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apa gave her a placating smile. “All the great artists are men, my dear. That’s just the way 
things are. The sooner you accept that, the better. I don’t know if it’s the art school 

who’s putting these ideas into your head or if it is some half-formed aspiration thrilling upon 
your nerves that is to blame, but you must stop with these foolish notions.” 

Rearranging the spoon beside her pudding cup, Flossie lined it up perfectly straight. 
“Mr. Louis Comfort Tiffany came to the art studio today. Because of a strike, he’s lost his 
glaziers and glassworkers. He needs someone to help him finish making stained-glass 
windows for his exhibit at the World’s Columbian Exposition. He offered me and five other 
girls the men’s jobs.” 

“I’m sure you told him no.” Papa wiped his mouth with the napkin hanging from his 
collar. “Wonderful dessert, my dear. Simply wonderful.” 

“I accepted the position. I start January second.” 
He gave her a look of loving tolerance. “You will write him a very nice note then, 

thanking him, but telling him you are needed at home.” 
“I’m moving out.” 
Removing his napkin, he pushed back his chair. “Do not test me anymore, Flossie. 

You will not move out of this house until you are good and wed. And you will not take a 
job, ever.” 

“I am taking this job, Papa. You can go to the races on it. I will leave as soon as I can 
secure a room in a boardinghouse.” 

He’d narrowed his eyes at the word “races,” but it was the word “boardinghouse” 
that sent him completely over the edge. 

“A boardinghouse?” He gripped the table and leaned forward. “No daughter of mine 
will hold a job, nor will she live in a boardinghouse.” He spewed the last word out as if it were 
Hades itself. 

She set her jaw. “I’m sorry, but my mind is made up.” 
 She didn’t know how she’d do it, though. The other girls at the Art School of 
Applied Design already lived in houses without any vacancies or were going to stay at home, 
but the more Flossie thought about a boardinghouse, the more excited she became about it. 
She’d have no one to answer to. No one. Not her father. Not her mother. Not even a 
husband. She wouldn’t just be a New Woman, she’d be a whole new person. 
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