


Praise for Along a Storied Trail

“Gabhart’s skillful use of period details and the Appalachian 
landscape lend plenty of atmosphere to accompany the les-
sons of hope, compassion, and fortitude amid hardship. This 
is her best historical inspirational yet.”

Publishers Weekly, starred review

“Gabhart crafts an absorbing story that deeply explores the 
rich tradition of storytelling.”

Booklist

“Fabulous! This beautifully written book brings a little- 
known part of American history to life with characters so 
real they leap off the pages into readers’ hearts and linger 
there long after the last page is turned. Along a Storied Trail 
is a story to savor, to ponder, and to read again and again.”

Amanda Cabot, bestselling author of Dreams Rekindled

“Ann Gabhart has woven a tale of a feisty, endearing, and 
thoroughly memorable character, Tansy Calhoun, as she 
settles into her route as a WPA packhorse librarian in 
Depression- era Appalachia. Adventure, a romantic triangle 
(or two!), plus an unexpected natural disaster roil up, spilling 
into a dramatic, heart- pounding conclusion. Along a Storied 
Trail might be Gabhart’s best book yet.”

Suzanne Woods Fisher, author of The Moonlight School

“From the very first sentence of Along a Storied Trail, Ann H. 
Gabhart has hand- delivered a tale that will make readers feel 
right at home. With a voice that is every bit as distinct and 
special as Gabhart herself, the reader feels as though she’s 
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riding along with her new friend Tansy, seeing the beauty 
of Appalachia even amidst the hard times of the Great De-
pression, through loss and adversity. This is a story of resil-
ience that is not only representative of the 1930s, but a story 
of resilience that we so deeply need in our times.”

Susie Finkbeiner, author of The Nature of  
Small Birds and Stories That Bind Us

Praise for An Appalachian Summer

“Gabhart takes readers to the majestic Kentucky mountains 
during the Great Depression in this enjoyable inspirational 
romance.”

Publishers Weekly

“Another compellingly crafted romance from the pen of 
Ann H. Gabhart, An Appalachian Summer deftly reveals 
what can happen when a young woman musters the cour-
age to leave behind a restrictive past for a wide- open future 
of true love.”

Midwest Book Reviews

“An Appalachian Summer by Ann H. Gabhart is one adven-
turous historical romance. . . . Ann H. Gabhart knows how 
to grab my attention and keep me inside the story.”

Urban Lit Magazine
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In memory of my father, J. H. Houchin,
who passed along his love of the land to me,
and of my mother, Olga Elizabeth Houchin,

who loved her girls beyond measure.
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1

February 27, 1925

“You will never be completely well. Tuberculosis leaves its 
mark on your lungs.”

“I know, Doctor.” Rose Meadows looked at Dr. Bess 
Halvechs across the desk from her. “But I am so much better. 
I’ve been walking about the grounds and manage the stairs 
to the dining room instead of eating in my room.”

“Yes.” Dr. Bess’s forehead wrinkled in a frown. The doctor 
was devoted to her patients at Rest Haven Sanitarium and 
worked tirelessly to help them keep breathing. “You have 
made progress, Rose. Excellent progress, but as you know 
from your time here, relapses do occur. Even if that doesn’t 
happen, you will continually struggle with some aspects of 
the disease.”

Rose didn’t argue with the truth of the doctor’s words, 
but she didn’t have to be cured. She merely had to be well 
enough to leave the sanitarium and go get her daughters. “I 
have accepted that, but with care, I can manage.”

“With care.” The doctor fingered the stethoscope that 
hung around her neck as though she might get up and come 
around the desk to check Rose’s lungs right then. Dr. Bess 
was older than Rose, one of the first women to be accepted 
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into a medical school. “Those are the words we must con-
sider. With care. Do you have someone willing to give you 
that care?”

Rose met the doctor’s eyes. “My oldest daughter will be 
fifteen next month. Old enough to help.” Her care wasn’t 
something she wanted to thrust on Calla, but the need to 
be with her two girls again burned a hole in her heart. She 
hadn’t seen them for almost two years.

“But how will you survive, dear Rose? Do you plan to hire 
your daughter out to bring in money?”

“Hire her out?” Rose shrank from the thought. She 
couldn’t imagine sending Calla off to a factory job or to be 
a maid. “No, no. She can help me fashion hats. And there’s 
my husband’s army pension.”

“A paltry amount, I fear. Not enough for rent and food, 
and while you can still practice your milliner skills, you won’t 
have the strength to work steadily as you did in the past. Do 
you have family who might help you?”

“No.” Rose’s heart sank. “As I told you, my husband died 
during the influenza epidemic. My parents passed on years 
ago.”

“No sisters or brothers?”
“None living. A sister and brother died at a young age.”
“So many troubles in this day.” Dr. Bess clucked her 

tongue. “But, Rose, I cannot in good conscience release you 
unless you can give me some assurance that you will have a 
proper place to stay. You can’t live on the street or in some 
hovel where you would be exposed to the damp and not have 
the proper clean air and sunshine.”

“I’m well enough that my girls wouldn’t be at risk if I am 
with them. Isn’t that right?”
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“Your sputum is negative, but that doesn’t mean you aren’t 
prone to a relapse.” She paused and studied Rose before she 
went on. “Stay with us a bit longer. Get stronger for those 
girls of yours.”

“But I think they need me now. I got a letter from Sienna. 
Something about it didn’t sound right.”

The letter was only a few lines. I am fine. My teacher is 
nice. I get enough to eat. I am learning to listen. It read like 
a school assignment, with sentences dictated by the teacher. 
The only part that seemed truly like Sienna was the tiny 
sketch of a bird for the dot above the i in her name and a 
drawing of a long- tailed mouse on the bottom of the page.

Sienna had been entranced by anything in nature since her 
first baby giggle at the sight of a butterfly. But it didn’t have 
to be something pretty to catch her eye. She liked spiders and 
once picked up a garter snake. When it bit her, she hadn’t 
cried. Instead, she gently put down the snake and apologized 
for scaring it.

“Sienna is the younger one, right? How old is she?” Dr. 
Bess asked.

“Nine,” Rose said.
Dr. Bess looked sympathetic. “At that age, she surely lacks 

letter- writing skills, don’t you think?” She waited for Rose’s 
nod and then went on. “Has your older daughter written to 
you about any problems?”

“No, but she might not if she thought it would upset me.” 
Calla’s last letter had only been a couple of paragraphs, the 
words stiff somehow, as though she had nothing good to 
write. “I just have the feeling something is wrong. Mothers 
have an innate sense about their children.”

“Of course they do. You do.” Dr. Bess stood up and came 
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around the desk to touch Rose’s shoulder. “But your chil-
dren need you well. Not sick. And worry will only make you 
worse. Your girls are being cared for at the orphanage. They 
will surely be fine for another month or so.”

“It’s been so long already.” The doctor being right didn’t 
make it any easier to accept.

“I know, but it’s best not to rush things. Let’s see how 
you’re doing in a few weeks.” Dr. Bess patted her shoulder. 
“Now run along and find a chair outside on the sun porch. 
Fresh air and sunshine are the best medicine we have.”

Rose did as she was told, even though every inch of her 
screamed to go pack her few belongings to leave. But reality 
kept poking her, bursting her balloon of hope. She had no 
car, no house, no way. When she’d left the girls at the Home 
for Girls, she’d thought it would be for a few weeks, no more 
than a couple of months, but the months had piled one on 
top of another.

She hadn’t gotten well. She’d gotten worse in spite of the 
bed rest and hours in the sun. The doctor warned her it 
would take time, but Rose hadn’t expected it to be a slow slog 
through mud. That was how it had felt. As if each movement 
was an effort she could barely make. For a while, she thought 
she wouldn’t fight through it, that the mud of tuberculosis in 
her lungs would swallow her. At one time, she was so wor-
ried she’d never see Calla and Sienna again that she wrote 
them each a final letter about how very much she loved them. 
The letters were still in the envelopes in her suitcase, ready 
if the need arose.

But now she was finally better. Still weak. Still with a 
cough but no streaks of blood in her sputum. Her hands 
trembled so that piecing together the hats she’d made for 
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some of her fellow patients was a struggle, but she had fin-
ished the work.

She lengthened her stride as she went down the corridor 
toward the door that led out onto the porch. Her breath 
stayed even, surely a sign she was in remission. She was so 
pleased she wasn’t getting short of breath that she forgot to 
look away before she caught sight of herself in the mirror 
at the end of the hall. Why they left it there to mock the 
patients, or guests as they preferred to call them, she had 
no idea.

She hated that mirror. In her room a quick peek in the small 
wall mirror above the washstand was all that was needed to 
be sure her hair was combed. But this mirror blasted her 
whole reflection back at her. The first time she’d passed the 
mirror, she had looked behind her to see whose reflection it 
might be. As if some strange woman was beside her and her 
own image wasn’t there.

Since then, she always quickly turned away from the mir-
ror, but today she stopped and stared at the frail woman star-
ing back at her. Her cheeks were hollow and dark smudges 
circled her eyes. Gray streaked her honey- brown hair.

Could she really persuade Dr. Bess that she was ready to 
leave, ready to care for her daughters?

She sent up a prayer. Could she persuade herself that she 
was?
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2

S ienna was in trouble again.
“Annie Meadows.”
Calla Meadows’s heart sank when the head of 

the orphanage called out her little sister’s name. Not Sienna’s 
real name but what those in control had decided to use when 
Sienna was considered an unfit name. A flower name, Calla’s 
mother said, the same as hers, but not common flowers. 
Daisy or Lily would have been fine. Even Iris was acceptable, 
but Sienna and Calla were too different.

The names made them stand out. They needed to fit in 
at the home. Conform. Sienna was changed to Annie and 
Calla to Callie. Calla didn’t care what they called her. Sienna 
didn’t either. That wasn’t why she didn’t answer.

“Annie Meadows.” Miss Warfield repeated in the tone that 
was not to be ignored. Her face was so stiff that moving her 
mouth enough to speak appeared ready to crack her cheeks.

Sienna didn’t respond.
Calla looked across at her sister. In the assembly room, the 

girls lined up by age. Calla, at fourteen, was with the older 
girls. Sienna, nine, stood with the middle group. She did not 
appear to hear the name she was expected to answer. Sienna 
wouldn’t be ignoring Miss Warfield on purpose. Instead, her 
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mind had no doubt drifted off. She saw things no one else 
did. Cracks in the plaster might make her imagine a bird or 
perhaps an actual bug was climbing the wall. Any creature 
of nature could capture her full attention.

Sienna was slight, delicately slim. She often neglected to 
eat in the time allotted for their meals. Her white- blond hair 
curled around her face, and while Calla wasn’t near enough 
to see, she knew her light blue eyes would be calm as a still 
pool of water. That was what worried Calla most— that 
Sienna didn’t seem to care whether she was punished or not. 
She endured whatever they did to her.

She wouldn’t even know what she’d done to bring down 
Miss Warfield’s wrath on her. Most probably she had failed 
to pay attention to her teacher, Miss Agnes. In charge of the 
middle age group, the woman was not slow to report infrac-
tions to the headmistress.

Rules meant nothing to Sienna. Calla felt the same about 
the rules at Louisville’s West Side Home for Girls, but she 
followed them anyway. It was only for a little while until 
their mother came back for them. But the little while kept 
stretching into another week, another month, until now it 
had been almost two years. Her mother would come back 
for them. She’d promised and nothing would make her break 
that promise.

A finger of fear poked Calla’s heart. What if the treatment 
at the sanitarium didn’t cure her mother’s tuberculosis? Two 
other girls in her group were at the orphanage because their 
parents had died from that disease. Calla tamped down that 
fear. She’d gotten a letter from her mother a week ago. She 
said she was better. Improving. Not dying.

A little girl in the youngest group began crying. Calla 
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wanted to wail along with her. Instead, a single tear slid 
out of her left eye down the side of her cheek. She dared not 
wipe it away to let anyone see. Miss Warfield had already 
given Calla a warning look. Not that Calla wouldn’t scream 
and disrupt the whole room if she thought that would shield 
her little sister from whatever was about to happen. But it 
wouldn’t. She’d tried in the past and ended up making things 
worse for Sienna.

Miss Gertrude, the one in charge of the older girls, must 
have noted the tear because she slipped over to Calla’s side 
and touched her arm. Not a warning tap, but a sympathetic 
one. Miss Gertrude did care about the girls under her care. 
If only Miss Agnes was as kind.

Miss Gertrude’s fingers trembled against Calla’s skin. 
Poor woman seemed every bit as terrified of Miss Warfield 
as the girls lined up around the room. The headmistress’s 
stare could make anyone’s blood run cold.

The woman took a menacing step toward Sienna, which 
must have pulled her away from her dreamy reverie. When 
she saw Miss Warfield towering over her, she smiled. Sin-
cerely. But that may have been the worst thing she could have 
done at that moment.

Color rose on Miss Warfield’s neck. A sign every girl in 
the room knew was reason to beg for mercy. Every girl ex-
cept Sienna, who continued to smile in the face of the storm 
descending on her.

“Were you calling me? I fear I forgot to listen as I should.” 
Sienna’s voice was musical, as if she might break into song.

The red spread into Miss Warfield’s cheeks. Her eyes had 
to be flashing sparks. The girls standing on either side of 
Sienna scooted away from her.
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“Are you fey, child?” Miss Warfield’s voice whipped 
through the air.

Sienna’s smile faded. Then instead of being silent, which 
was the only response Miss Warfield expected, she said, “Is 
that the same as tetched in the head?” She didn’t seem con-
cerned if it was. Nor did she wait for an answer from the 
headmistress. “If so, I don’t think I am. My mother told me 
I wasn’t and not to pay mind to anyone who said I was.”

“Your mother was wrong.” Miss Warfield spoke quietly, 
but that just made her sound more threatening.

The girls around Calla pulled in their breaths even though 
they were across the room from Miss Warfield. Miss Ger-
trude tightened her fingers on Calla’s arm.

Sienna didn’t back away from Miss Warfield. “My mama 
was not wrong.”

The woman held up her hand to stop her from saying 
more. “Your mother was no doubt glad to be shed of a 
strange child like you who doesn’t listen.”

“Fey sounds better than strange.” Sienna calmly stared up 
at Miss Warfield. “Are you going to hit me?” She sounded 
more curious than afraid.

“Rebellion cannot go unpunished.”
Calla jerked away from Miss Gertrude and stepped out of 

line. She couldn’t help it. No matter the cost, she couldn’t 
simply stand there without doing something. She ran across 
the room.

Miss Warfield didn’t look around at the sound of her 
approach. “You are not to interfere, Callie Meadows. Go 
back to your place.”

Calla didn’t obey. “Let me take the punishment for her. 
She is so small and she didn’t intend to not listen. She can’t 
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help it.” She could almost feel the strap hitting her, but she 
could bear it.

Miss Warfield turned cold eyes on Calla. “You both seem 
too eager for the strap. Perhaps a different punishment will 
be more effective. Some alone time to think.”

“No!” Sienna spoke up, her eyes wide as she looked con-
cerned for the first time. “Not the closet. Please not that, 
Miss Warfield.”

Calla shivered at the thought of being closed in the space 
under one of the stairways in the old building. She had en-
dured that punishment once for speaking out of turn. Dark-
ness unbroken by any light of the moon or candle terrified 
her. Locked in that small dark space with things one couldn’t 
see had made her ready to claw her way through the door.

“Yes, the punishment closet will be the perfect thing for 
the two of you.” Miss Warfield peered at Calla, and even 
though Calla tried to hide her dismay, the woman noted it. 
The corners of her lips lifted a bit. “The isolation will give 
you both time to consider the necessity of changing your 
ways.”

“How long?” Calla’s voice was faint. She was sorry for 
her words as soon as they sounded in her ears. Asking not 
only revealed weakness but showed Miss Warfield she had 
picked the most taxing punishment for Calla. Sienna must 
feel the same, since she started whimpering like a lost pup.

“As much time as you need to convince your sister to pay 
mind to the rules while you think on correcting your own 
willful behavior.”

Sienna kept up the pitiful sounds as she started toward 
the door that led out of the large room to the hallway. But 
Calla noted no drag to the girl’s feet the way her own feet 
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wanted to refuse to move. As if Sienna knew her reluctance, 
she wrapped her fingers around Calla’s and stepped closer 
to keep their hands hidden in Calla’s skirt. Even as she made 
another sound of misery, a bit of a smile curled her lips now 
that her back was to Miss Warfield.

Calla had no smile. The evening meal had not yet been 
served. Hours stretched out before her in the dark closet. She 
pulled in a breath to calm herself. She wouldn’t think of the 
darkness ready to steal her air. Better to think of how being 
in the closet with Sienna would give them time together.

She had scant time with her sister without breaking rules, 
which she had done in the first months they were at the home. 
After the lights were out at night, she would slip from her 
bed in the dead of night to find her sister’s bed to comfort 
her. She had never been sure which she feared most— being 
caught or how the night shadows reached for her.

“Go and be sure the door is locked, Miss Gertrude.” Miss 
Warfield must have noted Miss Gertrude’s gesture of sym-
pathy toward Calla and used this duty to chastise her lack 
of sternness.

Miss Gertrude hated punishing any of the girls, so Calla 
wasn’t surprised to see her eyes filling with tears as she hur-
ried past Calla and Sienna to lead the way.

Miss Gertrude was softly rounded in the middle and 
lacked inches being as tall as Calla, who had her mother’s 
willowy height. One of the girls told Calla that Miss Ger-
trude had grown up in the orphanage and never left. The 
woman had a youthful look and lacked any gray in the brown 
hair that peeked out around the cap she wore.

At least the girls weren’t made to wear head coverings in 
the home, although Calla’s red hair often got disapproving 
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glares from Miss Warfield. She had the freckles to go with 
her hair, but while they had once worried her tremendously, 
the red spots decorating her skin didn’t bother her at all now. 
She liked the familiar look of them. Something the same.

“I am sorry,” Miss Gertrude whispered as she opened the 
closet door. “But you really do need to listen, Annie.”

“I know, but my mind has a way of straying.” Sienna 
sighed softly. Her whimpering had stopped the minute she 
was out of ear range of Miss Warfield. Now she patted Miss 
Gertrude’s arm as if she were the one who needed comfort 
instead of them. “Don’t worry. We’ll be fine until someone 
comes to unlock the door.”

“But that might not be allowed until morning. You’ll have 
to go without supper.”

“We will eat tomorrow.” Sienna again sounded ready to 
sing, and not a song of sadness either.

Calla, on the other hand, stared into the small space in 
front of them. Once the heavy door was closed, the dark 
would be complete. Her heart began pounding.

Sienna grasped Calla’s hand tighter, stepped into the 
closet, and pulled Calla after her. “You may close the door, 
Miss Gertrude.”

Calla held her breath to keep from making the same piti-
ful whimpers Sienna had made earlier. She wanted to jerk 
away from Sienna, push past Miss Gertrude, and run from 
the darkness waiting for her. Instead, she forced herself to 
stand still. There was no escape.

“Wait.” Miss Gertrude stepped into the doorway, blocking 
the view of anyone who might be in the hallway. She pulled 
two small apples from a skirt pocket and handed them to 
Calla. “Here.”
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When Calla started to thank her, Miss Gertrude gave her 
head a warning shake and lowered her voice until her words 
were bare whispers in the air. “You must eat it all. If you leave 
so much as a seed, we will all pay the price.”

Then she stepped back quickly, shut the door, and turned 
the key in the lock. Calla bit her lip to keep from screaming 
as all went black.

“I like her.” Sienna’s voice was calm. “Do you think she 
is an angel?”

Calla tried to answer, but her throat was too tight to let 
out more than a squeak.

“Oh, dear sister,” Sienna said. “Are you scared?”
“You’re not?” Calla managed to say.
“No. I like being here with you.” She snaked slim arms 

around Calla. “Feels like a gift to me.”
“But it’s so dark.”
“It’s dark every night.” Sienna sounded puzzled. “Are you 

afraid of night?”
“Aren’t you?”
“Oh no. I love it when the light fades and night surrounds 

me. I think about how Mama would sing to me. To us.”
“But she sang because she knew we were afraid.” Calla 

tried to swallow down the fear rising in her.
“Afraid? I don’t remember being afraid.”
“But I was.”
Sienna lifted her head away from Calla, and even though 

Calla couldn’t see her, she knew she peered up at her. “Why?”
“Because Papa was gone and we were alone.”
Things were bad after her father left for the Great War. 

Calla was seven, but Sienna at only two wouldn’t remember 
that sad time that got even sadder after Calla’s father died 
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of influenza at an army recruitment camp in Massachusetts. 
Every night Mama held Calla and Sienna close and sang 
hymns. The sound of her mother’s sweet voice singing about 
the Lord’s love helped Calla feel safe as she drifted off to 
sleep. If only she could hear her mother singing now. Then 
maybe the dark in this closet wouldn’t press in on her from 
every side to steal her breath.
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