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Synopsis: Traveling West To Help The Sick, is
an exciting adventure, as well as a love story. A woman doctor is
headed to Sacramento to start a new practice -- she hopes. Where
she was from wasn’t exactly behind her plans to set up practice,
and she almost lost her faith, but when she met a well-dressed man
on the train, with a briefcase chained to his wrist, she got far
more than a train ride to the West Coast.

It was difficult to be a doctor back east,
Charlotte told herself. She felt like she needed the reassurance as
she boarded the train in St. Louis, medical bag clutched firmly in
her hand, a small case of clothes in the other.

The porter helped her find her seat. “No
trunks, ma’am?” he asked politely but curiously.

“None, thank you,” Charlotte said
briskly.

She was a no-frills woman. She washed her own
clothes, so she didn’t need very many of them at all. Fashion was
the last thing on her mind — the first was always helping people.
Always.

“Have a good journey,” he said, tipping his
cap at her and walking away to assist the next passenger.

Charlotte stowed her case before taking her
seat. She kept the medical bag on her lap, the leather and the
weight of it a comfort. It contained everything she needed — pills,
tinctures, bandages, scissors, needle and thread, thermometer,
stethoscope, and bible. Charlotte understood science and medicine
well.

She also understood the power of prayer.

One of Charlotte’s favorite portions of the
bible was Psalm 139. She could practically recite it by heart.

“For you formed my inward parts; you knitted
me together in my mother's womb. I praise you, for I am fearfully
and wonderfully made. Wonderful are your works; my soul knows it
very well. My frame was not hidden from you, when I was being made
in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth. Your eyes
saw my unformed substance; in your book were written, every one of
them, the days that were formed for me, when as yet there was none
of them.”

Charlotte thought it was wonderful. God truly
did know and shape every human being. As a doctor, she just did a
little maintenance work from time to time.

Not everyone was excited about her being a
doctor.

Charlotte had believed that the residents of
the small town outside of St. Louis where she grew up would be
receptive. She completed grade school, went on to college and
medical school, and then returned to start giving back to the
community that had raised her.

She opened an office, made a special effort
to advertise her services to women and children in particular, and
waited for her first patient.

She waited for a long time, wondering what
she was doing wrong, until she discovered that the other doctor in
town — the very doctor who had seen to her own ailments as a child
— was conducting a smear campaign against her.

“I didn’t want to tell you,” her younger
sister whispered as Charlotte clutched a mug of coffee in her empty
office.

“Tell me everything,” Charlotte said dully.
“I have to know.”

The doctor had been telling everyone that
Charlotte was a quack. He said that women weren’t capable of being
doctors, and that she would try to solve everyone’s injuries and
ills with hugs and tears.

“How dare he,” Charlotte said, her knuckles
white against the mug. “I went to school, the same as he did. I
know the same things as he does. I probably know them better.”

“Of course you do,” her sister soothed. “You
just have to prove it.”

“I shouldn’t have to prove it!” Charlotte
fumed. “I went to school! I’m ready to practice medicine!”

Yet, no one came.

With her parents’ reluctant blessing,
Charlotte made plans to head west. If she couldn’t practice
medicine in her own hometown, the least she could do would be to go
somewhere where her talents and knowledge would be appreciated and
welcomed.

Perhaps out west, attitudes would be a little
more progressive, too.

The train’s shrill whistle blew, jolting
Charlotte from her ruminations.

Yes, it was hard to be a doctor — a female
doctor, at that — back east, Charlotte told herself. Out west would
be better.

As the train started to move, a man rushed up
the aisle and sat in a seat opposite of Charlotte’s. He gripped a
dark briefcase in one hand. A porter chased after him.

“Can I stow that bag for you, sir?” the
porter asked, doffing his cap.

Charlotte cocked her head. The man seemed
capable enough to lift a simple briefcase into the luggage
rack.

Then, Charlotte hid a smile. The man was
finely dressed, a silk scarf thrown around his neck, his suit
obviously tailored and fitted to his body. His shoes gleamed as
nicely as his hair did, and his hands showed no evidence of hard
labor.

The porter was obviously looking for a quick
tip from a man who appeared to be able to give money away.

“That’s quite all right,” the man said,
giving Charlotte a long-suffering look. She had to bite back a
laugh. He looked like he had never suffered in his entire life.

The train rocked forward and the man sat
heavily, still holding the briefcase.

“Have a good journey,” the porter said
glumly, shoving his cap back on his head.

As he walked away, Charlotte couldn’t hold
her laugh in any longer.

“Poor man,” she remarked. “You could’ve at
least given him a few pennies for his troubles.”

“His troubles?” the man asked. “What about my
troubles? Can a man not ride a train dressed finely and be left in
peace?”

“A man may not,” Charlotte said. “He must go
in disguise. I, myself, am obviously a deposed princess traveling
west.”

“Your Highness, I didn’t recognize you,” the
man said, his eyes sparkling as he placed his hand over his chest.
“What brings you to our fair land?”

“Why, the same thing that brings everyone
else,” she said, “opportunity. Is there really enough to go around,
the way people say there is?”

“That all depends on you, Your Highness,” he
said. “You have to want it, to seize that opportunity.”

“I will seize it, thank you, sir,” Charlotte
said grandly, giving a small, imperial inclination of her head.

The man laughed and extended the hand that
wasn’t holding the briefcase.

“I’m Anthony Morgan,” he said. “Banker who,
obviously, isn’t in disguise.”

She took the hand, which was much bigger than
her own, and shook it.

“Charlotte Chance, medical doctor.”

Anthony’s eyes widened. “A female doctor,” he
mused. “I’d heard tales, of course, but didn’t think it
possible.”

“It is, as you can see, more than possible,”
Charlotte said, mildly perturbed. “I’m sitting here, aren’t I?”

Anthony shrugged. “You are, but how can I be
sure what’s in that bag of yours?”

He pointed at Charlotte’s leather medical
bag, which she popped open immediately.

“No knitting needles in here, Mr. Morgan,”
she said, tipping the bag forward. “All of my equipment.”

“Is that a bible?” Anthony asked, leaning
forward. “Does that help you heal your patients?”

Charlotte didn’t want to tell him that she
hadn’t had any patients to heal, yet.

“God’s word helps us all, sir,” she said
coolly.

“I have a favorite passage about doctors, you
know,” he said. “It’s in Proverbs.”

Charlotte removed the bible from the bag and
flipped to the appropriate portion before handing it to the banker.
He perused it for a few moments before brightening.

“Aha,” Anthony said, tapping the page. “It’s
right here. “Give strong drink to the one who is perishing, and
wine to those in bitter distress; let them drink and forget their
poverty and remember their misery no more.’

“So you see, Doctor, unless you have any wine
tucked away in there, I wouldn’t consider you doing God’s
work.”

Anthony threw his head back and laughed at
his own joke while Charlotte gave a thin smile. Just what she
needed — another man who didn’t think she could be a doctor.

“Oh, I’ve upset you,” Anthony said, looking
contrite. “I didn’t mean to, of course. That’s my one doctor joke,
I swear.”

“Well, I don’t have any banker jokes,”
Charlotte said. “You can probably stow that briefcase, now. I think
the porter gave up on you.”

Anthony held the briefcase up and it was
Charlotte’s turn to be surprised. He was handcuffed to the case at
the wrist.

“No can do,” he said. “My client hired me to
take this case personally to California. I’m not to let it out of
my sight.”

“That’s extreme,” Charlotte commented. “I
hope he’s paying you well.”

“Of course he is,” Anthony said, grinning. “I
own the bank. He wouldn’t accept anyone else for the job.”

“Do you have the key for it?” she asked
curiously. “What if it cuts off your circulation? What if you need
to take it off?”

“For the amount of money I’m getting for this
service, I definitely don’t ‘need’ to take it off,” Anthony said.
“I’m a practical man. I have the key in case of an emergency.”

He loosened the collar of his shirt and
pulled out a chain. A small, silver key had been threaded onto the
links.

“Very well done,” Charlotte said, applauding
sarcastically. “I bet you promised your client that he had the only
key.”

Anthony’s sheepish look told her she was
right, and she laughed.

“I might have said something similar,” he
said. “I’m the only one who can protect what’s inside this case, so
that’s what I’m here for.”

“You’re secret’s safe with me,” she said.
“So, you’re going all the way to California?”

“Sacramento’s my stop,” Anthony said,
slipping the key and chain back into his shirt. “That’s where the
client is and where this briefcase is going.”

“You, too, by default,” Charlotte observed.
The cuff didn’t look like it was fastened too terribly tight, but
she resolved to keep an eye on it. No need for the man to lose a
hand because he cut off circulation to it.

“So what’s in the case?” she asked. It
couldn’t be something too big — the briefcase was of regular size.
It didn’t look like it pained him to reposition, so it couldn’t be
that heavy, either. Could it be money? Important papers? Gold?

“Now, that really is a secret,” Anthony said.
“I’m sworn to keep my client’s confidentiality. I would, of course,
like to tell a pretty lady what’s inside to impress her, but I
regret that I simply cannot.”

Charlotte blushed in spite of herself.
Anthony had called her a pretty lady. She hated that — the doctor
in her hometown had said she was far too pretty to practice
medicine. It made her fume.

“So, what’s your story?” Anthony asked. “All
the way to Sacramento, too?”

Sacramento was the end of the train’s line.
There would be many stops along the way.

“Sacramento, too,” Charlotte confirmed.

“Let me guess,” Anthony said. “You’re going
to practice medicine out in the Wild West. I hope you’ve boned up
on treating gun wounds.”

“I’ve boned up on everything,” she said.
“I’ve graduated from medical school. I have all the tools I need to
be a doctor. I’m an excellent one already, actually.”

“Good for you,” he said. “You couldn’t find
anywhere back east that would let you be a doctor? I’m just saying
that the West can be an ugly place for a woman trying to set up
shop by herself.”

“I’ll be just fine,” she said, feeling stung.
How did he guess that she couldn’t find patients in St. Louis? Did
she look that desperate?

“So you’re just going to get off the train in
Sacramento, and then what?” Anthony grilled her. “Go around asking
if anyone needs a doctor?”

Charlotte flushed in anger. “No. I have a
plan. I’m not so sure why you’re concerning yourself so much with
it.”

Anthony shook his head. “I don’t know why I
am, either. I guess I’d be concerned if I were your relative, beau,
or something. You’re traveling by yourself; you’re going to be
starting your life by yourself. It seems dangerous — and
lonely.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m not lonely. I’ve got
God and an extremely nosy fellow passenger.”

It was his turn to laugh. “Excuse my
nosiness,” he said. “I’m just worried about what you’re going to do
with no one traveling with you in case something goes wrong.”

She shook her head at him incredulously.
“Trains are the safest way west. Everyone knows that. If I had
wanted danger, I would’ve gone by wagon.”

“There is plenty of danger on trains,”
Anthony cautioned. “Why do you think I’m accompanying this case
west myself?”

“Because of the money,” Charlotte said,
crossing her arms. “You said so yourself.”

“I wouldn’t get the money without the safe
passage of said case,” Anthony said. “So there are exactly two
reasons.”

“Money and money,” Charlotte teased. “At
least I’m going to help people.”

“If you can find patients.”

Charlotte sighed. “If you must know, I’ll be
living at a boarding house,” she said. “It’s all arranged already.
I’ll simply ask for directions once I get to Sacramento. If it’s
close to the station, I’ll walk. If it’s not, I’ll hire a carriage.
Once I’m settled into the city, I’ve set a little money aside to
either buy an existing property or build my own doctor’s office.
You see, I have it all planned out.”

“All planned out, I see,” Anthony said. “What
happens if no one wants to make an appointment because you’re a
woman?”

Her face colored. “I
will get patients,” she
said. “There is always a need for doctors.”

“If you say so,” Anthony said. “Give me a
glass of wine for whatever ails me, please.”

His wink told her he was teasing her, but
Charlotte wasn’t impressed. He’d named her greatest fears, of
course — not being able to draw patients to her in California, not
being able to afford the land or space required to set up her
practice, failing in her quest, returning home to St. Louis,
disgraced and proving that old doctor right — Charlotte Chance was
too pretty to be a
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