Not that it was hard. He’d 
purchased a kerosene heater for his room and started keeping his bedroom door closed. And 
he’d not taken his meals with them since the ice skating party. Nor had he taken them in his 
room. He’d simply gone out for his supper. To where, Flossie had no idea. 
 Still, she continued to put questions beneath everyone’s plate. At some point Mr. 
Wilder would have to return to the dinner table. And when he did, she’d be ready for him. 
 Mrs. Driscoll clasped her hands. “Be careful. The fair is only a few weeks away and 
we’ve several more windows to complete. We can’t afford the time or the expense if any of 
these pieces slipped off and broke.” 
 Hitching up his trousers, Mr. Gunn gave her an exasperated look. “We’ve done this a 
million times.”  
 “Just the same.” 
 “Over here, boys,” he said. Six men, all of them young and fit, surrounded one of the 
glass easels leaning against a window.  
 “On the count o’ three.” Mr. Gunn waited for a nod from the other men. “Here we 
go, then. One, two, three.” 
 They lifted the heavy glass easel, their arms bulging, and shuffled back from the 
window. 
 Flossie held her breath. Aggie crinkled her apron. Nan pressed a fist to her mouth. 

M 



DEEANNE GIST  Tiffany Girl - Deleted Scenes    6 
 
 
 
 A few steps into the aisle, one of the men stumbled but immediately caught himself. 
Flossie’s stomach lurched to her throat. She and several other girls scrambled toward them, 
following them all the way to the oversized door, ready to rescue any falling pieces. But the 
men made it without mishap. 
 Five more times, the girls endured the suspense. Five more times, they trailed the 
men. The tightness in Flossie’s chest began to ease as the final easel reached the threshold, 
but at the last moment Mr. Gunn and the man beside him let their end sag a bit. A bearded 
Jesus preaching to the apostles began to flail. 
 “Careful!” Mrs. Driscoll cried. 
 Flossie dove, full out, arms extended, palms up. 
 Mr. Gunn twisted his body in front of the pieces, effectively stopping them with his 
hip, but the action placed him right into Flossie’s trajectory.  
 She tried to veer left, but still caught his leg and saw it buckle. 
 The girls screamed. The men cursed. Flossie curled into a ball and covered her head, 
expecting the full weight of the easel to fall upon her.  
 But nothing happened. Not so much as a piece of glass fell from the easel. She 
peeked out between her arms.  
 Mr. Gunn, his chest heaving, squatted beside her with one hand holding up the 
easel, the other braced against the floor.  
 “Flossie Jayne, get out from underneath there at once!” Mrs. Driscoll’s voice shook 
with fury. 
 She scrambled out and stood. 
 Aggie covered her mouth with both hands, her blue eyes wide with horror. Nan held 
her temples. The other girls stood in similar stances of distress. 
 “I’m sorry,” she said to Mrs. Driscoll. The woman’s face had gone pale. “I was trying 
to—.” 
 “I know.” Her voice trembled. “Are you all right, Mr. Gunn?”  
 He rose with caution, his expression thunderous. “Get yer girls back. She could’ve 
been killed if this thing had dropped.” 
 “Everyone back.” Mrs. Driscoll motioned to the girls. 
 They fell behind her like cubs placing a lioness between them and the threat. Flossie 
stepped away, though she didn’t hide. 
 “You too, Flossie.” Mrs. Driscoll held her arm to the side, then used it to corral 
Flossie with the others. “If anything happens to those pieces between here and your 
workshop, Mr. Gunn, I will hold you personally responsible.” 
 He gritted his teeth. “Come on, boys. Keep her steady.” 
 No one moved until the men were out of sight. 

Finally, Mrs. Driscoll dabbed her hairline with a handkerchief, her hands shaking. 
“You took ten years off my life, Flossie. Don’t you ever do something like that again. A few 
pieces of glass we can replace. You, we cannot.” 
 “I’m sorry, I thought everything was going to come loose.” 
 “Let it. We’ll do them over. That goes for everyone.” She looked at the girls who still 
stood clumped together. “Do you understand?” 
 They mumbled their acknowledgements. 
 “Fine. Now, we’ve four more windows and only three weeks to do them in. So, let’s 
get started.” 
 The girls splintered into different directions and commenced to complete as much as 
possible before quitting time. Flossie picked up her glass cutters, her hands shaking so badly 
she couldn’t make a single cut. The danger involved from diving for the pieces had never 
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occurred to her. Mrs. Driscoll was right, though. The window certainly wasn’t worth dying 
for. 
 She needed to think before she acted and she needed to be more careful. Her parents 
would never recover if something were to happen to her.  
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ame one important characteristic you look for in a friend.” Mr. Holliday passed the 
question across the table to Reeve.  

It was the first supper Reeve had attended since the skating debacle. Up to 
now, his anger had been too consuming to put up with Miss Jayne or her games. But even 
out of sight she filled his thoughts, invaded his dreams, and chattered incessantly on the 
other side of the wall. Bit by bit, his anger began to morph into something else. Something 
equally as strong and much more upsetting. 
 Accepting the card, he tucked it inside his coat. “Someone docile, unassuming, and 
who doesn’t talk too much.”  
 Miss Jayne suppressed a smile. “That’s three things, Mr. Wilder. You were only to 
name one.” 
 “Meekness.” He gave her a pointed look. “I definitely value meekness.” 
 Her eyes crinkled with humor. “That’s an unusual list you have. Most people value 
loyalty or honesty.” 
 Mr. Nettels cut a bite of sprat, then jabbed it with his fork. “I should think integrity 
would be of utmost importance.” 
 The rest of the table discussed their criteria for friends. Miss Jayne, however, rested 
the tip of her fork on her plate, retained eye contact with Reeve, and took on a tolerant 
expression, not unlike mothers when they were humoring their children. 
 But she was not his mother nor was he her son. Never had that been more apparent 
than these last several days. He might have been concentrating on the methods of skating 
when they’d been on the ice, but his subconscious had been absorbing a plethora of other 
details. Details it brought to the forefront of his mind with alarming frequency. 
 The delicate size of her hands compared to his. The feel of her against him when 
they’d clung to each other in an effort to remain upright. The concern drawing wrinkles 
between her brows when he’d taken the brunt of their fall. The tightness of his chest when 
she’d bracketed him with her arms, her face mere inches above his.  
 She came back into focus, the tip of her fork still resting on her plate, her eyes still 
locked with his. The humor in her expression faded. Tiny breaths through parted lips raised 
and lowered her chest. The fork she held slid down to rest against her plate. Her liquid 
brown eyes studied his hair, his cheeks, his nose, his jaw, his lips. 
 The pulse in his neck pounded. 
 Reaching up, she latched onto a cameo hanging from a chain about her neck. She 
gripped it, squeezed it, ran it back and forth across its chain. 

N 
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 He wanted to touch her. No matter how many times he catalogued her objectionable 
traits, his body paid no attention. Never had he wanted to touch a person so badly. 
 “Miss Jayne? Miss Jayne? Are you all right?” Oyster placed a hand on her forearm. 
 Reeve was halfway out of his seat before he caught himself. Sound returned. 
Peripheral vision returned. And with it, the rest of his senses. Gripping the arms of his chair, 
he lowered himself back down.  
  Dazed, she turned to Oyster. “What?” 
 “Miss Love asked you your question.” 
 “She did?” Miss Jayne moved her attention to her roommate. “I’m, what, wait, can 
you repeat the question, please?” 
 Miss Love sat up a little straighter. “What is your last thought before going to sleep?” 
 A tiny sound escaped her throat. Her fingers flew to her lips. 
 He stilled. He’d written the question. Had slid it under her plate himself. Did she 
know? Suspect? He’d written it in a moment of frustration, of course. Thinking it only fair 
to ask since she’d disrupted so many of his waking hours and no small amount of hours after 
lights had been extinguished. 
 She studiously avoided making eye contact with him—making eye contact with 
anyone. “I, um, ah, well, let’s see …” 
 She looked at the ceiling. She smoothed a non-existent piece of hair up into her poof. 
She took a gulp of tea. She cleared her throat. “Well, I suppose, I suppose I simply count 
sheep.” 
 Miss Love crinkled her nose. “Every night? Why, I usually think of all the things I 
have to do the next day and what I’d like to do on my day off. Just last night, right before I 
nodded off, I decided to learn to ride a bicycle.” 
 This statement was met with a great deal of exclamation and excitement, as well as an 
outpouring of advice from the experienced riders. 
 Miss Jayne said nothing. Simply took bite after bite of fish. Swallow after swallow of 
tea. Never once looking his way. 
 He neither ate nor drank nor participated. Just stared. Did she think of him at night? 
Did she think of him during the day? Did she think of him as much as he thought of her? 
 The ramifications reverberated through him. He didn’t want her to think about him. 
He didn’t want anyone to think about him. He lived a simple, uncluttered life. A life where 
he relied on no one and no one relied on him. A life where he read, worked, and kept to 
himself. It was as if everyone in the world had been on stage and he was the solo member of 
the audience. 
 It was all he knew. All he’d ever known. The idea of entering that world, of walking 
onto that stage, and joining everyone else made his knees go weak and his head go fuzzy. 
 
 
 


