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olonel Rice, commandant of the Columbian Guard, leaned his chair back on two legs, 
his shiny head offset by an impressive handlebar moustache. “You conducted yourself 

well at the Woman’s Congress, Scott.” 
“Thank you, sir.” With feet apart, Hunter placed one hand behind his back, the 

other tucked his cap beneath his arm. Taking care to avoid eye contact, he stared at a hall 
tree behind the colonel. On its flattened cactus-like shape hung a gray wool coat and a black 
umbrella. 

“Therefore,” Rice continued, “I’m going to pull you from the Administration 
Building and assign you to the Woman’s Building.” 

Hunter hesitated. “The Woman’s Building, sir?” 
“Your shift will start at nine o’clock in the morning. You’ll work four hours on. Four 

hours off. Then four hours on again.” 
This shift was better than the evening one he’d been working, but the Woman’s 

Building? “Isn’t that just filled with a mess of gewgaws made by women, sir?” 
“It doesn’t have anything like the model Treasury Building you’ve been guarding, if 

that’s what you mean.” 
That’s exactly what he meant. He was a Texas Ranger. A member of the most elite 

force in not only his state, but in the entire country. When the colonel had recruited him for 
this six-month stint, Hunter had assumed he’d be protecting foreign kings, queens, princes, 
and other dignitaries attending the fair. At the very least, he’d expected to guard the most 
valuable exhibits, such as the African diamonds. 

Hunter lowered his gaze to the colonel’s. “With respect, sir, are you sure that’s where 
my talents are best served?” 

“The place is filled with art, jewels, and frippery on loan from the private collections 
of queens and princesses. I need a good man on it. Furthermore, the building is overrun with 
women. Bossy women. Women whom men might decide to put in their place.” He dropped 
his chair legs to the ground with a thunk. “I’ll not have that. Those women have worked 
long and hard and they’ve been sanctioned by Congress. I want it seen to that they are 
treated with the utmost respect and deference. Exactly the way you treated the ones at the 
Woman’s Convention.” 

He hadn’t treated those women at the convention any differently than normal. Well, 
except for Miss Pantalets-Trousers. He’d not treated her with deference and respect. He’d 
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thought about it. Thought about turning his back to her when it became apparent what was 
going to transpire, but he hadn’t. The lawman in him knew better. You never turned your 
back on a perpetrator. And somebody sneaking in the cellar was definitely a perpetrator. 
Female or no. Trousers or no. 

Maybe he should tell the colonel about that. But he couldn’t, of course. Tales of that 
sort could ruin a woman, particularly when they were true. And as much as he didn’t want 
this assignment, he wasn’t willing to sacrifice a woman’s reputation over it. 

So he held his tongue. The boys in Company A back home sure would have a laugh, 
though, if they discovered he’d taken leave from chasing desperadoes in Texas in order to 
guard and protect a bunch of lace and embroidery in Illinois.  


