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Life isn't easy for a young woman alone in 19th Century Colorado, but when Emer Matthews
needs to escape an untenable situation, she only has herself to depend on. She has no time for
men having seen first hand the high price women pay for love, so she seeks solace with the
sister she's never met, Sorcha. But when Emer gets to Boston, she discovers her sister has
moved to Clover Springs and she's left alone with no money and no means to go back to
Colorado.Lawrence Shipley is bored. He’s fed up of his match making domineering mother. He
wants to gain independence by heading up the Shipley Banking Dynasty in Denver. But his
mother has other ideas. She decides to go to Denver too, reluctantly agreeing to take Father
Molloy’s latest protégée, Emer.Emer is nothing like any woman Lawrence has met. She intrigues
him and excites him but it seems she won’t have anything to do with him. Can he destroy the wall
she’s built around her heart? Or will her past catch up with her and destroy them both?

About the AuthorThomas A. Nelson is the author of Catholic Prayers and Pious Practices for
Lent, two spiritual works. The former, dedicated the Blessed Virgin Mary, Our Model in Prayer,
was originally published in 2006 through TAN. A compilation of beloved and powerful Catholic
prayers, Mr. Nelson\'s work was designed to assist the faithful in obtaining the graces and favors
of God. It was also given the Imprimatur a year later by the Rev. Msgr. David D. Kagan, J.C.L.
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the use of brief quotations in a book review.Chapter 1Kansas, 1881“How about you give us a
kiss, Sugar? It’d sure make this slop taste better.”Tempted as she was to throw the pot of beans
over him, Emer wasn’t that brave. Her mother had taken the strap to her the last time she had
given Bill lip.Her whole body stiffened as she imagined what he might do to her. His eyes
gleamed as he spat tobacco juice out the corner of his mouth. She was scared of him. She tried
to hide her fear but they both knew he knew. She saw it in his eyes.She had seen just how cruel
he was when one of his own gang had gotten shot on a raid. Instead of going for a doctor or
even letting her help the injured man, he'd let his friend die in agony. She could still hear the man
screaming, begging to be put out of his misery. Bill had laughed, an evil sound that pierced the
very center of her heart. How she wished she didn’t have to see him every day.She bit her
tongue and put a smile on her face. "Would you like some, Fred?" She ducked as Fred's boot
came flying at her. They were drunk again and drink made them nasty. In her haste to escape,
she tripped and fell, sprawling in the mud. "Looks like she wants more than a kiss Bill." Fred
laughed at his own joke.Emer scrambled to get away, the pot of beans left behind her. To the
sound of their ribald laughter, she ran and kept running until she couldn't go any further. Panting
heavily, she turned around to check if any of them had followed her. They hadn’t. She was safe.
For now.She rested for a few minutes, wondering where her ma had got to. Patty knew how
much she hated being alone with the men but she didn't care. All she cared about was where her
next drink came from. Emer brushed away the sole tear running down her cheek. Crying was for
babies and she was way too old to be giving in to a pity party. She would be fifteen next
month.Ripe for marrying, according to Bill. She shuddered as the image of his face filled her
head. He was filthy, not just in mind but in body, too. The others didn’t bathe that often but at
least they went to the barber for the occasional shave and hair cut. Bill's hair was almost as long
as hers. It was impossible to tell his hair color, it was so greasy. If he sat in the sun too long, she
could probably fry an egg on his head. She giggled for a few seconds before her smile slid from
her face. There was nothing to laugh about. She pulled herself together and headed back to the
house. If she kept away from the camp round the front, she would hopefully avoid Bill. Walking



into the kitchen, she heard voices. Ma had company. She expected Emer to get lost when she
was entertaining. She was about to leave when she heard her name. Curiosity overcame
common sense. She tiptoed to the door to listen."You know I'm right, Patty. A fresh girl like Emer
will make us a fortune. Those blonde curls and baby blue eyes. They're every fella's
dream.""Alfie, she's so innocent.""That’s what makes her special. Dora will train her so she
knows what to do to keep the fellas happy. Just like her ma."Emer hugged her arms across her
chest. He couldn't mean Dora from the Silver Garter tavern. That lady had eyes as hard as
rocks.She strained closer trying to hear more.“I dunno. She's my baby girl." Ma's voice sounded
doubtful."You ain't got much choice. Bill has his eye on her and he'll take what he wants for free.
At least this way, you get something out of it.""But selling her?""Don’t go all high and mighty on
me now, Patty. We both know it ain’t the first time you dumped one of your girls.”Emer let her
breath out. Ma wouldn't sell her. Would she? Any doubts she had soon disappeared."I left
Sorcha with my ma. She’s a good Catholic woman. She’ll bring her up properly. I didn’t sell her.”
Ma fell silent. Emer moved closer to the door, trying to listen better. When she heard the
bedcovers rustling, she took a step back. A couple of minutes later, Ma spoke again. “How much
would Dora pay?"Emer's hand flew to her mouth as Alfie chuckled."Not sure what the going rate
is. Would be better if we had her sister, too, especially if she looks like Emer. What age is
she?""Seventeen, I reckon. No way my ma would let her go so you best get that idea out of your
head.""I dunno. I'm quite persuasive. I could go see your ma and convince her to let the girl
reunite with her real ma. I could tell her you are broken-hearted without your little girl at your
side."Emer almost laughed. Her ma? Heartbroken. That would be the day!"Come on, Patty, what
you say?"Emer recoiled at the sound of kissing."A little bit of cash could set us up nicely. You're
getting on – all that liquor is taking its toll. It’s time we set down roots. And get married.""Nah,
don’t get hasty. We don’t need a preacher, do we, girl? We do fine together."Emer heard her ma
crying. Crocodile tears. She’d seen her turn on the water works more often then she
remembered. In the past, it meant she got her own way."Don't go wasting that crying act on me. I
got better things to be doing. You think about what I said. You got debts to clear, Patty, and I've
been patient. I want my money."Emer hid in the shadows. She heard the man get up and swear
when he couldn’t find his boots. She didn’t move until Alfie rode off. Then she went in to confront
her mother.Chapter 2Boston 1881Lawrence was glad he had decided to walk. The streets were
blocked. Countless cabs and buggies stood waiting for the crowd to pass. He continued walking,
wondering why so many people had gathered. Spotting a casual acquaintance, he walked
toward him.“What’s going on, Cooper? Any idea?”“Some demonstration over workers’ rights
again. Don’t these people know they are lucky to have a job? If they don’t want to work, we can
find others that do.”Some workers and their families marched past them. Lawrence was amazed
to see women and children marching with the men. They looked pitifully thin and their clothes, if
you could call them that, resembled rags.“These people have jobs. Why do they look as if they
are starving?”“I don’t know, Shipley. They spend it all on liquor. Who knows? And frankly, who
cares? Where are the police? I will be late for my dinner engagement at this rate.”Unlike Cooper,



he was curious as to why working men would take time out of their day and lose wages to hold a
demonstration. He moved closer to what seemed to be the center of the marchers, holding a
handkerchief to his nose as the smell of unwashed bodies became intolerable.In the distance,
he heard whistles. He sensed panic and desperation as the crowd around him surged forward,
walking closer together. He heard a man address the people around him. “Easy, now, no need to
push. It’s a peaceful demonstration. You have nothing to fear.”Lawrence had seen enough. He
turned away from the direction the crowd was heading and moved toward the direction of
home.He hadn’t made much progress when the police arrived. Without warning, they charged
the crowd. Stunned by their actions, Lawrence couldn’t move. He watched as panic spread
through the crowd and chaos ensued. A small child tripped. He would have been trampled if his
mother hadn’t dragged him to his feet. A policeman hit a man near him, causing him to fall to the
ground. His wife and children threw themselves at the policeman who then used his truncheon
to defend himself.A blow hit a child, causing a wide gash to open on his forehead. Lawrence
reacted without thinking. He grabbed the truncheon from the policeman’s hand and threw it to
the ground. Another man hit the policeman, who fell to the floor. Lawrence jumped in front of the
men and the policeman. He mightn’t agree with the officer using his truncheon on the crowd but
he wasn’t about to leave him defenseless, either.“Enough. Take your family home. Now. This is
only going to get worse. Your child needs a doctor.”The worker he addressed stared at him
sullenly for a couple of minutes before walking away, dragging his wife and child behind him. His
friends followed them, leaving Lawrence to help the policeman back to his feet.“You best get
home, Sir, before someone arrests you.”Lawrence didn’t get a chance to respond as the
policeman rushed off back to the center of the action.Dusting himself down, he walked home
deep in thought. If working families were this badly off, how did those without a job
survive?“Lawrence Shipley, why can’t you behave?”Lawrence didn’t answer the rhetorical
question.“How many times do I need to remind you of our position in society?”“Mother, I couldn’t
stand by and watch as women and children were beaten. It was a peaceful protest. Until the
police arrived.”“You cannot behave like this. Look at the state of your clothes! Is that
blood?”Lawrence looked down at his trousers. It could be blood or mud. He wasn’t sure and it
wasn’t as if his mother cared, anyway.“You cannot get involved in public demonstrations. The
laws reflect the wishes of the people.”“Do they, Mother?”His mother ignored him. She continued
her lecture. “It reflects badly on your father.”Dorothea Shipley stared at her son. Lawrence stared
back. Unlike the rest of the household, he wasn’t afraid of his mother, a fact not lost on the
woman standing in front of him. The door opened and his father walked into the room.What’s he
doing home so early? Lawrence’s mouth went dry as he tried to resist the urge to leave the
room.“Lawrence, we have tried to be patient. I convinced your mother we should turn a blind eye
to your reckless behavior. You are a young man and I believed you would mature.”Lawrence
stiffened at the censure in his father’s gaze.“At your age, Roger had completed five years as
manager of Shipley Bank. He was engaged to be married to a wonderful girl from a fine
family.”Saint Roger. He was not going to stand here and listen to his parents’ glowing



commentary on his elder brother. He moved, but his father’s stern gaze gave him pause.“We
have decided to give you one final chance. Roger has agreed to train you in all aspects of
banking. You will work under his guidance for the next two years. Only then will I consider
entertaining this wish of yours to go west.”“Father, please. You know I have no wish to join the
bank. I want to work with Grandpa Joe.”“Your grandfather agrees with me.”He couldn’t. He
wouldn’t. Would he?“I can see you are surprised. Joseph is a smart man. He believes you need
to grow up. You are immature and lacking in moral fiber. You spend your days gallivanting from
one place to another playing pranks.”“This wasn’t a prank. Father, people got hurt. I only stepped
in when I saw a man hit a child.”“The child had no place being there.”Lawrence opened his
mouth but closed it again. There was no point trying to explain to his parents the sights he had
seen in Boston. They only wanted to see the nice side of the city.“There is no purpose to your
life. You have a role to fulfill. If you truly wish to take over from your grandfather, he insists you
complete this two-year program first.”Lawrence slumped into the chair. He idolized his
grandfather and thought the man held him in high regard. To hear his father tell him the person
he loved most thought him immature and irresponsible was devastating. He struggled to breath,
never mind listen to what his father was saying.“Your grandfather has requested you do not
contact him until you have completed your training. Like me, he is disappointed at your lack of
ambition.”Lawrence looked at his father, wondering if he knew how his words devastated him.
The cold stare gave away nothing.“You will start on Monday.”Lawrence didn’t answer. He didn’t
stand when his parents left the room. He couldn’t trust his legs to support him. Since he could
remember, all he ever wanted was to live with his grandparents.He adored his Grandpa Joe and
loved spending time with him. Unlike his parents, his grandpa didn’t play favorites but treated
Roger and himself the same. In later years, Roger had preferred to stay in Boston. Lawrence had
spent every school holiday with his grandfather, only coming back to Boston when his parents
insisted.Grandpa Joe had taught him how to ride, how to shoot and how to survive in the wild.
Not that he got a chance to use these skills in Boston. He wanted to be like his grandfather. He
had built a successful business from nothing.In the circles his parents moved in, a gentleman
was one who dressed well, had completed his education and had a career. Grandpa Joe had no
time for the politics of the Boston social scene. He didn’t even visit Boston except for family
events such as Roger’s wedding.He’d thought Grandpa Joe would understand. He didn’t
differentiate between men based on the color of their skin. He had said over and over, it was the
color of a man’s heart that was the true test of character. Yet, this same man was insisting his
grandson become a banker. Enter a career he hated. It involved making rich men
richer.Lawrence pulled at his collar. He couldn’t breathe. The thought of spending the next two
years working in the bank in close proximity to the brother he despised was horrendous. He
wouldn’t do it. He would leave today. Run away. What would that prove? No, he had to stay. He
wasn’t going to prove his parents and his grandfather right.He sat for a while, gathering his
thoughts. He had a chance to make his grandfather proud. He would become the best banker
his family had seen. Once the two years were complete, he would leave Boston and pursue his



dream of setting up his own business. In the meantime, he would work harder than ever
before.Chapter 3Kansas 1881“Ishould have left you with your sister, you unruly brat.”“Sister?
What sister?”Patty didn’t want to answer and stuck her head back in her glass of booze“Ma, I
asked you a question. Do I have a sister? Where is she? What’s her name?”Emer didn’t see the
slap coming until it was too late. Her ears roared as her head rang from the impact.“Don’t you
give me lip! I am still your ma.”“Aren’t I the lucky one?” Emer spat back but this time she stayed
far out of reach."What ya doing, listening to conversations that ain’t none of your concern? I told
you to feed the boys and do the washing."Emer neatly sidestepped away from her mother's
outstretched arm. Once she was far enough not to be belted, she said, "You were talking about
me and my sister. The one I didn’t know I had. Or is it only one?""You watch your tongue, girl, or I
will just call Bill. Yeah, we both know he'd love to put you over his knee.""Ma, please. You ain’t
going to give me to Dora, are you?"No, of course not, love. You're my baby girl. Come here and
give me a cuddle."Emer tried not to gag as she hugged her mother. Sweat and whiskey didn’t
make a good combination."Now, go on and get me something to eat. Why don’t you sit with
me?”Emer went to get her ma a plate but her own appetite had disappeared. Ma was only ever
nice when she wanted something.“Ma, I got to go get some water and feed the animals. I’ll be
back later.”Chapter 4Emer grabbed her shawl and left before her ma could argue. It was too
dangerous to stay. Now that Ma knew she had heard her talk with Alfie, she could turn her over
at any time to Dora.She walked and walked until she found herself almost at the Newmark
homestead. As she was walking, her thoughts strayed to her first meeting with the Newmarks.
She had busted her arm and Ma, in a rare show of maternal devotion, had taken her to see the
Newmarks.Pa Newmark had served as an army surgeon during the war. He came home but
hadn’t been able to practice medicine. Said he’d seen enough blood to last a lifetime. He’d taken
pity on the scrawny kid, though, and splinted her arm properly. Without his help, Emer doubted
her arm would have healed so well. She had grown very fond of the man who taught her so
much about healing herbs. Although he refused to practice medicine, he wasn’t averse to using
his knowledge to help those he loved including the animals on his farm. Emer soaked up his
knowledge like a bison drank water after a drought.Despite being aware of her ma’s reputation,
Pa Newmark saw her interest was genuine. He taught her how to clean wounds and tend to
basic illnesses. He had died almost two years previously and Emer still missed him. He and Ma
Newmark had made her early life just about bearable. She knew Ma Newmark had hopes for a
match between her and Harvey but she didn’t see the youngest Newmark that way. Besides,
Patty would never agree. The Newmarks didn’t have anything she needed.Thinking of Harvey,
she almost fell over his feet as he lay beside the fire he’d lit. He was sleeping outside as he often
did.“Harvey, I got to get away and you’re going to help me.”“Why you got to get away? You done
something?”Emer played with a stone on the ground. She hadn’t done anything. Yet. But if Bill
kept up the way he was going, she was likely to kill him.“No, I haven’t done anything but I might. I
have to get away. I hate that gang. You know I do.”Emer struggled to think clearly. What could she
do to get away? Maybe someone would be interested in her knowledge of the Bainstreet Gang



and the loot they had hidden on the Half Circle Ranch. There could be a reward. She’d use the
money to go to Boston and look for Ma’s family."What's cooking inside that pretty head of
yours?""I could go to the sheriff. I heard he's a tough nut but fair. He'd get me a pardon in return
for what I know about Bill and the boys.""You’re likely to get shot first. You know Bill wouldn't let
you talk to the sheriff.""He doesn’t have to know, does he? He doesn’t know where I am
now.”"Well, I guess he don’t but is that what you want?""Maybe.""But that would mean ratting out
your ma and regardless of how bad she is, she's the only family you got."Emer stared at the fire.
He might not be the smartest guy in the world yet he had hit her exact problem. Her ma. She
couldn't hand her over to the law. But he wasn't as smart as he thought was he. He didn’t know
everything."But she ain’t, is she? I got myself a sister." She let the shock register before she
continued. “Ma left her in Boston with our granny. She might be still there.” Emer picked at a stick.
What did her sister, Sorcha, look like?“She might but she could be dead. Anyways, you can't just
show up. What if she don’t want ya?”“She will. She's my sister.”“Patty’s your ma and she don’t
seem to care too much about ya. Not from where I'm standing.”She didn’t have time to hide her
hurt.“Oh, rats. Sorry, Emer. I didn’t mean to hurt ya. I love ya. You know I do. Why can't you marry
me? Then you’d be safe. I won't let no one touch ya.”“Yeah, I know. I can't marry you, Harvey. I'm
only fifteen. I'm not ready to be a ma yet. I want to see something of the world.”“Where you going
to go?”“I’m going to find my sister. She'll help me. I know she will.” She kissed him quickly on the
cheek. “I need your help, Harvey. You'll have to ride with me – just to Leadville. I can get a job
there. When I’ve saved enough money, I will go on to Boston. I can't travel alone. Not out
here.”“Leadville is full of miners. You won’t be safe there.”“I can look after myself. I can shoot
straight. The last time we went to Leadville, Ma commented on the number of new businesses.”“I
don’t like it but I don’t like Bill even more. I'll help you go, Emer. But you remember, I am here if
you ever need me. Anytime you want to come home to Kansas, I'll be waiting right here. You just
see.”Emer fought the urge to stay with him. Her instincts told her to find her missing sister. Start
over. A new life where nobody knew she was Patty’s daughter."I'm going tomorrow, Harvey, and I
ain’t never coming back. I mean it. As God is my witness." Picking up a stick, she idly poked the
dying embers. She shivered, but not with the cold. This was it. She was never coming back to the
Half Circle Ranch. Even if her sister didn’t want to know her. Bill and the rest of his gang could go
to ... Ma, too.Chapter 5Leadville, 1883Minerva Nichols watched as Emer rubbed her back. The
poor girl was working too hard, especially for a seventeen-year-old. She should have some fun
at her age. The linens she had scrubbed hung on the line. With the warm weather, they would be
dry in no time and ready for ironing. She’d been right to take the girl in two years before when
she’d arrived in Leadville, rather rough around the edges. With her looks and body, she could
have made a lot of money working in one of the saloons. Minerva shuddered thinking just how
close the girl had come.If she hadn’t stepped in, the innocent girl would have been destroyed.
Just like I was. If someone had stepped in to save me, what would my life have turned out like?
Stop that, you’ve done well for yourself. Nobody associates you with the girl they knew as Lily
Long Legs.Lewis Nichols had married her and taken her to Leadville, sure they would find riches



in the mountains. And they had, more than they could have ever dreamed of. The recent silver
strikes had brought the best and worst to their little town. Sudden wealth had a bad effect on
people. She frowned, thinking of her own husband. Seemed he wouldn’t be happy no matter
how rich they became.“What?”Minerva blinked rapidly, her attention focused back on Emer.
“Nothing, dear. I just thought you looked a little tired. You can’t work day and night, Emer.”“I can
and I will. I have to get to Boston.” Emer wiped her forehead with her sleeve before brushing
some dirt off her pants.Minerva smiled. It had been her idea to let the girl continue to dress in
pants and a shirt. It offered a little protection against the hazards of working in a town with so
many single men. “I can buy you a ticket to Boston.”At the look on Emer’s face, Minerva quickly
continued. “It’s a loan, not charity. You can pay me back when you find your sister.”“No, thank
you.”“Emer, you are as ornery as a miner’s mule. Giving hard-working, honest men grubstakes is
how my husband made his fortune. Why can’t I grubstake you?’“It’s not the same and you know
it. I don’t have a claim on a mine. I ain’t never going to hit gold or silver to pay you back.”“Please,
Emer, let me help.” Minerva loved the girl. She was like the daughter she would never have. Not
now. It was too late.“No, but thank you, Miss Minerva. You helped me enough already.”“Have it
your way but will you at least move to Denver with me? I don’t want to leave you here.”Sensing
Emer was about to decline, Minerva spoke quickly. “Wait ‘til you see the house Lewis bought. It’s
huge. I will need a lot of help setting it up. I know I can find domestics in Denver but it would be
really helpful if I had someone I could trust.” Minerva saw she wasn’t winning any ground. It was
time to play the guilt card. “You know those respectable people aren’t going to take to me
immediately. I need you. Please say you will, Emer.”Emer didn’t reply but she seemed to be
listening more openly now. She had to play on her sympathy.“Things have been difficult lately.
Lewis is away so much. You would be doing me a favor. Having a friendly face around means a
lot.”“I can see why you are so successful, Miss Minerva. You could charm honey off a
bee.”Minerva laughed before thoughts of her husband removed the smile from her face. There
was a time when Lewis would do anything for her. Now, it seemed as if he couldn’t bear to be in
her company for five minutes. She looked down at her hands. She knew the respectable people
in Denver would look down on her. She had worked the fields, did her own housework, cooked
meals and worked behind a store counter. Heck, she had even ridden horseback transporting
gold to Denver for the postal express. There was very little she hadn’t done and some things she
wasn’t proud of. Nobody in Denver knows of Lily Long Legs. You can leave her here in the
mountains. Lewis is the only one who shares your secret. He’s not likely to tell anyone.Lewis. Her
heart twisted with longing. How she loved that man, but she’d lost him. She could see it in his
eyes. Darn it, anyway. Her blood, sweat and tears had helped to secure his wealth. If she hadn’t
insisted on opening stores and using his early profits to buy their land, he would never have had
the fifty dollars worth of tools and goods to grubstake the French miners. She had continued to
run the store and restaurant with Emer’s help despite the $250,000 her husband got from his
investment in the Frenchmen.Maybe that is why this girl had appealed to her so much. Emer
reminded her of herself. Just like her, the girl had grown up in the wild west. She lived life on her



wits. Minerva had probed but Emer refused to tell her why she had run away. Given the reasons
she had left home all those years ago, she decided not to pry. Some hurts were better left in the
past.“Will you come to Denver, Emer?”“Yes, Miss Minerva. I’ll come but I can’t stay long. I’m
heading for Boston to find my sister just as soon as the warm weather comes along.”Chapter
6Boston 1884Emer got off the train and looked around the station. She was finally here. She
hadn’t meant to stay so long in Denver but Miss Minerva—Minnie, as she now called her—had
needed her.Her hands clenched as she remembered how quickly the joy of moving to the big
house in Denver had soured. Mr. Nichols had no sooner arrived in the big city before he had
taken to going out every night. Rumors of affairs and relationships abounded. His wealth grew at
a phenomenal rate, not least due to his investment in other mines, banks and a couple of
saloons. He wasn’t fussy how he made his money.Emer wasn’t aware she was scowling as she
thought of how Lewis had treated Minnie. It wasn’t enough he had left her for another lady but he
had also spread some malicious gossip about Miss Minerva’s past. Emer had come across her
mistress arguing with her husband. On hearing a loud slap, she had rushed into the room to find
Miss Minerva on the floor, Lewis standing over her.She couldn’t believe how her friend and
mentor had seemed to age overnight. “Miss Minerva. What have you done to her?” she’d
shouted at Lewis, before rushing to help Miss Minerva to sit on the bed.Lewis had smirked
nastily. “Dear old Emer. Still calling my darling wife Miss Minerva. Isn’t it about time you told the
girl how you earned your first dollars? On your back?”Emer had taken a step toward Lewis, her
hand raised. He had retaliated by grabbing it and twisting it behind her back. She could still smell
him as he’d pushed his body closer to hers, his face a hair’s breath away from hers. “Careful, girl,
or you may get a taste of the life your mistress used to lead. You are young enough yet.” Emer
had stamped on his toe and kicked him in the shin for good measure. If she’d had a gun, she
would have shot him.Men got away with murder. Patty’s troubles had all involved men and now
poor Minnie was the laughing stock of Denver. It didn’t matter how rich she’d been. The
respectable society she craved had immediately closed ranks on her. Lewis had divorced her
and stolen all their investments. Minnie, as her mistress now preferred to be called, hadn’t been
able to fight back. She couldn’t risk going to court and face more public
condemnation.Thankfully, she’d kept some investments hidden in her own name. She had
bought lots of land and had stores in various towns. It was as if some instinct had told her Lewis
would betray her.Emer sighed. She missed Minnie already. She didn’t care what her friend had
done in her early life. She’d been good to her and protected her. Emer wiped a tear away. If it
hadn’t been for Minnie’s kind heart, Emer may have ended up in one of Lewis’s saloons,
too.Miss Minerva had taken a long trip overseas. Despite her husband’s actions, Emer knew her
friend prayed daily for her husband to admit he’d made a mistake and return to live with her. She
couldn’t imagine ever loving someone that much.Lewis had made a complete fool of Minnie, yet
she would have welcomed him back with open arms. Emer didn’t think the man would ever come
back. At least she hoped he wouldn’t. If she ever set eyes on Lewis, she wouldn’t be responsible
for her actions.Why was love so complicated? Emer believed it was overrated. She wasn’t ever



going to fall in love. It only caused problems. Emer gathered her bags together, ignoring the
stares of the other passengers. She was wearing her old uniform of pants and a shirt. Minnie had
been appalled but Emer’s reasoning that dressing like a boy would protect her had worked.
Emer grinned. Minnie didn’t know about the small pistol she had secured in her pocket. If any
man tried his luck, he would be in for a surprise.Chapter 7Where did Ma say she’d lived when
she was a kid? It was down near the docks. Might as well head there and see what she could
find. The Catholic Church was a good place to look. Whatever else her ma may have kept
hidden, she had never stopped talking about the church her mother had dragged her to every
day and twice on a Sunday. She'd sworn it was the Church’s fault she'd run from Boston. Emer
guessed the real reason involved a man. Where Patty was involved, trouble always equaled a
man.Emer walked, her stomach grumbling with hunger. She didn’t want to spend any more
money. Minnie had been generous but Emer didn’t know how long the money had to last. Her
family would give her something to eat. They would be so pleased to see her. Ignoring the
various street traders and intoxicating smells coming from the local cafés, she kept the church
spire in sight.Finally, she pushed the door open and stepped inside. Immediately, the smell of
incense brought images of a previous visit to mind. She’d been a little girl. She remembered
hiding behind her ma’s skirts as music filled the building. Her ma had been crying but Emer
couldn’t remember why.Looking around her, she spotted a priest kneeling near the altar. She
decided to rest until he finished. It wouldn’t be a good idea to annoy him by interrupting him. She
needed his help. As she settled back on the bench, she let the peaceful atmosphere soak into
her bones. You wouldn’t know you were at the dockside. The air inside the church didn’t stink of
fish and there was only muffled noise coming from outside. She let her eyes close as she rested
her weary legs.A cough awakened her. Scrambling to stand up, she saw the priest standing in
front of her."Sit down and rest a while, young man.” The priest coughed. His gaze moving from
her head to her toes and back again. “You’re a girl. What are you doing dressed like that? Are
you on your own?”“I ain’t—I mean, I haven't got anyone else, Father. It’s just me.”“Are you in
trouble? Hungry?”Emer shook her head and nodded in response to his questions, causing him
to laugh.“If I can interpret, you are not in trouble, but you are hungry.” The priest’s eyes twinkled.
“My name is Father Molloy. Why don’t you come into my house and we will see what Mrs. Raines
has to offer?”“Father, could I ask you something first.”“By all means. Let me sit down, though. At
my age, standing is a challenge.”Emer took a deep breath. Despite her shaking hands, her
instincts told her the priest was a kind man. She could trust him. Not with the whole truth but with
some of it.“My ma told me, on her death bed, that she had a mother here in Boston. I came to
find my granny and my sister. My sister’s name is Sorcha Matthews.” Emer guessed her sister
would have the same surname. Ma hadn’t married. “Do you know her, Father?”Emer saw
recognition dawn on his face but there was something else, too. Sadness or something else. She
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quotations in a book review.Chapter 1Kansas, 1881“How about you give us a kiss, Sugar? It’d
sure make this slop taste better.”Tempted as she was to throw the pot of beans over him, Emer
wasn’t that brave. Her mother had taken the strap to her the last time she had given Bill lip.Her
whole body stiffened as she imagined what he might do to her. His eyes gleamed as he spat
tobacco juice out the corner of his mouth. She was scared of him. She tried to hide her fear but
they both knew he knew. She saw it in his eyes.She had seen just how cruel he was when one of
his own gang had gotten shot on a raid. Instead of going for a doctor or even letting her help the
injured man, he'd let his friend die in agony. She could still hear the man screaming, begging to
be put out of his misery. Bill had laughed, an evil sound that pierced the very center of her heart.
How she wished she didn’t have to see him every day.She bit her tongue and put a smile on her



face. "Would you like some, Fred?" She ducked as Fred's boot came flying at her. They were
drunk again and drink made them nasty. In her haste to escape, she tripped and fell, sprawling in
the mud. "Looks like she wants more than a kiss Bill." Fred laughed at his own joke.Emer
scrambled to get away, the pot of beans left behind her. To the sound of their ribald laughter, she
ran and kept running until she couldn't go any further. Panting heavily, she turned around to
check if any of them had followed her. They hadn’t. She was safe. For now.She rested for a few
minutes, wondering where her ma had got to. Patty knew how much she hated being alone with
the men but she didn't care. All she cared about was where her next drink came from. Emer
brushed away the sole tear running down her cheek. Crying was for babies and she was way too
old to be giving in to a pity party. She would be fifteen next month.Ripe for marrying, according to
Bill. She shuddered as the image of his face filled her head. He was filthy, not just in mind but in
body, too. The others didn’t bathe that often but at least they went to the barber for the
occasional shave and hair cut. Bill's hair was almost as long as hers. It was impossible to tell his
hair color, it was so greasy. If he sat in the sun too long, she could probably fry an egg on his
head. She giggled for a few seconds before her smile slid from her face. There was nothing to
laugh about. She pulled herself together and headed back to the house. If she kept away from
the camp round the front, she would hopefully avoid Bill. Walking into the kitchen, she heard
voices. Ma had company. She expected Emer to get lost when she was entertaining. She was
about to leave when she heard her name. Curiosity overcame common sense. She tiptoed to the
door to listen."You know I'm right, Patty. A fresh girl like Emer will make us a fortune. Those
blonde curls and baby blue eyes. They're every fella's dream.""Alfie, she's so innocent.""That’s
what makes her special. Dora will train her so she knows what to do to keep the fellas happy.
Just like her ma."Emer hugged her arms across her chest. He couldn't mean Dora from the
Silver Garter tavern. That lady had eyes as hard as rocks.She strained closer trying to hear
more.“I dunno. She's my baby girl." Ma's voice sounded doubtful."You ain't got much choice. Bill
has his eye on her and he'll take what he wants for free. At least this way, you get something out
of it.""But selling her?""Don’t go all high and mighty on me now, Patty. We both know it ain’t the
first time you dumped one of your girls.”Emer let her breath out. Ma wouldn't sell her. Would she?
Any doubts she had soon disappeared."I left Sorcha with my ma. She’s a good Catholic woman.
She’ll bring her up properly. I didn’t sell her.” Ma fell silent. Emer moved closer to the door, trying
to listen better. When she heard the bedcovers rustling, she took a step back. A couple of
minutes later, Ma spoke again. “How much would Dora pay?"Emer's hand flew to her mouth as
Alfie chuckled."Not sure what the going rate is. Would be better if we had her sister, too,
especially if she looks like Emer. What age is she?""Seventeen, I reckon. No way my ma would
let her go so you best get that idea out of your head.""I dunno. I'm quite persuasive. I could go
see your ma and convince her to let the girl reunite with her real ma. I could tell her you are
broken-hearted without your little girl at your side."Emer almost laughed. Her ma? Heartbroken.
That would be the day!"Come on, Patty, what you say?"Emer recoiled at the sound of kissing."A
little bit of cash could set us up nicely. You're getting on – all that liquor is taking its toll. It’s time



we set down roots. And get married.""Nah, don’t get hasty. We don’t need a preacher, do we,
girl? We do fine together."Emer heard her ma crying. Crocodile tears. She’d seen her turn on the
water works more often then she remembered. In the past, it meant she got her own way."Don't
go wasting that crying act on me. I got better things to be doing. You think about what I said. You
got debts to clear, Patty, and I've been patient. I want my money."Emer hid in the shadows. She
heard the man get up and swear when he couldn’t find his boots. She didn’t move until Alfie rode
off. Then she went in to confront her mother.Chapter 1Kansas, 1881Chapter 1Kansas,
1881Chapter 1Chapter 1Kansas, 1881“How about you give us a kiss, Sugar? It’d sure make this
slop taste better.”Tempted as she was to throw the pot of beans over him, Emer wasn’t that
brave. Her mother had taken the strap to her the last time she had given Bill lip.Her whole body
stiffened as she imagined what he might do to her. His eyes gleamed as he spat tobacco juice
out the corner of his mouth. She was scared of him. She tried to hide her fear but they both knew
he knew. She saw it in his eyes.She had seen just how cruel he was when one of his own gang
had gotten shot on a raid. Instead of going for a doctor or even letting her help the injured man,
he'd let his friend die in agony. She could still hear the man screaming, begging to be put out of
his misery. Bill had laughed, an evil sound that pierced the very center of her heart. How she
wished she didn’t have to see him every day.She bit her tongue and put a smile on her face.
"Would you like some, Fred?" She ducked as Fred's boot came flying at her. They were drunk
again and drink made them nasty. In her haste to escape, she tripped and fell, sprawling in the
mud. "Looks like she wants more than a kiss Bill." Fred laughed at his own joke.Emer scrambled
to get away, the pot of beans left behind her. To the sound of their ribald laughter, she ran and
kept running until she couldn't go any further. Panting heavily, she turned around to check if any
of them had followed her. They hadn’t. She was safe. For now.She rested for a few minutes,
wondering where her ma had got to. Patty knew how much she hated being alone with the men
but she didn't care. All she cared about was where her next drink came from. Emer brushed
away the sole tear running down her cheek. Crying was for babies and she was way too old to be
giving in to a pity party. She would be fifteen next month.Ripe for marrying, according to Bill. She
shuddered as the image of his face filled her head. He was filthy, not just in mind but in body, too.
The others didn’t bathe that often but at least they went to the barber for the occasional shave
and hair cut. Bill's hair was almost as long as hers. It was impossible to tell his hair color, it was
so greasy. If he sat in the sun too long, she could probably fry an egg on his head. She giggled
for a few seconds before her smile slid from her face. There was nothing to laugh about. She
pulled herself together and headed back to the house. If she kept away from the camp round the
front, she would hopefully avoid Bill. Walking into the kitchen, she heard voices. Ma had
company. She expected Emer to get lost when she was entertaining. She was about to leave
when she heard her name. Curiosity overcame common sense. She tiptoed to the door to
listen."You know I'm right, Patty. A fresh girl like Emer will make us a fortune. Those blonde curls
and baby blue eyes. They're every fella's dream.""Alfie, she's so innocent.""That’s what makes
her special. Dora will train her so she knows what to do to keep the fellas happy. Just like her



ma."Emer hugged her arms across her chest. He couldn't mean Dora from the Silver Garter
tavern. That lady had eyes as hard as rocks.She strained closer trying to hear more.“I dunno.
She's my baby girl." Ma's voice sounded doubtful."You ain't got much choice. Bill has his eye on
her and he'll take what he wants for free. At least this way, you get something out of it.""But
selling her?""Don’t go all high and mighty on me now, Patty. We both know it ain’t the first time
you dumped one of your girls.”Emer let her breath out. Ma wouldn't sell her. Would she? Any
doubts she had soon disappeared."I left Sorcha with my ma. She’s a good Catholic woman.
She’ll bring her up properly. I didn’t sell her.” Ma fell silent. Emer moved closer to the door, trying
to listen better. When she heard the bedcovers rustling, she took a step back. A couple of
minutes later, Ma spoke again. “How much would Dora pay?"Emer's hand flew to her mouth as
Alfie chuckled."Not sure what the going rate is. Would be better if we had her sister, too,
especially if she looks like Emer. What age is she?""Seventeen, I reckon. No way my ma would
let her go so you best get that idea out of your head.""I dunno. I'm quite persuasive. I could go
see your ma and convince her to let the girl reunite with her real ma. I could tell her you are
broken-hearted without your little girl at your side."Emer almost laughed. Her ma? Heartbroken.
That would be the day!"Come on, Patty, what you say?"Emer recoiled at the sound of kissing."A
little bit of cash could set us up nicely. You're getting on – all that liquor is taking its toll. It’s time
we set down roots. And get married.""Nah, don’t get hasty. We don’t need a preacher, do we,
girl? We do fine together."Emer heard her ma crying. Crocodile tears. She’d seen her turn on the
water works more often then she remembered. In the past, it meant she got her own way."Don't
go wasting that crying act on me. I got better things to be doing. You think about what I said. You
got debts to clear, Patty, and I've been patient. I want my money."Emer hid in the shadows. She
heard the man get up and swear when he couldn’t find his boots. She didn’t move until Alfie rode
off. Then she went in to confront her mother.Chapter 2Boston 1881Lawrence was glad he had
decided to walk. The streets were blocked. Countless cabs and buggies stood waiting for the
crowd to pass. He continued walking, wondering why so many people had gathered. Spotting a
casual acquaintance, he walked toward him.“What’s going on, Cooper? Any idea?”“Some
demonstration over workers’ rights again. Don’t these people know they are lucky to have a job?
If they don’t want to work, we can find others that do.”Some workers and their families marched
past them. Lawrence was amazed to see women and children marching with the men. They
looked pitifully thin and their clothes, if you could call them that, resembled rags.“These people
have jobs. Why do they look as if they are starving?”“I don’t know, Shipley. They spend it all on
liquor. Who knows? And frankly, who cares? Where are the police? I will be late for my dinner
engagement at this rate.”Unlike Cooper, he was curious as to why working men would take time
out of their day and lose wages to hold a demonstration. He moved closer to what seemed to be
the center of the marchers, holding a handkerchief to his nose as the smell of unwashed bodies
became intolerable.In the distance, he heard whistles. He sensed panic and desperation as the
crowd around him surged forward, walking closer together. He heard a man address the people
around him. “Easy, now, no need to push. It’s a peaceful demonstration. You have nothing to



fear.”Lawrence had seen enough. He turned away from the direction the crowd was heading and
moved toward the direction of home.He hadn’t made much progress when the police arrived.
Without warning, they charged the crowd. Stunned by their actions, Lawrence couldn’t move. He
watched as panic spread through the crowd and chaos ensued. A small child tripped. He would
have been trampled if his mother hadn’t dragged him to his feet. A policeman hit a man near
him, causing him to fall to the ground. His wife and children threw themselves at the policeman
who then used his truncheon to defend himself.A blow hit a child, causing a wide gash to open
on his forehead. Lawrence reacted without thinking. He grabbed the truncheon from the
policeman’s hand and threw it to the ground. Another man hit the policeman, who fell to the floor.
Lawrence jumped in front of the men and the policeman. He mightn’t agree with the officer using
his truncheon on the crowd but he wasn’t about to leave him defenseless, either.“Enough. Take
your family home. Now. This is only going to get worse. Your child needs a doctor.”The worker he
addressed stared at him sullenly for a couple of minutes before walking away, dragging his wife
and child behind him. His friends followed them, leaving Lawrence to help the policeman back to
his feet.“You best get home, Sir, before someone arrests you.”Lawrence didn’t get a chance to
respond as the policeman rushed off back to the center of the action.Dusting himself down, he
walked home deep in thought. If working families were this badly off, how did those without a job
survive?“Lawrence Shipley, why can’t you behave?”Lawrence didn’t answer the rhetorical
question.“How many times do I need to remind you of our position in society?”“Mother, I couldn’t
stand by and watch as women and children were beaten. It was a peaceful protest. Until the
police arrived.”“You cannot behave like this. Look at the state of your clothes! Is that
blood?”Lawrence looked down at his trousers. It could be blood or mud. He wasn’t sure and it
wasn’t as if his mother cared, anyway.“You cannot get involved in public demonstrations. The
laws reflect the wishes of the people.”“Do they, Mother?”His mother ignored him. She continued
her lecture. “It reflects badly on your father.”Dorothea Shipley stared at her son. Lawrence stared
back. Unlike the rest of the household, he wasn’t afraid of his mother, a fact not lost on the
woman standing in front of him. The door opened and his father walked into the room.What’s he
doing home so early? Lawrence’s mouth went dry as he tried to resist the urge to leave the
room.“Lawrence, we have tried to be patient. I convinced your mother we should turn a blind eye
to your reckless behavior. You are a young man and I believed you would mature.”Lawrence
stiffened at the censure in his father’s gaze.“At your age, Roger had completed five years as
manager of Shipley Bank. He was engaged to be married to a wonderful girl from a fine
family.”Saint Roger. He was not going to stand here and listen to his parents’ glowing
commentary on his elder brother. He moved, but his father’s stern gaze gave him pause.“We
have decided to give you one final chance. Roger has agreed to train you in all aspects of
banking. You will work under his guidance for the next two years. Only then will I consider
entertaining this wish of yours to go west.”“Father, please. You know I have no wish to join the
bank. I want to work with Grandpa Joe.”“Your grandfather agrees with me.”He couldn’t. He
wouldn’t. Would he?“I can see you are surprised. Joseph is a smart man. He believes you need



to grow up. You are immature and lacking in moral fiber. You spend your days gallivanting from
one place to another playing pranks.”“This wasn’t a prank. Father, people got hurt. I only stepped
in when I saw a man hit a child.”“The child had no place being there.”Lawrence opened his
mouth but closed it again. There was no point trying to explain to his parents the sights he had
seen in Boston. They only wanted to see the nice side of the city.“There is no purpose to your
life. You have a role to fulfill. If you truly wish to take over from your grandfather, he insists you
complete this two-year program first.”Lawrence slumped into the chair. He idolized his
grandfather and thought the man held him in high regard. To hear his father tell him the person
he loved most thought him immature and irresponsible was devastating. He struggled to breath,
never mind listen to what his father was saying.“Your grandfather has requested you do not
contact him until you have completed your training. Like me, he is disappointed at your lack of
ambition.”Lawrence looked at his father, wondering if he knew how his words devastated him.
The cold stare gave away nothing.“You will start on Monday.”Lawrence didn’t answer. He didn’t
stand when his parents left the room. He couldn’t trust his legs to support him. Since he could
remember, all he ever wanted was to live with his grandparents.He adored his Grandpa Joe and
loved spending time with him. Unlike his parents, his grandpa didn’t play favorites but treated
Roger and himself the same. In later years, Roger had preferred to stay in Boston. Lawrence had
spent every school holiday with his grandfather, only coming back to Boston when his parents
insisted.Grandpa Joe had taught him how to ride, how to shoot and how to survive in the wild.
Not that he got a chance to use these skills in Boston. He wanted to be like his grandfather. He
had built a successful business from nothing.In the circles his parents moved in, a gentleman
was one who dressed well, had completed his education and had a career. Grandpa Joe had no
time for the politics of the Boston social scene. He didn’t even visit Boston except for family
events such as Roger’s wedding.He’d thought Grandpa Joe would understand. He didn’t
differentiate between men based on the color of their skin. He had said over and over, it was the
color of a man’s heart that was the true test of character. Yet, this same man was insisting his
grandson become a banker. Enter a career he hated. It involved making rich men
richer.Lawrence pulled at his collar. He couldn’t breathe. The thought of spending the next two
years working in the bank in close proximity to the brother he despised was horrendous. He
wouldn’t do it. He would leave today. Run away. What would that prove? No, he had to stay. He
wasn’t going to prove his parents and his grandfather right.He sat for a while, gathering his
thoughts. He had a chance to make his grandfather proud. He would become the best banker
his family had seen. Once the two years were complete, he would leave Boston and pursue his
dream of setting up his own business. In the meantime, he would work harder than ever
before.Chapter 2Boston 1881Chapter 2Boston 1881Chapter 2Chapter 2Boston 1881Lawrence
was glad he had decided to walk. The streets were blocked. Countless cabs and buggies stood
waiting for the crowd to pass. He continued walking, wondering why so many people had
gathered. Spotting a casual acquaintance, he walked toward him.“What’s going on, Cooper?
Any idea?”“Some demonstration over workers’ rights again. Don’t these people know they are



lucky to have a job? If they don’t want to work, we can find others that do.”Some workers and
their families marched past them. Lawrence was amazed to see women and children marching
with the men. They looked pitifully thin and their clothes, if you could call them that, resembled
rags.“These people have jobs. Why do they look as if they are starving?”“I don’t know, Shipley.
They spend it all on liquor. Who knows? And frankly, who cares? Where are the police? I will be
late for my dinner engagement at this rate.”Unlike Cooper, he was curious as to why working
men would take time out of their day and lose wages to hold a demonstration. He moved closer
to what seemed to be the center of the marchers, holding a handkerchief to his nose as the
smell of unwashed bodies became intolerable.In the distance, he heard whistles. He sensed
panic and desperation as the crowd around him surged forward, walking closer together. He
heard a man address the people around him. “Easy, now, no need to push. It’s a peaceful
demonstration. You have nothing to fear.”Lawrence had seen enough. He turned away from the
direction the crowd was heading and moved toward the direction of home.He hadn’t made much
progress when the police arrived. Without warning, they charged the crowd. Stunned by their
actions, Lawrence couldn’t move. He watched as panic spread through the crowd and chaos
ensued. A small child tripped. He would have been trampled if his mother hadn’t dragged him to
his feet. A policeman hit a man near him, causing him to fall to the ground. His wife and children
threw themselves at the policeman who then used his truncheon to defend himself.A blow hit a
child, causing a wide gash to open on his forehead. Lawrence reacted without thinking. He
grabbed the truncheon from the policeman’s hand and threw it to the ground. Another man hit
the policeman, who fell to the floor. Lawrence jumped in front of the men and the policeman. He
mightn’t agree with the officer using his truncheon on the crowd but he wasn’t about to leave him
defenseless, either.“Enough. Take your family home. Now. This is only going to get worse. Your
child needs a doctor.”The worker he addressed stared at him sullenly for a couple of minutes
before walking away, dragging his wife and child behind him. His friends followed them, leaving
Lawrence to help the policeman back to his feet.“You best get home, Sir, before someone
arrests you.”Lawrence didn’t get a chance to respond as the policeman rushed off back to the
center of the action.Dusting himself down, he walked home deep in thought. If working families
were this badly off, how did those without a job survive?“Lawrence Shipley, why can’t you
behave?”Lawrence didn’t answer the rhetorical question.“How many times do I need to remind
you of our position in society?”“Mother, I couldn’t stand by and watch as women and children
were beaten. It was a peaceful protest. Until the police arrived.”“You cannot behave like this.
Look at the state of your clothes! Is that blood?”Lawrence looked down at his trousers. It could
be blood or mud. He wasn’t sure and it wasn’t as if his mother cared, anyway.“You cannot get
involved in public demonstrations. The laws reflect the wishes of the people.”“Do they,
Mother?”His mother ignored him. She continued her lecture. “It reflects badly on your
father.”Dorothea Shipley stared at her son. Lawrence stared back. Unlike the rest of the
household, he wasn’t afraid of his mother, a fact not lost on the woman standing in front of him.
The door opened and his father walked into the room.What’s he doing home so early?



Lawrence’s mouth went dry as he tried to resist the urge to leave the room.“Lawrence, we have
tried to be patient. I convinced your mother we should turn a blind eye to your reckless behavior.
You are a young man and I believed you would mature.”Lawrence stiffened at the censure in his
father’s gaze.“At your age, Roger had completed five years as manager of Shipley Bank. He was
engaged to be married to a wonderful girl from a fine family.”Saint Roger. He was not going to
stand here and listen to his parents’ glowing commentary on his elder brother. He moved, but his
father’s stern gaze gave him pause.“We have decided to give you one final chance. Roger has
agreed to train you in all aspects of banking. You will work under his guidance for the next two
years. Only then will I consider entertaining this wish of yours to go west.”“Father, please. You
know I have no wish to join the bank. I want to work with Grandpa Joe.”“Your grandfather agrees
with me.”He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. Would he?“I can see you are surprised. Joseph is a smart
man. He believes you need to grow up. You are immature and lacking in moral fiber. You spend
your days gallivanting from one place to another playing pranks.”“This wasn’t a prank. Father,
people got hurt. I only stepped in when I saw a man hit a child.”“The child had no place being
there.”Lawrence opened his mouth but closed it again. There was no point trying to explain to his
parents the sights he had seen in Boston. They only wanted to see the nice side of the
city.“There is no purpose to your life. You have a role to fulfill. If you truly wish to take over from
your grandfather, he insists you complete this two-year program first.”Lawrence slumped into the
chair. He idolized his grandfather and thought the man held him in high regard. To hear his father
tell him the person he loved most thought him immature and irresponsible was devastating. He
struggled to breath, never mind listen to what his father was saying.“Your grandfather has
requested you do not contact him until you have completed your training. Like me, he is
disappointed at your lack of ambition.”Lawrence looked at his father, wondering if he knew how
his words devastated him. The cold stare gave away nothing.“You will start on
Monday.”Lawrence didn’t answer. He didn’t stand when his parents left the room. He couldn’t
trust his legs to support him. Since he could remember, all he ever wanted was to live with his
grandparents.He adored his Grandpa Joe and loved spending time with him. Unlike his parents,
his grandpa didn’t play favorites but treated Roger and himself the same. In later years, Roger
had preferred to stay in Boston. Lawrence had spent every school holiday with his grandfather,
only coming back to Boston when his parents insisted.Grandpa Joe had taught him how to ride,
how to shoot and how to survive in the wild. Not that he got a chance to use these skills in
Boston. He wanted to be like his grandfather. He had built a successful business from nothing.In
the circles his parents moved in, a gentleman was one who dressed well, had completed his
education and had a career. Grandpa Joe had no time for the politics of the Boston social scene.
He didn’t even visit Boston except for family events such as Roger’s wedding.He’d thought
Grandpa Joe would understand. He didn’t differentiate between men based on the color of their
skin. He had said over and over, it was the color of a man’s heart that was the true test of
character. Yet, this same man was insisting his grandson become a banker. Enter a career he
hated. It involved making rich men richer.Lawrence pulled at his collar. He couldn’t breathe. The



thought of spending the next two years working in the bank in close proximity to the brother he
despised was horrendous. He wouldn’t do it. He would leave today. Run away. What would that
prove? No, he had to stay. He wasn’t going to prove his parents and his grandfather right.He sat
for a while, gathering his thoughts. He had a chance to make his grandfather proud. He would
become the best banker his family had seen. Once the two years were complete, he would leave
Boston and pursue his dream of setting up his own business. In the meantime, he would work
harder than ever before.Chapter 3Kansas 1881“Ishould have left you with your sister, you unruly
brat.”“Sister? What sister?”Patty didn’t want to answer and stuck her head back in her glass of
booze“Ma, I asked you a question. Do I have a sister? Where is she? What’s her name?”Emer
didn’t see the slap coming until it was too late. Her ears roared as her head rang from the
impact.“Don’t you give me lip! I am still your ma.”“Aren’t I the lucky one?” Emer spat back but this
time she stayed far out of reach."What ya doing, listening to conversations that ain’t none of your
concern? I told you to feed the boys and do the washing."Emer neatly sidestepped away from
her mother's outstretched arm. Once she was far enough not to be belted, she said, "You were
talking about me and my sister. The one I didn’t know I had. Or is it only one?""You watch your
tongue, girl, or I will just call Bill. Yeah, we both know he'd love to put you over his knee.""Ma,
please. You ain’t going to give me to Dora, are you?"No, of course not, love. You're my baby girl.
Come here and give me a cuddle."Emer tried not to gag as she hugged her mother. Sweat and
whiskey didn’t make a good combination."Now, go on and get me something to eat. Why don’t
you sit with me?”Emer went to get her ma a plate but her own appetite had disappeared. Ma was
only ever nice when she wanted something.“Ma, I got to go get some water and feed the
animals. I’ll be back later.”Chapter 3Kansas 1881Chapter 3Kansas 1881Chapter 3Chapter
3Kansas 1881“Ishould have left you with your sister, you unruly brat.”“Sister? What sister?”Patty
didn’t want to answer and stuck her head back in her glass of booze“Ma, I asked you a question.
Do I have a sister? Where is she? What’s her name?”Emer didn’t see the slap coming until it
was too late. Her ears roared as her head rang from the impact.“Don’t you give me lip! I am still
your ma.”“Aren’t I the lucky one?” Emer spat back but this time she stayed far out of reach."What
ya doing, listening to conversations that ain’t none of your concern? I told you to feed the boys
and do the washing."Emer neatly sidestepped away from her mother's outstretched arm. Once
she was far enough not to be belted, she said, "You were talking about me and my sister. The
one I didn’t know I had. Or is it only one?""You watch your tongue, girl, or I will just call Bill. Yeah,
we both know he'd love to put you over his knee.""Ma, please. You ain’t going to give me to Dora,
are you?"No, of course not, love. You're my baby girl. Come here and give me a cuddle."Emer
tried not to gag as she hugged her mother. Sweat and whiskey didn’t make a good
combination."Now, go on and get me something to eat. Why don’t you sit with me?”Emer went to
get her ma a plate but her own appetite had disappeared. Ma was only ever nice when she
wanted something.“Ma, I got to go get some water and feed the animals. I’ll be back
later.”Chapter 4Emer grabbed her shawl and left before her ma could argue. It was too
dangerous to stay. Now that Ma knew she had heard her talk with Alfie, she could turn her over



at any time to Dora.She walked and walked until she found herself almost at the Newmark
homestead. As she was walking, her thoughts strayed to her first meeting with the Newmarks.
She had busted her arm and Ma, in a rare show of maternal devotion, had taken her to see the
Newmarks.Pa Newmark had served as an army surgeon during the war. He came home but
hadn’t been able to practice medicine. Said he’d seen enough blood to last a lifetime. He’d taken
pity on the scrawny kid, though, and splinted her arm properly. Without his help, Emer doubted
her arm would have healed so well. She had grown very fond of the man who taught her so
much about healing herbs. Although he refused to practice medicine, he wasn’t averse to using
his knowledge to help those he loved including the animals on his farm. Emer soaked up his
knowledge like a bison drank water after a drought.Despite being aware of her ma’s reputation,
Pa Newmark saw her interest was genuine. He taught her how to clean wounds and tend to
basic illnesses. He had died almost two years previously and Emer still missed him. He and Ma
Newmark had made her early life just about bearable. She knew Ma Newmark had hopes for a
match between her and Harvey but she didn’t see the youngest Newmark that way. Besides,
Patty would never agree. The Newmarks didn’t have anything she needed.Thinking of Harvey,
she almost fell over his feet as he lay beside the fire he’d lit. He was sleeping outside as he often
did.“Harvey, I got to get away and you’re going to help me.”“Why you got to get away? You done
something?”Emer played with a stone on the ground. She hadn’t done anything. Yet. But if Bill
kept up the way he was going, she was likely to kill him.“No, I haven’t done anything but I might. I
have to get away. I hate that gang. You know I do.”Emer struggled to think clearly. What could she
do to get away? Maybe someone would be interested in her knowledge of the Bainstreet Gang
and the loot they had hidden on the Half Circle Ranch. There could be a reward. She’d use the
money to go to Boston and look for Ma’s family."What's cooking inside that pretty head of
yours?""I could go to the sheriff. I heard he's a tough nut but fair. He'd get me a pardon in return
for what I know about Bill and the boys.""You’re likely to get shot first. You know Bill wouldn't let
you talk to the sheriff.""He doesn’t have to know, does he? He doesn’t know where I am
now.”"Well, I guess he don’t but is that what you want?""Maybe.""But that would mean ratting out
your ma and regardless of how bad she is, she's the only family you got."Emer stared at the fire.
He might not be the smartest guy in the world yet he had hit her exact problem. Her ma. She
couldn't hand her over to the law. But he wasn't as smart as he thought was he. He didn’t know
everything."But she ain’t, is she? I got myself a sister." She let the shock register before she
continued. “Ma left her in Boston with our granny. She might be still there.” Emer picked at a stick.
What did her sister, Sorcha, look like?“She might but she could be dead. Anyways, you can't just
show up. What if she don’t want ya?”“She will. She's my sister.”“Patty’s your ma and she don’t
seem to care too much about ya. Not from where I'm standing.”She didn’t have time to hide her
hurt.“Oh, rats. Sorry, Emer. I didn’t mean to hurt ya. I love ya. You know I do. Why can't you marry
me? Then you’d be safe. I won't let no one touch ya.”“Yeah, I know. I can't marry you, Harvey. I'm
only fifteen. I'm not ready to be a ma yet. I want to see something of the world.”“Where you going
to go?”“I’m going to find my sister. She'll help me. I know she will.” She kissed him quickly on the



cheek. “I need your help, Harvey. You'll have to ride with me – just to Leadville. I can get a job
there. When I’ve saved enough money, I will go on to Boston. I can't travel alone. Not out
here.”“Leadville is full of miners. You won’t be safe there.”“I can look after myself. I can shoot
straight. The last time we went to Leadville, Ma commented on the number of new businesses.”“I
don’t like it but I don’t like Bill even more. I'll help you go, Emer. But you remember, I am here if
you ever need me. Anytime you want to come home to Kansas, I'll be waiting right here. You just
see.”Emer fought the urge to stay with him. Her instincts told her to find her missing sister. Start
over. A new life where nobody knew she was Patty’s daughter."I'm going tomorrow, Harvey, and I
ain’t never coming back. I mean it. As God is my witness." Picking up a stick, she idly poked the
dying embers. She shivered, but not with the cold. This was it. She was never coming back to the
Half Circle Ranch. Even if her sister didn’t want to know her. Bill and the rest of his gang could go
to ... Ma, too.Chapter 4Chapter 4Chapter 4Chapter 4Chapter 4Emer grabbed her shawl and left
before her ma could argue. It was too dangerous to stay. Now that Ma knew she had heard her
talk with Alfie, she could turn her over at any time to Dora.She walked and walked until she found
herself almost at the Newmark homestead. As she was walking, her thoughts strayed to her first
meeting with the Newmarks. She had busted her arm and Ma, in a rare show of maternal
devotion, had taken her to see the Newmarks.Pa Newmark had served as an army surgeon
during the war. He came home but hadn’t been able to practice medicine. Said he’d seen
enough blood to last a lifetime. He’d taken pity on the scrawny kid, though, and splinted her arm
properly. Without his help, Emer doubted her arm would have healed so well. She had grown
very fond of the man who taught her so much about healing herbs. Although he refused to
practice medicine, he wasn’t averse to using his knowledge to help those he loved including the
animals on his farm. Emer soaked up his knowledge like a bison drank water after a
drought.Despite being aware of her ma’s reputation, Pa Newmark saw her interest was genuine.
He taught her how to clean wounds and tend to basic illnesses. He had died almost two years
previously and Emer still missed him. He and Ma Newmark had made her early life just about
bearable. She knew Ma Newmark had hopes for a match between her and Harvey but she didn’t
see the youngest Newmark that way. Besides, Patty would never agree. The Newmarks didn’t
have anything she needed.Thinking of Harvey, she almost fell over his feet as he lay beside the
fire he’d lit. He was sleeping outside as he often did.“Harvey, I got to get away and you’re going
to help me.”“Why you got to get away? You done something?”Emer played with a stone on the
ground. She hadn’t done anything. Yet. But if Bill kept up the way he was going, she was likely to
kill him.“No, I haven’t done anything but I might. I have to get away. I hate that gang. You know I
do.”Emer struggled to think clearly. What could she do to get away? Maybe someone would be
interested in her knowledge of the Bainstreet Gang and the loot they had hidden on the Half
Circle Ranch. There could be a reward. She’d use the money to go to Boston and look for Ma’s
family."What's cooking inside that pretty head of yours?""I could go to the sheriff. I heard he's a
tough nut but fair. He'd get me a pardon in return for what I know about Bill and the boys.""You’re
likely to get shot first. You know Bill wouldn't let you talk to the sheriff.""He doesn’t have to know,



does he? He doesn’t know where I am now.”"Well, I guess he don’t but is that what you
want?""Maybe.""But that would mean ratting out your ma and regardless of how bad she is,
she's the only family you got."Emer stared at the fire. He might not be the smartest guy in the
world yet he had hit her exact problem. Her ma. She couldn't hand her over to the law. But he
wasn't as smart as he thought was he. He didn’t know everything."But she ain’t, is she? I got
myself a sister." She let the shock register before she continued. “Ma left her in Boston with our
granny. She might be still there.” Emer picked at a stick. What did her sister, Sorcha, look
like?“She might but she could be dead. Anyways, you can't just show up. What if she don’t want
ya?”“She will. She's my sister.”“Patty’s your ma and she don’t seem to care too much about ya.
Not from where I'm standing.”She didn’t have time to hide her hurt.“Oh, rats. Sorry, Emer. I didn’t
mean to hurt ya. I love ya. You know I do. Why can't you marry me? Then you’d be safe. I won't let
no one touch ya.”“Yeah, I know. I can't marry you, Harvey. I'm only fifteen. I'm not ready to be a
ma yet. I want to see something of the world.”“Where you going to go?”“I’m going to find my
sister. She'll help me. I know she will.” She kissed him quickly on the cheek. “I need your help,
Harvey. You'll have to ride with me – just to Leadville. I can get a job there. When I’ve saved
enough money, I will go on to Boston. I can't travel alone. Not out here.”“Leadville is full of miners.
You won’t be safe there.”“I can look after myself. I can shoot straight. The last time we went to
Leadville, Ma commented on the number of new businesses.”“I don’t like it but I don’t like Bill
even more. I'll help you go, Emer. But you remember, I am here if you ever need me. Anytime you
want to come home to Kansas, I'll be waiting right here. You just see.”Emer fought the urge to
stay with him. Her instincts told her to find her missing sister. Start over. A new life where nobody
knew she was Patty’s daughter."I'm going tomorrow, Harvey, and I ain’t never coming back. I
mean it. As God is my witness." Picking up a stick, she idly poked the dying embers. She
shivered, but not with the cold. This was it. She was never coming back to the Half Circle Ranch.
Even if her sister didn’t want to know her. Bill and the rest of his gang could go to ... Ma,
too.Chapter 5Leadville, 1883Minerva Nichols watched as Emer rubbed her back. The poor girl
was working too hard, especially for a seventeen-year-old. She should have some fun at her
age. The linens she had scrubbed hung on the line. With the warm weather, they would be dry in
no time and ready for ironing. She’d been right to take the girl in two years before when she’d
arrived in Leadville, rather rough around the edges. With her looks and body, she could have
made a lot of money working in one of the saloons. Minerva shuddered thinking just how close
the girl had come.If she hadn’t stepped in, the innocent girl would have been destroyed. Just like
I was. If someone had stepped in to save me, what would my life have turned out like? Stop that,
you’ve done well for yourself. Nobody associates you with the girl they knew as Lily Long
Legs.Lewis Nichols had married her and taken her to Leadville, sure they would find riches in the
mountains. And they had, more than they could have ever dreamed of. The recent silver strikes
had brought the best and worst to their little town. Sudden wealth had a bad effect on people.
She frowned, thinking of her own husband. Seemed he wouldn’t be happy no matter how rich
they became.“What?”Minerva blinked rapidly, her attention focused back on Emer. “Nothing,



dear. I just thought you looked a little tired. You can’t work day and night, Emer.”“I can and I will. I
have to get to Boston.” Emer wiped her forehead with her sleeve before brushing some dirt off
her pants.Minerva smiled. It had been her idea to let the girl continue to dress in pants and a
shirt. It offered a little protection against the hazards of working in a town with so many single
men. “I can buy you a ticket to Boston.”At the look on Emer’s face, Minerva quickly continued.
“It’s a loan, not charity. You can pay me back when you find your sister.”“No, thank you.”“Emer,
you are as ornery as a miner’s mule. Giving hard-working, honest men grubstakes is how my
husband made his fortune. Why can’t I grubstake you?’“It’s not the same and you know it. I don’t
have a claim on a mine. I ain’t never going to hit gold or silver to pay you back.”“Please, Emer, let
me help.” Minerva loved the girl. She was like the daughter she would never have. Not now. It
was too late.“No, but thank you, Miss Minerva. You helped me enough already.”“Have it your way
but will you at least move to Denver with me? I don’t want to leave you here.”Sensing Emer was
about to decline, Minerva spoke quickly. “Wait ‘til you see the house Lewis bought. It’s huge. I will
need a lot of help setting it up. I know I can find domestics in Denver but it would be really helpful
if I had someone I could trust.” Minerva saw she wasn’t winning any ground. It was time to play
the guilt card. “You know those respectable people aren’t going to take to me immediately. I need
you. Please say you will, Emer.”Emer didn’t reply but she seemed to be listening more openly
now. She had to play on her sympathy.“Things have been difficult lately. Lewis is away so much.
You would be doing me a favor. Having a friendly face around means a lot.”“I can see why you
are so successful, Miss Minerva. You could charm honey off a bee.”Minerva laughed before
thoughts of her husband removed the smile from her face. There was a time when Lewis would
do anything for her. Now, it seemed as if he couldn’t bear to be in her company for five minutes.
She looked down at her hands. She knew the respectable people in Denver would look down on
her. She had worked the fields, did her own housework, cooked meals and worked behind a
store counter. Heck, she had even ridden horseback transporting gold to Denver for the postal
express. There was very little she hadn’t done and some things she wasn’t proud of. Nobody in
Denver knows of Lily Long Legs. You can leave her here in the mountains. Lewis is the only one
who shares your secret. He’s not likely to tell anyone.Lewis. Her heart twisted with longing. How
she loved that man, but she’d lost him. She could see it in his eyes. Darn it, anyway. Her blood,
sweat and tears had helped to secure his wealth. If she hadn’t insisted on opening stores and
using his early profits to buy their land, he would never have had the fifty dollars worth of tools
and goods to grubstake the French miners. She had continued to run the store and restaurant
with Emer’s help despite the $250,000 her husband got from his investment in the
Frenchmen.Maybe that is why this girl had appealed to her so much. Emer reminded her of
herself. Just like her, the girl had grown up in the wild west. She lived life on her wits. Minerva
had probed but Emer refused to tell her why she had run away. Given the reasons she had left
home all those years ago, she decided not to pry. Some hurts were better left in the past.“Will
you come to Denver, Emer?”“Yes, Miss Minerva. I’ll come but I can’t stay long. I’m heading for
Boston to find my sister just as soon as the warm weather comes along.”Chapter 5Leadville,



1883Chapter 5Leadville, 1883Chapter 5Chapter 5Leadville, 1883Minerva Nichols watched as
Emer rubbed her back. The poor girl was working too hard, especially for a seventeen-year-old.
She should have some fun at her age. The linens she had scrubbed hung on the line. With the
warm weather, they would be dry in no time and ready for ironing. She’d been right to take the
girl in two years before when she’d arrived in Leadville, rather rough around the edges. With her
looks and body, she could have made a lot of money working in one of the saloons. Minerva
shuddered thinking just how close the girl had come.If she hadn’t stepped in, the innocent girl
would have been destroyed. Just like I was. If someone had stepped in to save me, what would
my life have turned out like? Stop that, you’ve done well for yourself. Nobody associates you with
the girl they knew as Lily Long Legs.Lewis Nichols had married her and taken her to Leadville,
sure they would find riches in the mountains. And they had, more than they could have ever
dreamed of. The recent silver strikes had brought the best and worst to their little town. Sudden
wealth had a bad effect on people. She frowned, thinking of her own husband. Seemed he
wouldn’t be happy no matter how rich they became.“What?”Minerva blinked rapidly, her
attention focused back on Emer. “Nothing, dear. I just thought you looked a little tired. You can’t
work day and night, Emer.”“I can and I will. I have to get to Boston.” Emer wiped her forehead
with her sleeve before brushing some dirt off her pants.Minerva smiled. It had been her idea to
let the girl continue to dress in pants and a shirt. It offered a little protection against the hazards
of working in a town with so many single men. “I can buy you a ticket to Boston.”At the look on
Emer’s face, Minerva quickly continued. “It’s a loan, not charity. You can pay me back when you
find your sister.”“No, thank you.”“Emer, you are as ornery as a miner’s mule. Giving hard-working,
honest men grubstakes is how my husband made his fortune. Why can’t I grubstake you?’“It’s
not the same and you know it. I don’t have a claim on a mine. I ain’t never going to hit gold or
silver to pay you back.”“Please, Emer, let me help.” Minerva loved the girl. She was like the
daughter she would never have. Not now. It was too late.“No, but thank you, Miss Minerva. You
helped me enough already.”“Have it your way but will you at least move to Denver with me? I
don’t want to leave you here.”Sensing Emer was about to decline, Minerva spoke quickly. “Wait
‘til you see the house Lewis bought. It’s huge. I will need a lot of help setting it up. I know I can
find domestics in Denver but it would be really helpful if I had someone I could trust.” Minerva
saw she wasn’t winning any ground. It was time to play the guilt card. “You know those
respectable people aren’t going to take to me immediately. I need you. Please say you will,
Emer.”Emer didn’t reply but she seemed to be listening more openly now. She had to play on her
sympathy.“Things have been difficult lately. Lewis is away so much. You would be doing me a
favor. Having a friendly face around means a lot.”“I can see why you are so successful, Miss
Minerva. You could charm honey off a bee.”Minerva laughed before thoughts of her husband
removed the smile from her face. There was a time when Lewis would do anything for her. Now,
it seemed as if he couldn’t bear to be in her company for five minutes. She looked down at her
hands. She knew the respectable people in Denver would look down on her. She had worked the
fields, did her own housework, cooked meals and worked behind a store counter. Heck, she had



even ridden horseback transporting gold to Denver for the postal express. There was very little
she hadn’t done and some things she wasn’t proud of. Nobody in Denver knows of Lily Long
Legs. You can leave her here in the mountains. Lewis is the only one who shares your secret.
He’s not likely to tell anyone.Lewis. Her heart twisted with longing. How she loved that man, but
she’d lost him. She could see it in his eyes. Darn it, anyway. Her blood, sweat and tears had
helped to secure his wealth. If she hadn’t insisted on opening stores and using his early profits to
buy their land, he would never have had the fifty dollars worth of tools and goods to grubstake
the French miners. She had continued to run the store and restaurant with Emer’s help despite
the $250,000 her husband got from his investment in the Frenchmen.Maybe that is why this girl
had appealed to her so much. Emer reminded her of herself. Just like her, the girl had grown up
in the wild west. She lived life on her wits. Minerva had probed but Emer refused to tell her why
she had run away. Given the reasons she had left home all those years ago, she decided not to
pry. Some hurts were better left in the past.“Will you come to Denver, Emer?”“Yes, Miss Minerva.
I’ll come but I can’t stay long. I’m heading for Boston to find my sister just as soon as the warm
weather comes along.”Chapter 6Boston 1884Emer got off the train and looked around the
station. She was finally here. She hadn’t meant to stay so long in Denver but Miss Minerva—
Minnie, as she now called her—had needed her.Her hands clenched as she remembered how
quickly the joy of moving to the big house in Denver had soured. Mr. Nichols had no sooner
arrived in the big city before he had taken to going out every night. Rumors of affairs and
relationships abounded. His wealth grew at a phenomenal rate, not least due to his investment in
other mines, banks and a couple of saloons. He wasn’t fussy how he made his money.Emer
wasn’t aware she was scowling as she thought of how Lewis had treated Minnie. It wasn’t
enough he had left her for another lady but he had also spread some malicious gossip about
Miss Minerva’s past. Emer had come across her mistress arguing with her husband. On hearing
a loud slap, she had rushed into the room to find Miss Minerva on the floor, Lewis standing over
her.She couldn’t believe how her friend and mentor had seemed to age overnight. “Miss
Minerva. What have you done to her?” she’d shouted at Lewis, before rushing to help Miss
Minerva to sit on the bed.Lewis had smirked nastily. “Dear old Emer. Still calling my darling wife
Miss Minerva. Isn’t it about time you told the girl how you earned your first dollars? On your
back?”Emer had taken a step toward Lewis, her hand raised. He had retaliated by grabbing it
and twisting it behind her back. She could still smell him as he’d pushed his body closer to hers,
his face a hair’s breath away from hers. “Careful, girl, or you may get a taste of the life your
mistress used to lead. You are young enough yet.” Emer had stamped on his toe and kicked him
in the shin for good measure. If she’d had a gun, she would have shot him.Men got away with
murder. Patty’s troubles had all involved men and now poor Minnie was the laughing stock of
Denver. It didn’t matter how rich she’d been. The respectable society she craved had
immediately closed ranks on her. Lewis had divorced her and stolen all their investments.
Minnie, as her mistress now preferred to be called, hadn’t been able to fight back. She couldn’t
risk going to court and face more public condemnation.Thankfully, she’d kept some investments



hidden in her own name. She had bought lots of land and had stores in various towns. It was as if
some instinct had told her Lewis would betray her.Emer sighed. She missed Minnie already. She
didn’t care what her friend had done in her early life. She’d been good to her and protected her.
Emer wiped a tear away. If it hadn’t been for Minnie’s kind heart, Emer may have ended up in
one of Lewis’s saloons, too.Miss Minerva had taken a long trip overseas. Despite her husband’s
actions, Emer knew her friend prayed daily for her husband to admit he’d made a mistake and
return to live with her. She couldn’t imagine ever loving someone that much.Lewis had made a
complete fool of Minnie, yet she would have welcomed him back with open arms. Emer didn’t
think the man would ever come back. At least she hoped he wouldn’t. If she ever set eyes on
Lewis, she wouldn’t be responsible for her actions.Why was love so complicated? Emer believed
it was overrated. She wasn’t ever going to fall in love. It only caused problems. Emer gathered
her bags together, ignoring the stares of the other passengers. She was wearing her old uniform
of pants and a shirt. Minnie had been appalled but Emer’s reasoning that dressing like a boy
would protect her had worked. Emer grinned. Minnie didn’t know about the small pistol she had
secured in her pocket. If any man tried his luck, he would be in for a surprise.Chapter 6Boston
1884Chapter 6Boston 1884Chapter 6Chapter 6Boston 1884Emer got off the train and looked
around the station. She was finally here. She hadn’t meant to stay so long in Denver but Miss
Minerva—Minnie, as she now called her—had needed her.Her hands clenched as she
remembered how quickly the joy of moving to the big house in Denver had soured. Mr. Nichols
had no sooner arrived in the big city before he had taken to going out every night. Rumors of
affairs and relationships abounded. His wealth grew at a phenomenal rate, not least due to his
investment in other mines, banks and a couple of saloons. He wasn’t fussy how he made his
money.Emer wasn’t aware she was scowling as she thought of how Lewis had treated Minnie. It
wasn’t enough he had left her for another lady but he had also spread some malicious gossip
about Miss Minerva’s past. Emer had come across her mistress arguing with her husband. On
hearing a loud slap, she had rushed into the room to find Miss Minerva on the floor, Lewis
standing over her.She couldn’t believe how her friend and mentor had seemed to age overnight.
“Miss Minerva. What have you done to her?” she’d shouted at Lewis, before rushing to help Miss
Minerva to sit on the bed.Lewis had smirked nastily. “Dear old Emer. Still calling my darling wife
Miss Minerva. Isn’t it about time you told the girl how you earned your first dollars? On your
back?”Emer had taken a step toward Lewis, her hand raised. He had retaliated by grabbing it
and twisting it behind her back. She could still smell him as he’d pushed his body closer to hers,
his face a hair’s breath away from hers. “Careful, girl, or you may get a taste of the life your
mistress used to lead. You are young enough yet.” Emer had stamped on his toe and kicked him
in the shin for good measure. If she’d had a gun, she would have shot him.Men got away with
murder. Patty’s troubles had all involved men and now poor Minnie was the laughing stock of
Denver. It didn’t matter how rich she’d been. The respectable society she craved had
immediately closed ranks on her. Lewis had divorced her and stolen all their investments.
Minnie, as her mistress now preferred to be called, hadn’t been able to fight back. She couldn’t



risk going to court and face more public condemnation.Thankfully, she’d kept some investments
hidden in her own name. She had bought lots of land and had stores in various towns. It was as if
some instinct had told her Lewis would betray her.Emer sighed. She missed Minnie already. She
didn’t care what her friend had done in her early life. She’d been good to her and protected her.
Emer wiped a tear away. If it hadn’t been for Minnie’s kind heart, Emer may have ended up in
one of Lewis’s saloons, too.Miss Minerva had taken a long trip overseas. Despite her husband’s
actions, Emer knew her friend prayed daily for her husband to admit he’d made a mistake and
return to live with her. She couldn’t imagine ever loving someone that much.Lewis had made a
complete fool of Minnie, yet she would have welcomed him back with open arms. Emer didn’t
think the man would ever come back. At least she hoped he wouldn’t. If she ever set eyes on
Lewis, she wouldn’t be responsible for her actions.Why was love so complicated? Emer believed
it was overrated. She wasn’t ever going to fall in love. It only caused problems. Emer gathered
her bags together, ignoring the stares of the other passengers. She was wearing her old uniform
of pants and a shirt. Minnie had been appalled but Emer’s reasoning that dressing like a boy
would protect her had worked. Emer grinned. Minnie didn’t know about the small pistol she had
secured in her pocket. If any man tried his luck, he would be in for a surprise.Chapter 7Where
did Ma say she’d lived when she was a kid? It was down near the docks. Might as well head
there and see what she could find. The Catholic Church was a good place to look. Whatever
else her ma may have kept hidden, she had never stopped talking about the church her mother
had dragged her to every day and twice on a Sunday. She'd sworn it was the Church’s fault she'd
run from Boston. Emer guessed the real reason involved a man. Where Patty was involved,
trouble always equaled a man.Emer walked, her stomach grumbling with hunger. She didn’t
want to spend any more money. Minnie had been generous but Emer didn’t know how long the
money had to last. Her family would give her something to eat. They would be so pleased to see
her. Ignoring the various street traders and intoxicating smells coming from the local cafés, she
kept the church spire in sight.Finally, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.
Immediately, the smell of incense brought images of a previous visit to mind. She’d been a little
girl. She remembered hiding behind her ma’s skirts as music filled the building. Her ma had
been crying but Emer couldn’t remember why.Looking around her, she spotted a priest kneeling
near the altar. She decided to rest until he finished. It wouldn’t be a good idea to annoy him by
interrupting him. She needed his help. As she settled back on the bench, she let the peaceful
atmosphere soak into her bones. You wouldn’t know you were at the dockside. The air inside the
church didn’t stink of fish and there was only muffled noise coming from outside. She let her
eyes close as she rested her weary legs.A cough awakened her. Scrambling to stand up, she
saw the priest standing in front of her."Sit down and rest a while, young man.” The priest
coughed. His gaze moving from her head to her toes and back again. “You’re a girl. What are you
doing dressed like that? Are you on your own?”“I ain’t—I mean, I haven't got anyone else, Father.
It’s just me.”“Are you in trouble? Hungry?”Emer shook her head and nodded in response to his
questions, causing him to laugh.“If I can interpret, you are not in trouble, but you are hungry.” The



priest’s eyes twinkled. “My name is Father Molloy. Why don’t you come into my house and we will
see what Mrs. Raines has to offer?”“Father, could I ask you something first.”“By all means. Let
me sit down, though. At my age, standing is a challenge.”Emer took a deep breath. Despite her
shaking hands, her instincts told her the priest was a kind man. She could trust him. Not with the
whole truth but with some of it.“My ma told me, on her death bed, that she had a mother here in
Boston. I came to find my granny and my sister. My sister’s name is Sorcha Matthews.” Emer
guessed her sister would have the same surname. Ma hadn’t married. “Do you know her,
Father?”Emer saw recognition dawn on his face but there was something else, too. Sadness or
something else. She wasn’t quite sure.Chapter 7Chapter 7Chapter 7Chapter 7Chapter 7Where
did Ma say she’d lived when she was a kid? It was down near the docks. Might as well head
there and see what she could find. The Catholic Church was a good place to look. Whatever
else her ma may have kept hidden, she had never stopped talking about the church her mother
had dragged her to every day and twice on a Sunday. She'd sworn it was the Church’s fault she'd
run from Boston. Emer guessed the real reason involved a man. Where Patty was involved,
trouble always equaled a man.Emer walked, her stomach grumbling with hunger. She didn’t
want to spend any more money. Minnie had been generous but Emer didn’t know how long the
money had to last. Her family would give her something to eat. They would be so pleased to see
her. Ignoring the various street traders and intoxicating smells coming from the local cafés, she
kept the church spire in sight.Finally, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.
Immediately, the smell of incense brought images of a previous visit to mind. She’d been a little
girl. She remembered hiding behind her ma’s skirts as music filled the building. Her ma had
been crying but Emer couldn’t remember why.Looking around her, she spotted a priest kneeling
near the altar. She decided to rest until he finished. It wouldn’t be a good idea to annoy him by
interrupting him. She needed his help. As she settled back on the bench, she let the peaceful
atmosphere soak into her bones. You wouldn’t know you were at the dockside. The air inside the
church didn’t stink of fish and there was only muffled noise coming from outside. She let her
eyes close as she rested her weary legs.A cough awakened her. Scrambling to stand up, she
saw the priest standing in front of her."Sit down and rest a while, young man.” The priest
coughed. His gaze moving from her head to her toes and back again. “You’re a girl. What are you
doing dressed like that? Are you on your own?”“I ain’t—I mean, I haven't got anyone else, Father.
It’s just me.”“Are you in trouble? Hungry?”Emer shook her head and nodded in response to his
questions, causing him to laugh.“If I can interpret, you are not in trouble, but you are hungry.” The
priest’s eyes twinkled. “My name is Father Molloy. Why don’t you come into my house and we will
see what Mrs. Raines has to offer?”“Father, could I ask you something first.”“By all means. Let
me sit down, though. At my age, standing is a challenge.”Emer took a deep breath. Despite her
shaking hands, her instincts told her the priest was a kind man. She could trust him. Not with the
whole truth but with some of it.“My ma told me, on her death bed, that she had a mother here in
Boston. I came to find my granny and my sister. My sister’s name is Sorcha Matthews.” Emer
guessed her sister would have the same surname. Ma hadn’t married. “Do you know her,



Father?”Emer saw recognition dawn on his face but there was something else, too. Sadness or
something else. She wasn’t quite sure.
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Cmd2222, “Interesting. Shoot um up!!!!A sister found but for how long. Will the dream become a
reality or a fairy tale with a bad ending”

Ebook Library Reader, “Very much fiction. I enjoyed the book after deciding it was all a very big
fairytale, fun to read but not based in any real world drama. Fairytales are pretty much all that
exist in American History. If you are anything but a white reader, you will see what I mean!!!!”

CP Reviews, “Can Emer turn her life around?. Emer has had a rough life. I'm not sure whose life
was more difficult - Emer or her sister, Sorcha. Both are daughters of a fallen woman and both
have struggled to grow up without any guidance from a mother or father. While her sister had the
grandmother, poor Emer didn't have anyone except a loveless mother and a ruthless gang of
outlaws. She's tough and hard on the outside, but soft on the inside as she seeks acceptance
from a sister she's never known. Emer is fiercely loyal and protective of her sister - she wants to
keep the bad away from Sorcha. I definitely felt for Emer as a reader and wanted to make her
hurt and pain go away.Lawrence is stuck between a rock and a hard place. He doesn't want to
listen to his parents and go into banking, but he has no choice. He finally finds his backbone
along the way as he meets Emer and gets to know her. His family is absolutely atrocious, as
those with money can be. There is no consideration for those beneath their stations - they are
merely there to serve those above them, even if it costs them their lives.This book made me
laugh, made me cry, made me mad and made me dream. I am so glad that Emer arrived
victorious over her demons and she and Sorcha found a happily ever after for their families and
futures.”

NLC, “Clover Springs Mail Order Bride: Emer. This particular author, Rachel Wesson, has come
up with another outstanding book in Emer, which is the 4th book in this particular series. Lives
ranging from a financially poor and emotionally poor young woman, to a financially rich, but
emotionally poor, young man face the reader in this book as this young couple help each other.
Two sisters find each other, along with their mother who eventually tells the story of why the two
young women were separated, only for Emer to end up looking at being hung for crimes she
didn’t commit. I fought tears and laughter both throughout this wonderful book. My heart, of
course, went out to Emer! She faced so many trials in her young life. Thankfully she had a loving
young man who, once overcoming the shock of his beloved’s history, was there to support her,
and to love her enough to believe her. In addition, the author did a terrific job of uniting multiple
couples from the previous books together in this book. This book showed me how life has many
ups and downs as well as how perseverance can make humans so much stronger and able to
face life’s issues. All of the various storylines wrapped together perfectly to make this a thrilling
book to read and one I was unable to put down. I HIGHLY recommend this book for all ages as a
must read!”



Ebook Library Reader, “Another good book. I am so glad to have found this series as each book
is superbly written. Each character comes alive and their stories are riveting.”

Richard Gabriel, “A very heart warming and enjoyable story.. The author has written a story of
the ups and downs of life and what happens when the right people meet and how love grows. A
story full of love and compassion.”

Shirl, “Emer and Lawrence's Story. Emer is a very proud and spunky person. She and her sister
have had a rough life. The previous reviews and description says it all and I don't need to repeat.I
liked this story as it shows the hardships and strength a young woman of those times had to
endure to survive. they had to be tough and yet loving at the same time. Living in an orphanage
made these girls tough and strong and when they set out west as mail order brides, they were
capable of learning a new way of life and how to survive.Lawrence wanted a new way of life also.
He was raised to be a banker and his mother didn't want him doing anything else. He needed
tosee what else was out there and he headed west.Emer and Lawrence had a lot to learn with
each other, feelings, trust and love. Great story and can't wait for more!”

Jane, “Love the series. I am truly loving the books and the experience that the people have been.
Looking forward for the next book.”

jane pearson, “Clover Springs series. Another fantastic story from Clover Springs series. Emer
after having a traumatic time growing up with her mother who keeps company with outlaws is
looking to find her sister after learning about her from there mother Patty. Emer runs to Denver
where Father Malloy informs her Sorcha her sister is married and living in clover springs. Emer
meets Lawrence Shipley from a very wealthy family after father Malloy arrangers for her to travel
via train with the Shipley's. Lawrence is instantly attracted to her finding her intriguingly charming
and funny. There are two love story's told as Frank and Nandita finally agree to marry after a few
issues the characters from previous books as usual make an appearance especially Sorcha and
her family Emers sister. It's a delightful series and I have the next book to start my favorite so far
was Sorcha's story but I love reading and hearing of the previous characters being kept up to
date of their stories in the series.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Trail. An slow heart warming romance well worth reading not earth
shattering but a comfortable. Romantic read .with the effort good”

The book by Rachel Wesson has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 338 people have provided feedback.
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