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Synopsis: A woman from England decides to get
out of London and seek a husband in California and after
corresponding with a cowboy, makes her way there. There is nothing
to do when he’s gone for weeks at a time and she begins to get
restless, until an idea about owning their own mercantile store
forms. She is nervous about asking him but after something happens
to her cowboy, she sees hope on the horizon.

 


 


Jenny Simpson had never experienced love - at
least not the type of love shared by a woman and a man.

This revelation came to her one day as she
watched a young couple browsing in her place of employment, a
fashionable ladies’ shop in downtown Liverpool.

The young man listened intently as the girl
described to Jenny the exact dress she wanted. Jenny was certain,
from the look on his face, that her boyfriend did not care one whit
for the type of frock she bought that day. And it was also clear by
the manner in which he looked at her, that she could very well have
worn an old potato sack and he would have found her to be the most
beautiful woman in the world.

The only man that had ever looked at Jenny
that way had been her father, but he had been in his grave for
three years now, having passed, along with her mother, when she was
sixteen.

Love – when would there be time for love? She
worked ten hours a day, six days a week. Any free time she did have
was spent taking care of her little brother and her grandmother.
She did permit herself an hour or two on her day off to wander the
streets of the city, looking in the windows of the stores in which
she could not afford to shop. She never entered any of these
establishments; what would be the point.

She did, however, take note of items that she
found to be appealing and would tell her grandmother all about them
when she got home in time to cook the evening meal.

Her grandmother would smile a pitying smile
and lecture her on her dangers of spending her life in
Liverpool.

“You’ll end up like me and your mother. Worn
out before you’re twenty-five. You should be off to London, get a
job and live a real life. There’s nothing for you here.”

“But what kind of a job could I get? I don’t
have much education and the only experience I have is in the shop.
A job, which I should say, I am lucky to have. My friends are all
barmaids and dishwashers. Besides, what would you and Peter do
without me? Who would take care of you two?”

Her grandmother grunted, “Peter is fourteen
and can look after himself, if given a chance. You do dote on him
so. And I’m not dead yet. I can look after the two of us. I have a
bit of money that your grandfather left me, and Peter will be
working soon. We’ll be okay.”

“Why aren’t you prodding Peter to leave?”

 


“It’s much different for men and you know
that. You will never meet a proper man to marry if you stay
here.”

“Speaking of that, I must tell you about a
young couple that came into the shop today.”

She related the tale of the love struck young
man and how he had looked at his girlfriend.

Her grandmother smiled and said, “See, that’s
what I am talking about. If you remain in Liverpool that will never
happen to you.”

“It happened to the girl in the shop.”

“If they were wealthy enough to be shopping
in your store, their lives are nothing like ours. The rich lead
lives quite apart from what we do. The best you’ll do here is
another drunken man who may happen to have a job on the docks, if
you’re lucky. Just look at your aunts.

“Other than Lucy, who was lucky enough to
marry a farmer, their lives are an endless battle. I don’t want
that for you. That is something I promised your mother as she lay
dying from the influenza. Now, I have something I want you to take
– no arguments.”

She reached into the pocket of her
housedress, pulled out an envelope and handed it to Jenny.

“What’s this?”

“It’s your new life. It’s not much but it
will get you out of here and down to London.”

Jenny peered inside the envelope and her eyes
grew wide, she had never seen so much money at one time in her
life.

“I can’t take this. You must have saved your
entire life to get this money.”

“That is money I have been putting away for
you since you were born. It was always going to be yours when the
time was right. And this is the right time. There is a train to
London that leaves tomorrow morning at ten, you will be on it.
”

 


 


They argued for a full hour before Jenny
realized that this was a battle she was not going to win, not that
she ever won a battle with her grandmother. After dinner the two of
them packed up Jenny’s belongings as Peter watched, offering advice
on where to find work in London. Several of his friends, male and
female, had made the move and he had written a list for her from
information they had provided. This was obviously something that
her brother and grandmother had been planning for some time. Jenny
felt as if she was being thrown out of her home.

“In addition, I have written down the name
and address of a rooming house. My friend Mary is living there and
she says it’s cheap and clean. It’s full of girls like you, so
you’ll have some friends.”

“What do you mean ‘girls like me’ – are they
all desperate old maids?”

“They’re all northern girls, some from
Liverpool and a lot from Manchester. You are not an old maid, but
Grandma is right, you’ll just shrivel up here. Now let’s not make
this a sad time, this is a time to celebrate. Let’s have a pint of
lager.”

 


Whether it was from the lager or the events
of the evening, she could not say, but Jenny’s head was spinning
that night when she went to sleep on the sofa.

 


 


The three of them arrived at the train
station almost two hours early, Grandma was a stickler for being
early. Jenny, on the other hand, liked to wait until the last
possible minute, it made her feel busy, but more that that she was
usually on a pretty tight schedule. Today was a treat for her, no
anxiety about being late. When the time came for her to board the
train, the three of them hugged, eyes filled with tears and Jenny
was gone.

 


The trip to London passed without incident
and soon after her arrival Jenny found herself wandering around the
city attempting to locate the rooming house that Peter’s friend had
recommended.

It was close to dinnertime when she tapped at
the door, which was quickly answered by a fashionably dressed woman
in her forties.

“Mrs. Hudson?”

The woman smiled and said, “Yes I am. And who
might you be?”

“I’m Jenny Simpson and I…”

The landlady interrupted her midsentence, “Oh
yes. I’ve been expecting you; Mary said you might be coming by.
Well come on in, we’re about to eat. You can meet the others. I
have a room ready for you. Do you happen to have your rent money
with you?”

People are well prepared and efficient in
London, Jenny thought to herself as she handed the rent money over.
She followed Mrs. Hudson up the stairs to her room.

“Well this is it,” she said as she opened the
door, stepping aside to allow Jenny to enter. “What do you
think?”

Jenny surveyed the room and breathlessly
blurted, “It’s a palace. Back in Liverpool, I didn’t have a room to
myself. My brother and I slept in the sitting room - me on the
sofa, and him on the floor. I feel like a princess. Oh, this will
do just fine. Thank you so much.”

Mrs. Hudson smiled; she had heard this from
all of her girls. She had grown up in Manchester and well
remembered how difficult it had been to leave home and find a
suitable place to live once she arrived in London. She had promised
herself then that if she ever had the means, she would have her own
house, catering specifically to girls from the north.

Dinner was delicious and the ‘princess
feeling’ that Jenny had experienced when seeing her room
intensified. She didn’t have to cook; someone else had done the
cooking. The girls were expected to clean up and wash the dishes
after meals. All of the girls were very nice and she could see
herself making some good friends here.

 


 


Two hours later as she was getting ready for
bed, Mrs. Hudson tapped at her door.

 


“Are you awake dear? Jenny? It’s Mrs. Hudson,
I just wanted to check if everything was okay and if you need
anything.”

Jenny opened the door and said, ”I think I am
fine, thank you.”

“Well if you find you need anything, you be
sure to let me know. I have found over these past ten years that
girls sometimes show up forgetting the silliest things. Towels,
things like that. I should mention while I am here, dinner is
served promptly at eight, that’s when most of the girls get home
from their jobs.

“If you are late, don’t worry there is always
plenty left over. You are responsible for you own breakfast and
lunch; there’s food in the kitchen so help yourself. Do you have a
job yet?”

“No, I plan to look tomorrow, my brother gave
me a list of places to try.”

“What type of work have you done?”

“I worked in a lady’s shop for two years back
home. It was small but fashionable and I did everything - cleaning
up, selling, and I got to help pick out our inventory. My employer
said I had a good eye for fashion.”

“Well I have a friend who owns a women’s
clothing store near here, I will check with him and see if he needs
anyone.”

“Thank you so much, this move happened so
fast that I haven’t even had time to worry about a job. That was
what I was just doing when you knocked. I was worrying.”

“You were starting to worry?”

“Oh yes. I didn’t think I’d be able to
sleep.”

“Well you get some sleep, and in the morning
why don’t I take you down to see Mr. Greenly? Would you like
that?”

Jenny smiled and said, “You are too
kind.”

“I take care of my girls. Goodnight!”

 


 


Mr. Greenly had been running his shop for
close to twenty years and he had seen his share of shop assistants
come and go. Most left to be married, very few ever left to take
another job. Not a job in another shop anyway. Some would decide
that fashion was not for them and they would take employment in a
hotel or restaurant. He had a good eye for spotting those girls who
would do well. Jenny was one of those. He had made the decision to
hire her within five minutes of being introduced to her by his good
friend Eve Hudson.

 


 


A month after Jenny had started working, Mrs.
Hudson stopped by Greenly’s Fashions to check how Jenny was making
out and for a visit with Robert Greenly.

“Eve, how wonderful to see you.”

“It’s so nice to see you too Robbie. How is
our little girl doing? Is she working out okay?”

“She knows fashion. But she doesn’t dress all
that well, I want to talk to her about it, but I don’t want to
embarrass her.”

 


“I’ll talk to her. It won’t sound so harsh
coming from me. You know, she doesn’t have a lot of money. As far
as I can tell, anything she does manage to save she sends home to
her grandmother and brother.”

“I thought as much. I told her to pick out
some clothes for herself at no charge. But she refused, she said
something about not taking charity.”

Eve Hudson smiled and said, “I have an
idea.”

Late that evening, Eve crept up the stairs
and left a package at Jenny’s door with a note signed ‘From an
admirer’.

 


 


To say that Jenny was surprised the next
morning would be a bit of an understatement. She did not recognize
the handwriting, but she was sure it had been written by a man. Nor
did she did not recognize the clothes, they were definitely not
from her shop, these were a little more upscale than what they
sold. This dispelled her first suspicion – that Mr. Greenly or Mrs.
Hudson had been her admirer.

Her mind searched through the acquaintances
she had made since moving to London. No one that she had met could
afford such fine clothing. Perhaps one of the customers, but that
was just silly - they barely took notice of her – she dismissed the
idea and kept thinking.

This bothered her for most of her waking
hours for the following week. She was constantly on the outlook for
the admirer, even while walking down the street. Perhaps,
unbeknownst to her, a man had taken notice of her. But she could
conceive of no one. And as much as she detested a mystery, this one
was one that she treasured, and held in her heart.

“An admirer, how romantic,” said Cathy when
Jenny replied to her question as to where she had gotten her new
clothes. Cathy had been the first girl in the house to befriend her
and, as they had the same day off each week, they would spend the
time together.

“Yes it is, but I am going quite mad trying
to think of who it might be. I stare at every man I see on the
street and smile, just in case. One thought I was a whore and
offered me five pounds to go to his place with him. I am a little
more careful about who I smile at now.”

Cathy laughed, “Well enjoy it. Who knows,
maybe he is terribly shy. And I would suggest that you do stop
smiling at men. The treasure doesn’t do the hunting now, does it?
You don’t want the gentlemen of
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