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Faith, Favor, and Restoration

In the name of Jesus Christ, I declare that God is the One who gives life to the dead and calls those things that are not as though they were (Romans 4:17). Therefore I believe that what God has promised will come into existence and be established according to His will.

When the Lord moves, systems and obstacles are shaken (Isaiah 19:1–2). Every barrier, resistance, and opposition loses its strength before Him.

The Lord goes before me and makes crooked places straight. He breaks gates of bronze and cuts through bars of iron (Isaiah 45:2–3). Every barrier that stands in the way of God’s purpose is removed.

I declare that no weapon formed against me will prosper (Isaiah 54:17). The work that God has begun will be protected and established by His power.

The Spirit of the Lord gives wisdom, understanding, counsel, and strength (Isaiah 11:2; Proverbs 8:14). God guides my decisions and directs my steps with divine wisdom.

The Lord lifts up the light of His countenance upon me (Psalm 4:6). His favor shines upon my life and upon the work He has given me to do.

God restores what was broken and rebuilds what was once devastated (Isaiah 61:4). What seemed lost will be renewed and strengthened according to His promise.

The appointed time of favor has come (Psalm 102:13). God arises to show mercy and bring progress where there was waiting.

The hearts of leaders and decision-makers are in the hand of the Lord, and He directs them according to His will (Proverbs 21:1).

With God all things are possible (Mark 10:27). His light rises and shines upon the work He has established (Isaiah 60:1).

Therefore I walk forward in faith, wisdom, and confidence, trusting that the Lord will complete the work He has begun and that His purposes will stand.

In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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Preface – A Time of Abandonment and Mercy

The 1880s and 1890s were years of dust, distance, and desperate choices.
The West promised freedom, but freedom often came at a terrible cost.
Families pushed across the plains with more hope than money, more dreams than bread.
Fathers worked rail lines or cattle drives and sometimes never returned.
Mothers bore children in sod houses and prayed the fever would pass.
When droughts came, or grasshoppers stripped the fields bare, it was often the youngest who suffered first.
No mother ever wanted to lay her child in a basket and walk away.
But hunger and heartbreak made even the faithful tremble.
If a baby was left near a church or a boardinghouse, it was not always because she was unwanted — it was because someone believed that somewhere a heart would be soft enough to keep her alive.
The railroads and orphan trains carried hundreds of abandoned or orphaned children across America.
Some were truly without parents — victims of war, disease, or childbirth gone wrong.
Others were left because poverty left no other path.
The belief was simple and brutal: “A living child with strangers is better than a starving child at home.” Small communities became lifelines of compassion.
Women who had little gave much.
They turned their own homes into makeshift orphanages, nursed the sick, and prayed over the unwanted.
Churches took in children by the dozen. Farmers shared milk. Midwives delivered babies into the arms of strangers who would become family by faith, not blood.And through it all, the Scriptures became the law of mercy.
“Pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father is this — to visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction.” (James 1:27)It was in that same spirit that five women — strangers turned sisters — stepped off a derailed train and built something holy out of the broken.
They did not know that the prairie would soon echo with the laughter of children from every nation and color.
They did not know they were building an ark on dry land.
They only knew that love could not wait for ideal circumstances.
Love had to act.
In those days, adoption was not a legal process first — it was a calling.
It was the quiet courage to say, “You will not die forgotten.”
Women with little more than faith opened their arms wide enough to shelter the world.
That is how The Gathering was born — not from ease, but from the ache of a generation that refused to look away.
And the story that follows is their testimony:
A story of biscuits and blessings, of tears and laughter, of five women who proved that mercy was still possible on the raw edge of civilization.
For in a time when abandonment was common, God made adoption holy.

The Ladies of The Fifth Etiquette

1. Miss Florence Mayweather (Age 30)

The unofficial leader and self-proclaimed visionary of the group, Florence carried herself as if she had been born to chair teas and charm dignitaries.

Born the daughter of a Cleveland pastor and a seamstress, Florence had grown up surrounded by books, bread dough, and biblical conversation. By thirty, she had earned certifications in baking, home economics, and etiquette instruction — and she wore each as a crown. Her motto was simple: “A lady may not have riches, but she must never lack refinement.”

Florence believed deeply that the Lord had called her to shape the West with grace and good manners. While others might swing hammers and herd cattle, Florence intended to teach the women of Kansas how to hold a teacup properly while balancing ambition in their hearts. She had an eye for presentation — whether in pastries or people — and a sharp wit that often startled those who assumed her soft features meant softness of thought. Beneath her polished composure beat a heart ready for adventure — preferably one wearing a tailored coat and holding a bank draft.

2. Miss Naomi Two Feathers (Age 28)

Naomi was quiet strength wrapped in grace. Born to a Cherokee mother and a traveling herbalist father in Oklahoma Territory, she had been raised among the aromas of sage, mint, and lavender. Her people taught her that healing was not just what one gave with hands, but what one spoke with words.

When she came to Oberlin, she had already mastered herbal medicines, candle making, and planting techniques that put her instructors to shame. Her laughter was rare but radiant; when it came, it filled rooms like sunlight through lace curtains.

Naomi often said little, but when she prayed, everyone listened. She believed that God’s humor was hidden in creation — that laughter was medicine, and that perhaps, if she baked enough herb biscuits, one of those rich Kansas men would be healed of loneliness forever.

Her dream was to open “Two Feathers Tea & Remedies,” a little shop where weary pioneers could sip chamomile and find both peace and peppermint.

3. Miss Clara Belle Sutton (Age 29)

Clara Belle was the spark that lit every dull conversation and the cause of many repressed giggles during lessons on posture and poise.

She had been raised in a bustling home in Pittsburgh, where her father worked in the steel mills and her mother ran a boardinghouse that smelled perpetually of starch and roast beef. Clara Belle had seen plenty of men — tired, loud, and entirely unrefined — and vowed to marry one who at least knew the difference between a soup spoon and a shovel.

At Oberlin, she was top of her class in sewing, soap making, and cleaning organization, which she proudly declared “the foundation of civilization.” She could fold linens like a hymn and scrub brass until it reflected conviction itself.

Her wit was quick, her hips were generous, and her heart was determined. She was sure Kansas would yield both business opportunities and perhaps one respectable man with fine handwriting and sturdy shoulders.

Her dream was to open “Sutton’s Sewing & Soap Society,” where she planned to sell both gowns and gossip — the clean kind only.

4. Miss Josephine “Josie” Whitaker (Age 26)

The youngest of the group, Josie was a whirlwind of joy, optimism, and accidental chaos. She had a way of turning disasters into lessons and lessons into laughter.

Raised on the outskirts of Cincinnati by a widowed nurse, Josie had grown up tending to the sick and learning first aid, cooking, and household management before she learned long division. She came to Oberlin hoping to become more refined, but what she gained instead was faith — the kind that prayed over everything from broken hearts to burnt biscuits.

Her voice was bright, her curls untamable, and her tongue occasionally faster than her thinking. Josie loved to say, “If God can raise bread, He can raise a husband too.”

Her dream was to open “The First Aid Café,” a place where food and faith met to heal the body and soul — a mix of kitchen, clinic, and comedy all under one roof.

5. Miss Beatrice Dunlap (Age 27)

Beatrice was the steady anchor of the group, serious on the surface but with humor that rolled out unexpectedly like soft thunder.

Born to a family of farmers near Dayton, Ohio, Beatrice had grown up with dirt under her nails and dreams above her station. Her father’s passing had left her with land she couldn’t manage alone, so she sold it, studied planting, home economics, and soap making, and vowed to build something new out west.

Beatrice was tall, soft-spoken, and plus-sized in all the right ways — or as she liked to joke, “I’m not heavy, I’m heavenly compacted.” She quoted Scripture more than she spoke opinion, believing that every challenge could be met with a verse and a well-kneaded loaf of bread.

Her goal was to open “Heaven’s Hearth Bakery & Farm Shop,” where she planned to sell loaves of every kind — wheat, rye, and encouragement.

Buttercup Franklin sat nearest the window, her gloved fingers smoothing the folds of her travel dress, her smile steady and unashamed. Born and raised in the bustling heart of St. Louis, Buttercup was the daughter of a respected midwife and a piano teacher who had always insisted that grace was not a color but a calling.

Her skin was a warm mocha tone, her laughter rich like brown sugar, and her presence impossible to miss. She had been nicknamed Buttercup at Oberlin by Florence herself—because, as Florence once declared in the middle of a luncheon, “Even her frown feels like sunshine.”

Buttercup was proud of that. She had come through life’s storms with humor as her umbrella. Though she had faced whispers and sideways glances from some who believed the finishing school was not meant for women of her hue, she rose above it with the quiet conviction that God had made her on purpose and for purpose.

When she prayed, her voice carried the rhythm of old hymns sung by tired hands and hopeful hearts. And when she laughed, the entire car seemed to join her in a joy they didn’t know they needed.

She was the group’s spiritual center—calm when others fretted, steady when others flustered, and quick to remind them,

“Honey, the Lord didn’t bring us all this way to drop us in a ditch.
If He can part the Red Sea, He can surely part a railroad schedule.”
Refinement on the Rails

As the train rolled farther west, Florence fussed over their travel itinerary, Beatrice sketched possible shopfront layouts on a napkin, and Josie fluttered between excitement and panic about whether Kansas had running water.

“Of course, it has running water,” Clara Belle said, rolling her eyes. “It’s called a river.”

“Yes, but does it run near our acres?” Josie countered. “Because I don’t intend to bathe in a bucket more than once a week—twice if I marry rich.”

The car erupted in laughter, loud enough to make the conductor peek in and shake his head.

Buttercup dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief. “Josie, you’ll scare every eligible bachelor from Kansas City to Topeka.”

“Then the one who stays,” Florence replied primly, “will be ordained by Heaven.”

Dreams Along the Line

They spent hours sketching their futures—five acres, five businesses, one shared mission: to show that refinement, faith, and prosperity could thrive even on the frontier.

The Etiquette Five – Ethnicity Overview 

	Florence Mayweather – White (Cleveland, Ohio)
Pastor’s daughter with refined upbringing, natural leader, and instructor of etiquette and baking.

	Buttercup Franklin – African American (St. Louis, Missouri)
Warm-hearted herbalist and midwife’s daughter, radiant faith, known for humor and spiritual depth.

	Clara Belle Sutton – White (Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania)
Cheerful, outspoken homemaker from a working-class family, expert in sewing, soap making, and organization.

	Sundrop Feather Head – Native American (Cherokee–Creek heritage, from Oklahoma Territory)
Serene, wise, and observant; gifted in planting, herbs, candle making, and spiritual discernment; often sees signs of God’s hand in nature.

	Josephine “Josie” Whitaker – Asian-American (Cincinnati, Ohio)
Daughter of a widowed nurse of Chinese and Irish heritage, lively, witty, and devoted to healing through food.


Between giggles and plans, they opened Florence’s worn Bible to Proverbs 16:3:

“Commit thy works unto the Lord, and thy thoughts shall be established.”

Each lady placed her gloved hand upon the open page and repeated the verse together. The moment felt holy—and a little mischievous—for they were daring to believe that God Himself delighted in their adventure.

Faith and Forecasts

“Florence,” Buttercup murmured after a quiet pause, “do you really think there’ll be gentlemen in Kansas who can spell the word etiquette?”

Florence smiled serenely. “If not, dear Buttercup, we shall teach them.”
Clara Belle smirked. “And charge tuition.”
Beatrice folded her hands. “Or marry wisely and collect dividends.”
Josie sighed dramatically. “I’ll just settle for one who doesn’t chew with his mouth open and can sing a hymn on key.”
The laughter that followed was loud, ladylike, and contagious.

Prairie Promises

Outside, the plains stretched endlessly—flat, golden, and full of unspoken promise. Herds of cattle flickered in the distance, and the air smelled faintly of wild sage and coal
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