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Lily Wright had always been the very definition of a ragamuffin. Homeless and orphaned from a young age, Lily had been taken in by the local nuns of a relatively unknown parish in the heart of New York City. Seeing as it was deep in the heart of the nineteenth century, orphans were cared for by the church if they had no living family to speak of. Lily had been an only child and had no memories of any family beyond her mother and father.

Lily had never been adopted by a family as she had seen the rest of the girls around her experience. Instead, Lily devoted her time to being a nun... at least for the time-being. In her heart, Lily knew she would move out west where she had heard the stories of great adventures and plenty of men to choose a husband from. Lily was every bit a hopeless romantic and would buy literature that the Sisters considered contraband and keep it hidden in a box under her bed. 

Lily didn’t tell a soul about the box; the first and only time she did, the girl she thought was her friend told Sister Marie and the next thing she knew, all of her hard-earned money was burned in the fireplace. It was a long time before Lily even dared to use her money to purchase more literature, but she had learned the hard way what was best. She wasn’t about to make the same mistake twice.

Now that Lily was eighteen, she had a choice to make: stay at the parish and become a full nun, or move out west and work as a waitress in the new Fred Harvey restaurants. Lily had seen the advertisement in a newspaper that she had purchased recently: 

“Wanted: Young women, 18 to 30 years of age, of good character, attractive and intelligent, as waitresses in Harvey Eating Houses in the West. Good wages, with room and meals furnished.”

Lily wasn’t sure if she was attractive or intelligent, but she had decided to keep the option open in case she didn’t want to be a nun. Becoming a nun seemed fine when that was the only living she had ever known, but Lily wanted something different and she was ready to try her hand at a new life.

Lily approached Sister Marie a few days before she was set to leave.

“Sister Marie, I’m leaving to become a waitress for Mr. Fred Harvey.”

“Do you think that’s wise for you, Lily?” 

Lily sighed. She knew that telling the only person who had been anything like a mother to her would be hard.

“I just... want to experience new things. At least I’m not becoming a call girl.”

Sister Marie glared at Lily for a long moment. 

“Never compare anything you are about to do with something worse,” the nun warned. “If it’s something you feel as though you are being called by the Lord to do, it doesn’t matter if it’s better or worse than something else. It’s what you are supposed to do.”

Lily nodded sheepishly.

“I bless you, my child. You will do well at anything you set your heart on so long as you remember who you are in your Heavenly Father.”

The two women embraced and cried for a while before Lily finally pulled herself away from the only mother she had known. Leaving would be hard, but it was what Lily knew she needed to do.

When Lily responded to the advertisement, she had received a letter with money to pay for her travel expenses. Forthwith, Lily purchased a ticket to Florence, Kansas, and made preparations to leave. The travel was easy and short since most railroads led to Kansas City or somewhere close. Lily only had to change trains twice to arrive at Florence within a week’s time.

The restaurant wasn’t hard to find since it was in the depot, but Lily wondered if she had the wrong address. All Lily could see were men working.

I thought this was a job for women, she thought absently.

She checked the advertisement again and realized she would be traveling further west, but not until she was properly trained. Lily breathed a small sigh of relief just as a woman not much older than her walked up and stood next to her, also puzzling over the situation.

“Are you here in response to the advertisement?” Lily asked the woman.

The young blonde looked over at Lily and gave a small nod. She didn’t seem to be in a talking mood, but that had never stopped Lily before; she wasn’t about to change that.

“I wonder what it’s going to be like as we get further west. Have you ever been?”

The woman looked at Lily, gave a loud sigh and answered the question as if it physically hurt to talk to strangers.

“I’m not here to make friends. If you want someone to chat with, I suggest finding a husband.”

The woman walked off in the direction of what appeared to be the kitchen. Lily didn’t have anything else to do and none of the waiters had come to see what she needed, so she followed the woman.

“Hello,” the blonde called. “To whom do I talk with about a job?”

An older man with a handlebar mustache and a mostly bald head appeared almost instantly and looked at both women.

“Are you here for the advertisement?”

They both nodded.

“Come with me.”

The two women followed the man into the kitchen and to the back of the store where an older woman was giving some directions to a few young women.

“Clarissa.”

The woman turned around and saw Lily and the other woman before actually looking at the man, whom Lily assumed was the woman’s husband.

“These women are here because of the advertisement.”

“Give them a room and a uniform. We’ll start them out in the morning.”

Without another word, the man turned and walked in the opposite direction they had come. Despite any differences Lily and the blonde had previously, they looked at each with the same puzzled look and followed the little man into a different area of the restaurant. Except it wasn’t a restaurant anymore, it was like a hotel.

“One of you takes this room,” the man pointed at the first room they came upon, “and the other one will take the room next to it. If you have any questions, my name is Mark. Be in the kitchen tomorrow morning at eight o’clock.”

Mark turned and walked off. The two women looked at each other again before Lily asked the other woman which room she wanted. The blonde chose the first room and finally introduced herself as Lizzy.

“My name is Lily.”

“Well, here’s to hoping they don't think we’re sisters for the rest of forever.”

With that, Lizzy was gone for the night.

Now that Lily had had a little taste of what it was like, she wasn’t sure she wanted to stay. 

Was everyone as rude as Lizzy? Why were there still men working in the restaurant? Was training going to be hard? Were Lily and Lizzy going to be staying at this restaurant, or would they move? How would they get there?

Lily finally had to convince herself to get to sleep since she had to be back in the kitchen early in the morning.

Over the course of the next few weeks, Lily and Lizzy learned the ins and outs of what was required in a Fred Harvey restaurant... and they weren’t the only ones. Within a day of their arrival, at least ten other women showed up.

“Glad we showed up when we did,” Lizzy mentioned.

Although Lizzy still treated Lily coldly, Lily noticed that Lizzy seemed to warm up to her more quickly than the other women who showed up on the following days. Soon Lily and Lizzy were showing new recruits what to do since they were among the first to work there and that seemed to help with Lily and Lizzy’s relationship.

The amount of business in the restaurant seemed to be the same no matter what time of day it was: morning, noon, or night, it was always busy. Over the course of a month, Lily began to notice who the regular patrons were and who were the ones that were simply passing through on their way west. If there was one thing Lily noticed, it was that rarely was there anyone going west to east; they all seemed to be going west. And most of them were women promised to a man.

Lily knew that she had to be single to be a Harvey Girl, but she discovered as she saw more and more young women promised to men that she wanted someone to love. And then the answer to her prayers walked in.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” the dark-haired, scruffy-looking man said. “Do you think you’d be able to help me?”

“Of course, sir. What do you need?”

“Well, I’m lookin’ all around me and realized that a pretty face like yours shouldn’t still be here. Do you wanna make something out of it?”

Lily had never been directly asked to go steady with someone, but something told her that wasn’t the way things were done. Before she figured out what she had done, she nodded and smiled at the man.

“Great,” he smiled. “Name’s Patrick Holden. I’ll pick you up tonight after your shift and we can make a date of it all.”

Before Lily had a chance to respond, the scruffy-looking man was gone. 

“What was that?” Lizzy asked when she saw the look on Lily’s face.

“I think I have a date tonight.”

After a long afternoon of questions from Lizzy and making sure she could get the evening off, Lily was finally able to pull herself away from the busy restaurant to prepare for her date with the mysterious Patrick Holden. Lily kept wondering how Patrick was going to know if she was done with her shift, but he showed up less than an hour after she finished. It had given her just enough time to get ready... Lily tried not to read too much into that coincidence. Her job wasn’t exactly low-profile.

“Good evening, ma’am,” Patrick said with the tip of his hat as he stood outside Lily’s apartment room door. Patrick extended his bent arm to Lily who graciously put her hand inside the crook of Patrick’s elbow before turning to close her door. 

“Where are we going tonight?” Lily asked as they walked outside and toward a carriage she didn’t realize Patrick owned, complete with a driver.

“Somewhere very special to me.”

Lily looked at Patrick, hoping to get some kind of reaction, but he seemed lost in his own thoughts as they climbed aboard the carriage and the driver took off toward the west end of town. They were approaching the edge of town when Patrick snapped out of his introspection and immediately began speaking, smiling as he did so.

“Well my dear, I do apologize. I hope your ride to this... unfamiliar side of town isn’t too disconcerting.”

Lily wanted to respond by saying that Patrick had left her here in a carriage all by herself even though he had never left her side, but chose not to say those things.

“It’s been lovely,” Lily simply stated with a small smile, doing her best to hide the disappointment in her voice.

Patrick either didn’t notice or didn’t care because he quickly jumped into a new thought.

“So where are you from?”

The man who had seemed so laid back and put together suddenly seemed very interested in Lily’s past life. Not that Lily had anything to hide, but she didn’t think she was going to have to answer questions about herself on the first date.

“Well,” Lily began cautiously. “I moved here from New York City in the hopes of eventually finding and marrying a wonderful man and moving out further west to see the sights out there.”

“Florence, Kansas, ain’t good enough for ya?” Patrick’s country twang came out as he seemed to be ruffled by Lily’s comment.

“No, it’s not that. It’s just that Kansas isn’t the farthest I can go. What about California, Arizona, or Utah? I want to see as much as I can. Besides, there’s no telling that you’re the wonderful man I’m meant to meet.”

Lily tried batting her eyelashes as she had seen Lizzy do when the other waitress would flirt with certain travelers at the restaurant. Patrick only shook his head.

“You’re somethin’ else,” he finally said as they pulled up to a nice looking home with a manicured yard in the front and a fence blocking off the view of the back.

“This is where you live?” Lily asked.

Patrick nodded.

“It was my folks’ before they moved into something nicer on the other side of town. It’s not much, but it’s what I call home.”

Lily took in the humble-looking abode. It was a single story, but had been well-kept throughout the years that it had been lived in. Lily could tell that Patrick wasted nothing on making sure his little house was the nicest on the street.

“You now own this house?” Lily asked.

“Yes, ma’am. Paid for it with my own hard-earned money.”

As they walked in the house, the driver took off with the carriage, turning the corner and disappearing from sight.

“Where are your horses kept?”

Lily noticed that even though the back yard was blocked from view, it wasn’t big enough to hold one, let alone two, horses.

“Oh, they’re kept down the road a ways in a stable.”

Patrick seemed a little quick with his answer and Lily was beginning to wonder if there might be something that he was hiding from her. Lily chose not to address it just now as they hadn’t even entered the house. As soon as they did, Lily could tell that someone had taken great pains to make sure the house looked tidy.

“Is your house always this well-kept?”

“Heh, no...” Patrick seemed as taken aback as Lily about the whole situation and before she could stop herself she had turned and finally said what was on her mind.

“Is there something you’re not telling me? You’ve been very squeamish since you picked me up and have been dodgy ever since you picked me up. I’m not going another step into you tell me what’s going on.”

“There you are!”

Lily jumped at the new voice and turned to see a short pudgy woman moving swiftly toward them.

“Miss Martha has been looking everywhere for you and demands to know where you’ve been!”

“Me? I—”

“Not you, dear. I’m talking to the lug-headed lumberjack that brought you here.”

Lily wasn’t sure what to make of the insult but decided to keep quiet until she could find out what was going on. It took Patrick a full minute for his face to regain color and with it, his voice.

“I’ve been out,” Patrick replied almost stupidly.

“Well, Miss Martha’s not gonna be happy with you. Who is this woman you brought with you?”

The woman finally turned and looked at Lily for the first time since they had walked in the door.

“My name is Lily Wright, ma’am,” Lily tried to address the woman as strongly as possible.

“Well Miss Wright, if you were hoping to be in a relationship with this man you can forget it. He’s promised to another as of this very night.”

Lily looked at Patrick for some explanation, but he seemed as confused as she.

“How did you not know this?” Lily narrowed her eyes at Patrick. “I trusted you, and all this time you’ve already had someone in the wings in case this didn’t turn out?”

Patrick started to defend himself, but Lily didn’t care. She took off down the same road they had just traveled until she was far enough away to wave a carriage down to pick her up and take her back to Mr. Harvey’s.

This whole mess is my fault. Maybe Lizzy was right to be so unsure about him.

Lily wasn’t sure she would be able to stay in Florence knowing that she could run into Patrick at any moment. As soon as she returned, she knocked on Lizzy’s door which promptly opened as a disheveled Lizzy stood there.

“What?”

“Can we talk?”

Lizzy scoffed, but eventually moved out of the doorway and let Lily inside.

“What happened to your date?”

“He’s promised to another.”

Immediately Lily started crying. Lizzy came and sat down next her on the bed.

“There, there,” Lizzy put her hand on Lily’s shoulder, trying her best to be sympathetic. “Maybe you and I just weren’t meant to have a husband.”

That caused Lily to cry even more.

“But that’s all I’ve ever wanted!”

“Oh, uh...”

Lily put her head on Lizzy’s shoulder and Lizzy finally held her until Lily stopped crying.

“I’m going to bed now,” Lily declared as she stood and began walking toward the door.

“Are you sure? You can stay with me for the night.”

Lily stopped and looked at Lizzy.

“You’d let me stay with you tonight?”

“Misery loves company... and I’ve experienced my own kind of heartbreak. It’s best that you don't experience it alone.”

Lizzy smiled. Lily sat on the edge of the bed and before she knew it, it was morning and Lizzy was busily getting ready for work.

“I fell asleep?”

“I’ve never seen anyone pass out and wake up the next morning looking so confused. Not even a drunk person,” Lizzy commented as she put her hair up with some pins.

“I think I know what I’m going to do about Patrick.”

“And so lucid.” Lizzy added to her list of traits for Lily.

“I’m going to move away.”

Lizzy turned and looked Lily in the eye.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“It’s probably the best idea. Florence is too small and I don't want to run into Patrick or anyone even remotely related to him.”

Lizzy turned back to the mirror she had been using and gave her hair one last look before heading toward the door.

“Well, you’ve got twenty minutes before your shift starts, so whatever you’re going to do, you need to decide quickly.”

Lizzy left as Lily sat there for a few moments contemplating what she should do. Finally she sighed, got up, and having decided to talk to Clarissa, moved toward the door.

As soon as Lily made it to Clarissa’s office, she wondered if she was in the right place.

I only need to let them know that I’m moving to a different restaurant, she tried to convince herself. It’s not as though I’m quitting altogether.

Lily had decided since there were other Fred Harvey restaurants, she would simply move to an area where there’s another restaurant and keep making a living there.

Clarissa saw Lily approaching and waved her inside. The older woman smiled gently and seemed to know that Lily was troubled.

“What’s troubling you, dear?”

Clarissa pointed to a chair, which eased the storm now raging in Lily by forcing her to sit.

“Well, I met a guy who, over the past few days has been doing everything right to woo me. Except, I just found out last night that he’s promised to another and now I want to be as far away from his as I can.”

Clarissa smiled wide.

“Of course, my dear. Did you still want to work at a Harvey restaurant?”

“Oh yes, please!” Lily was so relieved at how well this conversation was going. “I thought it would be much harder than this.”

“You’re not the first one to come to me asking to be transferred because of a man. Though most of them ask if they can still work and be married, but Mr. Harvey only wants single women right now.”

Lily nodded, unsure why Clarissa told her that, but grateful that moving wouldn’t be so hard now.

“How would you like to go to Arizona? Mr. Harvey fired his waiters out there a few weeks ago and is struggling to train the women. You caught onto the principles of what needs to happen very quickly and I will send you with the highest recommendation.”

“Oh, you will?” Lily couldn’t help but grin at the wonderful news.

Clarissa laughed as she stood and Lily followed suit.

“Now, go get your belongings and meet me at the train station in one hour.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Lily was ecstatic with how easily that conversation had gone was glad that she would finally be leaving from under the shadow of Patrick Holden. Lily didn’t have many belongings so she chose to go say good-bye to Lizzy first.

“You’re leaving?”

Lizzy seemed less excited than Lily.

“Yes, isn’t it exciting? I get to see new things and meet new people!”

“What about your old friends? Lily, I don't know if I can do this without you.”

Lily took Lizzy by the hands.

“Lizzy, you are one of the strongest women I’ve ever met and I am proud to call you my friend. Nothing, not even my moving, will ever change that.”

Lizzy smiled and the two friends hugged before Lily had to hurry off to pack what few belongings she had.

Less than an hour later, Lily met Clarissa at the train station and the older woman promptly handed Lily a train ticket.

“This is a one-way ticket. If you go now, there is no turning back.”

Lily nodded slowly.

“Thank you for everything.”

“No my dear, thank you.”

Clarissa pulled Lily into a tight hug and then it was time to board. Lily was glad that someone was there to see her off and waited until she could no longer see Clarissa standing on the platform before she turned in her seat and set her mind on what was coming.

––––––––

Edward Robinson was the kind of man that wouldn’t let anyone suffer if he could help it. Most days he had to remind himself why he was so nice in that way. This day was not the exception as Charlie, the oldest of his sister’s children, attempted to climb the roof and subsequently jump off with a set of “wings” he had made from collected chicken feathers, long sticks, and tree sap used as glue.

Edward had to give the children some points for finding any trees in a place as dry and arid as Arizona, but at the moment he was more concerned that they might all fall to premature deaths.

“Charles Edward Robinson!”

All three of the children immediately stopped and looked at him.

“Come down from there this instant. Dinner is on the table and it’s getting cold.”

Edward was glad that it wasn’t a lie this time. Last time he had said that and after the children discovered that wasn’t the case, they took off and soon after were having a visit from the doctor because of a sprained ankle.

Charlie climbed down from the house while the two younger siblings, John and Kathryn ran inside to wash up. Edward walked up to Charlie and clapped him on the shoulder.

“You know, it’s not that I don't think your inventions and ideas aren’t impressive, I just want to live to see you be an old man.”

Edward winked as Charlie pulled off his wings and chuckled.

“Well, one of these days I’m gonna figure out how to fly. And when I do, I want you to be there.”

Charlie looked up at Edward and for a second, he forgot that Charlie wasn’t his son. The boy had the same dark hair and bright green eyes and his personality was very similar to Edward’s. Edward understood in that moment why his sister Bethany gave Charlie her brother’s middle name.

“Go wash up.”

After the children had gone to bed, Edward stayed up late and contemplated his situation. He had only been watching his sister’s children for about six months since both she and her husband were killed by Indians on their way to the next town. Edward had never really been able to cope with the loss because he needed to help the children through their grief. Charlie was ten years old and he was always the instigator among his siblings. Mary was the second oldest at eight years old and James was five, and they looked up to their big brother like no other younger siblings Edward


























































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





