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Synopsis: A governess from England
arrives on American soil and finds out that she has been fired by
the couple she works for. A few months later she travels with her
roommate to become the mail order bride of a cowboy and after
meeting him in Utah they travel back to Arizona where he lives.
Shortly after that, things start to fall apart

 


 


Leila held tightly to Melina’s small
hand. She felt her heart thump in her chest as they drew closer to
the glorious Oceanic steamship. The size of it alone was
breathtaking, but the thought of moving to America was even more
exhilarating. The crowd on the dock began to push ahead as first
class boarding began.

“Stay close to me, Melina,” Leila
insisted. “We need to keep up with your mother and
father.”

“I can’t see them, Miss Spencer,”
Melina whined, “and it smells like fish.” Melina plugged her
nose.

“Don’t worry. Your parents are just
ahead of us. I can see the feather in your mother’s hat moving
forward. It smells like fish here because this is the ocean. We’re
about to board the ship, Melina. Isn’t this exciting?”

Leila pushed through the impatient
crowd and stood behind Melina as Mr. and Mrs. Grant presented their
first class tickets to the man dressed in a white uniform with four
bars on his sleeves. She remembered reading that four bars
indicated the rank of Captain.

“Welcome aboard, Mr. and Mrs. Grant. I
am Captain Nichols. It is our pleasure to serve you.” The captain
helped Mrs. Grant step from the ramp to the ship.

He looked at Melina. “This must be your
lovely daughter.”

“Yes, Captain,” Mr. Grant replied.
“This is our daughter, Melina.” Mr. Grant placed his hand on
Melina’s shoulder.

The captain bent over to look at Melina
in the eyes. “Welcome aboard the Oceanic, Melina.”

When Melina did not reply, Leila gently
tapped her back and whispered, “Say thank you.”

“Thank you,” Melina replied.

The captain smiled and motioned for the
Grants to follow a crewman to show them to their cabin.

Leila followed behind. She was used to
important people talking to the Grants and completely ignoring her
presence. The headmistress at the orphanage taught Leila to be
gracious and silent. She remembered Mistress Smith’s words,
“Governesses are to do their job without need or expectation of
recognition. You are a servant, not an equal. Don’t forget your
role.”

Leila knew that being a governess to a
wealthy family was a blessing. She could just as easily have ended
up on the streets of London once she outgrew the orphanage. But
Mistress Smith recommended her to the Grants and she was grateful
for the opportunity. She had been with them since Melina was newly
born, just over five years. Leila loved Melina as if she were her
own child, though her servant room and mandatory uniform were
constant reminders that she was not a member of the
family.

 


 


It was 1873 and sailing from Liverpool,
England to New York was expected to take ten days to two weeks.
Just a few years before, sailing ships took months to arrive in
America, but with the new steamships, the time of travel was
significantly reduced and with Mr. Grant’s upper class status, the
accommodations were luxurious.

 


 


During the day on the cruise, Mrs.
Grant typically enjoyed some of the luxuries for the elite
passengers such as the spa, the pool or the lounge where other
women would sip tea and gossip. Melina, however, wanted to run and
play – a trait children share in every social class. Leila oversaw
her playtime.

As Mrs. Grant prepared to visit the
pool, she gave Leila her orders for the day.

“Miss Spencer, please see to it that
Melina finishes her lessons before she is allowed to
play.”

“Yes, Madame,” Leila
replied.

“And keep her from playing with any
children from steerage. I don’t want her catching
anything.”

Leila refrained from rolling her eyes.
“Yes, Madame.”

“Have her dressed and ready for dinner
by five-thirty.”

“Yes, Madame.”

As soon as Mrs. Grant left the room,
Melina jumped up and down.

“May I go play now, Miss
Spencer?”

Leila smiled. “You heard your mother --
lessons first, then playtime.”

Melina sighed and pouted.

Leila gave Melina a book. “When you
read this aloud and complete ten math problems, we will go outside
and play.”

Melina began reading and recited most
words without trouble. Leila was proud of her success at such a
young age.

When the lessons concluded, Melina ran
to the deck. She quickly found another little girl her age and made
a friend. They ran off together and Leila watched and laughed. It
warmed her heart to see Melina play like other little girls instead
of always needing to be proper and act like a small
adult.

Leila could see from the girl’s clothes
that she was a third class passenger. But Melina was having so much
fun, she couldn’t see the harm in letting her play for a little
while. Leila learned that Melina’s friend’s name was Julia. She was
sweet and kind and shared what she had. As far as Leila could see,
Julia was a good influence on Melina. After a few days, Melina was
more respectful and gracious with Leila. It was nice to see that
kindness was contagious.

 


 


On the fifth day of the cruise, Leila
noticed Julia was coughing quite a bit.

“Julia, are you alright?” Leila
asked.

Julia coughed again. “Yes, my mother
said it was just the sea air.”

Leila nodded but couldn’t shake her
warning from Mrs. Grant to not let Melina catch
anything.

Julia coughed again and didn’t stop for
several minutes. Her cough was deep and rough. Leila gently put her
hand on Julia’s back and stroked her hair.

“Do you need some water,” Leila
asked.

Julia lifted her hand to her mouth and
coughed into it. When she finally caught her breath, she showed
Leila her hand. Leila’s heart sank when she saw blood.

“Oh, Julia, You need to go show your
mama.” Leila put her hand on Julia’s forehead. She was hot. Leila
gave Julia a small hug. Julia looked up at Leila as if she knew it
was a bad sign.

“Goodbye, Melina,” Julia said as she
waved.

Leila saw Melina’s countenance shift
from pure joy to sadness as Julia left.

“Is Julia sick, Miss
Spencer?”

“Yes, I’m afraid she is. Now we need to
make sure you don’t get sick, so you won’t be allowed to play with
Julia anymore, alright?”

Melina’s lips curved downward and
trembled. “Alright.”

 


 


Leila watched Melina closely over the
next few days. She showed no symptoms of being sick. Leila prayed
that God would protect her.

Twelve days after they left Liverpool,
the Oceanic arrived in New York.

Leila sat on the bed next to Melina.
“It’s time to get up, Melina. The ship is docking. We’ll be getting
off soon.”

Melina slowly opened her eyes. “Are we
in America?”

Leila nodded. “Yes, we are. Are you
ready for your new adventure?”

Melina closed her eyes again. “I don’t
feel good.”

Leila held her hand to Melina’s
forehead. It was very warm.

“Take a deep breath for me,
Melina.”

Melina breathed in deeply and
coughed.

Leila’s heart sank. “Alright, you may
sleep a little longer.”

Melina rolled over and coughed
again.

Leila knocked on Mr. and Mrs. Grant’s
cabin door. They invited her in and she explained Melina’s coughing
and fever and told her about her few days of play with Julia and
her coughing up blood.

Mrs. Grant’s face hardened. “I told you
not to let her play with any of those filthy children from
steerage.”

Leila stared at the floor and listened
to Mrs. Grant’s rage. She knew she deserved it. Mostly, she hoped
Melina could get help and possibly get better.

Mr. Grant called the ship’s doctor and
he came to the room to examine Melina.

He stood up slowly. “Her symptoms
indicate she may be infected with Tuberculosis.”

Mrs. Grant buried her head in Mr.
Grant’s shoulder and began to cry. Mr. Grant put his arm around
her.

“What’s wrong, Mum?” Melina coughed
again for several minutes and lay back down, looking
exhausted.

Once Melina fell asleep, Mrs. Grant
pulled Leila by the arm and dragged her out of the cabin into the
hall. “How dare you disobey me. My child may die because of your
lack of discernment!”

Her voice faltered as her emotion
escalated. She cleared her throat and raised her head. “You are
dismissed effective immediately, Leila Spencer. I hope I never see
you again!”

Mrs. Grant opened and slammed the cabin
door behind her.

Leila stood in the hallway, shocked at
the turn of events. Moments ago she was expecting to start a new
adventure and now, she was all alone with no money in a strange new
world.

Mr. Grant softly opened and closed the
cabin door. He approached Leila and handed her an envelope. “There
is enough money here for your passage back to England if you
choose. Godspeed, Miss Spencer.”

Leila nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Grant. I
will pray for Melina and for you.”

Mr. Grant nodded back and returned to
the cabin. Leila held on to the envelope, walked up to the deck,
and watched the ship dock. Two hours later, she walked down the
ramp to the dock and stepped onto the streets of New York
City.

 


 


Daniel leaned back in the saloon chair
and slowly spread his hand of cards, showing one card at a time –
five of spades, six of spades… that got his attention. He sat up
straighter… four of spades, eight of spades. If this next card was
a seven of spades that meant a straight flush and nothing would
beat that, other than a royal flush and the chances of that were
very slim.

His heart beat faster as he looked at
the last card – five of hearts. He concentrated on keeping a
straight face so his opponents would have no idea how he felt about
his hand. He took the five of hearts and gave it to the dealer,
Manuel Garcia. Manuel slid over one new card from the
deck.

Daniel closed his eyes in anticipation.
If this was a seven of spades, his life was about to change. He
opened his eyes as he flipped the card over. This just became real;
he was holding seven of spades – a straight flush.

God must be smiling on him
tonight.

Daniel looked at the man sitting
directly across from him – George Wade. Mr. Wade was the local boss
of Grand Canyon Cattle Company in the northern strip of Arizona. He
lived in a two-story home on thousands of acres of prosperous
grazing land. Daniel and his buddies were cowhands for Mr. Wade and
they shared one small pathetic shack with no options to build a
home or buy land nearby.

George Wade knew nothing about cattle
or horses. He was a rich, Yankee son-of-a-gun who was given
position and land in the Arizona territory for his supposed
achievements in the War Between the States. Daniel figured he
really was just the son of a wealthy man who appointed him as an
officer and fabricated his so-called achievements.

He just didn’t act like a man with
wisdom or bravery. There were so many times Daniel wanted to
strangle him and wipe that smile right off of his face with his
uppity attitude and expectations. Most of the time, Daniel had to
just follow orders to get a paycheck. But tonight, right here and
right now, he had a chance to take everything from that cocky
know-it-all pansy.

Mr. Wade tapped his fingers on the
table. That was his tell. Daniel knew from playing and losing many
games in the past, that when George Wade tapped his fingers, he had
a good hand. The game was on. Daniel would wage his entire
paycheck, all his savings and anything else he could think of to
get George to bet his ranch. He was cocky and stupid enough to do
it if Daniel played it right.

The game continued as three of the men
folded and only Daniel and George were left. The stakes were
already high with over one hundred dollars in the pot.

George laughed, “I think your whiskey
is clouding your judgment, Daniel Fletcher. You must have your life
savings here on this table.”

Daniel acted drunker than he actually
was in order to throw George off. He slammed his hand on the table
and laughed hysterically. “You may be right about that, Mr. Wade. I
have been known to do stupid things with whiskey by my
side.”

A crowd began to form around their
table.

“In that case, I’ll raise you another
dollar.” George tossed a dollar coin onto the table.

Daniel’s friend, Billy, tapped Daniel
on the shoulder. “Maybe it’s time to call it quits,
Danny.”

Danny stared into George’s eyes. The
only way to get this guy to bet more than money was to appeal to
his over-grown ego.

Daniel spoke loudly so everyone in the
saloon would hear. “Maybe I should call it quits, Billy. I probably
should. But I’ll tell you what, Mr. Wade -- with all of these
people as my witnesses, I will wage that I will bring you a herd of
wild horses and I will break them for you, if you put up your ranch
for this hand.”

Billy put his hand on his head while
the rest of the cowboys hollered in delight.

George Wade raised his eyebrows.
Everyone there could vouch for Daniel’s ability to capture wild
horses. He did it for the southern army many times. A born Texan,
he had plenty of experience with herding and breaking wild horses.
He knew George Wade knew this too.

The only reason he hadn’t done it yet
in Arizona was that he didn’t own any land to put them on. He had
been saving his pennies to purchase land. At his current rate of
pay, it would take years to save enough, but tonight, he knew it
was all going to happen.

George looked at his cards again. He
looked at Daniel. Daniel drank another gulp from his bottle of
whiskey just to make George think he was not thinking clearly.
George tilted his head and squinted his eyes like he did when he
thought he was about to win. “Very well. These men are witnesses to
your bet and to my agreement. My ranch
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