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This book is dedicated to my husband.  The railways kept us together when we lived in separate cities.  There are few things more romantic than a train...

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book, loosely based on my great-great-great grandparents and the romance they shared.  As always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“Were it not for hope the heart would break.”  ~ Scottish Prover​​b
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My name is James Spenser.  Six months ago, my brother and I came to Edinburgh from Glasgow on our eastward trek across Scotland.  The journey started at our farm just west of Glasgow.  We had a lovely little place with potato fields that stretched to a river, edged with silver birch.  My father’s family had worked the land for two generations, and my brothers and I always thought we’d work the land, too.  

All that changed three years ago, when the potato famine came to Scotland.  Our fields were ruined as the blight moved quickly, destroying all our crops.  We didn’t have enough seed potatoes to try again and barely enough to eat that winter.  My father found work at a railway yard in Glasgow and my mother, my brother Andrew, and I all went with him.  My oldest brother, Ethan, decided to try his luck in America and found work on a ship bound for New York.  

Glasgow was a big change for us all.  Our mum took to it right enough, finding her way with the other ladies of the area and helping out with the sick.  Da fell in with some mates at the rail yard and started drinking a bit more than before.  It was hard losing the farm, but things didn’t seem too bad until we lost our mum.

She was out like always helping those that she could, not knowing that the winter of 1848 would bring a terrible cholera epidemic to the city.  When she came down with the illness, Andrew and I were already on our way to Edinburgh.  By the time we found out, it was too late to come home.  Da told us to stay and work hard in her memory.  Six months later, he was gone, too.  Andrew and I both thought it was just too much losing Mum.  They truly loved each other, and I don’t think he wanted to go on without her.  

So here we are in 1849, working on the world’s first railway ferry that will cross five miles of water when completed.  The passengers will be taking steamboats across from Granton just north of Edinburgh, but the goods will be transferred by rolling cars out onto tracks on the ferry, then lowered down to water level and taken to the other side.  There, the ferry is raised up again, allowing the cars to be rolled off and hooked up to an engine on the other side at Burntisland.  The whole process is supposed to take five minutes on each end and then of course, the travel over the Firth of Forth itself, which is an inlet of the North Sea.  We’re all calling it a minor miracle, but the bosses say it’s a technological wonder.  

The money men wanted a name to call attention to this wonder and with the way the water can whip up when the storms blow in, someone came up with The Leviathan.  The name stuck and now we all joke that we feed the Beast when we go to work.  Andrew and I have been putting in as much overtime as possible.  We want the bosses to notice us and maybe get a chance at steady work once this project is finished.  Maybe even a promotion.  

At least, that was the plan until Andrew met his Rebecca two weeks ago.  She’s a sweet lass, right enough, but his head’s in the clouds these days.  If I hadn’t told him to shape up only last week, he would have fallen right into the water. Whistling and looking up at the sky, rather than watching what he was doing.  I have decided there will be no woman for me until I get that promotion.

Or that’s what I had decided before the boss told me to run some papers over to the office this very morning.  I was closest to him as he walked up...and that’s something I will be thankful for all my days.  It was when I walked into the main office that I saw her.  Auburn hair spilling over her shoulders and eyes as blue as the water on a calm summer day.  She was talking to someone I couldn’t see and saying she wanted to sketch the men working out by the water.  

“Katherine, I have told you repeatedly that having your hair hanging down in your face is simply unacceptable.  Your mother will finish me if she sees you like this,” came from the unseen corner. 

“I am putting it up,” she replied.  “I just can’t find my other comb and when I dropped my painting supplies under that desk, the entire thing just came undone.”

I stood there, frozen to the spot.  She was determined, I’d give her that as she held on to the painting supplies with one hand and tried to put her hair back up with the other.  Not knowing what to say, I stood there staring until she finally looked in my direction.

“It looks like you’ve brought my subject to me,” she said.  “I can sketch this one right here.”  

I continued to stare as her father came around the door.  Finally, my brain and my mouth started working as one again.  “Sorry to bother you, sir.  My boss sent me over with these papers, and I’d be glad to take anything back if you wish.”  I half expected the man to dismiss me on the spot, but instead he told me to wait a moment.

“Katherine, I’ve had enough.  Go back to that empty office and wait for me there,” he said.  “Sketch if you like, but for the love of...please fix your hair.”  

Just when I thought I had skirted the issue, he finished with, “What if someone, who mattered had seen you like this?  I can’t have my daughter running around looking like a heathen.”  As we walked back into the hall, he looked at me and said, “I expect you’ll keep this to yourself.”

“Of course,” I answered.  After all, I thought, who was I going to tell?  The only people I knew were of the ‘didn’t matter’ sort.

Sensing my discomfort, he threw me a quick bone.  “Girls,” he said.  “I really don’t know what to do with her.  I think that’s a universal truth we all share.”

“Aye, sir,” I replied.  I didn’t wait any longer but headed back to the dock thinking how wrong he was.  There were no girls I’d ever seen that had anything in common with this one.  Katherine, I thought...what a lovely name, then shook my head and went back to work.
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My name is Katherine Rogers, and I live in a cage.  At least, that’s what I call it.  The house and garden my mother want to keep me in until I decide that I’m going to be reasonable and abandon my dreams of becoming an artist.  I am supposed to realize that I’m very lucky to have such a choice when it comes to eligible young men.  Yes, I have to admit there are plenty of them to choose from...but that doesn’t mean any of them are right for me.

My sister Julia is the perfect daughter.  She knows how to do everything well.  Growing up, she danced, played the violin, and even embroidered pillowcases for our mother.  When it was time for her to marry, she managed to meet a handsome, wealthy Scottish Lord and after a grand wedding celebration, they went to his estate in Perth.  Now, they have a little boy to carry on the family honor, and she is pregnant with their second child.  My mother uses her as an example of what I should strive to become almost every day.

Nevertheless, I am not going to get married.  My art is too important to me.  I was going to be a poet, but thankfully, I outgrew that.  Too much suffering for one’s craft if you ask me.  Last year, I toured the London Museum and fell in love with art, particularly pencil sketches and watercolors.  All this beauty that I hadn’t realized existed, and the stories these pictures told to anyone willing to really look.  I decided that while writing was wonderful, art was even better.  I could try to capture the light and shadows in painting and sketches that I could never come close to capturing with words.  At least, not in the manner of Robert Burns or Lord Byron.

So, art it will be, and I am quite happy with my new choice.  I keep asking my parents to send me to art school and let me find my creative genius.  I have high hopes for art.  Something, anything, that will give me a reason to pursue a passion other than marriage and children.  The idea of marrying some man and turning all my control over to him, just because he can wear pants, is beyond my comprehension.  

Speaking of men, today a strange young man came into my father’s office.  He was one of the workers from the docks, building the Beast as my friends and I call it, and he walked in and just stared at me.  Not in the way most young men stare as if to say, how can she be so outrageous?  Or, I wonder if her inheritance will be worth her temperament?  But, as if I were an alien creature and he was seeing one of us for the first time.  Surely, he’d seen a girl before.  Although, probably one with her hair done up.  I guess I was a bit unexpected, but one must sacrifice for one’s craft.  Now, if only I could convince my mother that art is more important than settling down and doing one’s duty.  

My favorite days, besides going to the museum, are when I visit my father at his company offices.  There are unlimited possibilities for an artist down on the docks, all visible through his windows. In fact, the whole world exists just beyond those windows.  I simply must find a way to get down to an area, where I can do some actual sketches.  All this movement and light, not to mention people on the docks, but the office is too far away to see the details.  So, I will fix my hair, make myself presentable, and take my art supplies down for a short trip to the waterfront.  There is a lovely space with benches that I think even my mother would consider respectable enough for a young lady, who is in the company of her father.

“Da, I want you to please take me down to the docks and let me sketch a few pictures,” I said, walking back into my father’s office.  “I have made myself more than presentable.”

“Katherine, I really cannot take you right now,” he replied.  “Why do you want to do this anyway?” 

“Because it’s important to me.”  Sometimes, my father only responds to the absolute truth, so I did my best to explain.  “Da, I don’t want to spend my life wondering what might have been.  I want to see if I have any real talent before I end up being married off to some man.” 

My father looked stern, but I could see his eyes were smiling.  “Very well, you can go down and walk along the edge of the promenade, but no closer than that.  I’ll be down as soon as I finish with these papers.”  Smiling, he added, “And don’t tell your mother!”  

“Aye Da, I promise.”  With that I was out the door, down the hall, and outside before he could change his mind.  Careful to stay on the promenade at first, I soon grew impatient walking back and forth, looking over at the shops on one side and the water on the other.  After twenty minutes, I decided I could just walk a little closer and get a much better sketch from that angle.  

The men seemed to be connecting large overhead wires, giving the Beast some shadowing of its own when I heard someone say, “Careful, I don’t think you’re supposed to be here.”

Turning towards the voice, I saw it was that same young man from my father's office.  Just as I started to say something, he knocked me down and landed on top of me.  Of all the insolence!  I was going to tell him what I really thought about such inappropriate behavior, when I heard the sound of something slicing through the air above my head.  The young man held me down and said, “Stay here.  Until the men catch that cable, it could swing back again.”

I looked up and saw he had the most amazing green eyes.  A deep, dark green like a glen in the late afternoon.  Then he was up and off me, helping me up, before I could even think to thank him.  I started to take a breath to try to say something, but he was already gone, disappearing into the crowd of workers tying down the cable. 
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Kenneth Rogers had financial statements in front of him, calculating the overall cost overruns on The Leviathan so far.  His mind went back to the beginning of the project when the dream had captured his imagination.  He and his partners in the railroad company had been convinced this would be a great feat of engineering and an unbelievable benefit to Granton’s, not to mention Edinburgh’s, economy.  He was supposed to be overseeing the progress on the South Shore, but now it seemed more like paperwork than anything else.  

He reminded himself yet again that this would all be easier if his son-in-law hadn’t gotten involved with the project.  Edward had been so insistent on being included, but now Kenneth’s partners were going over all the costs with a fine-toothed comb.  And Edward’s standing, despite being a lord, was slipping as he failed to contribute anything new to his consortium.  His group of investors had been interested enough to back the project, but Edward’s recent money problems were starting to taint the relationship.  His talent as an architect was questionable, and his ability as an engineer was non-existent.  But he had seemed a good match for their daughter, Julia, four years ago and it was too late to change anything now.

His mind wandered to his girls when they were much younger.  Julia and Katherine playing outside his library window at home, their treks to find a Christmas tree, the many trips to the pond.  Smiling to himself, he remembered he was supposed to have met Katherine ten minutes ago.  He turned to look out the window and saw all hell breaking loose down at the docks.  A cable had snapped and was whipping back and forth, while the men were scrambling to capture it.  He jumped out of his chair, realizing Katherine was down there.

As he ran towards the docks, he saw someone on the ground, and it looked like his daughter.  His heart in his throat, he feared the worst when he saw her being helped up by one of the men.  He almost cried with relief; he was that scared for her.

“Katherine!  Good God...are you okay my sweet lass?” he asked, rushing up to her.  “I never would have forgiven myself if you’d been hurt.  But what possessed you to come down here so close to the workers?” 

Katherine looked at her father, then threw her arms around him and gave him a hug.  “I’m sorry, Da.  I thought I was far enough away.  I should have waited for you.”

“Aye, you should have, but let’s make sure you’re all right.  Have you hurt yourself?  Your dress looks torn on the bottom and you’ve got some dirt on your sleeves.”  He held her at arm’s length and looked closely at her.  “Are you sure you’re all right?”

Katherine glanced down and wiped a tear from one eye.  “I am sorry, Da.  I don’t know what comes over me sometimes.  It just seemed like such a great spot to sketch with the men working on the Beast like that.  I didn’t realize the Beast would bite back.”  She tried a small smile.  

Her father shook his head.  “Well, you saw it coming and got out of the way.  We can be thankful for that at least.”

“No, Da.  I didn’t see anything except that young man, who came to your office today.  I was just going to ask him what he was doing when he knocked me to the ground and fell on me.”  Katherine rubbed her wrist.  “I was quite shocked by his behavior until I realized he probably saved my life.”

“Which young man?” he asked, looking over at the crowd of men tying down the cable.  “Can you point him out to me?”

“Not from here, but I’d know him if I saw him again,” Katherine replied.  He realized she looked a little unsteady and guided her over to a bench along the promenade.  

“Never mind that now,” he said.  “We need to get you home.  I want to have the doctor stop by and look at you.  And we’ll have to tell your mother.”

Katherine rolled her eyes but said nothing.  She and her mother didn’t agree on most things, but she knew her mum would treat her kindly enough tonight after such a shock.  Then, give Katherine what for in the morning.  Smiling slightly, Katherine nodded and took her father’s hand.  “Aye, Da.  Whatever you say.”

The next morning, Katherine told herself she’d been right about her mother.  She had helped her get to bed and brought her some broth without asking a single question.  Just gave her a hug and told her to get some sleep.  But this morning, she wanted answers.  

“Katherine, I really don’t know what gets into you sometimes,” her mother said, walking back and forth, then turned and looked right at her, emphasizing her point.  “What do you have to say for yourself?” she demanded.

“I really don’t have any defense for my actions,” admitted Katherine.  “I wanted the chance to sketch what seemed to be a really grand moment in the building of the Beast.  The light was perfect, the angle was good....”  

Katherine stopped and looked at her mother, who was not amused.  “I think we’ve had quite enough of this art infatuation.  You know you’ll tire of it soon anyway.  Why don’t you go back to writing?  That at least, you could do from home.”

“Mother, you don’t understand,” Katherine replied.  “I know I’ve jumped around a bit, first with ballet, then writing, now art...but I don’t think it’s fair to count the musical instruments since those were your choice.” 

“A lady should be accomplished, Katherine.”  Her mother shook her head.  “If you wanted to sketch flowers in the garden...maybe that would be more appropriate.  Or better yet, what about trying embroidery again?  That would be more suitable for a lord’s wife.”

They’d had this conversation on a weekly basis, and Katherine knew there was no way they would ever agree.  She simply did not want the life her mother so desperately wanted for her.  She’d tried to explain it several times, but her mother did not understand.

Today, she decided to try another tact.  “Maybe you’re right, Mother.  Not about the embroidery, but about the flowers.  There’s a lovely yellow rose bush blooming in the garden.  I saw it yesterday and it would make a perfect subject for my watercolor, but I left my paints at Da’s office.  If I could go back and fetch them, it would keep me busy for the afternoon.”  Seeing her mother begin to soften, she added, “Maybe, even do a collection of flowers just for you?”

“Very well, but I can send someone to get your paints.  You don’t have to go yourself, considering what happened yesterday.”  Katherine saw her plan falling apart before her eyes.

“No, that’s all right,” she said.  “I’ve been enough of a bother to Da lately...and I think I left my comb in his office.  I would like to look since it’s one of my favorites.”  She held her breath, waiting for her mother to answer.

“Very well,” her mother replied as she looked at her closely.  “But don’t sketch all afternoon in the garden.  I want you to rest before dinner.  We’ll talk some more about this tomorrow.”

Katherine kept the smile plastered on her face but crossed her fingers behind her back.  “That would be lovely, Mum.”  She went up and kissed her cheek, then slipped by her and out the door before her mother could change her mind.  

As Katherine scurried out of the room, her mother looked at the now empty doorway.  Her thoughts drifted back to the conversation she’d had with her husband the night before.

“Martha, it’s not just these cost overruns,” Kenneth had told her.  “The men have complained that the plans are not coming together as expected.  I’ve had to have new engineers come out and redo all the specifications he worked on.  Of course, Edward’s never been the main designer on the project, but the parts he’s been involved in are not working.  I’ve put him off, telling him to start on the other side of the water...but truthfully, I think he’s over his head on this entire project.”

Martha looked down, disappointed to hear that the man she had thought an excellent match for Julia was now turning out to be such a disappointment. “We have to keep Julia and the children in mind.  Can’t you give him something else to do?”

“The partners and I will have to find something,” Kenneth agreed, “but it won’t be easy.  Edward is so sure of himself, and he believes he has a lot more talent than he does.  I could move him into an advisory capacity, but even that has me worried.  If I could find something else for him to do, maybe we could get him onto another project with less structural importance.”

Martha thought about it for a moment, then looked up at her husband.  He was the love of her life and yet, she knew of no way to help him with his business.  Walking over, she placed a hand on each side of his face.  Looking into his eyes for a moment, she put her arms around his neck and kissed him.  “I wish I could do more to help you with all this, but one thing I can do is provide you with a distraction.  At least, for tonight.”  She smiled up at him.  “Let me take a quick look at Katie, and I’ll meet you upstairs.”  With that she gave him one more kiss, then turned and left the room.

Kenneth just stared after her and then slowly smiled.  He was lucky to have found such a wonderful woman.  He would have to face these problems in the morning, but he’d spend this evening making love to his wife.  She had been beautiful at sixteen, and she was still lovely, twenty-one years later.  
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The next morning, Kenneth was back at work with papers spread all over his desk.  He was surprised to see his daughter walk through the door and paused with the papers in one hand.

“Katherine, what are you doing here?” he asked.  “I thought you would be staying home today.”  

“I came to pick up my art supplies,” she replied, with her most innocent look.  “Mother said I could get them, so I could sketch in the garden this afternoon.” 

Her father smiled at her for a moment, then said, “Whatever your mother wishes.”  

Katherine looked around the office, wondering what was different.  She realized that there were more papers than usual piled on the desk.  "Is everything all right, Da?  You seem to have more chaos in here than usual.”

He shook his head.  “It’s the Leviathan.  We have to rethink the cable structure as it’s not going to work the way we had planned.  The engineer is coming down this afternoon to see for himself, but I know we’re going to end up behind schedule.  And that’s going to mean higher costs.” 

Katherine was actually more interested in her father’s business than he realized.  If she’d been a son, her father would have had her working with him by now.  Instead, he allowed her to visit and brighten his day as he called it.  She thought of it as learning the basics.  An independent woman could use all the knowledge about business she could get.  

“What’s going to be more expensive?” she asked.  “The delay or the extra wages for the men, while you make the changes?”  Her father looked surprised as Katherine smiled.  “I do spend a lot of time visiting you, and I pick up a few things.” 

Her father laughed and came over to pat her on the shoulder.  “Aye, you do indeed, Katie.”

Surprising himself, he decided it would be good to talk about it with someone, who didn’t have an interest in the outcome.  He was going to talk about it, last night with Martha, until they found something more creative to do with their evening.  He smiled to himself, thinking about it, then got back to business.

Looking at Katherine, he said, “All right, my lass.  The foreman wants the man hours increased, while the engineer wants more time for the design changes.”  He shook his head, glancing down at the mess on his desk, then continued, “I am more concerned about the delay than the wages.  The men will have to stop working for two weeks, while we get the new specifications.  We have most of the materials, thank goodness, but idle men either cause trouble or leave for another job.  I can’t pay them to do nothing.”
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