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          1887 AT THE BOSTONIAN BRIDGE

        

      

    

    
      Emma woke suddenly, feeling like she was falling. She reached out for Jeremy, and then everything went black.

      What’s on me? she thought shifting her legs, trying to shift the weight off of her. She forced an eye open. Where am I? Train! Jeremy! Panicking, she sat up quickly and immediately regretted that decision. Boom! Boom! sounded within her head. She put her hands up to brace it and waited for the nausea to pass. When the pain finally subsided, she realized her hands were wet. Slowly she brought them down and held them in front of her. Blood? Her mind couldn’t process what she was seeing and her gaze swept the area around them. The car wasn’t just in disarray it was upside down!

      The floor seemed very close to her head; she reached up and touched it. There was some room to move but the height of the car had been decreased by at least half and most of the room seemed on top of her. “Jeremy,” she said loudly, “where are you?” Continuing to stay still she was unsure how stable their situation was; she remembered falling but nothing after that.

      Jeremy, where was he? The weight she felt was their luggage, it had been dislodged when they turned over. She moved slowly, sitting up higher to see if it was safe to move about. Through the broken windows, she could see the rail cars scattered down the hill by the bridge. The sun was high in the east; they must have been knocked out for hours. It had been early morning and still dark when they crashed.

      The car stayed still as she tentatively moved. They appeared to be stable, but she would have to get more data before confirming that fact. She moved the debris off her body to determine if she was okay. I am good, she thought moving her arms and legs. Except for the eye and head.

      She started to remove the rest of the luggage and found Jeremy. “Dear-one, wake up,” she said as she stroked his face. He stirred and slowly opened one eye; the other one was black.

      “Emma,” he said slowly, trying to orientate himself.

      “Jeremy, are you okay?”

      He moved his right arm and grimaced. “Ouch, I don’t know. I think it's strained.”

      “Are you sure it isn’t broken?” she asked.

      He twisted it slowly and flexed his fingers. “Definitely not broken, probably just deep bruises and strain.”

      “You’ll still need to see a doctor. What about your legs, can you move them?” she asked, concerned about further damage.

      He helped Emma move the debris off of his legs, both visibly relieved as he stretched them. There seemed to be no visible damage. “What happened?” he asked, still a bit hazy from the pain in his arm and eye.

      “From what I can tell, we were in a train accident,” she stated.

      “You think so?” he asked wryly, looking around.

      She eyed her nightgown. “For now, let me make you a sling. Can you sit up?”

      He sat up slowly in the limited space. “We seem to have matching eyes,” he said, trying to find humor in the situation. He noticed her head and said with some panic, “Emma, you’re bleeding.”

      “Oh, still bleeding,” she said, reaching up again to touch it. Enough of that, she thought. Reaching down she tore two strips off the bottom of her nightgown. She used one to make him a sling and wrapped the other around her head.

      “Can you see anything? Are we in any danger in here?” he asked, not able to sit as high as her.

      She looked out of the window again and said, “I think we’re stable, but I wouldn’t move around much until I can climb out and take a look.”

      “We’re somewhat wedged in here,” he observed; the wood had splintered inward along with the broken windows.

      “Yes, but I think I can get out of that one,” she said, pointing to the window next to her; it was compressed but looked big enough for her to exit through.

      “Be careful. There’s glass everywhere and you’re in your nightdress,” he cautioned.

      She looked down and said, “You know, I just didn’t consider that.” She saw Jeremy’s pants were within reach, grabbed them, and laid on her back to pull them on.

      “Hey!” he protested. She was going to leave him without pants.

      She paused, gave him a long look, and said, “I need to look around out there and a dress is just not practical. You have your pajama bottoms.” She looked around and saw their books strewn about. She grabbed one, using it to knock out the rest of the glass in the small window. It should be just big enough for her to climb out. She located her boots and slipped them on, pulling the laces tight. Turning toward him, she kissed him softly on the lips. “I’ll see if I can get some help to get you out.”

      As she turned to crawl toward the window, he said, “Hey, Emma, I found something.” He tossed her hat at her. She grabbed it and found it more than a little crumpled. She pulled out the long knife to check for any damage; when she didn’t find any, she slipped it back into its slot.

      As she smoothed out the hat, she studied the window and thought, I can either go face or feet first. She nodded and said aloud, “Feet.”

      “Makes sense.” He watched as she tossed her hat out the window and edged over to the casing to start through. If not for the wreck, he would have enjoyed the view.

      She made her way out slowly, putting her legs through first and felt for ground, easing the rest of her body out, arms last. As she gained purchase, she straightened slowly, her head pounding with the movement. The view made her world tilt; the train was in pieces around her. She stumbled and almost fell before she stabilized herself against the car.

      “Are you okay, Emma? Should you sit down?” Jeremy asked, suddenly concerned she may have a more serious injury than they first thought.

      “No. I’m okay. I just lost my balance for a moment,” she said, taking a deep breath as she took in the massive destruction. She walked further away from the car and looked up toward the bridge. The engine coal cars were upright and still on the rails; other cars were scattered down the incline. The cars made marks on the ground, she followed it and saw one of the sleeper cars appear to have been dragged sideways for about 200 feet and plunged more than 50 feet down a steep embankment before entering the river. Three additional passenger cars were pulled down the precipice by that car, one of those their own.

      Emma called an update to Jeremy. “From the placement of the sun, I’d say we were out for a long while.”

      “Why is that an issue?” he called back.

      She walked back to the car, her face strained. “The timing is important because it looks like we went off a bridge. The engine is still on the tracks, and we were pulled by the last cars. That last car has been in the water for a few hours.”

      “Can you get to them?” asked Jeremy, concerned. He tried to sit up higher.

      She shook her head and said regretfully, “I don’t think so. The embankment’s very steep, and the car fell to its side as it went in. It appears to be fully submerged, and the river looks like it has a strong current. I’m going to look around and see if I can determine anything.”

      Slowly making her way down she had to be sure that she stayed on even ground. As she got further from her car, she noticed a group of men down by the water. She paused when she realized they were trying to get close enough to see if anyone could be saved. They were lined up, interlocking their arms, forming a human chain. The water proved strong, and she watched them struggling to stay upright. They persevered and reached the submerged car. The first man got to the window; he looked back at the group supporting him and shook his head. She could tell from where she was that the news was bad. Those poor people, she thought, wiping her eyes.

      She pulled herself together and made her way up the hill to the suspended car. It was better supported than she thought, and. It also appeared to have people in it. Hearing crying, she called to them, “Try not to move! You appear to be safe. I’ll go for help.”

      There’s nothing I can do here; we need strong men to help these people from their cars. We also need medical help.

      She glanced around and noticed a ragtag bunch of other survivors had made it out. Most wore their nightclothes, three men and two women; they appeared to have cuts and bruises, but no broken bones. They were discussing what to do next when she walked up. Emma listened for a moment before saying, “Hello, I’m glad you’re okay.”

      “You, too,” one of the men answered. He nodded to the group around him. “We were talking about how to get people out of the rest of the cars.”

      A woman in the group spoke up. “We can start by finding out who’s mobile and can get out through the windows.” Introductions were not necessary.

      “As long as it’s safe,” cautioned Emma. “I told people in that suspended car to stay as still as possible. I wouldn’t try to move them until we can get some additional supports to stabilize it.”

      “I agree. There are other cars we can work on first,” the same man answered.

      “I think I can go for help. I know the town is about two miles that way,” she said, pointing to the east. “We need medical help and equipment to get people out.”

      They agreed. One of the other men asked, “Do you need someone to go with you?”

      “No, I’ll make good time on my own.”

      “Okay, we’ll continue to work on getting people out.”

      She nodded and hurriedly returned to Jeremy’s car.

      “How is it?” he asked leaning toward her through the window.

      “Not great. Jeremy, you mentioned last night that we’re about two miles outside of town. I have to go there to get help.”

      He grimaced when he tried to shrug his shoulders. “I think you’re right. Stay with the rails and be careful. Are you dizzy at all?”

      She tentatively touched her head as she replied, “I have a headache. but no dizziness.”

      “Okay, on your way,” he said lightly, but concern darkened his eyes.

      Throwing him a kiss, she turned to make her way slowly around the wreckage. Several more people had climbed out of the cars and sat looking dazed. She directed them to the group she’d conferred with earlier and told them she was going for help.

      Making her way up the hill to where the engine sat, she decided to check on the engineers, hoping they’d survived. With that hope in mind, she grabbed the side rails and pulled herself into the engine room. What she saw caused her to grow dizzy again. Shaking herself out of it, she tried not to let emotion take her over.

      The impact had driven both men into the front of the train; neither survived. She shook her head regretfully and turned around to climb back down. Before she started down the rail, toward town, she gave the wreckage one last long look, trying to commit the placement of cars to memory.

      She started her walk into town. It would take longer since she was sticking to the raised terrain, it was uneven and her step had to be precise. When she thought she couldn’t walk anymore, the town came into view. Her head had started to pound again but she pushed herself forward. Hopefully, they were big enough to have a train stop; some of the smaller towns were just pass-through locations.

      The sun was still high, indicating it was still morning and, with luck, someone would be at the station. She headed straight there, thinking, They should be able to put out a call for help and respond to the wreck.

      She barely noticed the odd looks she received in her nightshirt, pants, and crumpled hat. She trudged those last steps and made her way to the ticket booth, sparing a minute to lay her head down on the counter. The man was turned away from her but startled when he heard, “Sir I’ve been in a train wreck some two miles from here. Many people have died and others are injured. We need lots of men and tools to get people out.”

      He jerked himself around. “Oh no,” he said hoarsely. He exited the door beside her, where there was a bell and he pulled the rope firmly. They listened to it clang out the notification. When he stopped, he said, “We have this in place in case of emergency.” With that, he stood watching and waiting. It took a few minutes before wagons started arriving. The entire town appeared to have shown up to help.

      A tall blond man, apparently a leader in the town, jumped down from his wagon and said, “Terrance, what happened?”

      “Train wreck,” he said, nodding at Emma to give more details.

      “We’ll need rope to support one car that is still on the embankment. There are additional cars turned upside down or fallen on their sides. We need hatchets and other items to cut into the cars. Some people can’t get out of the windows. We need a doctor and the undertaker at the bridge, just two miles from here.”

      “That’s Bostian’s bridge; it’s located over a creek. Did any cars go into the water?” one of the men in the crowd asked.

      “Yes,” she said regretfully. “I think one is a loss. We wrecked last night; they’ve been submerged for hours.”

      The tall blond man took over directing the group. “You men, go get as much rope as you can find. Harrold, get the store opened. We will need as many hatchets as we can find. Hester, get blankets; bring the doctor and the undertaker.”

      Terrance said loudly, “We’ll also need food and water. I’ll get them to open the restaurant to bring baskets to the site.”

      The tall blond man nodded and, as the group headed out, he said, “Meet back here and bring anyone else you think could help.” He turned to Emma and said, “Little lady, I’m Preacher. What’s your name? Do we need to get you to the doctor?”

      “Emma,” she said. “And no, I just want to get back to the site.”

      “Would you like to ride back with me?” he asked in a kindly manner.

      “Yes,” she said gratefully. He helped her onto his wagon and waited for everyone to return. The groups made good time, appearing with wagons full of supplies. Word had gotten out and even more people showed up, wanting to help.

      They headed to the wreck site; Emma and Preacher arrived first. She climbed down without waiting to be helped and rushed over to the incline. As she hurried down, she could see there were significantly more people standing around than when she had left. She spotted Jeremy and started to run to him. “Jeremy!!” He moved toward her at the same pace. “You’re out,” she said, relieved.

      He bent and kissed her softly. He looked around her and up the hill, saying, “You weren’t able to get help?” He was concerned about the people still stuck in the wreckage.

      They couldn’t see the people she had brought. She looked up the embankment and smiled slightly. “Oh, I brought people.” At that moment, men started overflowing the incline, carrying ropes and tools.

      Jeremy just watched them descend like a wave. “Wow.”

      Her eyes shined with tears. “Yes, they came as soon as I asked.”

      As soon as everyone made it down the hill, Preacher called for the groups to come together. “My name is Preacher, and we’ll need to work together to stabilize the one car and get the people off.” He looked to the survivors and requested, “If you’re able-bodied, please join us.” Several of the men left their group to help those in the suspended car.

      As they gathered around it, looking a bit lost as to where to start, Jeremy eyed Emma. “You should go help them.” He knew she was talented in structural engineering and could assist them in how to respond safely.

      “Will you be okay here?” she asked, concerned about leaving him again.

      “Yes, go,” he said, waving her on.

      Emma went to Preacher and said, “I can help with where to place the ropes, to offer stability, while we get the people out.” She went on to explain, “I have an engineering background that could be beneficial.”

      He thought about that and asked, “What do you have in mind?”

      “Let me walk around.” She noticed the base of the train car was pushed deep into the ground. She returned the front and called, “Preacher, we could use some rather large logs to help wedge the wheels.” He nodded and sent off a group of men to cut down some thick trees.

      “What next?” he asked expectantly.

      “The rope should anchor from the top.” She guided him to the locations where the ropes could be safely anchored. “Wrap them around the heavy structural parts,” she directed.

      He agreed and waited for the men to bring the logs to the rail car. They had cut wedges into the ends to allow them to be put into the ground and offer some support behind each set of wheels. Next, he took her advice and called out instructions to stabilize the car. The ropes were placed with six men at each anchor point. Once they confirmed they were stable, Preacher and Emma went to the front of the car. “Any more advice?” he asked before they climbed up.

      “Yes, have them empty the car, starting with the people in the back first. They need to exit one at a time and slowly.”

      He nodded, agreeing with the plan.

      Once they climbed into the car, Preacher said in a firm, clear voice, “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, we’re going to take this slow. We’ll start in the back and each person will come up one at a time.”

      Emma saw people hugging their bags and said clearly, “You’ll need to leave your bags in the car. We don’t want to do anything that might upset the balance.”

      “But we need our bags,” protested several people.

      Emma said, “No, what you need is to get out of here safely. If we can get to the bags later, then we’ll get them to you. Please don’t jeopardize the people around you for things.” That final statement seemed to get through, and bags were put down. They started exiting from the back to the front. The train car groaned but remained steady. There were small children in the car and they were taken out quietly. When the last person had climbed out, Preacher motioned to the men to loosen the ropes. The car started to slip but abruptly stopped a few feet down. The evacuated people screamed in response.

      Preacher warned the group, “We don’t want anyone near that car at this time. Once we deem it safe, we’ll retrieve your belongings and get them to you.” He continued, “Those of you who are able, I’ll need you to come with us and help with evacuations of the other cars. We need to find other people who are trapped.”

      With that, they separated, with women and children helping the doctor and the men breaking into groups of five each. Each group was given hatchets and other tools. Working together, they cleared a car at a time, three more in total.

      The doctor had set up a triage area on a flat spot near the river. He was setting broken bones and treating other ailments as best he could with the supplies, he had available.

      Sometime later, the food arrived. The wives of the men from the town brought enough for everyone. They ate together in silence and rested. After lunch, people who were mobile moved to wagons to be transported to town. The injured followed more slowly, assisted as necessary, or were carried up as needed.

      The caretaker had also arrived for the grim task of body recovery. Emma and Jeremy stayed behind, watching the body removal, feeling they should be there. They witnessed the event silently as bodies were lined up on the grass. The number would be higher once the car in the river was retrieved.

      Emma and Jeremy approached a tired-looking Preacher, looking at the rows of bodies. “So many deaths,” he said, bending his head in prayer. Jeremy and Emma did the same, crossing themselves as they finished.

      “We’ll need to gather personal belongings and descriptions of each one for identification,” stated Jeremy as Preacher finished his prayers.

      “Agreed,” said Emma. “We also need to look at the rails and see if we can determine why we wrecked.”

      “Do you both feel well enough to help?” asked Preacher.

      Jeremy looked at Emma, who nodded. “I’m good. I’ll start with the descriptions. I need...” She looked around.

      “Your notebook?” Jeremy teased. “I might have something.” He pulled several notebooks and pens out of his pocket. “I found them when I was waiting to be rescued.”

      She smiled as she took them. “My hero.” She moved to the first body. “Let’s do this one at a time.”

      Preacher, Emma, and Jeremy went to each person, with Emma writing descriptions and adding a number to each for identification. Jeremy searched their clothes for something that would help identify them later, and Emma added the items to her description. Preacher went last, praying over each one.

      Jeremy looked at the items they were collecting, some were valuable. “We shouldn’t leave these with the bodies, they might be taken.” He spotted a bag nearby, picked it up, and opened it. It had some clothes but nothing else. “Let’s use this.” He and Preacher started adding the items to the bag.

      The job was arduous but, working together, they completed the survey of the forty people. Preacher took custody of the bag and list. “You should both head to town before it gets too late.” They agreed and followed him up the incline. The sun was lower and the day was beginning to turn into evening.

      As they reached the rails and looked down at the wreckage, they saw the men had started a fire and set out bedrolls. They looked questioningly at Preacher, and he explained. “We’ll stay until the railroad men arrive.”

      “Good idea. Before we go, I would like to examine the rails where the cars went off,” she commented.

      One of the men at the fire called to Preacher. “I’ll be just a moment,” he said and headed down.

      Jeremy and Emma continued to walk down the tracks. “How fast do you think the train was moving?” she asked.

      “I would expect about twenty to thirty miles an hour,” Jeremy said as he walked ahead. He saw something and bent down. “Come here, I think this might be it.”

      Emma knelt next to him. She reached down and saw that the tie crumbled at their touch. “Rotten ties. The engine was lucky to make it across. It failed on that last car and pulled us down.”

      Jeremy looked at the late afternoon sky and said, “Emma, we should head into town. We need to send telegrams and let the family know we’re okay.”

      “Yes, you’re right,” she said, looking around. Preacher had finished his business and was waiting for them. “Though, before we go, I need to talk to Preacher about our case.”

      Jeremy nodded. “I’ll wait here.” He was starting to feel his energy wane.

      “I’ll be right back.” She called to Preacher, “Can I get a moment with you before we head to town?”

      He waved her over to him. She walked up to him and said in a low voice, “Preacher, we need to make a request. Could you let us know the location of the bags when they are brought to town, prior to their distribution?”

      “Can you tell me why?” he asked before answering.

      Emma explained in a low voice. He nodded and said, “I’ll keep an eye out.”

      “Ready to go?” called Jeremy from his position further down the tracks.

      “Yes,” she called back. She looked to Preacher and said, “Thank you for all of your help today.”

      He nodded and watched her thoughtfully as she walked away with Jeremy. She was unlike anyone he had met before. He shook his head and descended back down the hill to check the luggage.

      Emma and Jeremy made their way to town. The walk wasn’t bad but he was still in pain and would need some rest. The best thing she could think of was to head to the rail station for a recommendation on housing.

      “Over there,” she said, pointing to the rail station building. “The manager was very helpful this morning. Hopefully, he can lead us to some housing.”

      “Yes,” said Jeremy, so tired and in pain, he could only provide short answers.

      She looked at him, concerned he needed to get some rest.

      They made their way to the office. When the manager saw her, he said with a smile, “So, little girl, you’re back?”

      Emma asked, “Do you know of a hotel where we could rest?”

      He shook his head. “We’re full up. Local people have taken in the passengers until we can get another train in here to get them home.”

      Emma bit her lip, pensive in her worry for Jeremy.

      The manager saw her worry and hastened to assure her, “My Martha has prepared a room for you at our house.”

      Emma let the relief show and said, “Thank you so much for that. I’m Emma and this is Jeremy.” She didn’t mention their last names, she didn’t want to be separated from him at this time.

      “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Dennis Connor,” he said.

      “May we go there now?” she asked as she continued to watch Jeremy. He was slumped against the wall, his eyes closed.

      “Well, I can’t go at this time; I’ve got to wait for the railroad people. Local stations will be sending men to help clear the tracks and make any necessary repairs.”

      Emma said, “You might want to mention to them that we think it was rotten ties that led to the derailment.”

      “I’ll do so, thank you. Randy!” he called suddenly.

      Feet came running and a boy of about ten said, “Yes, Pa.”

      “These people…” he started, looking at them.

      “Emma and Jeremy,” she reminded him.

      “Yes,” he said with a smile. “Emma and Jeremy need to be taken to your ma for some rest, food, and from the looks of it, a bath.”

      She returned the smile gratefully.

      Randy said, “We live near here. Are you okay with walking?”

      Emma looked at Jeremy and asked, “Can you make it?”

      “I can make it,” he said confidently, hoping he was right. Emma lifted his unharmed arm and placed it over her shoulder for support. They made their way to a small house colorfully painted in yellow and white, with a well-tended yard and a white picket fence. The front door opened before they could reach it. A pretty woman in her late thirties stood in the doorway.

      She said, “Come in, we’ve been expecting you. I’m Martha. Now, don’t say anything, we’re going to get you to your room. Randy, bring that water from the kitchen. We have a wash basin you two can use.”

      Emma guided Jeremy into the room Martha had indicated. She eased him on the bed, careful not to jostle his arm. He was asleep before he hit the pillow. She pulled a cover over him, sat down next to him, and brushed the hair off of his face.

      She heard something behind her and turned around as Martha entered with the water pitcher. “For you,” she said in a low voice.

      “Thank you,” Emma replied quietly.

      Martha nodded and set it down on the dresser. “I thought you might want this also.” She pulled a hairbrush out of her pocket and reached out to give it to her. Emma looked at the brush questioningly but accepted it. Martha waved her hand at Randy to exit the room. They pulled the door closed behind them.

      Emma looked at the brush, shrugged, and laid it down. Turning toward the bed, she happened to glance at the mirror above the dresser and saw her hair. What a mess. She laughed, finding the humor in the situation. It looks like a blonde bird’s nest. She slowly unwrapped the bandage from around her head; it was still sore but the bleeding seemed to have stopped. Leaning forward, she touched her eye lightly with her fingers. It was still pounding and could use some cool water. She took off her top and started washing. When she finished, she felt immeasurably better. The clothes lay in a dirty heap at her feet. She hated wearing the dirty top again but saw no other way. Slipping it on, she sat on the bed, brushing her knotted hair slowly.

      When it was smooth, she reached for a wet cloth and placed it on Jeremy’s eye. Moving as little as possible, she climbed into the bed and settled in. She didn’t remember her head hitting the pillow, yet she slept heavy and long. When she awoke, the room was dark. She lay there for a moment, trying to remember where they were.

      “Are you doing okay?” asked Jeremy.

      “Yes,” she said. She turned toward him slowly so as not to jostle him too much and asked, “When did you wake up?”

      “Not long ago,” he admitted.

      “How’s the arm?” she asked, concerned it may have gotten worse.

      “Sore, but sleep helped. You?” he responded.

      “Me, too. Though I’m feeling my bruises,” she said, stretching her arms over her head.

      “Can you see about getting me some water to wash with?” he grimaced when he looked down at himself.

      “I’ll go check the kitchen,” she said and rose to grab the basin and pitcher. As she carried it out, she saw the family in the sitting room. It must not be as late as I thought.

      Martha noticed her and put down her sewing. “We were hoping you would wake up in time for us to get you something to eat.” She noticed the basin and pitcher and said, “Randy, take that for her.”

      He immediately stood and said, “Sure, Ma.” He went over to take the items.

      “Could we have some fresh water?” Emma asked tentatively.

      Martha smiled at her. “Yes, of course. Randy, go ahead and get that for her. We also have your bags. They said you marked them before you left the site.”

      “Yes, Jeremy did that when he was waiting to be removed from the car,” Emma said. “Where was all of the other luggage taken to?”

      Dennis folded his newspaper. “Oh, Preacher is managing that. He has it at the church and will work on distributing them to the people. He said to let you know they’re doing it tonight.”

      Emma nodded. “That sounds like a good plan.”

      Randy returned with clean water and Martha said, “Please take that to their room.” She looked back to Emma and asked, “Would you like something to eat?”

      Emma’s stomach growled, answering for her. They all laughed and Martha stood. “Are sandwiches all right?”

      “That sounds wonderful,” she said gratefully.

      “Why don’t you go to your room? I’ll get your food organized and bring it to you,” Martha suggested.

      Emma passed Randy in the hallway on his way back. She smiled and thanked him.

      “Any time,” he said, breezing by her.

      She went into the room and found Jeremy sitting up. “You should have waited for help,” she scolded him.

      “Randy helped me sit up and said he would help me to the water closet,” he explained.

      Randy reappeared behind her and said, “I went to get your bags.” He set them down and walked over to the bed. “Ready?”

      “Ready,” said Jeremy and grimaced as Randy helped him stand. When he was steady on his feet, they made their way down the hall.

      Emma watched to make sure they didn’t need additional support. When the door to the lavatory closed, she went back into the room. Going to their bags, she opened them and pulled out clean clothes for them to change into. When they came back, Jeremy looked steadier. He said, “Thanks for the help, Randy.”

      “No problem,” Randy said and headed out.

      Jeremy sat back on the bed as Emma wetted a cloth to help him clean up. His shirt had been ripped off his arm to allow the doctor to check it. She removed the remnants and saw many bruises. She looked into his eyes, saying, “You’re sure nothing else is hurt?”

      He moved his unhurt arm and said, “I think I just got stiff when I laid down.”

      She helped him wash and retrieved a white undershirt and a pair of pants. He was dressed when they heard a knock at the door. Emma answered it and found Martha there with a tray of food.

      “Thank you so much,” Emma said as she took the tray and moved it to the dresser.

      Martha said, “We wanted to let you know that we have a telegraph office in town in case you need to send a message. He’s staying open late tonight to get all of the messages out about the train wreck.”

      Jeremy thanked Martha and looked at Emma. “We do need to send several telegrams.”

      “Let us know when you’re ready to leave and we’ll give you directions. It’s just up the road.”

      “We’ll be ready soon,” said Emma. She thought of something and asked, “Martha, where were the wounded taken?”

      “A large number of mostly healthy or mobile people were taken in by families in town and by Preacher at the church. The more severe ones are in the school, with the doctor onsite monitoring them.”

      She shut the door to give them some privacy to let them finish dressing.

      Sitting on the bed, they ate their sandwiches and drank their milk. “This case certainly went off the rails,” Jeremy said wryly.

      “Yes,” she agreed with a laugh. She suddenly grew serious and said, “I’m glad we’re both okay.”

      “Come here,” he said. He folded her to him, and she leaned in carefully to avoid his hurt arm.

      “We need to get those telegrams out,” Emma murmured into his chest.

      “Yes,” said Jeremy, “it’ll be nice to walk a bit.” He kissed her on the neck and said, “Let’s finish getting dressed so we can leave.”

      She sat up, removing her nightshirt and Jeremy’s pants. “I’ll miss the pants.”

      “I like you better in skirts,” he commented as he slipped on his jacket.

      She smiled and continued to dress, donning her white blouse and dark skirt and adding her slightly crumpled hat.

      “Were you able to find out the location of the bags?” he asked in a low voice.

      “Yes,” she said in a low voice. “Let’s head out and I’ll tell you on the way.”

      They finished getting dressed and took their dinner tray to the kitchen. They made their way back to the living room and got directions from the family to the telegraph office and church.

      As they exited the house, Emma said, “Preacher agreed to check the bags before they were distributed.”

      “If he finds anything?” he asked expectantly.

      Emma replied, “Then he’ll remove the items and place them in a secure location.”

      Jeremy was thinking of ways this might be found out and asked, “What about the weight difference?”

      “Preacher said he would find a substitute. He said that, unless the railroad representatives had issues, they were going to distribute the bags tonight.”

      “Telegraph office first,” he said and Emma nodded in agreement. Neither wanted their families to worry.

      They approached the well-lit office and saw there was no one waiting. “We must have missed the rush,” she said as they entered the building and found the telegraph clerk alone at his desk.

      As they walked in, he looked up and asked, “Are you from the train wreck?”

      “Yes, we need to send telegraphs to our families,” stated Emma.

      “Yes, of course,” he said and hurriedly walked over to the counter, handing them paper and pencils.

      Jeremy took them and handed one to Emma. She started: Dora, our train crashed early this morning near Statesville. We are fine, just minor injuries. We will be staying here until alternate transportation can be arranged. Love to everyone.

      Jeremy looked over at hers and copied the first few lines: Pops, our train crashed early this morning near Statesville. We are fine, just minor injuries. We will be staying here until alternate transportation can be arranged. We are retrieving the luggage soon.

      Cole knew the code “luggage” meant they had the silver stolen from the bank and would need him to send agents to pick it up. He took his and Emma’s information and handed it to the telegraph operator.

      Jeremy started to pull out his wallet to pay, but the telegraph operator stopped him. “The railroad will cover the cost.”

      Emma and Jeremy were surprised but thanked him. The clerk confirmed they would be sent immediately.

      “Can you point us in the direction of the church?” asked Emma.

      He walked them to the door, opened it, and pointed straight ahead. “It’s hard to miss. It’s that large white building.”

      They thanked him again and headed there. It was a short walk and they reached the wooden stairs leading to the main doors. They opened the doors to the large room, the sanctuary was located at the far end. Numerous people sat on the floor on one side and Preacher stood on the opposite side.

      He was working on the bag dispersal plan. When he saw them, he nodded and indicated they could take a seat with the others. He waited until they were settled before he started talking. “Okay, everyone. I’d like to start this meeting with a prayer.” Everyone bowed their head. “God, we pray for those who were lost and those who are injured and are thankful for the people who are here with us. Amen.”

      The group responded with an, “Amen.”

      He looked to the two men in suits on his left and motioned to them to join him. “Okay, folks. Let’s get down to business. This is Joe Locke and Mike Carter with the railroad. They‘re here to make some announcements about the bag distribution.”

      One man stepped forward and said, “As Preacher indicated, I’m Joe Locke, the Railroad representative. We have a system that makes sure your bags get to you. I’ll call on you to describe the bag, then we’ll retrieve it from the other room and bring it to you.”

      A lady raised her hand and said, “What if two are similar?”

      Joe went on to explain, “Then we open the bag and you’ll identify what it contains.”

      As they waited for the bag dispersal to start, Emma sat there thinking about how they had gotten here.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Chicago, Pinkerton offices—about a week before

      

      

      Emma and Jeremy entered Cole’s office. Jeremy asked, “What’s up, Pops?”

      He looked distracted as he waved them to the seats in front of his desk. “Please, sit. I have a case to review with both of you.”

      Emma nodded and pulled out her notebook, ready to take down the details as Cole started. “We have information, from a confidential informant, about the two men who robbed the Chambers Bank in Denver, Colorado. They’ll be on the train on its way through South Carolina. We know the dates and I would like you and Jeremy on that train.”

      Jeremy frowned and asked the obvious question. “Why the train, if we know who they are, can’t we wait and get them at one of the stops?”

      Cole frowned and responded, “Well, we don’t actually know who they are. The informant didn’t give us that information, just that the two men who robbed the bank will be on the train.”

      “Who is this informant?” asked Emma.

      Cole shook his head. “We do not know that either. A telegraph was delivered from Denver and addressed to this office.”

      “Can’t we find who sent it?” Jeremy asked.

      “I notified the telegraph office, but the clerk didn’t have a record of the sender.”

      “What makes you think it’s credible?” asked Emma curiously.

      “They provided details that were withheld from the public,” Cole explained.

      “Such as?” inquired Jeremy.

      “Such as that it wasn’t gold that was taken, but silver,” said Cole.

      Jeremy asked, “Why take the silver and not the gold? It seems like it would be easier to turn into cash.”

      “Silver mining’s more profitable and popular right now. The Bland-Allison Act, passed in 1878, opened up a new market for silver to be used for minting dollars. I’m sure they assume it will be one big score,” replied Cole.

      Jeremy saw the glint of mischief in Emma’s eyes and asked, “How about a trip, Emma?”

      “I would love to,” she replied.

      Their tickets were secured, and they moved quickly to catch the train leaving that night. They would have to switch trains several times but should be able to make the date mentioned by the informant.

      On the first leg of their trip, Emma asked, “What’s the plan?”

      “We use our observation skills to rule people out,” indicated Jeremy.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Back to church, after the accident

      

      

      As the bag dispersal began, Emma and Jeremy watched the process closely. The individuals were called upon to describe their bag; the bag was brought out and confirmed to be the right one. Since they were looking for two men, families were discounted. They had their eye on two passengers who seemed to be together. She had first seen them in the rail car that had to be stabilized. Both were clutching their bags when asked to leave them behind. The first of these two was called up and described his bag as a brown leather carrying case.

      Preacher cleared his throat and said, “Of course this way.” Emma caught his eye and his slight nod. The man asking for the luggage did not notice the signal. He looked relieved when his bag was brought out. The man carrying the bag commented, “Heavy.”

      “Just books,” he assured him as he took it and went to sit down next to his friend.

      The friend was next and went up to describe his bag, similar to the other man’s, but it had a black ribbon tied on the handle. It was brought out and the same heavy comment was made. The man explained, “We’re booksellers.” He moved back to his previous location.

      The rest of the bags were dispersed and most of the people opened them to check their belongings. Emma and Jeremy watched the two men, noting they did not open theirs. That will work in our favor, Emma thought.

      Preacher went to each person, checking on them to see if anything might be needed. When he reached Jeremy and Emma, he ask, “How are you both doing?”

      Emma leaned forward and asked in a low voice, “Were you able to remove the item?”

      “Yes. I have it put away,” he answered in a similar tone. “What happens now?”

      “We notified the proper officials and they are on the way to pick them up,” Jeremy responded.

      A young woman, assisting Preacher, came over to him and said, “We have the water ready.”

      “Thank you, Eve. I’ll let everyone know.”

      He went to the front of the group and said, “Water is being heated in the bath so you may get washed up; you may go in one at a time. We’ll change the water out as each of you finishes, so you can get refreshed.”

      The people looked relieved and started going in and out of the bathing area. One of their targets took his turn in the bathing chamber. He didn’t make a move toward his bag. Instead, he nodded toward his friend and headed in. He returned a little while later, dressed in the same clothes but looking relaxed. His friend left his bag and also returned in the same clothes. It took about two hours for everyone to get cleaned up.

      “They aren’t opening the bags,” Emma murmured to Jeremy.

      “Yes,” he said in the same low voice. “It gives us more time. We’ve got the word out and help should be here soon.”

      Just after everyone finished and was settling down, Mike Carter came back in and said, “We’ve gotten word that the repairs will be started tomorrow morning. We hope to have you moving in the next two days.”

      One of the two men they were watching spoke up, saying, “Is there alternative transportation out of this town? We have to get somewhere.” There were a few nods from other people.

      Mike answered, keeping his tone polite. “This town is not easily accessible to other towns. I also know the animals that have been used to transport you from the crash site will need rest and feed for at least a day. It’s best that you let us do our job and get you on your way.”

      One of the two men looked like they still might argue, but the other tapped him and shook his head.

      Jeremy leaned over and said to Emma, “We should be able to get some Pinkertons here before those repairs are completed.”

      “So, we wait and hope they don’t open the bags?” she inquired.

      “We wait,” he confirmed.

      They settled into their pallets provided by Preacher. He agreed to let them relocate to the church, which allowed a family with a baby to move into their room at the house.

      From their pallets, they had a view of the two men. They watched them closely but saw they made no further effort to leave. They seemed content to wait for the railroad to provide transportation.

      The two days went by quietly. Jeremy grew nervous that the detectives would not arrive in time to take them into custody. They were hesitant to confront them for fear of hurting the families staying in the church, so they continued to watch and wait.

      That third morning, Joe Locke announced to the group, “There’s an update for you. The rail has been repaired.” A cheer went up. “There is a slight delay because the train is being outfitted to move the injured people who need to lie down and another car for the deceased.” Everyone got very quiet at those words. “It will be here in another day.” They understood the arrangements and settled in for another day.

      Jeremy came to a decision and said close to her ear, “Emma, I’m going to check if there are any telegrams for us.”

      “I’ll stay here and read.” She had her book out and covertly watched the whispering men. They looked quite confident in their plans.

      Jeremy seemed troubled when he returned. He handed her the telegram and said in a low voice, “They may not make it in time. We’ll have to come up with a plan.”

      Emma mulled that over. “We don’t want them to board the train. We will have to stop them ourselves.”

      “Agreed,” murmured Jeremy.

      She drummed her fingers on her lips. “It’s funny,” she said. “I thought we had such luck that they stayed around so we could keep an eye on them. Now, as I see it, they are using the victims as protection.”

      Jeremy nodded. “We need to find a way to separate them from the group.”

      As they thought about that, Emma said, “I have a plan. Let’s keep it simple.” She explained it in detail and Jeremy offered suggestions.

      The next day, the newly outfitted train arrived. Everyone lined up to go outside to be transported to the rail station. Emma and Jeremy did not join then and were talking quietly in the corner. Their targets were last in the line. She closed her carpet bag and moved to the first man and asked if she could go ahead of him. He nodded and waved his hand, allowing her in. Jeremy moved to the end of the line behind the second man.

      As they started to move, Emma delayed stepping forward and let some distance open up between her and the family in front of her. To further the distance, she dropped her coat and turned to apologize for the delay. She picked it up and then again delayed them by stopping abruptly, causing the men to run into her. These delays caused a significant gap in the line. She continued to walk so slowly that the rest people had exited the room, leaving them behind. The men behind her were starting to grumble about how slow she was but were not yet being pushy.

      As they neared the door, it slammed shut. Emma had prearranged that with Preacher and was ready for the move. She turned, her knife pulled and a smile on her face. “Gentlemen, I think we need to talk.”

      “She’s just a girl. You can take her,” the second man said with false bravado. They had forgotten Jeremy was behind them. The first man went after her and Jeremy knocked out the second man before he could turn around. He was tying him up while Emma fought the first man.

      Emma pointed her knife at him and said, “I think you need to realize you’re caught.”

      He wasn’t listening. Instead, he swung his heavy bag to hit her, trying to dislodge the knife. The bag was unwieldy and did nothing other than twirl him around. She jumped back, taunting him. “Ready to give up yet?”

      “No!” he tried to hit her again and finally noticed his friend was tied up on the floor. He stopped abruptly and asked, “Zach, are you okay?” He forgot about Emma and bent down to check on his partner. Emma took the moment to jump on his back and push him down to the floor with her knee. Jeremy handed her some rope to secure him.

      Jeremy tapped the person he had tied up, saying, “Wake up.” He stirred and realized he and his partner were caught.

      “You can have it,” he said through gritted teeth.

      “Have what?” Jeremy asked innocently.

      Emma bent over and opened one of their bags. “Look here, Jeremy.”

      He went over and said with a frown, “All of this for pig iron?”

      The two men looked confused.

      She opened the other bag and found the same thing.

      “Where did it go?” the second man asked.

      They heard a knock and saw the knob turn on the door. Preacher stuck his head in and said, “Can I come in now?”

      “Yes, Preacher, please join us,” indicated Emma.

      “I have some company with me.” He came in carrying two bags, followed by two men in black suits.

      Jeremy raised his eyebrows at the two Pinkerton men. “A bit late, aren’t you?”

      One of the men looked around the room and took in the two tied up on the floor. “Yeah, but looks like you didn’t need much help.”

      Emma smiled broadly and said, “We had it under control.”

      “But where’s the silver?” one of the men on the floor whined.

      “Oh, we have it here,” said Preacher as he handed the two bags he was carrying to the Pinkerton men.

      “We’ll take custody of these two and get the silver back to its owners,” one of the Pinkerton men stated.

      Jeremy stood and said, “Can I see your credentials?”

      “Of course. I’m Edward James and this is Mason Baker. We’re from the South Carolina branch of Pinkerton.” He pulled out his paperwork and handed it to him.

      Jeremy reviewed it thoroughly and handed it back before saying, “This confirms what I was sent from the Pinkerton office in Chicago. Where will you go from here?”

      “We’ll take them with us and be with you on the train for the next two stops. We’ll process them locally and transport the silver back to the bank after their court case,” he explained.

      Preacher said, “Not to rush you, but they’re holding the train for you and they’re eager to get going.”

      The Pinkerton men took custody of the bank robbers and escorted them out. Emma and Jeremy picked up their bags and followed.

      Just before exiting the church, Emma looked over at Preacher and said sincerely, “Thank you so much for everything. We couldn’t have done it without you.”

      “You’re very welcome. Please come back and visit us,” he said warmly.

      “We will,” promised Jeremy.

      They were finally on the train and sitting with the other passengers in third class. The first and second classes were taken up with the injured or dead. Emma pulled out her and Jeremy’s books so they had something to occupy their time during the journey. Jeremy opened his immediately and started to read. Emma found herself distracted by a crying baby. She missed her time with her niece Charlotte. She was a little over a year old now and the night she was born brought a few surprises.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The thunderstorm had been blowing through loudly with lightning strikes booming, but the loudest sound in the house was not the thunder—it was Dora. She was lying in the bed, trying to bring her baby into the world. She’d gone into labor hours earlier; the midwife had been called and the long wait had begun.

      The midwife was checking Dora and said, “I think this is it.” Tim looked faint but stayed next to her. The midwife gave him more directions. “Get behind her and give her some support.” He helped Dora to sit up.

      Emma was there, holding Dora’s hand, and watched as the baby came into the world. She had never wanted a baby or this experience for herself, but the birth affected her. She felt an immediate love for that red wrinkly mess. The midwife clean her up and gave her to a crying Dora. Tim’s face was shining and he didn’t seem to be able to stop smiling.

      Emma watched the baby with curious eyes. She held out her finger to her, rubbing her little hand. The baby grabbed on and Emma laughed. “She’s strong,” said Tim, in awe of his new daughter.

      “She is,” said Dora, touching her face lightly. The baby followed her hand and started rubbing against it.

      The midwife had completed cleaning up Dora and covered her back up, saying, “The baby’s hungry. You’ll need to put her to your breast.”

      “I’ll step out,” said Emma, hoping to give them some privacy.

      “Thanks, Aunt Emma,” said Dora in a soft voice.

      Emma smiled and leaned down to kiss her on the cheek. She headed toward the door and turned back. “What’s her name?”

      Dora looked at Tim and he supplied it. “Charlotte Emma.”

      Emma’s eyes overflowed with tears and she ran over to hug them both. She exited the room to head downstairs to share the news.

      Patrick had stayed up to wait for the baby to be born. Dora and Tim had adopted him when his parents were murdered in a child abduction scheme. He danced around the room in the excitement of the impending birth. He spotted Emma and shouted, “Is the baby here?”

      Papa put his hands on Patrick’s shoulders and said quietly, “Let her tell us.”

      Patrick was still excited but he waited. Papa prompted, “Emma?”

      “A beautiful baby girl,” Emma said in a rush.

      “Wonderful!” said Papa. “How is Dora?”

      “She’s also wonderful, tired but wonderful,” said Emma with a long sigh.

      Jeremy came up behind her, pulling her to him, and said, “You need to rest.” He guided her to the settee.

      Cole was there as well and Emma sat next to him, saying, “Cole, were you here waiting all night?”

      “I was,” he murmured. “I couldn’t miss out on seeing the newest member of our family.”

      “Yes, we are family,” she said, reaching out to touch his hand.

      Tim came downstairs, grinning widely, and inquired, “Would you like to see the baby?”

      “I do! I do!” shouted Patrick, running up to him.

      Tim swung him up in a big hug and looked around. “Where’s Jake?”

      Papa said, “Jake said it was time for bed, so we told him we would tell him about the baby in the morning.”

      Tim frowned but knew Jake had his schedule. He would make sure he felt included in the morning. Lifting Patrick onto his shoulder, he led everyone upstairs to see the baby. He knocked lightly on the door. Inside, Dora sat up, holding a sleeping baby. “Come in,” she said to the group, “and meet Charlotte Emma.”

      Tim took Patrick off his shoulders and walked him to the bed. He had grown quiet as Tim took him closer. “Patrick, this is your new baby sister,” he said.

      “My sister?” he asked, fascinated.

      “Yes, your sister, your family,” Dora confirmed.

      “Can I touch her?” he asked, looking at the small creature in his mom’s arms.

      “Lightly,” she cautioned.

      He put out two fingers and gently touched Charlotte’s arm. “She’s so soft.”

      Dora looked up at Tim and said, “He needs to go to bed.”

      Tim leaned down and kissed her on the forehead. “I’ll take him. Bedtime big guy.”

      Patrick yawned broadly and said, “Okay, night, Charlotte. Night, Mom. I love you,”

      “I love you, too, Patrick,” she said and wiped her eyes, watching them leave the room.

      The rest family moved toward the bed to see the baby.

      They received word that the storms had brought more than Charlotte. Claire and Thomas had a surprise that night as well. Their baby Mary Elizabeth had also been born that same night.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Back to the train

      

      

      Jeremy asked, “Did you want to stop somewhere and rest?”

      “No,” she said. “I’d like to go home.”

      “Then, that’s where we shall go,” he said as he pulled her closer.

      It would be more than a week of train travel and communications to get them there. The train finally pulled into the Chicago station in the early morning and they exited to make their way home. Suddenly, their names were being yelled across the platform. “Emma! Jeremy!”

      They looked toward the voices and saw their family. Yes, she thought, all of our family is here. Papa, Cole, Dora, Tim. As they started hugging her, Emma said, “You all came.”

      “Of course, we did. We’re family,” said Cole, kissing her on the cheek.

      Cole saw Jeremy was in pain and said, “Let’s get them to the boarding house so they can eat and rest.”

      Jeremy nodded, grateful they were there for them.

      Dora linked arms with Emma and said, “I’m glad you weren’t hurt worse than you were. Though that eye is still looking bad.”

      She gently probed it and said, “Yes, it’s probably colorful. I’m so glad to be home.” She changed the subject after they climbed into the waiting carriages. “How is Charlotte?”

      “She’s sleeping, finally. The colic is better.” Charlotte had suffered a bout of colic that kept everyone awake.

      “Was Jake able to move back into the boarding house?” Jake had been forced to relocate to Cole and Ellis’ house for a while. The crying had upset him and disrupted his schedule.

      Dora nodded. “It was better for him to be away while Charlotte was loud, but he is back now. We missed him.” She hugged her close and said, “I missed you, too.”

      “I can’t wait to see her,” Emma said as she laid her head on Dora’s shoulder until they arrived home.
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