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Falling Into Tom’s
Arms

 


Synopsis: A woman travels to New York City
from Victorian England, to take university level business courses.
She gets sick and her doctor recommends recuperation in California.
She ends up at the train station, weak, still sick, and with no one
around, or really, any signs of civilization. Almost fainting, she
feels a man's strong arms around her body.

 


 


Maggie looked at all of the bags and trunks
that she’d packed and sat down on the edge of her bed, overwhelmed
by the sheer volume of them. There were far too many of them, and
far too few at the same time.

She was packing her whole life away, after
all.

“Do you think you have everything?”

Maggie looked up to see her father standing
in the open doorway. His half smile told her he was joking.

“Father, I’m going away for God knows how
long,” she said.

“However long it takes,” he put in. “However
long you want.”

“Exactly,” she said. “Who knows what I’ll
need and what I won’t. I’m trying to be as thorough as
possible.”

“New York’s a thriving metropolis, Maggie,”
he said. “It’s not as if you won’t be able to find things you need
there.”

“I know,” she sighed. “I guess I’m just
nervous.”

Her father laughed and shook his head. “You,
nervous? Never. I never believed I’d see the day when my daughter
was actually nervous about something.”

Maggie smiled up at her father. She was
actually nervous about a lot of things, such as impressing the men
he worked with, acting like a proper businessman even though she
was a woman, and about getting the kinds of marks in school that
would ensure her success in her father’s world. He put a lot of
pressure on her, but Maggie found it rewarding to please him and
herself.

Maggie’s mother had died bringing her into
the world, and her father had been so heartbroken that he’d never
remarried. He always had a wistful, faraway look on his face
whenever he talked about her, and Maggie felt guilty at times for
being the source of his grief. She brought it up once, though, and
had never seen him so angry.

“I could never resent you for your mother’s
death!” her father had roared, scaring her half to death.

“I only meant —” she tried to say, but he cut
her off with a violent slashing gesture.

“Know this,” he said. “You look exactly like
her and it breaks my heart, but it is never, never your fault. God
had a reason for what happened, though neither of us knows it yet.
We may never know the reason your mother was taken from us.

“But I never blame you. I wish I were better
for you, Maggie. I wish I could be better. However, I’m just a
businessman teaching you everything I know. Your mother was a saint
— is a saint — and you’ll meet her again in heaven.”

Maggie had never brought up her mother again,
though her father still talked about her fondly, the same way a
person talked about a friend who lived far away.

Being raised by her father was an interesting
experience — much different, Maggie found out, than the other
childhood experiences of her school friends. While her girlfriends
were getting lessons in serving tea properly from their mothers,
Maggie was learning how to balance a ledger for her father’s
business.

While other girls got laced up in tight
corsets and paraded before suitors, Maggie took notes during her
father’s business meetings and offered her assessments on different
situations when asked.

“Is this some kind of social experience?” her
father’s partner asked him one time. “We all understood when you
brought her in as a little girl. In addition, she was a good girl,
too, never getting underfoot. But the fact that you actually trust
her with facets of the business —”

“She’s my own flesh and blood,” her father
had replied calmly. “Of course, I trust her with my own business.
You’d do right to do the same. When I’m gone, I intend her to
succeed me.”

That statement had shocked Maggie just as
much as it had her father’s partner.

“Do you really think I can lead your
business?” Maggie had asked later, as they ate supper together.

“Think? I know you can,” he responded,
mopping up some juice from his steak with a piece of roll. “You’re
a talented young lady, Maggie.”

“Most other talented young ladies are
learning to play the harp to impress their future husbands,” Maggie
said drily.

“Is that what you want for your future?” he
asked. “To decorate the arm of someone?”

“No,” she said. “That’s not what I want. I
want to be useful. I want to do things. I want to lead a meaningful
life.”

Therefore, that was why her father had
decided to send her away from London to New York City, to broaden
her mind and her education.

“You’ll do fine, Maggie,” he said, staring at
all her trunks. “Don’t be nervous.”

“I’ll try not to be,” she said, smiling at
him. She knew that he would do the same for his son, had her mother
survived and bore him one, and Maggie knew she had several big
roles to fill for her father. She didn’t want to disappoint him. If
he couldn’t have a son, if all he had was Maggie, she would be
whatever she possibly could be for her father. She cared for him
deeply and wanted him to be proud of her.

“We’ll leave in the morning,” he reminded
her, closing and locking one of the trunks she’d already filled up
with dresses.

“I haven’t forgotten,” she said. “I’ll
probably be up before you are.”

“Do try and get some rest,” he said. “I’m not
sure how comfortable you’ll be on the ship.”

“All right, Father.” Maggie gave him a kiss
on the cheek and smiled. “Good night.”

“Good night,” he said, beaming at her. “I’m
so proud of you.”

“Thank you, Father,” she said, looking shyly
at the floor. “I’ll do you proud. I swear.”

“You already do.”

As her father walked out, pulling her door
closed behind him, Maggie looked helplessly at all of her trunks
and suitcases. Twice the amount wouldn’t help her where she was
going. All she had were her wits and what her father had taught
her. She didn’t want to let him down, and she wanted to go to New
York City.

It was his dream for her, and he knew the
knowledge she gained abroad would open doors for her here in
London.

It was just so hard to be uprooted from
everything she knew and essentially, shipped away.

“God, please help me,” Maggie prayed,
standing over all of her packed-up belongings. “Please help me do
what my father wants. He would be so pleased if I was successful in
New York. Please give me the strength and courage I need to do this
for him. Amen. Oh, and please tell my mother I said hello.
Amen.”

 


 


Maggie was sure she wouldn’t sleep at all
that night, but she was surprised by the lightening sky when she
blinked her eyes open.

It was morning. Time to go.

Maggie had so many trunks that her father had
to hire several extra carriages to handle all of it, and she was
acutely embarrassed.

“If you want to send any of it back once you
get to the city, feel free,” her father told her.

“No, I might need something,” Maggie said,
wincing as she watched a couple of porters unload one of the trunks
rather roughly. She hoped it wasn’t the one that contained her
perfumes, or the one that held her typewriter.

“Goodbye, Maggie,” her father said, holding
his arms out to her. “Good luck. I love you.”

“I love you, too, Father,” she said, hugging
him tightly. “I’ll do you proud.”

“Try to have fun,” he said. “Think of it as
an adventure.”

Life was already such an adventure being
raised by him that Maggie didn’t know how much more adventure she
could take, but she didn’t say so. Her father did the best he knew
how, and she had to do her part now.

The voyage west wasn’t too troublesome.
Maggie had a private room and two of her trunks, so she was quite
comfortable. They passed through a storm one night that had her
sick for the whole next day, but a walk about on the deck above in
the fresh air set her right again. She prayed every day, studied
some books that her father had sent along with her on economics and
business management, and stayed occupied.

 


 


She was on deck when they spotted the
shoreline, and was able to ogle the glorious city of New York as
they approached.

London was an old, refined city, much like an
elegant lady. New York City was rough, brash, ostentatious, and
utterly intoxicating. Maggie forgot about her nervousness and
embraced the hustle and bustle, hiring three carriages to cart her
many possessions to the hotel where she was staying until she could
find a more permanent option. She had a week to acclimate before
classes at the university started, and Maggie couldn’t wait to
explore.

She ate foods she’d never even considered,
talked to all manners of people from all around the world, and
marveled at the spectacle of buildings reaching for the sky. She’d
never thought that a place could have such audacity, such hope for
the future, and she understood why her father had sent her here. If
she could survive this city, she could do whatever she wanted —
including lead his business.

 


 


When classes did finally start, Maggie’s
exhilaration was only slightly dampened by the fact that she was
the only female student in all of her business courses. However,
she was used to getting strange stares from her father’s partners
and other men and women who came in to do business with the
company. She could handle being a sideshow, especially if she got
to dazzle the gawkers.

She had many opportunities to do that early
on, answering the professors’ questions quite capably as her male
counterparts stared on, mouths agape, but during her second
semester at university, something happened.

Maggie woke up one morning and just couldn’t
quite get out of bed. It was the most ludicrous thing she’d ever
experienced. She had the willpower and felt quite all right, but
her legs didn’t want to work. After a good deal of struggling which
made her miss breakfast in the interest of getting to class on
time, Maggie dragged herself to campus.

“You’re not looking so well,” her partner for
a project had hissed at her when she staggered into the
classroom.

That was odd. Maggie had glanced at herself
in the mirror not long before, and she thought she looked
remarkably well for how terrible she was beginning to feel. A hot,
sweaty forehead told her she was feverish, but she tried to ignore
it.

That night, after having miraculous made it
through the school day somehow, she prayed.

“God, please heal me,” she intoned. “Please
don’t keep me from my studies, especially when everything’s been
going so well.”

 


 


The next day was an even more intense
struggle to get out of bed that left her utterly exhausted and made
her late for her first class.

“Why, Miss Maggie, I hope your toilette isn’t
the reason you’re late for my lecture,” the professor had
sneered.

Maggie had wheeled around, opened her mouth
to deliver a scathing retort, and promptly fainted on the spot.

She’d awoken in the hospital.

“Excuse me,” she told a nurse, but her voice
sounded so weak that the woman had just shaken her head and held a
finger to her lips. Maggie had gone to sleep.

The next time she woke, a doctor towered over
her.

“Please, doctor,” she said, still unsure why
she felt so tired. She’d just gotten a good night’s sleep. “I need
to return to school. I can’t afford to miss more than a day of
work.”

The man had given her a queer look. “Miss,
you’ve been in the hospital for two, nearly three weeks,” he said.
“You’ve had quite a health scare.”

Maggie’s specialty was business, not
medicine, and it was hard to wrap her mind around the Latin the
doctor used to talk to her about the sickness she’d fallen under,
but one thing was clear.

“You must leave the city for a time,” the
doctor said.

“I can’t afford to lose the time away from
the university,” she said. “Really, all I feel is a little tired. I
can do this.”

“You can’t afford to continue on as you have
been,” the doctor said. “You must go somewhere where you can rest
completely. Have you anywhere in mind?”

“No,” Maggie said, shaking her head. “I came
to New York City to get an education — not sit idly.”

“I recommend California,” the doctor said.
“Lots of open space, lots of fresh air, and far removed from the
hustle and bustle and clutter and stress of the city. The only way
I’ll release you from the hospital — the worst of your sickness is
over — is if I put you on the train myself. If you really want to
get your education, you must know how important it is to maintain
your health. The university will be here when you return. For now,
though, you must take care of yourself.”

Maggie knew the doctor had the wisdom and
knowledge to make this type of recommendation, but it still burned
her to miss school. On the day they let her out of the hospital,
she got cleaned up and met with the dean of the university to
explain what was going on. He agreed to let her defer her degree,
and Maggie went home to pack.

She wrote a letter to her father, hoping that
he wouldn’t be too terribly angry with her for falling ill.

 


Dear Father,

I have been quite ill for some time, but I’m
not writing this letter to worry you. The doctor says that the
worst of it has passed, but he recommends I get some fresh, dry air
into my lungs. New York City has been wonderful to me, but it is
time I took my leave for a temporary sabbatical.

I’ve spoken
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