
  
    [image: Flower of the Rockies]
  


  
    
      Flower of the Rockies

      Queen of the Rockies Series Book 4

    

    
      
        Angela Breidenbach

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Gems Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Flower of the Rockies

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        
          Sneak Peek

        

        
          
            Bride of the Rockies

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Dear Reader,

      

      
        Montana Travel Tips

      

      
        Books By Angela Breidenbach

      

      
        Book Clubs

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Flower of the Rockies

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: Flower of the Rockies]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — for example, electronic, photocopy, recording, for personal or commercial purposes — without written permission of the author(s). The only exception is for brief quotations in printed or electronic reviews.

      ISBN eBook: 978-1-957132-01-3

      ISBN 13 Pbk: 978-1-957132-02-0

      ISBN Large Print: 978-1-957132-03-7

      © 2016, 2021 by Angela Breidenbach

      Angela E Breidenbach, LLC

      Published by Gems Books

      Contact for questions and permissions: angela@angelabreidenbach.com

      Breidenbach, Angela

      Flower of the Rockies by Angela Breidenbach

      1. Fiction—Historical 2. Fiction—Religious

      

      This book is a work of fiction set in a real location. Any reference to historical figures, places, or events, whether fictional or actual, is a fictional representation.

      Biblical verses used in this work of fiction are taken from the (RV) Revised Version 1885 and are Public Domain.

      

      Published in the United States of America (Missoula, MT)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise for Angela Breidenbach

          

        

      

    

    
      No one knows the real Emmalee Warren — Just what they want from her. Can she leave her past behind?

      
        
        I am enjoying these books that are teaching me more about Montana through a sweet story. I highly recommend reading the authors notes in the back of the book. It really makes the story come to life. I highly recommend this series. The author has a talent for weaving facts about Montana and this era into a beautiful fiction story.

        — Donna Feyen, MoreThanAReview.com

        

      

      
        
        What a cast of characters! Unveiling Emmalee Warren's hurts and scars drew me into the story and made me want to get to know her more. Then comes Richard Lewis who sees past her past and then gently and patiently shows her her value. With redemption at its core, Flower of the Rockies was a memorable historical romance that touched my heart.

        — Susan G. Mathis, bestselling author of The Thousand Islands Brides Series
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      Flower of the Rockies was an interesting book for me to write because in the brainstorming of the character I realized a parallel existed between my childhood and hers. Emmalee’s illiteracy with letters became an emotional internal struggle for me when I realized she mirrored my illiteracy with people through my childhood and into my early adult years. I’ve set her age in the story at about the same age as I began to understand how to better connect relationally. The analogy deepened my writing experience and connection to her.

      As Miss Emmie, her alter ego, she had a hardened exterior in order to live out the sacrifice for her family in a way she could emotionally handle. But the pain in crossing over into “acceptable” society brought Emmalee face-to-face with her demons. In a similar manner, I had to face mine as I learned to trust others and build deeper friendships rather than hold people off at a distance.

      Different than Emmalee’s situation, I hadn’t learned how to “read” people because of growing up with a mentally ill mother and an alcoholic stepfather. In Emmalee’s world, when her mother died, and her father later disappeared circumstance left her responsible for two younger siblings. In the 1800s, and as a young teen, she had no protection or choice. She could only rely on herself and her limited knowledge of the world. Though not the same situation, the lack of emotional and physical support created a trust and connection problem for me. Writing this story allowed me to show that God uses ALL of our experiences for our good and to create some amazing testimony. We’re able to help others who have experienced life’s unfairness. There’s a beautiful redemption when we can comfort and come alongside people who need support and understanding because we’ve been there and felt the pain, too.

      Sure, no one wants to experience pain. But none of us escape it. I want to use those experiences to spread hope, courage, love, joy, and bring peace to other people who are on similar paths. Finding that the past became a wealth of wisdom changes how I view it and the future. Courage, confidence, and the ability to grow into the person God intends helps me to love that little girl who had to make choices that hurt to survive. I hope in reading Flower of the Rockies, that you’ll be able to view your past hurts as a well of wisdom and come to a beautiful peace that offers others a safe place to rest.
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      Helena, Montana

      June 1894

      

      Infamous.

      She couldn’t walk down a street in town without drawing attention—even fully clothed. No matter that she wore widow’s garb for a year. Longer than most in a town where men outnumbered women since its inception. No matter that she never looked at a man, other than her husband in two years. The men knew who she was, and they stared. Therefore, the women knew, and they ostracized. But they didn’t know she’d just been fleeced by a scoundrel! Would they care if they did?

      Emmalee Warren seethed as the layered ruffles of her cotton skirt swished around her white kid boots like the summer windstorms blowing through the passes. Woe to another man that ever crossed her path! Only one had ever been kind. Unfortunately, every gold-digger within a day’s ride wanted to stake a claim on her, since Charles died in the cave in. Silver mines meant nothing these days. But owning a gold mine… if her past occupation hadn’t already marked her, being the heiress to a working gold mine brought men out like ants to a sugar pile. She didn’t need any of the pests. What she did need, right now, was a good lawyer!

      The grocer’s shop door opened, spilling a youngster and his mama into her path. The woman’s smile flared as she made eye contact.

      Emmalee smiled back.

      “Oh!” And as fleeting, the good woman’s smile faltered. “Quickly son, move quickly.” Her words not even whispered as she snagged his hand and tugged the boy away.

      Emmalee masked her disappointment under the wide brim of the elegant rose covered hat. It’d been the first smile she’d seen in a long time. “Excuse me.” She moved aside, allowing the mother and child to pass onto the sidewalk. Emmalee would not lower herself to treat another poorly. But after attempting for two years to be courteous to respectable folks, what more could she do? No one knew her or bothered, unless they wanted something. No one cared that she wanted a fresh start. That she didn’t want to go back from whence she came.

      The woman covered the little boy’s eyes. “We don’t notice people like that, Erwin.”

      “Why Mama? She’s pretty.” His little brows furrowed. “Why don’t we notice people like that?”

      “Shh, don’t be rude, son.”

      People like that. Emmalee blinked back a sharp sting behind her eyelids. First it had been her body, and now the money and mine her husband left behind. On such a sunny day, the scent of green grass in the breeze off the mountains, her heart suffered a drought near as bad as the Great Plains experienced these last few years. What was it yesterday’s unexpected caller had said as he’d offered the last in a long line of inappropriate proposals?

      “I shore liked the way that lacey dress fit them there bosoms.” The lout’s words beat the same drum she’d heard for years. In what way did any man think lewdness was a compliment?

      She shuddered. Chicago Joe’s Coliseum Theatre promoted that distinctive fashion statement, an all lace dressing gown that clung to her curvaceous figure. Men flocked to see her. She forced the memory away shoving it behind a wall in her mind.

      Emmalee glanced over her shoulder with a pang in her empty womb. What would she have said in the other woman’s place? The mother kept a guiding hand clamped on the boy’s neck, making it impossible for him to sneak a peek at a woman who didn’t deserve to be seen. The cowlick in his caramel brown hair popped between his mother’s gloved fingers.

      No, that kind of persnickety behavior wouldn’t have been a Warren family value. But then Charles Warren’s mother had also been a lady of a certain profession. He’d been sent to the best schools she could afford. He didn’t share a distaste of those less fortunate. A fond smile crossed Emmalee’s lips. She missed the way he’d read the newspaper to her after dinner. Without him, she floated in a disconnected life like a lost soul, not fitting in anywhere anymore.

      Twenty-five. A little too late to wish for a child that wouldn’t be in Emmalee’s future. With no husband, and the doctor’s report, well, she couldn’t wallow there now. She needed a lawyer, not a ridiculous pretense she’d ever have a family that people like her didn’t deserve.

      A one-year marriage couldn’t create respectability or a baby for her husband. Not after being a well-known soiled dove for the most famous madam in Montana, Chicago Joe— the woman Emmalee couldn’t forgive. Josephine had the blessing of owning property and had somehow finagled her way into respectability in Helena’s society — that is until the 1885 ordinance pushed them all into the shadows. If the silver crash hadn’t happened last July, Emmalee might have never been let go from her lease. But Charles struck gold instead of silver. He offered cash for his favorite dalliance in the last bordello left to Chicago Joe. Cash the madam badly needed to settle debts. Cash that freed one popular Miss Emmie, Darling of the Queen City of the Rockies, from an occupation that awarded a lone girl survival in the unforgiving frontier, albeit also the expectation of a shorter lifespan.

      Banking would be much easier if she’d been allowed to get more than a third-grade education. As would reading thick contracts, like the one stuffed in the envelope inside her reticule with the bank statement showing a measly hundred dollars instead of a thousand. How could she know the partner Charles trusted meant to fleece her? How did Chicago Joe succeed when she couldn’t read or write either? But then that was the argument—education. Who needed a seductress that could read and write? Her job skills were more of the… physical nature. Scratching a name was more than enough in her profession. Too bad Miss Emmie couldn’t even do that right!

      A cowboy hooked a double take from his saddle, then reined his gelding into a fast redirection. The roan stamped his front hooves and squealed displeasure before settling into obedience. “Ho there, little lady!” He reined away from a carriage and came back for another pass. “Miss Ellie, I heard you was available agin.”

      She ignored him, walking on. Ellie, for pity’s sake. At least he could have gotten her name right!

      “I jes wanna talk.” He called from nearly the middle of the street.

      Picking up her pace, Emmalee averted her eyes and pressed her lips together at his transparent persistence. She refused to acknowledge the commotion he’d created or the stares from anyone, man or woman. She also refused to be caught in yet another annoying conversation professing undying love from a no-good money-grubber. Even an uneducated woman knew enough to avoid a lout drawing unwanted attention on the street. She switched her parasol into the other hand, blocking the annoyance from view.

      Although some of the men pressing for her affections may have been customers, they were still unwelcome. Miss Emmie had quit that life. To lock away the past, she’d need to sell her home and move away—start over where no one knew Miss Emmie. The padlock on the iron cage around her heart could only be accessed from the inside—the key conveniently buried deep. She’d certainly learned that while under Chicago Joe’s tutelage. And she refused to go back. But if her bank account didn’t have the funds, thanks to a dishonest mining partner, what would she do to survive?

      Emmalee closed her parasol and grasped the door handle of the Goodkind building. She lifted her chin. Survive she would! But not if she stayed in Helena, MT.
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      Richard Lewis set down the paperwork. “Madam—”

      “Don’t call me that.” Her eyes flashed. “Don’t ever call me that again.”

      “I meant no disrespect, Mrs. Warren.”

      “Didn’t you?”

      He hadn’t meant to insinuate age. “No, I truly didn’t. I wouldn’t insult a lady on purpose.” It’d be foolish to alienate any client during the economically uncertain times. Lesson one, with this client. Watch his words.

      She gave him a direct stare. “All right, then Mrs. Warren is fine.” She nodded to the documents on his desk. A tinge of desperation laced her words. “Will you be able to take my case?”

      “Yes. I’ve only skimmed the pages, but I think you have a good chance of proving criminal behavior in court, Mrs. Warren, if we can prove he intended to commit fraud.” For the sake of clear communication, Richard asked, “Are there any other words I might offend you with?”

      “Are you having sport with me?” She stood and extended her hand to take back the paperwork.

      Richard’s brow wrinkled. “Sport? Why would I—”

      She sized him up a moment, then sat back down. “You mean to say you aren’t aware of who I am?”

      Besides a very lovely lady with a very touchy vocabulary? “Mrs. Warren, have we met before? It’s not a large city, and I haven’t been here long, but I don’t remember crossing paths with you or your husband.”

      “No, but most folks know of me.”

      Know what? He shook his head. She could be the Queen of Sheba as far as he knew. She was definitely as mysterious.

      “When did you arrive then?” Mrs. Warren folded her arms and waited.

      “I came last June, right before the silver was devalued.” This appointment was not going well at a time he really needed new clientele. Quite a few businesses closed their doors and moved on. “I’m sorry to offend you again, ma’am, but I have no idea.”

      The small upturn on the corner of her mouth fascinated him. But she said nothing. What would she look like with the glow of a full, sunny smile? He tapped the pile between them. “This will wasn’t drawn up by my predecessor or myself.” Buying a small legal firm might not have been the wisest investment in hindsight. But he had to start somewhere.

      “That firm closed their doors and moved to Butte last year along with the accountant.” She shook her head. “I’ve had to rely on Charles’ business partner, Mr. Steven Brown, until now.”

      “Ah, that explains why you sought out new representation.” He folded his hands on top of the desk. “Why did you trust him?”

      “I had no reason to distrust him. My husband and he had been partners for several years.”

      “Why do you think this Steven Brown took advantage of you?”

      She searched his face. “You might as well hear it from me first if you
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