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A Word from the Author

PINTAN, ARIZONA, is a fictional town; however, there were many Harvey House locations along the Santa Fe line throughout Arizona. Today, La Posada, a Harvey hotel resort in Winslow, Arizona, remains a tourist attraction, giving visitors a flavor of Mr. Harvey’s standards of gracious living.

Many people see Fred Harvey as having been the father of “fastfood service.” His desire to provide affordable quality meals along the Santa Fe line did much to settle the southwest. His growing interest in native-made crafts and goods also brought widespread awareness of the cultures and traditions of the various Native American tribes on the Santa Fe rail line.

The “Harvey way” became a well-known phrase and stood for the integrity and quality of service that Fred Harvey had known would keep customers coming back for more. It is quoted that upon his deathbed, Fred Harvey’s dying words to his sons were “Don’t cut the ham too thin, boys.”

I want to thank a couple of people for their helpfulness during this series. First of all, thanks to Brenda Thowe, who heads up the modern-day Harvey Girl organization for the Burlington Northern Santa Fe Railroad. Thanks also to Janice Griffith with the Winslow Historical Society, for providing much detail and information on Arizona, as well as historical research related to the Winslow Harvey House.
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ONE

Kansas City, March 1895

“YOU JUST HAVE TO DO THIS for me, Jillian.”

Jillian eyed her twin sister with suspicious curiosity. “Oh, really? I just have to?”

The exasperated blonde plopped down on the bed to plead her case. Jillian steadied herself for anything—from an onslaught of tears to a beautifully illustrated story of intrigue and romance. Judith was a master with detailed expression. Some people painted on canvases, but Judith created entire landscapes with words.

“I’m in love, Jillian.”

Jillian smiled at her sister tolerantly, gazing sympathetically into blue eyes identical to her own. “I understand that part.” Her sister had long ago attached her affections to a shopkeeper’s son named Martin Schein, much to their parents’ dismay. “What I don’t understand is why I need to pose as you and go west to the Arizona Territory.”

“It’s that silly job with the Harvey Company,” Judith explained, her eyes pleading with Jillian to understand. “Mr. Harvey made me sign a contract to work for his restaurant for one year. My year won’t be up until June.”

“So wait until June to be married.”

“I can’t wait until June,” Judith wailed, a hint of desperation in her tone. “I love Martin and I want to marry him now. We have a wonderful future planned.”

“So send a letter of regret to your Mr. Harvey and explain the situation.”

“I can’t do that either. One of the stipulations I agreed to was not to marry before my contract was up. If I do, I have to forfeit part of my wages.”

“So forfeit them,” Jillian flippantly replied.

“I can’t afford to forfeit anything,” Judith admitted softly. “I gave all my savings to Martin so he could invest in a business. You know Father and Mother will never understand my running off with Martin. Mother has it in her mind that I should marry her aunt Gertrude’s second cousin, who just happens to be a duke in line for some minor principality in only God knows where.”

Jillian nodded. Her mother had a way of meddling in her daughters’ lives.

Judith continued. “We’ll be completely on our own once we’re together. Father will certainly never offer any financial support.”

“No, I don’t suppose he will,” Jillian replied thoughtfully. She tried to imagine herself going west in her sister’s place. A part of her longed to break from her confined environment, but another part was equally terrified. At least here in her confinement she knew safety, even luxury. Out there in the West—well, who knew what dangers might await?

“You really are asking a great deal, Judith. You know that, don’t you?” Yet Jillian knew what her sister asked of her was really no different than any other time. Judith always expected the impossible from Jillian, and this was no exception.

“Please, Jillian, I wouldn’t ask if it weren’t so important. Besides, you’ll have the time of your life. Think about the adventure. You were just telling me yesterday how much you longed for a bit of change.”

“This is considerably more than a bit,” Jillian replied. But even as she answered, her heart began to soften to the idea. Her fears of the unknown were nothing compared to her love for Judith.

Jillian studied her twin for a moment and sighed. There wasn’t much she wouldn’t do for Judith. She adored her sister and admired her free spirit and adventurous approach to life. Jillian had always longed to be more spontaneous—more willing to take chances and risks—but apparently Judith had received all the ability in those areas. Jillian faithfully remained the tame and quiet one.

“So will you do it? Please!” Judith begged.

“But, Judith,” Jillian tried to reason, “I know nothing about Mr. Harvey’s system. You’ve written me enough letters to make me realize how intricate and focused on detail your job as a Harvey Girl can be. How can I hope to understand my duties—much less pull off a believable impersonation of you—when I haven’t a clue what will be expected of me?”

“I can teach you,” Judith said, getting very excited as she sensed Jillian’s defense slip. “I know I can. There’s really nothing to it once you know the routine.”

“But you’re expected back there in four days. Your train leaves tomorrow. How can I possibly learn everything that quickly?”

“It’ll work out,” Judith replied, coming to where Jillian stood. She reached out to take hold of Jillian’s hands and smiled. “I know you can handle this,” she encouraged. “You’ve always been able to deal with the unexpected. Look at how well you handled Grandma coming to live with us, and now her death and funeral.”

Jillian shuddered involuntarily. Death was not a subject she cared to discuss. Even the mere mention of it caused the hair on the back of her neck to stand taut. “I didn’t handle much of anything connected to Grandmother’s funeral.” She looked away and tried to steady her nerves. It was silly to get so upset simply thinking about such matters. But in truth, Jillian found this to be her Achilles’ heel.

Judith patted her hand. “Forgive me. I forgot how hard these things are on you. I didn’t mean to cause you grief.”

Jillian shook her head. “I don’t know why it’s so hard to face up to. I was such a ninny when Grandma took sick. I guess I just kept thinking of all her superstitions about sick and dying people. ‘Don’t look them in the eye or you’ll be next. Don’t kiss a dying person on the mouth or they’ll try to steal your soul.’ I mean, I know it’s all ridiculous, but that old woman had me tossing and turning with nightmares for the past five years! Every time someone opened an umbrella or broke something a certain way, we were all cursed and needed to look for death on the horizon.”

Judith nodded. “Why do you think I fled to work for Mr. Harvey? I figured at twenty-two, I deserved to put my sights on life, not death. Now a year later, I decided I might as well try married life.”

“You make it sound as if you’re trying on a new outfit. Marriage is a lifetime commitment,” Jillian told her sister quite seriously.

“Silly goose, of course it is. I wouldn’t think of it any other way. It’s just that some women go into marriage acting as though their life is over. I plan for it to be just the start of yet another adventure.”

Jillian shook her head. “I wish I could be like you.” She honestly meant every word. Just thinking about Judith’s proposition caused her heart to beat a little faster. Could she really do it—just go and start a new life?

“Here’s your chance,” Judith replied, squeezing her sister’s hand. “Go take my place in Arizona. It’s just until June—barely three months. And you can keep the money you earn. Not that you’ll have much need for it. Mr. Harvey houses and feeds you and even has your laundry done for you. It’s a pampered life on some counts.”

Jillian raised a brow and looked at her mirrored image. “Since when is working ten to twelve hours a day serving food and cleaning up afterward a pampered life?” Hard work had never frightened her, but in all honesty, she’d never really been called upon to do such a task. Until now.

Judith laughed. “It has its moments. Haven’t I made that clear in my letters? I mean, look at me now. I came home on a railroad pass for Grandmother’s funeral. I didn’t have to pay a cent. They gave me two weeks’ leave for the funeral, and they will even provide meals on the trip back to Arizona. Please, Jillian.” Her voice lowered to a whisper. “I love him so much.”

“I just don’t see why you can’t wait,” Jillian said, carefully studying her sister’s flushed features. “There’s something more, isn’t there?”

Judith turned crimson at this. “You always know, don’t you?”

“I can sense something’s going on. I just don’t know what.”

Judith looked away. “I . . . let things get out of hand with Martin.” Jillian immediately understood her sister’s meaning. “Oh, Judith.”

Her twin held up a hand. “Please don’t lecture me. I know it was wrong. But the moon was bright and the air crisp and cold, and . . . well, he was so dashing in his brown wool, and when he took me to show me the place he’s been living . . .” Judith hesitated, her expression forlorn. “I just couldn’t help myself.”

“So now you may well carry his child, and by June your actions would be evident.”

Judith nodded slowly. “There’s no way to know for sure—not this soon—but it is a possibility.” She looked genuinely remorseful. “It wasn’t the way I planned it. It just happened. Please, Jillian—do this for me. I know I’ve been foolish, but I do love Martin and there isn’t any sense in putting off our marriage. Not now.”

Jillian sighed, knowing that she would do whatever Judith asked of her, no matter the cost to herself. But then again, the cost didn’t seem that bad. Arizona did sound like an adventure, and who knew what might await her there. She smiled at the thought of actually taking a chance at something. “Mother and Father will positively rupture an organ,” she said conspiratorially.

Judith grinned. “Oh, thank you! I just know you’ll love it in Arizona. It’s so warm and dry, and the scenery is so very different from Missouri.”

“I hardly imagine I’ll have time for sight-seeing. You’d better start filling me in on what I have to do.”

“Well, if you were paying attention to my letters, you pretty much know the rules.”

Jillian nodded. “No fraternizing with other Harvey employees. If I wish to date, I must have my housemother’s permission. Change my clothes if they get dirty. Curfew is at ten.” She glanced upward, as if to find the rules written on the ceiling of her bedroom. “Service with a smile, right?” She looked back at Judith, who was staring at her with the most overwhelming look of love and adoration.

“This means the world to me, Jillian. I can’t thank you enough.” Judith’s voice was husky, and tears threatened to spill down her cheeks. “I honestly didn’t mean for things to happen this way. I know what I did was wrong, but I know this is the only way to make it right. I promise I’ll never ask another thing of you so long as we both live. But even so, please forgive me.”

Jillian hugged her sister tightly. “You are forgiven as far as I’m concerned. You know very well that my love for you could never be disrupted by your antics. At least I won’t have to endure Mother’s parade of suitors on a daily basis.”

“Is she still tormenting you with that?”

Jillian pulled away and nodded. “It’s as bad as ever. She’s located some distantly related baron who needs a wife. If he won’t do, then there’s a bevy of commoners that she’ll settle for in this country. You know how Mother is about being descended from Bavarian nobility; she won’t be happy until she sees us sitting on thrones or dancing with dukes. I simply haven’t written to tell you about it because I figured why bother? She wants her daughters married well and living as happily as she is.”

“Given Father’s overbearing nature, I don’t see how she can be so happy. The man is positively impossible!” Judith declared. “He has berated me since I walked in the door. Chiding me for signing a contract without his approval. Admonishing me that I have done irreparable harm to the reputation of this family.”

Jillian laughed. “If he only knew the half of it. Still, I can hardly see your joining up with the Harvey Company as a harm to our reputation. We’ve managed to maintain the second pew on the right-hand side in church. Mother and I are still invited to tea by the best families, and as far as I know, Father has made more money in his many investments over this last year than he ever made in the past. So if that’s harming us, by all means, Judith, harm away.”

Judith giggled and looked toward the bedroom door suspiciously. She sobered instantly. “You don’t think we’ve been overheard, do you? If someone tells Mother or Father of our conversation, then our plans will be for naught.” She shook her head and dropped her gaze to her hands. “I should have been more like you, Jillian. I can’t imagine life without Martin, but I couldn’t bear to lose you over this. I thought going away to work would get Martin out of my heart, but if anything, it just planted him there more firmly. I want to spend my life loving this man and raising a family with him.” She looked up, and her expression broke through any final reservations Jillian harbored.

“Don’t worry about anything.” Jillian went to the door and glanced out into the hallway. The entire floor appeared deserted. “I doubt anyone would tell or do anything to interfere with your happiness. Even Charlotte finds Mother’s constant harassment toward matrimony to be an annoying inconvenience. I’m certain she would applaud your desire to marry for love.”

“How long has Charlotte worked as Mother’s personal maid? Fourteen, fifteen years?” Judith questioned, wiping at her tears. “You’d think after being around this family that long, Charlotte would long to run away to Arizona herself.”

Jillian imagined that might well be true. In fact, the more she thought about her sister’s appeal, the more attractive the idea sounded. Why not go west and pose as Judith? After all, what harm could there be? The two were identical in looks, and even though their personalities were a definite contrast, Jillian could pretend to be outgoing and exciting. Couldn’t she?



Silently contemplating her next move, Jillian barely heard the supper conversation around her. Her father grumbled and growled disappointment in Judith’s plans to return to the Harvey Company, and her mother addressed the issue of taking Judith and Jillian to Europe, where she could get both of them married off before they passed an acceptable age for matrimony.

Jillian gazed at the immaculate room with its gilded gold-framed paintings and portraits. Bavarian ancestors stared down at her from the wall as if to question her decision to help Judith, while overhead a crystal chandelier bestowed electric light in a warm and steady glow. Would she miss it? Would she find the rustic nature of Judith’s tiny Arizona water stop to be an unbearable punishment?

I’m twenty-three years old and I’ve never even contemplated living on my own, Jillian reasoned. And in truth, she hadn’t. For all of her mother’s meddling and continuous parade of suitors, Jillian had simply taken it in stride like a good daughter. She had been raised to be ornamental and lovely, gifted in singing and playing the piano, and graceful and elegant in dancing and formal entertainment. She had been trained for one purpose and one purpose only: to be the wife of an affluent, noble-born man. And if not of a noble birth, then certainly one given over to privilege and wealth.

“Jillian, you haven’t said a word all evening. You aren’t ill, are you?”

Jillian snapped to attention at her father’s words. “No, Father. I’m just a bit weary.”

He nodded. “Yes, well, with my mother gone to her reward, I believe it might do you and your mother both a great deal of good to travel abroad.”

Gretchen Danvers smiled lovingly. “But it would be tiresome without you by my side. I cannot even think of it unless you would consider joining us.”

“I’m afraid that’s impossible,” Colin Danvers said, wiping his mouth with his linen napkin. He dropped it down beside his plate and signaled the servant to remove his dishes from the table. “I have an elaborate affair to see to, one that will take me to Chicago for the better part of two weeks. I leave tomorrow.”

Jillian and Judith exchanged concerned glances. If their father was to be at the train station anywhere near the time of Judith’s planned departure, it could prove to be a problem.

“Judith leaves tomorrow as well,” their mother interjected before either of the girls could question their father. “Perhaps you could ride together to the station.” Jillian tensed and tried hard not to look in the least bit concerned.

“I’m afraid that won’t work. I’m leaving first thing in the morning. Judith’s train isn’t until evening.”

Jillian exhaled rather loudly, causing all eyes to turn her direction. Putting her hand to her mouth, she feigned a yawn. “I’m sorry. I suppose I’m more tired than I realized.”

“An early evening would do well for all of us,” her father replied, apparently unconcerned with Jillian’s reaction.

No doubt had it been Judith, he would have questioned what the young woman was up to. But Jillian had never given her parents any reason to believe ill of her. It had always been Judith who had climbed the trees and gotten herself hurt, Judith who would shimmy down the drainpipe at night and slip off to do all manner of nighttime marauding with her friends.

Jillian caught her sister’s gaze and smiled. And now it would be Judith who was venturing into matrimony and married life.

“I quite agree with your father. I suggest we retire directly,” Gretchen said, slipping her own napkin quietly beside her plate. “I have several letters to write, and I know Judith must still have packing to see to.”

And with that it was decided. Jillian felt relieved that her father would not expect her to entertain them at the piano. And better still, that he would not spend what might have otherwise been a pleasant evening berating Judith again for her decision to take up a job with Fred Harvey.

After waiting for their father to give them the signal to rise, the women graciously swept from the room, pausing at the stairs only long enough to exchange good-night kisses.

“Sleep well, Jillian. Tomorrow evening I have arranged for that dashing Mr. Nelson to come and join us for dinner. I think you will find him most pleasant now that he’s had that bad tooth pulled. His face isn’t swollen at all anymore.”

Jillian looked to Judith, hoping her sister would interject something, but it appeared Judith was struggling just to keep from laughing out loud.

“Good night, Mama,” Jillian said, kissing her mother’s cheek.

“Good night, my dears.”

Judith quickly kissed her mother, then looped her arm through Jillian’s. “Come along, sister. I shall see you to bed.”

Jillian took hold of her pink silk skirt and lifted it in the precise way her mother had taught her. There were rituals and routines for every part of life, and even ascending the stairs had its do’s and don’ts. A lady was never to climb the stairs in a hurry; in fact, a lady was never to do anything in a rushed manner. She should appear, as her mother had stated on many an occasion, as if she had all the time in the world to accomplish her task. This was to be true whether mounting stairs or visiting with guests. One showed poor manners when appearing pressed for time.

When they reached Judith’s room, she quickly pulled Jillian inside and let out a laugh that could no doubt be heard throughout the house.

“I thought I would die when she talked of Mr. Nelson. As if that bad tooth was the only reason his face was swollen. Why, the man must weigh three hundred pounds if he weighs an ounce. See, my sending you to Arizona will be a lifesaving event.”

Jillian smiled and nodded, feeling her budding excitement override her previous apprehensions. “No doubt you are right. I sat there tonight and wondered if I would miss the grandeur and opulence of our home, but I’ve decided there are things that make life here seem anything but lovely.” She sobered. “I just hope Mother won’t be too disappointed in me. I hope she won’t be lonely.”

Judith patted her sister’s arm. “Mother will be fine. She has her charities and socials, and of course she has Father to tell her when and where to go. He will no doubt be just as pleased to tell her whether or not she can feel sorrow in your absence.”

“I know what you’re saying, but seriously, she will have no one after I go. Grandmother Danvers has passed away. You’ll be married and living somewhere else, and I’ll be in Arizona.”

Judith seemed to comprehend the situation for the first time. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. Well, you will simply have to write her many, many letters, and I shall endeavor to see her on a daily basis. Father will not like my marrying Martin, but he will settle down soon enough. Then I will be able to come and visit with Mother often. Maybe Father will even help Martin in his new business.”

“Which is to be what?” Jillian asked.

Judith beamed proudly. “He’s setting up a shop to sell books! Won’t that be marvelous?”

“For your sake,” Jillian replied, “I hope it is. I hope you are inundated with customers.”

Judith nodded. “We’re sure to be. Now, here.” She went to the closet and pulled out her suitcase. “I’ve packed what little I brought with me. Your uniforms are back at the Harvey House. Just take your cue from Kate and Louisa.”

Jillian stiffened at the mention of Judith’s roommates. “I nearly forgot. What about Kate and Louisa? Won’t they realize I’m not you? I mean, you’ve shared your hopes and dreams together. I know because you’ve written to me about things they’ve said.”

“And because of that, they’ll never have a clue as to you being anyone else but me.”

Jillian looked at the suitcase and then at her sister. “I have a sneaky feeling someone will figure it out rather quickly.”



TWO  

FROM THE MOMENT JILLIAN nervously stepped off the train in Pintan, Arizona, it became clear that things were not going to be as easy as Judith had planned. The Harvey House, clearly marked and situated beside the depot, beckoned her in a brick and adobe welcome. Judith had explained that there were two floors, the upper one being devoted to housing the girls who worked there and the bottom floor containing the dining room, kitchen, and gathering rooms for off-duty activities and entertaining.

With an appearance of confidence that she herself did not feel, Jillian boldly braved her new world. Suitcase in hand, she entered the Harvey House with the other passengers, only to be inundated with questions and greetings.

“Miss Danvers, it’s good to have you back with us,” a rather plainlooking woman said as Jillian moved out of the rush of passengers. Jillian studied the woman and decided that this had to be the housemother, Gwen Carson. She opened her mouth to acknowledge the woman’s words when a vivacious young woman with a wet apron appeared.

“Miss Carson, I’m off to be changin’ me apron. Oh, Judith!” she said, spying Jillian. “It’s really yarself come back to work. I wasn’t at all sure ya’d be gracin’ our halls again.”

Jillian smiled weakly. “Well, here I am.”

Miss Carson nodded. “Go on and change, Kate, before all the passengers get seated. Hurry now.”

Jillian sighed with relief. She’d managed to meet Kate and Gwen without any mishaps or misunderstandings, but that was to be her last moment of ease.

“Look, Judith, we’re shorthanded,” Gwen stated rather quietly. “I’ve had two girls quit since you left, and you know we were already two girls short at that time. So I need you to go right upstairs and get changed. I’ll need you to work this shift.”

Jillian felt her mouth go cottony. “Very well, Miss Carson.”

“Thank you, Judith. I knew I could count on you!”

Gwen hurried off to see to the passengers now being seated in the dining room. Jillian picked up her case and cautiously moved down the hall to where she’d seen Kate disappear. Judith had informed her that the front stairs were normally quartered off, and sure enough, there was a red velvet rope, much like the Kansas City Opera House used, barring the way upstairs. The back stairs, Judith had explained, were down the hall from the front entrance and past the last of two parlors.

Jillian hurried to make her way through the house. She knew her mother would disapprove of her unladylike conduct, but she supposed there would soon be much that her mother would disapprove. Juggling suitcase and skirts, she mounted the stairs quickly. Perhaps she would catch Kate in the process of changing her apron and then ask any questions that came to mind. But Kate was rushing out of the room just as Jillian topped the stairs.

“So yar to be put to work, are ya?” Kate called out as she raced past Jillian.

“Yes, I suppose what with being shorthanded, it’s to be expected.”

“Aye. Lana and Betsy left inside of two days of each other. Yarself wasn’t gone an hour before Lana came bounding down the stairs announcing her intentions of marriage. Betsy showed up a day and a half later and said nearly the same thing. Miss Carson was fit to be tied.”

By this time Kate was already halfway down the stairs. “Go on with ya now, I’ll cover yar station until ya get there.”

Jillian could only nod, but Kate didn’t see her. The tiny blackhaired woman was already on her way to the dining room. Jillian glanced down the hall and drew a deep breath. There were four doors on each side of the hall, two sets on either side of the stairs. Judith had said that the first door to the right was the bathing room. The door after that was Miss Carson’s, and the room across from hers was the one Judith shared with Kate McGee and Louisa Upton.

Timidly, as if intruding on a stranger’s privacy, Jillian opened the door to this room and stepped inside. Three beds were positioned in dormitory fashion with a chest at the foot of each one. This was where they were to keep any personal articles.

The bed nearest the door was Judith’s. The sides of the simple brown wool cover had been tucked neatly under the mattress, and the iron frame of the headrail and footboard stood soaking in jars of water. This, Judith told her, was to discourage scorpions and any other manner of pest from climbing into bed with you while you slept. It was also the reason that covers were tucked in tight and not allowed to drape along the floor.

Putting the suitcase down on the bed, Jillian tried to remember all of Judith’s admonitions about life in the desert. There was much to remember, for it seemed that danger and harm could come at nearly every turn.

With this in mind, Jillian went to the closet and opened the door cautiously. She easily found the iron poker that Judith had directed her to use for the purpose of beating her clothes before taking them out of the closet. Again, this would lower the risk of sharing her uniform with the strange desert vermin that had a tendency to be poisonous.

Judith’s uniforms were neatly hanging to the right. They were positioned just as the beds were with Judith’s, then Kate’s in the middle, and Louisa’s on the left. Licking her lips, Jillian picked up the poker and began pounding it against the first of Judith’s starched and ironed aprons. She felt quite silly doing so. What kind of life was it where a person had to beat at their clothing as a ceremonial routine?

Convinced that she’d adequately abused the apron, Jillian pulled it from its hanger and moved on to the rest of her uniform. Within moments she had stripped from her forest green traveling suit and donned the regulation Harvey Girl attire. The uniform fit her a little loosely. Judith had always carried a bit more weight on her hourglass figure, but not enough that it should matter. Folks would merely believe her to have cut back on desserts or perhaps even think she had simply laced her corset a bit tighter.

Checking her hair, Jillian made a few brief adjustments, then decided it would suffice for service in Mr. Harvey’s dining room. Now all that was left was to trade her cream-colored heels for the regulation black shoes.

Shoes! Where did Judith say her black shoes were kept? Jillian searched the room but couldn’t find them. She shook her head and strained to remember. Where were her shoes?

Deciding there was nothing to be done about it, Jillian prayed that her skirt would cover her feet and keep the others from noticing the obvious deviation from the prescribed uniform. Realizing the time, Jillian hurried back downstairs to face her new job.

The dining room was utter chaos, as far as Jillian was concerned. Black-and-white clad Harvey Girls bounced back and forth from the kitchen to tables, their hands full of a variety of articles. Some held pitchers, others carried plates teeming with mouth-watering food. It dawned on Jillian as a whiff of succulent roast beef assailed her nose that she was quite hungry.

“Miss Danvers, is there a problem?” Gwen questioned, coming up from behind Jillian.

“I guess I’ve just been away too long,” Jillian said, in awe of the entire operation. The scene that had appeared chaotic only moments ago now proved to be neatly ordered. Each girl held a specific task and knew without a second thought exactly what was required of her. Every girl with exception to Jillian.

“Well, get over there and help Kate with the coffee,” Gwen suggested with a chuckle, “and I’m sure it will all come back to you.” Jillian nodded and hurried to join Kate.

“I’m sorry I took so long,” she apologized as Kate swept by her.

“Don’t be frettin’, just grab up the pot. Some of the passengers are ready for a second cup.”

Jillian went to the sideboard where an artfully crafted silver coffeepot awaited her attention. She picked it up, surprised at the weight, and headed out across the dining room floor.

It wasn’t long before any remaining semblance of her sanity fled. Jillian was confused by the questions asked of her by the passengers, as well as frustrated by the whispered comments of greeting offered her by the other Harvey servers.

I was crazy to ever consider this, she thought. Leaning over, she poured a cup of coffee, only to hear a woman shriek at her.

“I was drinking tea!”

“Oh,” Jillian said, noting the slice of lemon that now floated rather strangely atop the black liquid. “I’ll get you another cup of tea right away.”

She said it without thinking, then glanced up to see what was to be done about the situation.

“Take the cup and saucer, Miss Danvers,” Gwen told her as she approached the table, “and bring this woman another cup of tea immediately.”

Just then a gong rang out amid the clatter of noise. A dark-skinned man in an immaculate white coat announced, “No need to rush now, folks. This be the fifteen-minute warning. Enjoy your meal.”

Jillian felt her hand shake as she picked up the cup and saucer and headed toward the kitchen. Before she made it that far, however, Kate popped out the door with a white china cup and saucer.

“Here’s yar tea. I’ll take that coffee.”

Jillian nodded and headed back to the table feeling rather breathless. What else could go wrong?

It was not a question she should have contemplated. Before the passengers exited the dining room for their final boarding call, Jillian had managed to break two dishes, spill coffee on three tablecloths, and burn her own fingers. It was only as the train was chugging out of Pintan that Gwen made her way to Jillian’s side.

“I’m sure Cook will spare a little butter for those burned fingers. Are you sure you’re all right? You don’t seem quite yourself. In fact, if I didn’t know better, I would think you to be an entirely different Judith than the woman I sent back to Kansas City.”

Jillian swallowed hard. “I’m afraid my grandmother’s death has left me feeling out of sorts,” she replied honestly. In truth, Grandmother Danvers’ death had left her quite shaken and upset, but that was hardly the reason for her poor performance that afternoon.

“Well, I’m sure we can all understand that,” Gwen replied sweetly. “I’ve lost dear loved ones myself.”

Jillian nodded and felt a sense of relief when Kate led her to the kitchen and helped her to butter her burns.

“Ya’ve not burned them bad,” she informed Jillian after inspection. “For sure not as bad as that time ya spilled the hot water on yar arm.” She smiled and gave Jillian a strange wink. “But had that man not pinched yar backside, ya might not have upset that pot on yarself.”

Jillian had no idea what Kate was talking about. Hot water? Burned arm? Judith had said nothing about this.

“There,” Kate said satisfactorily. “Ya’ll be as good as new in the morning. Now, we’d best get out there and see who’s come to be dining with us.”

Jillian tried to remember what Judith had said about the dining room and what took place after the train had pulled out. She remembered there were stations to be cleaned and such, but she now feared she had grossly misunderstood the things required of her.

The dining room held only a handful of new customers. Most were railroad workers, sweaty and greasy from their hard labor. One man, a tall, beefy sort of fellow, stood for a moment listening intently to Miss Carson before finally taking his seat.

“Miss Danvers, please bring Mr. Matthews some coffee.”

Jillian nodded and went to where the silver serving pots were lined up on the sideboard. She lifted one pot and found it nearly empty. Bypassing that one, she found the next one to be nearly full. Feeling more confident with fewer people to demand her attention, Jillian moved across the room at a quick pace. She had nearly reached the table where Gwen remained in conversation with Mr. Matthews when her heel caught the edge of the chair and she stumbled forward.

The pot surged forward, barely remaining in Jillian’s grasp, while the lid popped up to allow the contents to pour out and rain down on the seated man.

Gasping an apology as the man leaped to his feet, Jillian felt a complete sense of horror as she realized she’d emptied nearly half the pot on Mr. Matthews’ jean-clad legs.

“I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry!” she kept repeating even as the man assured her he was all right.

“Judith! What has gotten into you!” Gwen declared. “I’ve never seen you so incompetent.”

“It’s all right, Miss Carson,” the man soothed. “I’m no worse for the wear.”

Jillian wanted to crawl in a hole and never be seen again. She couldn’t begin to explain her clumsiness, and it was only after allowing herself to look upward again that she noticed the badge on Mr. Matthews’ shirt. Great, she thought, not only do I assault this man, but he’s a lawman as well.

The man seemed to notice her fixed gaze and laughed. Jillian felt even more embarrassed at his response.

“Zack Matthews,” the man announced, holding out his hand for her to shake. “I’m the new sheriff.”

“Oh my,” Jillian managed to say as she put the coffeepot on the table before greeting him properly. “Jil . . . Judith Danvers,” she said, stumbling over the introduction.

“Miss Danvers has generally been one of my better workers,” Gwen added. “Today, however, she is greatly preoccupied. No doubt she’s just tired from her trip. Are you certain you’re not seriously burned, Mr. Matthews?”

“Nah, I’m fine. Don’t go worryin’ about it.” He smiled at Jillian and Gwen, then sniffed the air. “I’m too hungry to think about anything else.”

Gwen smiled and Jillian picked up the coffeepot. “We’ll have you served in a quick minute,” Gwen stated and reached out to take the coffeepot away from Jillian. “Miss Danvers, you must go change your uniform. You know what Mr. Harvey says about stains and spills.”

Jillian looked down to see that her once white apron was dotted and marred with coffee. “Yes, Miss Carson. I’ll see to it right away.”

She left the dining room feeling a great amount of relief. I wonder when the next train comes through? She mulled the idea of giving up Judith’s job and returning to Kansas City. She had a little bit of money saved up. Maybe she could pay back whatever amount of forfeited wages Mr. Harvey required. Judith said it could be as high as half her wages for all the months she’d actually worked. Doing mental calculations, Jillian headed down the hall.

Before she could reach the back stairs, however, a couple of Harvey Girls grabbed her and gave her an endearing embrace.

“Oh, Judith, it’s so good to have you back. The place just isn’t the same without you!”

“I thought I would die of boredom without you here to keep us entertained,” the other one stated after giving Jillian a quick peck on the cheek. “Sorry you had such a bad day.”

Jillian tried to laugh off her earlier mishaps. They were all so sweet, and she didn’t know when she’d felt more welcomed or cared for. Too bad those feelings were really reserved for her sister.

“It’s good to be here,” she lied. “I suppose none of us shall be bored any longer.”



THREE  

AT THE END OF HER FIRST WEEK, Jillian found herself more exhausted and sore than she’d ever been in her life. She had never had to get on her knees and scrub hardwood floors before this, and her kneecaps were so tender from this exertion that she wondered if they would ever feel normal again. Not only that, but every muscle in her body seemed to scream in protest. Even the one day off she was given in the middle of the week did little to restore her to her full strength.

But perhaps the biggest problem to contemplate came in the form of a letter from home. Judith wrote to say that she’d eloped with her beloved Martin, and after spending a night in what she scrawled as “wedded bliss,” they had returned home to deal with Judith’s parents. It hadn’t gone well. From the moment they realized that it was Jillian and not Judith who’d boarded the evening train, there had been no peace. Judith joked about how preoccupied their mother had been with arranging a meeting between “Jillian” and her latest potential suitor that she hadn’t even noticed that Jillian was the one who had gone to Arizona. Their mother was the only one who could ever tell them apart by simply looking. Others relied on the girls’ behavior to distinguish the twins from each other. Their father had never even given it serious thought. After all, children were the responsibility of mothers and governesses.

But, Judith wrote, when their mother learned the truth, she took to her bed in complete misery, causing even Judith to feel a bit guilty. Their father, upon seeing his wife so ill disposed, railed at the servants and Judith until she thought he would bring down the rafters.

Judith’s letter did little to put Jillian at ease. If she were to make it at the Harvey House until June, she would have to have the cooperation of her overbearing father. Visions of Colin Danvers debarking the next train, ranting and raving at the top of his lungs for his daughter to return to Kansas City, haunted Jillian even in her sleep.

Hastily penning a note to her mother and father, Jillian appealed to her father’s business sense. She pointed out the situation with Judith’s wages and made a comment about the senselessness of having to turn over a lump sum of money to Fred Harvey when Jillian was happy to help Judith out. Then midway through the missive, she humbled herself and appealed to his good nature—although she wasn’t entirely convinced that her father had a good nature. She knew, however, that he was a fair man. For all his tirades and seeming insensitivity to the needs of his women, Colin Danvers would listen to reason. At least on occasion.

The letter was left with the house manager, Sam Capper, before Jillian headed to her station in the dining room. By now she knew most everyone and greeted them cheerily. Louisa smiled and called out from behind a stack of freshly ironed linens.

“Good morning, Judith!”

Louisa Upton proved to be an amiable young woman, albeit a rather quiet one. With her mousy brown hair tucked into a tight little bun, Louisa wiped away any potential for actually capturing attention for her looks. Her manners were rather appalling at times; Jillian would catch her scratching her head in public or even raising her skirts to adjust her stockings without giving the slightest glance to see who else might be watching. Louisa came from a poor family in Chicago and had so many brothers and sisters that pushing her out the door at age eighteen seemed to be the family’s only hope for survival. She faithfully mailed all but a dollar of her monthly wages to her family. She had told Jillian in passing that she knew it would likely be the difference between them eating or going hungry.

Jillian couldn’t imagine. Knowing only wealth and plenty, there had never been any concern about what food would be available or how many it could serve. Jillian had never had to so much as make her own fire in the hearth. Yet in listening to Louisa and Kate, she knew they could both not only build a fire but also cut the wood or shovel the coal for fuel. It made her feel rather useless and sheltered.

So, too, did serving on the dining room floor. The work itself only seemed to prove to Jillian that she had been a spoiled and pampered child. How could it be that at age twenty-three she was only now experiencing what it was to work hard at something? Why, even dressing her own hair had become quite an ordeal. Once when Kate had helped her lace her corset, she had suggested Judith go back to wearing her hair like she had before she’d gone back to Kansas City for the funeral. Only Jillian wasn’t exactly sure how that might have been. Fortunately, Louisa chimed in that she thought the new style more becoming. They had contemplated Jillian’s hair for nearly fifteen minutes before Kate went back to tending her own raven locks. Jillian watched the young Irishwoman from the corner of the room. She tucked and twisted and pinned her hair in less than a minute. Not only that, but it looked quite appealing. Jillian had pleaded with her to teach her the trick, and while Kate had looked at her rather oddly, she did as Jillian asked. Now Jillian found her own blond hair easier to manage, and even Louisa declared it to be a triumph.

But given all of these things, Jillian began to contemplate her life. She had always listened to her parents, doing, for the most part, exactly as she was instructed. Judith was the one who would sneak out of the house in the middle of the night. Judith was the one who knew no fear. Jillian, on the other hand, had enough fears for both of them.

“I’m simply afraid of life,” she whispered, refocusing her attention on shining the silverware.

“Judith, would you leave off with polishing and help Kate set the tables? Irene is ill and won’t be down this morning,” Gwen called out as she moved through the room.

Jillian nodded and put the polishing cloth and spoon to one side. Grasping a tray of china cups and saucers, she headed out across the dining room floor. But just as she did, Louisa came running from the linen closet, shrieking something about lizards, causing Jillian to lose her balance.

Cups and saucers clattered noisily to the floor, and Jillian herself landed in a ballooning puff of skirt and apron not far from the mess.

“I’m so sorry, Judith,” Louisa said, her eyes brimming with tears.

The sound of the crash alerted Gwen, who frowned and shook her head in a most perplexed manner. “Are you all right?” she asked Jillian.

Jillian nodded. “I’m fine. I can’t say the same for Mr. Harvey’s china, however.” She looked at the sorry mess and picked up one single cup that had escaped breaking. “This one only has a tiny chip,” she commented, turning it to catch the light.

“You know Mr. Harvey’s rules. Throw it all away. If there’s so much as a chip, it must go. Louisa, you helped cause this mess; you help Judith clean it up.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll go for the broom and the dustpan right now.”

Louisa scurried off as Jillian attempted to get to her feet. Though she didn’t see the jagged piece of saucer that cut her little finger, she certainly felt it as it sliced down the side.

“Ow!” she cried out, clutching her wounded hand. Blood poured generously onto her white apron. Had her hand not throbbed painfully, Jillian would have laughed about the number of aprons she seemed to require. Certainly Judith had never needed so many.

“Oh, Judith, what have you done to yourself?” Gwen questioned as Jillian managed to get to her feet.

“I didn’t see the broken saucer. I thought all the pieces were in front of me, but this one managed to elude me.”

“Here,” Gwen said, reaching out, “let me see how bad it is.” Jillian complied, biting her lip to keep from crying out. “Well, you’re going to have to see Dr. Mac on this one. I think you’re going to need a few stitches.”

“What!”

“Kate, walk with Judith over to the doctor’s and then hurry back here.”

“But wait,” Jillian muttered. “I don’t think it’s all that bad.”

“Now, Judith, do as you’re told. You don’t want to bleed to death, do you?”

Jillian was beginning to feel a little light-headed with all this talk of blood and stitches. She let Gwen bind her hand in the lower part of her apron, then stared dumbly as Kate took hold of her arm.

“We’ll be havin’ ya fixed up before ya can say jack-a-dandy.” Kate took it all in stride, apparently unaware that her roommate was trembling from head to foot.

Jillian hated doctors. Well, she didn’t really hate them; she feared them. She had always felt a strange sense of morbidity when the doctor had come to the house to check on her grandmother. It was really her only encounter with doctors, and this, along with her father’s open disregard for their services, caused Jillian to adopt an uncertain attitude toward physicians. Doctors always seemed so stern faced and unfeeling, and they always knew things they didn’t let you in on until it was too late. At least that’s how it had been with Grandmother Danvers. The doctor had come faithfully day after day and finally after several months announced that the elder Mrs. Danvers had a terminal cancer. He assured them it was too late to do anything but make the old woman as comfortable as possible. Jillian shuddered simply thinking of the scene.

“Kate, I honestly don’t think this is necessary,” Jillian said, holding her wrapped hand tightly to her waist. “I mean, the bleeding will stop in a few minutes, and I hardly think I need to bother the doctor.”

“Dr. Mac will be gettin’ a real laugh out of seein’ ya again so soon,” Kate said.

Jillian knew nothing about what Kate was talking about and had no chance to question her on it as they stepped out the back door of the Harvey House and crossed the sandy dirt road to where the doctor’s small wood and stone house stood.

Kate knocked loudly on the door, then grinned at Jillian. “I almost wish it were me to be seein’ the doc. He’s surely the handsomest man I’ve ever laid me eyes to. But no doubt he’d not be wantin’ a poor Mick for a wife.”

“Coming!” came the muffled call from within the house.

Kate turned on her heel and headed back to the Harvey House. “He’ll be havin’ ya fixed up in no time at all.”

Jillian thought to call after her, not exactly sure what she wanted to say but desperate to have Kate’s bolstering support. She eyed the placard at the side of the door. Dr. Terrance MacCallister.

She glanced back over her shoulder to Kate’s departing figure. “Aren’t you going to wait until he opens the door?” she finally managed.

“He’s already opened the door,” a deep masculine voice stated from behind her.

Jillian turned to look up into the bluest eyes she’d ever seen. They were bright with amusement and well matched to the grin on the man’s face. He looked nothing like any doctor she’d ever encountered.

“Miss Danvers. Can’t get enough of my company, eh? Well, come inside. I see you’re back from your trip back East. How did it go?”

Jillian wanted to call out again for Kate as the man took hold of her arm. Her quaking only increased as he led her into the house and closed the door.

“Why, you’re shaking like a leaf. If I didn’t know you better, I’d say you were scared to death. But that can’t be the case. After all, this is the same woman who watched me pick out pieces of lint from her burn,” he stated with a look of approval. “By the way, how’s the arm doing? I hope those two weeks in Kansas City didn’t ruin all my good work.”

Jillian felt her mouth go dry. Oh, Judith. What have you gotten me into?

“My arm is perfectly fine,” she told him. At least it was the truth. “It’s my hand. Well, actually my finger. I cut it.” She held up her hand as if to prove the fact. “I don’t think I need to be here bothering you with it, however.” She forced herself to remain calm.

“Well, now, I guess you must have received your license to practice medicine while you were back in Kansas City,” Dr. MacCallister said with a laugh. He stopped in midstep, turned to her, and let his gaze linger on her face for just a moment. “I don’t come to the Harvey House and tell you how to do your job.”

“I might have been better off if you had,” Jillian muttered.

The doctor laughed. “Why don’t you let me be the judge of whether you bothered me for nothing.”

Jillian nodded. “I’m sorry, Dr. MacCallister.”

The man frowned. “What happened to just calling me Mac? You go back East and get all civilized? I thought we had an agreement.”

Jillian wanted to protest that she’d never agreed to anything except her sister’s ridiculous scheme. But instead she whispered his name. “Mac.”

He nodded. “That’s better. Now come sit in my examining room, and we’ll see just what you’ve managed to do to yourself.”

Jillian allowed him to lead her into his medical office. She took a seat on the chair he pointed to, glad that he’d not suggested she try to mount the spindly contraption that posed as an examination table. Just stay calm, Jillian, she told herself. This will all be over in a few minutes, and you can go back to your room. And do what? she wondered. After all, what she wanted to do was pack and leave without another word. But there was no hope of doing that. Judith needed her, and Jillian knew she would remain no matter how uncomfortable things got.

Mac went to a washbasin, poured water, and washed his hands before coming back to examine her hand. Carefully—in fact, tenderly—he unwrapped her hand while Jillian tried not to think about the blood or the pain. Or the warmth of his touch.

“My, my,” he said good-naturedly. “Were you just desperate for attention or bored with Mr. Harvey’s routine?”

Jillian didn’t know quite how to take his teasing. “I fell with a tray of cups and saucers. Then when I went to get up, I cut my hand. It’s that simple.”

“Well, not exactly,” Mac told her. “It’s going to have to be stitched. Otherwise the bleeding will never stop. See here, it’s already starting back up.”

Jillian refused to look, but nodded and kept her gaze fixed on Mac’s face. Kate was right. It was an extremely handsome face with its broad square jaw, dark brows, and those wonderfully blue eyes.

“Are you sure this is the only way?” Jillian questioned, fearing what was to come.

Mac shook his head. “What happened to you back East? You used to have more gumption than this.”

Jillian realized she was in danger of being found out. Swallowing her fear, she squared her shoulders and replied, “It’s just that there’s a great deal of work to be done back at the dining room. I made quite a mess and it won’t clean itself. My work—”

“Can wait,” Mac interjected and added, “at least a few minutes while I tend to that cut. Now just sit tight, and I’ll get a needle.”

“A needle,” Jillian murmured. Oh, this wasn’t going well at all. How would she ever be able to sit here and pretend to have what he called Judith’s “gumption,” when all she wanted to do was cry? Judith might have taken up the job of stitching herself, but Jillian knew she would be more inclined to pass out in a dead faint from such an ordeal.

She watched the man move around his office with ease. He was something just over six feet tall and wore a simple dark suit of black serge. He looked like a doctor, she decided. Albeit a young doctor. The doctor who had tended Grandmother had been nearly as old as Grandmother herself. Jillian had no other memory of any other doctor, for doctors were common people as far as her mother was concerned. They were never invited to parties and certainly had never graced the Danvers’ dinner table.

Mac returned with a tray of necessary equipment. Jillian spied the threaded needle and felt her heart begin to palpitate a little harder. She wished now she was more given to prayers and religiosity. If she were, she would ask God to make this all go away.

“Why, Judith, you’re as white as a ghost,” Mac stated in a serious tone. “You must have lost quite a bit of blood before making it over to see me.”

Jillian just nodded. It seemed as logical an excuse as she could come up with.

He took hold of her hand and began washing the wound. Jillian bit her lip to keep from crying out, then discovered this pain was nothing compared to the actual process of Mac’s stitching. Twice she nearly screamed, and throughout it all she fought waves of nausea and dizziness. She leaned her head back against the wall, grateful that Mac had positioned the chair close to the corner. She had already determined to lean toward the left where the wall might better support her should she faint.

“There, four stitches ought to hold you,” Mac said, eyeing his work appreciatively. “I thought for sure you’d be watching to make sure I did it right.”

Jillian eased her head up and looked at her right hand. It didn’t seem all that much worse for the wear.

“I’ll wrap it up, and in a week, maybe ten days, I’ll take those stitches back out. You ought to be good as new then.” He began to wrap a bandage around the wound, admonishing her to keep it dry. “Tell your Miss Carson that you should not be given any task that will cause you to get your hand wet. Neither should you be lifting anything with this hand.”

Jillian nodded. Just a few more minutes, she told herself. A few more minutes and I can leave.

“So how was your trip home? I mean, I know that you went there for your grandmother’s funeral, but since you didn’t like the old woman anyway—”

Jillian gasped at this. Had Judith really told him that she didn’t like Grandmother Danvers? It was true—neither one of the girls cared much for the superstitious old woman—but that Judith would have actually told this stranger how she felt was almost unimaginable.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked gently.

“No,” she managed to say, collecting her thoughts. There was apparently a great deal that her sister had shared with this man. Funny that Judith never mentioned him in letters home.

Mac smiled and went back to work. “So how did you find your parents and sister?”

“Oh, they were the same as always,” Jillian managed.

Before she knew it, he was finished and pushing the tray aside. “Now,” he said in that authoritative tone that seemed to precede any doctorly task, “I’ll take a look at that arm.”

“What!” Jillian exclaimed, yanking back the left arm that he had already taken hold of.

Mac gave her arm a gentle pull. “I said, I intend to see how you’re recuperating.” He was already unfastening the wrist buttons of her blouse.

“No, that isn’t necessary,” Judith protested, but in her weakened state, she was hardly up to matching the determined Dr. MacCallister.

Mac pulled up the sleeve and studied her arm for a moment, while Jillian looked up at the ceiling. Now he would know the truth, and for the life of her, she wasn’t sure what she could say or do that would set things right. Jillian waited for him to say something—anything. But he remained silent, his hand still firmly gripping her arm. Finally Jillian dropped her gaze back to Mac’s face when the silence became too difficult to deal with.

“Do you want to explain this to me?” he said, dropping his hold on her. He leaned back against the counter and eyed her in the same fashion one might consider a wayward child.

Jillian drew a deep breath. “I’m not Judith.”

“Yes, I can see that for myself.”

“I’m her twin sister, Jillian.”

“And you’re here masquerading as Judith because you were bored with life in the city?” he questioned.

She shook her head. “My sister asked me to come and pose as her.” Jillian sighed, preparing to reveal the whole scenario. There was no sense in lying. She’d been discovered and would soon be sent back to Kansas City. Unless, she thought hopefully, she could convince Mac to keep her secret.

“You want to give me the full story?”

Jillian nodded. “I suppose that would be best.”

“Yes, I think it probably would be,” Mac said, crossing his arms.

“Well, you see, Judith was in love with a young man we’ve known most of our lives. She planned an elopement with him but knew if she didn’t come back to work for Mr. Harvey, she’d have to pay back half the wages she’d already earned. She couldn’t do that because she’d already given her fiance [image: Il_9781441203359_0040_001] the money, and there was no possibility of our father giving her the money as he had never approved of her taking up employment in the first place and would certainly never approve of her choice in husbands.”

“So she convinced her twin sister to come to Pintan in her stead,” Mac stated thoughtfully. Then he totally surprised Jillian by bursting into laughter. “That Judith! What a gal!”

Jillian didn’t know whether to be relieved or jealous. He said it with such obvious admiration for her sister that Jillian couldn’t help but feel a little envious.

“I realize I tried to deceive you as I have the others, but please 41 understand . . .”

“Oh, I understand. I mean, Judith was involved, so it couldn’t just be a simple matter. Nothing Judith ever did was simple.”

“Do you always call women by their first names?” Jillian asked suddenly. It struck her as very strange that this man had insisted she call him Mac, while he constantly called her sister by her given name.

“I don’t always,” Mac replied, “but your sister was special. She just seemed so at ease with the world. She insisted everyone call her by her first name. She hated it when Miss Carson would get all formal in front of the train passengers. She thought it complete nonsense. If it makes you uneasy, rest assured I won’t call you by your given name unless you grant me permission to do so.”

“Well, you won’t really have to worry about it, I suppose,” Jillian replied.

“And why would that be?” He leaned forward and his black hair fell across his forehead in a way that made Jillian want to reach up and push it back into place.

“Because now that I’m found out, Miss Carson will no doubt demand I return to Kansas City.”

“Miss Carson would only do that if she found out about your little deception.”

Jillian eyed him very seriously. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I think this will be great fun. What do you say we just be good friends and keep this between us? If you’re anything like your sister, I know we’ll get along just fine.”

He was serious, Jillian realized. He was laughing and enjoying the situation, and he was willing to let her go on posing as Judith.

“Do you mean it? Truly?”

He laughed again. “I don’t see that it will harm anyone. After all, I know Miss Carson doesn’t have any girls to spare. So if anything, it’ll only be helpful.”

Jillian breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you, Dr. MacCallister. I can’t tell you what this means to me.”

“Mac,” he said, reaching out to help her to her feet. “Call me Mac.”

Jillian warmed to his smile and nodded. “Very well, and you may call me Jillian.”

“I’d probably better call you Judith,” he said, then gave her a wink. “Oh, and I’d keep that arm covered with a bandage if I were you. You go to changing clothes in front of anyone and they’ll know right off that you’re not Judith. That burn she had was pretty intense.”

“But she was all right, wasn’t she? I mean, I never knew in the whole of her visit that she was wounded,” Jillian said, suddenly very concerned for her sister.

“Oh, Judith will get by just fine. She could sell sand in the desert. Your sister is quite a card. She’ll always land on her feet. Here, let me put a bandage on your arm and no one will know the difference.” He very quickly wrapped her forearm, then pushed her sleeve back into place. “There.”

Jillian sighed and struggled to rebutton her sleeve. “I wish the same could be said of me,” she murmured. Mac’s confused expression caused her to add, “I mean the part about landing on my feet.” She smiled weakly. “After all, I wouldn’t be in here now if that were the case.” She couldn’t seem to coordinate the work required to secure her sleeve.

Mac pushed her bandaged hand away very gently, then took up the edges of the sleeve and buttoned it for Jillian. Where his warm fingers touched the sensitive skin of her wrist, Jillian felt a tingling sensation that seemed to move up her arm in waves.

“I think it would have been a pity not to have learned your secret, Jillian,” he said softly, glancing up to meet her stare. “A very big pity.”
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