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changes. But will it be enough?Book 1 SacrificeBook 2 ChosenBook 3 DivergenceBook 4

TruthOregon Trail Complete Series(4 Book Series)This story was inspired by reader Maria. It

starts with Betsy, an independent attractive and a teaser of a young lady. She has a lot to learn

about life, and if she’s not careful, she just might herself pushing up daisies. She gets herself

into some deep trouble by eyeing men, she should not be looking at.This is her story of her

trials, tribulations and unexpected adventurous in her life and the genuine meaning of

love.Book 1 The Reluctant BrideBook 2 The Step ChildrenBook 3 Torn HeartBook 4 The Road

HomeRead all Mega Box Set Complete Series Available as a value box set Ebook Tops.com/

dp/B0854K9DVX (copy and paste the link into your browser)1.Pioneer Wilderness Romance

26 Book Mega Box Set Complete Series2.Historical Pioneer Wilderness Romance 25 Book 6

Complete Series3.Frontier Brides and Cowboys Western Romance 27 Book Mega Box Set 5

Complete Series4. 50 Boxset Inspirational Historical Western Romances, Mail Order Bride6.

Frontier Brides Romance 23 Books 5 Complete Series7. 45 Books Western Romance Clean

Sweet 12 Complete Series Mega Box Set8. 49 Books Western Sweet inspirational Romances

7 Complete Series Mega Box SetKatie Wyatt’s Clean and Wholesome novelette American Mail

Order Bride Historical Western box set romance series is enjoyable for all ages.
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SACRIFICEChapter 1Spring 1874Emma looked out over the edge of the boat, clutching the

railing that separated her from the choppy ocean below. As far as she could see, there wasn’t

any land in sight, and it would still be some time before she’d be able to step onto something

that didn’t gently rock back and forth.She bent her face up to the springtime sun overhead and

let its warmth permeate her skin. The wind fluttered her hair about her face and sprayed her

skin with a fragrant layer of saltwater. In that moment, she was happy. Emma hadn’t felt

happiness in nearly a year, not after the collapse of life as she knew it and the loss of her

sheltered upbringing.Even as she opened her eyes and gazed thoughtfully out into the foamy

white swirls of cresting waves, she never imagined a year ago that this is where she would be

standing. Somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean headed clear across the globe to marry a man she

had fallen in love with, but never met.The boat had left much to be desired for Emma, despite

what she had been told. The advertisement that came with her ticket promised spacious

cabins, socializing spaces throughout the ship, and plenty of time for relaxing hobbies, which



piqued her interest immensely. Emma loved painting, but after the loss of the income from her

father’s cotton crops, there was no money for such luxuries, nor was there time to waste on

such dalliances, as her mother put it.When Emma arrived at the port in the city, she thought

there must have been some mistake. The ship for which she had a ticket was not the grandiose

ocean liner she’d imagined after reading the advertisement, but rather a whaling ship that

looked as used and tattered as any of the shabby, docked fishing vessels in the harbor.Ticket

and advertisement in hand, Emma stepped up to the nearest attendant, expecting to be told

she had wandered off her proper course and be pointed in the right direction.“Excuse me, sir?”

she asked a rough looking middle-aged man, who peered down at her.“What’cha want, lady?”

he grunted. “I ain’t got the time to answer questions, so spit it out.” He pointed at a young man

with a massive sack slung over his shoulder and shouted at him. “Put that down in the cellar!”

He then looked back at Emma expectantly.“I am looking for…” She looked down at her ticket to

find the name of the boat. The man let out a sigh of annoyance and Emma became even more

flustered as she scanned the paper. “The Liberty Bell. Could you point me in the right

direction? It will be leaving shortly and I cannot miss it.”The man rolled his eyes and jerked his

thumb at the ship behind him. “You’re lookin’ at it. Now get along, I’m busy.”Emma’s cheeks

burned with annoyance at his curt response. She was nervous as it was, and his rude

demeanor left much to be desired.“Who are you to talk to me that way?” she demanded. Never

in her life had a man treated her with such a dismissive tone. “I will be sure to let the captain

know that he has arrogant bullies working for him!”The man’s head tilted back and he let out a

laugh. “Oh are ya, now? Good luck with that little lady, seeing as how I am the captain.” He

watched as Emma’s face went blank. “Now, as I said before, I have work to do, so get on the

ship, or don’t. We ain’t waiting for ya.”Emma tried not to give the man satisfaction of seeing her

upset, so she turned away quickly as tears welled up in her eyes. She looked at the worn ship,

her heart sinking. How is this tired old ship supposed to take us anywhere, she thought as she

slowly made her way up the rugged plank to the ship’s deck. Oh Lord, please protect me during

this journey.“Excuse me, miss?” a voice said behind Emma, causing her to snap out of her

daydream as she recalled the day she left everything behind her in New York to set out on this

unknown adventure. “Meal time in the dining hall, if you want something,” the young man said

before walking away to alert the other passengers.She gave him a grateful smile before turning

back to the expansive ocean before her. There was still a long journey ahead of her, but it was

these moments that kept her going forward with hope to the life she would have in San

Francisco with her dear Noah. Emma reached inside the collar of her dress and felt for the tiny

locket around her neck. Prying it open, she looked at the picture of the handsome man she’d

fitted inside. His gentle smile and playful eyes caused her heart to leap each time she looked at

him.Her Noah.Chapter 2Summer 1873Sunlight streamed into Emma’s spacious bedroom,

illuminating the corner where she sat each afternoon. The walls were covered in a delicate

paper of green vines and soft purple flowers, accented with white wooded paneling with

ornately carved molding.Emma sat in front of her easel, thoughtfully looking at the image

blooming on the canvas in front of her.“Margaret, what do you think of this one?” Emma asked

her sister, who was sitting in the rocking chair opposite her with a small book. Margaret

hummed in acknowledgement before getting up and crossing the room to offer her

suggestions. Glancing at the canvas, she nodded her head.“Very beautiful, Emma,” Margaret

complimented as she took in the image of the brightly hued bird and lush green landscape.

“The wings look so lifelike! Those colors are simply divine,”Emma painted each afternoon, and

more oft than not, it was of her favorite subject – the Scarlet Tanager. From the tender age of

ten, Emma had exhibited an artistic talent that neither her father nor mother could ignore. They



hired a private art instructor in addition to her daily tutor, and over the course of a few weeks

she began painting landscapes and portraits of birds with startlingly precise detail.She first laid

eyes on the Scarlet Tanager one summer when the family left their spacious plantation on the

outskirts of Atlanta for their annual summer retreat home in the northern forest of Georgia. Its

stunning red body and black wings had immediately caught her eye. Her father, a birdwatcher,

was thrilled with the interest Emma had in the songbird, helping cultivate an even deeper bond

between the two.With a flick of her paintbrush, Emma put the final touch on the shadowing

around the bird’s beak and stood back to look at it once more before putting her paint away.

Margaret went back to the chair in the corner, but before picking up her book, had something

on her mind that she wanted to share with her sister.“Emma, do you think mother and father

have been acting strange lately?”The question caught Emma off guard as she was drying her

paintbrush and putting it away. The sisters were very close – both in age and personality – and

they always felt free with each other to say exactly what they were thinking or

feeling.“Strange?” Emma questioned. “I haven’t noticed anything of the sort. What do you

mean? What have you seen?”Margaret paused for a moment before speaking. As if she were

afraid someone would hear her, she got up from the chair and walked closer to Emma before

continuing in a hushed whisper.“Mother has been in tears twice this week. I saw father

consoling her and telling her everything would be alright. That he would fix it. What do you think

that means, Emma? Is father in trouble?” Margaret asked, her eyes slightly wide.Though

Emma was trying to hide it, the information Margaret shared worried her. She was only three

years older than her little sister, but even at nineteen, Emma had to be the stronger one of the

two. Emma tried to put Margaret at ease, even though it did little to console either one of

them.“I am sure father has everything taken care of. He always manages to find a way,” Emma

replied. Then she gave Margaret a tiny scowl. “Now you stop spying on mother and father and

mind your own business!”Margaret gave her a sideways glance. “I wasn’t spying,” she

explained. “I was walking to the parlor and they were huddled together in the hallway.” She

huffed and went back to her chair, picked up her book, and started to read.Emma went back to

her brush, feeling unsettled. She didn’t know whether her sister was exaggerating, as she often

did, or was telling the truth and there was more going on in the house than her parents were

letting on to anyone else. Suddenly, Emma wanted to be alone to think.“Margaret, if you don’t

mind, I would like to be alone for a few minutes. Please,” Emma said as she picked up her

easel and set it off into the corner, covering it with a thin sheet.“Of course, sister. I didn’t mean

to upset you… I am sorry I said anything,” Margaret apologized. “I’ll be out on the veranda for

the rest of the afternoon if you want to join me for tea later.”Emma nodded and gave her a

small smile. “You didn’t upset me. I just feel a little tired and would like to take a nap before

suppertime,” she lied. She watched as Margaret got up and walked to the door, then closed it

quietly behind her.She went to stand by the window and waited until she saw Margaret walk

out to the veranda, sitting under the delicate branches of the weeping willow, then slowly

opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out the soft velvet handbag hidden under her

folded leather gloves. There was a stack of papers tucked gently inside, and Emma smiled to

herself as she pulled out a letter. Unfolding it, she read the contents again, as she had many

times during the week since it had arrived at her doorstep.My dearest Emma,Another day has

come and gone without you by my side and I do not think I can bear to be away from you much

longer. I dream about the day we are finally united and can become man and wife. I hope you

long for it as much as I. Do not worry, I will soon have enough money to send for your voyage

and then we can begin our lives together.I think about you every minute,

darling.Yours,NoahEmma’s heart was full each time she read the loving words from Noah. She,



too, waited for the day when she would step onto the ship that would take her across the

continent to San Francisco, where Noah lived.She hadn’t told anyone of her intentions with

Noah and, in fact, no one in the Jackson family knew he existed. It had happened so suddenly

that even Emma had a hard time believing it were possible – that she was planning to marry a

man she never met and who lived clear across the country in San Francisco. But one day, out

of the corner of her eye, she’d seen an advertisement for mail order brides. It caught her

attention. Who would dare pick up and move to marry a man they never met? she wondered

curiously as she read the different profiles.Then, she saw him.Noah’s profile was accompanied

by a small picture, but once she saw it, she found she could not look away. It was as though

she’d known him her whole life, just by glancing at the boyish grin and sparkling eyes that

permeated the daguerreotype. She walked away from the advertisement, but days later she

could still not put that image out of her head. On a whim, she sent him a small note. After

sending it, she’d felt silly, knowing that she would never hear back from him.Just as well. I

would be mortified if anyone found out what I did, she chided herself. Her cheeks burned bright

red when one day, three weeks later, the butler discreetly handed her an envelope as she sat

reading on the veranda. Confused, she looked at the butler, who had a knowing smile on his

face.“It would appear that you have a letter, miss,” Paterson said, giving Emma a teasing look.

“I assume that this will be something you’ll want me to keep to myself?”Flustered, Emma

grabbed the letter out of Paterson’s hand and glanced at the mailing address. Noah Alexander.

She cleared her throat and composed herself, trying to play down the letter.“Thank you,

Paterson. I am doing a favor for… A dear friend asked…” she stammered, unable to think of a

plausible story to accompany this letter. Paterson clucked his tongue and walked away, giving a

chuckle. Emma quickly opened the envelope and read its contents.Emma,Thank you very

much for replying to my advertisement. I did not expect to find such a thoughtfully written letter,

so for that you have greatly intrigued me. I do hope you will respond and know that I am

earnestly looking for a wife to join me here in San Francisco. I would love to hear more about

you, and perhaps receive a picture so I may see the beauty behind the words.Regards,Noah

AlexanderShe folded the letter up and placed it back into the handbag. Glancing outside, she

saw that her sister was still sitting alone. I need to find mother to see if something is going on.

She couldn’t shake what Margaret told her, and she needed to see if there was any truth

behind it.Walking through the palatial home, Emma peeked her head into various rooms in

search of her mother. There was no sign of her in the kitchen or the parlor, her usual

haunts.Where on earth could she be?She walked quietly down the hallway when she noticed a

thin sliver of light coming from a door at the end of the long, dark corridor.Chapter 3The light

was coming from her father’s office.That’s peculiar. Father is in the city today. Only her father

was allowed in the room, and the fact that the door wasn’t closed struck her as odd. Did one of

the servants leave it open after cleaning? she mused, walking slowly toward the door. A

rustling of papers whispered out to her through the crack. Her heart pounding at the thought of

finding an intruder, she put her arm out and pushed the door open.Emma was speechless at

who she found behind the desk. Her mother, Clara, was standing there with a stack of her

father’s papers in hand, staring back at her.“M-mother? What are you doing in here?” Emma

stammered.Her mother’s cheeks flushed pink, and she began quickly putting the papers back

in the desk, flustered that she was caught. “I was just looking for something,” her mother

responded vaguely. She mumbled something under her breath, but Emma couldn’t make it out.

“You won’t tell your father I was in here, will you?”“No, of course not,” Emma promised. “What

are you looking for? Is something wrong?” Between what Margaret had told her earlier and

seeing this strange behavior from her mother, she couldn’t help but think that something was, if



fact, amiss.“Nothing for you to worry about, dear,” Clara soothed. “Just have a bit of a situation

on our hands. We just have to hope your father has control of it. He went to Atlanta today to

discuss the iss—” She stopped herself as she realized she said too much.“A situation?” Emma

questioned. “Is father in trouble?” She gave a sigh of frustration before blurting out, “Why does

everyone know something but me?”Clara didn’t respond right away. She let out a deep exhale

and told Emma to sit down in the chair facing her behind the desk. Emma did as she was told,

waiting for her mother to tell her what was going on with her father.“There has been some

trouble with the economy, or at least that is what your father tells me. Now don’t you go

worrying. Your father has taken some loans that should help us get through this tough time until

the economy can pick up again,” Clara tried to explain. “I don’t know the details, your father

won’t share that with me, but we have to trust that he knows what he is doing, and that

everything will be alright.”Emma didn’t say anything. Though her parents had spent money

throughout her childhood for her to have an education, it hadn’t been in important subjects like

finance or business. You leave that work to the men, dear child, her father would always tell her

when she questioned him on how he managed the plantation or did business with others in the

farming industry. She knew her mother was just as clueless as she was about how her father

ran the plantation, but it still did not make sense to her why she would be looking through her

father’s paperwork.“What were you looking for in here?”“Truthfully, I don’t know. I suppose

something that would tell me the truth on the matter. You know how your father is,” Clara said

as she put the final papers away and closed the drawer, then locked the cabinet and put the

key back in its not-so-secret hiding place. “I am ashamed that you caught me sneaking around

in here. Please don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.”“I won’t say anything,” Emma assured

her. Still, after confronting her mother, she still had no idea how minimal, or dire, the situation

was. Clara shooed Emma out of the room and then turned to lock the door behind her, giving

Emma a grateful smile.“Your father, bless his heart… I love him dearly, but he keeps me in the

dark about everything involving this plantation,” Clara admitted. “Promise me, Emma, that you’ll

learn some things on your own about business and money so you never need to rely fully on a

man to enlighten you with what he deems as important.”Emma leaned forward to embrace her

mother. “I promise, mother.”Clara hugged her daughter back and then quickly disappeared

down the long hallway, slipping out of Emma’s sight. Though her mother had tried to diminish

her concern, it hadn’t worked. She had a feeling there was something bigger going on with her

father and the plantation.Chapter 4The moment she laid eyes on her father that evening when

he arrived home, Emma could tell something was wrong. He looked dazed and scattered when

she greeted him with a kiss on the cheek, and he was quick to leave the room to speak with

her mother.“Please tell your mother to meet me in my office, dear,” he said as he quickly

walked away. Emma did as she was told and relayed the message to her mother, who was

sitting in the parlor in her night robe. The request worried them both. The immediate need to

see her husband in the office meant that something terrible was happening.Emma watched as

her mother went to the office, following quietly behind, standing far enough away from the

slightly opened office door to hear what her father was saying, his voice floating out from the

room.“…have no choice, Clara.” She could hear her mother weeping quietly, her heart dropping

into her stomach. “The price of cotton has dropped so drastically, there’s no way I can pay back

all those loans.”After the War Between the States, which ended only eight years earlier,

George Jackson took out several loans to expand the size of his land and grow cotton as a way

to get back on his feet. To accommodate the vast amount of land and labor needed, he’d hired

countless workers and invested in mining out west. With the drop in value of railroad bonds and

silver production, the financial industry was on the brink of collapse– taking many farms and



plantations along with it.Including George Jackson’s.“We can try to save the plantation if we

release all the workers from their contracts and try to sell back as much land as we can,” her

father explained. Emma didn’t have to see her father’s face to know he was defeated and

depressed over the loss of his land. “I’ll try to work the land on my own as much as possible,

but I cannot work like I used to.”Emma’s heart pounded as she listened. Life as she knew it was

about to change, and it was going to be drastically. She and Margaret had never wanted for

anything, always having the best there was in terms of fashion, tutoring, and socializing, but

now that would all be gone.She stood numbly in the hallway, so lost in her thoughts that she

couldn’t react when her mother quickly ran past her. They locked eyes, but neither spoke.

Clara’s eyes were red from crying, and the sight of her mother so upset caused even more

concern for Emma. She hesitated for a moment before stepping inside her father’s office.Emma

slowly pushed the door open and saw her father sitting behind his desk, face somber. Lost in

his thoughts, he didn’t notice her until she sat down in the chair opposite him. He looked up at

her and gave her a forced smile.“Hello, dear,” he said softly. She had never seen her father in

such a state before. She couldn’t imagine the amount of stress he was under while still trying to

pretend as if everything were okay.“I couldn’t help but overhear what you were saying to

mother,” she started. She paused for a moment, looking over him carefully. “Is… is everything

going to be okay?”Emma had been a very young girl during the War Between the States, and

her parents tried to do the best job they could of shielding her from the chaos and conflict in

place in Atlanta. Now that she was older, she was much more aware when things weren’t going

well, and she wanted her father to tell her the truth. She didn’t like being coddled or expected to

keep her head in the sand, the way many men treated her and the women around her. Emma

was very close to her father, and she wanted him to trust and respect her enough to be open

with what was happening, considering she would be experiencing it as well.George pursed his

lips together and took in a deep breath before letting it out with in an exhausted exhale.“You

know that I’ve always tried to do my best to give you and your mother and sister the best life I

could, no matter how difficult the obstacles might have been. We’ve made it through a lot, but

I’m not quite sure that this will be an easy undertaking. There is much turmoil going on right

now, and I’m afraid that life around here might be a little different,” he explained.Emma was

afraid to ask what that meant. Would they lose their home? Even though had grown up in the

lap of luxury, Emma had never placed much importance on material things. She knew that the

fortunate lives they had could be taken away as easily as they were given, so from an early

age she had always tried to be grateful for what she had and thankful that she had the

opportunity for an elevated status.“What can I do father? Is there some way that I can help?”

she asked.George shook his head. “No, dear. The only thing we can do now is work as hard as

we can and hope things get better soon. We must make do with what we have and perhaps cut

back on some of our extravagancies.”He paused a moment in thought before continuing. “The

first thing I’m going to need to do is let go of the servants, both in the house and out in the

fields. I can’t afford to pay them anymore, so we will need to begin doing things for

ourselves.”“But father! We can surely make do without servants in the house, but how will you

manage outside the fields?”“That’s the part I think is going to be the hardest. I will need to take

on as much of the work as I can. Maybe I can offer the servants room and board for those who

don’t want to leave once I tell them I won’t be able to pay their wages,” he said, mostly to

himself.The thought of her aging father outside in the cotton fields broke Emma’s heart. He’d

spent many decades toiling away, so he was no stranger to getting his hands dirty, but the

sheer amount of work was too much for a man his age, and she knew that he wouldn’t be able

to manage it — despite his stubborn will to do so.Emma gave her father a meek smile and tried



to ease his worry. He was not only feeling defeated over his business, but the thought that he

was letting his family down. She didn’t want to give him an inkling that that was how she felt,

though, because she didn’t hold him responsible at all. Commerce and the farming industry

were in turmoil, and it was something that even her father couldn’t protect them from, despite

all his efforts.“Father, we will think of something,” she said gently. “God has always blessed us

and protected us through many hardships, so we must put our faith in him again to lead us

through this. Margaret and I will be okay, and we will do our best to help ease your

burden.”George gave her a smile, and for a moment she thought she could see tears forming in

his eyes.“You girls are more than I’ve ever deserved, and we will get through this as a family.

Do me a favor and don’t say anything to Margaret right now. There’s no sense in creating more

worry then there needs to be.”“Yes, father,” Emma said as she rose from her chair. “Try not to

worry. Everything will be okay.”She said it as much for her own benefit as her father’s. As she

slowly moved through the house to her bedroom upstairs, she couldn’t help but pause near the

great room to take in its resplendent beauty. The crystal chandelier that hung from the ceiling

was more than half a century old, glittering and hanging impressively over the velvet covered

chairs that sat directly below on an ornate rug. The marble fireplace was a favorite of hers, as it

was where she’d spent many a Christmas Eve with Margaret playing with her dolls and

listening to her father’s stories.The tea set that sat on the credenza against the wall was her

mother’s pride and joy. It was the only heirloom that had survived from her grandmother’s

house after the war, and Clara only ever used it for special occasions when guests came to call

on them. Lace curtains hung down from the ceiling to cover the expansive windows looking out

onto the wrap-around porch, accented by heavy velvet valances that dramatically draped and

swooped over each window.Emma stood soaking in every detail of the carved wood molding

and rich tapestries that softened the room. She prayed they would make it through the hardship

and that the home she so dearly loved would remain in their possession. After a few reflective

minutes, she made her way up the grand staircase to the second level of her home, where her

bedroom was located.She readied herself for bed and sunk into the soft sheets, drifting off to

sleep before she could say her nightly prayers. As much as she wanted to leave and marry

Noah, now was not the time she could leave her family. Not when they needed her the

most.Chapter 5The turmoil that took the Jackson plantation happened quicker than anyone

could have imagined. Two days after George learned of the drop in value on his cotton, he

gathered the workers both inside and out and gave them the bad news.It was hard for him to

share the information with the workers, many of whom had been loyal for years and had

become like family to the Jackson’s. What made it even harder was the fact that they no longer

had the wages to provide for their own families, and the guilt weighed heavily on George as he

spoke in front of them.“I am devastated by the news I bring you,” he started, clearing his throat

before continuing. “There have been some developments in the economy that have made it

nearly impossible for the continued running of this plantation. The price of cotton is at an all-

time low, which means I cannot afford to have you working here any longer.”There was an

audible gasp from the workers. Two women, long-time companions to Clara, began quietly

crying in the corner. Emma stood in the shadows, listening to her father and watching the heart

wrenching reactions from the men and women who had worked so hard on their

plantation.Where will they go? How will they survive without working? The thought devastated

her. She felt so hopeless that she couldn’t do something to help them or her father.“The best I

can offer is an exchange of your lodging for continuing on with the farming, but I know that is

not enough. Food will be limited, so we might not have much to share,” he explained. “If you

wish to leave, I will be more than happy to provide you an exceptional recommendation in the



hopes that you find work elsewhere, but you are not obligated to stay.”After he’d finished, many

of the workers went up to shake George’s hand. A few decided to stay, as they had nowhere

else to go, but many opted to find anything they could elsewhere, and George understood. A

man needed to earn his living to support his family.In the end, one of the women housekeepers

– Clara’s oldest companion – stayed behind, as well as three men from the fields. It was

certainly a help for the Jackson family, but everyone needed to pitch in and help where they

could from now on until the price of cotton picked back up.The summer heat in Georgia was

stifling. With over a thousand acres dedicated to growing cotton, it was too much for only a

handful of men to manage. George worked tirelessly from dawn until dusk, trying to maintain

the crops as best he could while Emma and Margaret learned household tasks from the

housekeeper who had stayed behind to help Clara.Over time, the sheer magnitude of work

began to overwhelm the entire family, wearing them down. Margaret, in particular, was having a

hard time adapting, and one morning, three months after the servants had been let go, she

finally broke down.“Why do we even live in this enormous house when we can’t take care of it?”

she snapped bitterly. She sat down in a chair and started to cry. “It’s all too much to deal with

right now.”Emma was sympathetic to her sister’s feelings, but she needed to be firm with her.

“You stop your crying, Margaret Jackson. How do you think father is managing? You don’t see

him throwing a tantrum because it’s too hard. We need to be strong. We will get through this.

We have nothing to worry about compared to the stress father has been dealing with these last

few months.”Margaret wiped away her tears and nodded in agreement. “I’m sorry, Emma.

Everything just washed over me and I couldn’t hold it in any longer.”Emma walked over to

Margaret and sat beside her, putting an arm around her little sister’s shoulders and drawing her

into a soothing embrace.“I know what you’re going through. Believe me, I feel the same way.

But we need to be strong for father. He is doing the best he can, and we cannot add to his

burdens.” She had been able to express her feeling in letters to Noah, but even keeping him a

secret anymore was an additional weight on Emma’s heart. She wanted desperately to share

her love and happiness with her family, but the concern of her leaving would be too much for

them.Life had been hard since the news of financial collapse and the price of cotton being

reduced to unlivable shares had hit, and there was even more to be concerned about as the

warm summer days turned to crisp fall, bringing with it the heralding of cold winter weather.

Day in and day out her father was out in the fields, trying to salvage as much cotton as he

could and maintain the crops for the following year, but it was too much for him to manage with

just a few other workers.Each night he hobbled inside, wincing as he slowly eased into his

chair. His face and neck were red from the cold air that whipped against his skin each day.

Emma smiled at her father as he closed his eyes, leaving him and stepping into the kitchen to

make tea. She was waiting for the water to start boiling when she heard a wheezing cough

coming from the living room. Quickly, she went to her father to make sure he was okay, the

sight of him bringing her to tears.He looked ten years older, sitting in the once luxurious chair

that now suddenly enveloped him in size, as if the hard work had been slowly withering him

away. Emma drew closer to find that he was shivering and looked around for a blanket.“Father,

are you okay?” she asked, crossing the room to retrieve a thin, knitted blanket flung over one of

the reading chairs. He mumbled something to her, but she couldn’t make out what he was

saying. She returned to his side and draped the knitted throw over him, noticing that his

breathing was strained. Worried, she called for her mother, who, noting the tone of Emma’s

voiced, hurried downstairs to see her husband struggling to breathe.“George!” her mother

exclaimed worriedly. “George, take a deep breath. Emma, use one of the men outside to go get

a doctor. Hurry!”Emma had never seen her mother act in such a frantic manner, spurring her



heart to a gallop in her chest. She took off running outside and found Porter, one of the field

workers, outside hitching up the horses for the night.“Porter! Hurry into town and fetch a doctor

for father. He’s having a terrible time breathing and coughing. Please, hurry!” she begged, her

voice cracking with emotion. Porter quickly grabbed the reins and unhitched a horse from its

post, then climbed into the saddle and took off down the long road off the plantation.It was

nearly two hours before Porter returned with the doctor. George, having since been tucked into

bed with a warm cloth on his chest, was coughing harder and struggling to breathe. The doctor

had a grim look on his face when he emerged from the master bedroom to give Emma and her

mother his prognosis.“Your father has a serious case of pneumonia. From the looks of it, he’s

had it for a while. Being out in the elements had made it much worse,” the doctor explained. “I

gave him a serum that should help him relax, but for now we’ll have to wait and watch.”Emma’s

heart sunk at the news. She glanced at her mother, who stood with a stoic gaze on her face.

Once her had mother turned and walked back into the bedroom, Emma spoke to the doctor,

escorting him out.“Doctor, do you think he will be okay? His symptoms just came on tonight.

Surely we got him help in time?”“Dear child, I will do all that I can to get him through this, but I

cannot lie to you. He is in a grave condition. Pray and keep him warm. That’s all we can do right

now.”She bid the doctor goodbye and stood in the foyer, alone. Her entire world had come

crashing down in a matter of months, and these latest developments were too much for her to

comprehend.God, why are you doing this to our family? she thought angrily. What have we

done to deserve this?At once, she felt guilty for being angry, a wave of sadness washing over

her.Please God, don’t let father die.Chapter 6Three days after the doctor came to check on

George Jackson, he returned in a somber mood. George had not improved as they’d hoped,

and the doctor didn’t think he would be alive much longer. Emma and Margaret stood ready to

help their mother, who had been by her husband’s side every moment since the doctor had

left.That evening, a gentle hush passed over the palatial home. All that could be heard was the

soft crying of the two girls and their mother. Despite trying to give George as much care as

possible given his condition, he passed away surrounded by his family.In the days that

followed, Clara did the best she could making funeral arrangements for her husband. They had

limited money, but the girls agreed that they should provide their father with a respectable

burial in the church’s cemetery rather than at home.As the older sister, Emma tried to be there

as much as she could be for her mother and her sister. The women went about in a state of

shock, contemplating what they would do now that George was gone. Clara had expressed her

concerns to her daughter the night before, but there was nothing Emma could say that would

ease her mother’s worry. Adding to the guilt was Emma’s secret that soon she would want to

depart from their home and be on her way west to marry Noah.The day of the funeral was a

somber one. Many of George’s business companions attended the service, but the crowd of

workers who once helped her father on the plantation brought Emma to tears. Each of the

workers came up to her and Clara to offer their condolences, the sheer number of attendees a

testament to how much her father had been respected in the community.After the funeral and

burial, Clara had the difficult task of figuring out what to do with the estate. She knew it had

been a source of pride for her father, and she didn’t want to let it go without any effort. After all,

he’d worked himself to death in order to save the plantation for the family.However, it appeared

that she did not have a choice in the matter. Two weeks after her father was buried, two men

arrived at the house asking to speak with Clara. Emma, who was in the kitchen when the men

came in, accompanied her mother into the parlor and invited the men to sit down. Her mother

was frail and on the verge of tears, so she took the initiative to see why the men were calling

on them.“Miss, unfortunately we don’t bring any good news with us,” one of the men, who’d



introduced himself as Stephen, said. He was middle aged, with a gray peppered beard that

hung past his chin. His companion was a bit younger, and Emma didn’t like the way he looked

at her as they spoke.“What do you mean ‘news’?” Emma asked. “Please, tell us why you’ve

come.”“We are the bankers for Ellison and Young. We loaned your father a great deal of money

after the financial collapse so he could keep this land,” Stephen explained. “Due to his…

passing, we would like to extend our condolences, but we are afraid that it is time we regain

our investment, as per the contract Mr. Jackson signed.”Emma’s heart dropped. She looked

over at her mother, who seemed not to have registered what they were saying.“Mother, did

father tell you of this loan?” Emma asked, already knowing the answer. George had not been

one to share much of anything, least of all his business arrangements with the women in the

family.“Of course not,” Clara replied softly. “I had no idea that was how he was kept things

running.”Emma turned her attention back to the men. “We don’t have any money for you right

now. We’ve only just laid him to rest and are trying to get our feet back under us. Won’t you

give us some time to save up?”Stephen chuckled. “I’m sorry, miss. We have men we answer to

and they aren’t going to take kindly to having to wait for the money. If you don’t have it…” His

voice trailed off as his eyes roved around the parlor. “If you don’t have the money available,

then perhaps you can liquidate some assets to cover the debt.”“Liquidate some assets? Do you

mean sell our home?” Emma retorted, her eyes burning with anger. “Where do you expect us

to go?”Stephen was visibly taken aback by the outburst, shifting around in his seat. “I am sorry,

Miss Jackson. I did not mean to offend. My partner and I are in a difficult place right now. We

have sympathy for your situation, but a contract is a contract,” he explained. He pulled a folded

piece of paper out of his jacket pocket and placed it on the table in front of Clara and Emma.

“This explains the terms, which must be met within thirty days.”Stephen and his partner got up

before Emma could say anything else.“We will see ourselves out, Mrs. Jackson,” Stephen

directed toward Clara. He glanced at Emma and gave her a nod before turning around and

leaving the parlor. As soon as Emma heard the front door latch behind the men, she looked

toward her mother.“What are we going to do?” Emma asked, shocked. “We have thirty days to

get the money. That means selling the deed to this house and finding somewhere else to

live!”Her mother didn’t respond right away. The year of devastating news had taken its toll on

her.“I have a cousin… up north,” Clara said after a stretch, her voice void of emotion. “Perhaps I

can wire her and stay with her once this is settled.”Emma watched her mother get up and leave

the parlor without another word. Glancing down at the document, she read it over, not believing

what was happening. Thirty days. They had one month to uproot the last bit of normalcy in their

life and move to a completely new land – and way of life.Chapter 7My dearest Noah,Mother,

sister, and I will be leaving our home today to go to New York City. I will write you as soon as

we arrive. Please include us in your prayers that we may have a safe journey.I have not told

Mother and Margaret about us. The time has not seemed right and I want to do so when there

is joy in our life again. I must admit, I regret keeping us a secret, but know that it is for the best.

This year has been a whirlwind of tragic circumstances, and I pray that it is well behind us. I

think about you daily and how I long to be your wife. Soon, my love.The next time you hear

from me, I will no longer be living in my childhood home. The thought brings such sadness to

my heart, but I knew that change would come eventually. I only wish I was leaving this home on

my own terms – on my way to San Francisco – but it seems that our Lord has other plans for

us.Be well, my dear.Lovingly,EmmaAfter the news they would have to leave their home was

given, Clara and Emma quickly tried to find a solution that would allow them to keep their

home, but to no avail. George had left only a small amount of money in his will for Clara, and

there weren’t enough assets in the home to sell that would compensate for the loan. Much of



what they had in value had been sold months before to keep the land from going into

foreclosure.Three days after the meeting with the two men, Emma found Clara sitting alone in

the parlor with a cup of tea. Emma was worried about her mother. Despite her strong

demeanor, Emma could only imagine the sadness and frailty underneath the stoic visage.

Losing her lifestyle, husband, and now her home weighed heavy on her, as it did with Emma

and Margaret.“Mother?” Emma said quietly, trying not to startle her. “Are you okay?”Clara

looked up and gave Emma a small smile. “Yes, dear. I was just lost in my thoughts.” She took a

sip of her tea and looked around. “This house holds so many memories… I just cannot imagine

leaving it.”Emma sat down in the chair opposite her mother.“Everywhere I look, I remember

something. Where you took your first steps, where Margaret was born, the dinner parties I

hosted with your father, the dances we held in the ballroom…” Clara gently rubbed her

fingertips against the china of her cup. “We got through so much, but I suppose it is impossible

to think one can make it through everything.”There was a heaviness to her mother’s words, but

Emma knew she was right. She too had so many memories of the house, and she couldn’t

imagine anyone else living in her home.“I have received word back from Cousin Cecilia,” Clara

said after a while. “We can stay with her as long as we need. My hope is that I will able to find

somewhere small for us to live with what your father left behind. It is not much, so we will have

to be frugal.”In that moment, Emma wanted to tell her mother not to worry about her, that she

was planning to travel west and marry Noah, but it was not the time. Her mother had enough

on her mind, and the last thing she wanted to do was reveal that her eldest daughter was

getting married to a man she had never met, thousands of miles away. Despite how badly

Emma wanted to leave, even she knew the idea seemed outrageous.“I will be here to help you,

Mother,” Emma said. “Please, try to get some rest. We have a busy two weeks ahead of us to

begin packing up. I will go into town today to secure our train tickets.”Clara looked up at Emma

and smiled gratefully. “Thank you, my dear. I don’t know how much I could take without

you.”Emma bent down and gave her mother a light kiss on the cheek. Clara’s words left her

feeling guilty, but she knew it was for the best.Chapter 8

Complete Series Emma Jacksons Western Frontier Love plus one, Complete Series Emma

Jacksons Western Frontier Love plus size, Complete Series Emma Jacksons Western Frontier

love song, Complete Series Emma Jacksons Western Frontier love story, Complete Series

Emma Jacksons Western Frontier love scene, Complete Series Emma Jacksons Western

frontier series, Complete Series Emma Jacksons Western Frontier love pendant, Complete

Series Emma Jacksons Western frontier summary, Complete Series Emma Jacksons

western movie, Complete Series Emma Jacksons western store, Complete Series Emma

Jacksons western wear, Complete Series Emma Jacksons western world, Complete Series

Emma jackson series, Complete Series Emma jackson instagram, Complete Series Emma

jackson tennis, Complete Series Emma jackson pdf, Complete Series emma thompson,

Complete Series emma stone, Complete Series emma slate, dragons of legend the complete

series, Complete Series emma chase, Complete Series emma scott, complete series on

amazon prime, complete series on hbo max, supernatural complete series

Box Set Wild West Brides of Bodie Complete Series (Box Set Complete Series Book 2),

Complete Series Emma Jackson's Western Frontier Love Plus Oregon Trail (Box Set Complete

Series Book 13), Box Set Unexpected Love Series (Box Set Complete Series Book 14)

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/LAMjq/Complete-Series-Emma-Jacksons-Western-Frontier-Love-Plus-Oregon-Trail-Box-Set-Complete-Series-Book-13


MaryKate5, “Amazing Story teller, enter the Scene with her words.. Fantastic story that will

definitely pull you in from the moment you begin to read, that you will find out your running out

of time getting other things done because all you want to do is read, to find out what is

happening. I have since made Katie Wyatt my favorite Author, and have been downloading all

of her books. The best part about these stories are they don’t end and the ending, when

another bachelor from the town sends for a mail order bride, she will have character’s from

previous stories make cameos in all the following stories, so you keep up with these families

also. I hope she will write a Christmas novel where they all get together for the holidays or

something. I am definitely following Katie Wyatt from here on out.”

Marsha Ginac, “Choices. Betsy had years of flirting with young men and it finally got her in

trouble. With no money, no home and disgraced, Betsy signs up to become a mail order bride.

Once again Betsy is tempted to be the flirt even on her way to meet the man she will marry. But

what Betsy found upon her arrival was more than she expected and adventures were sure to

follow!”

Ivette Torres, “Fantabulous Reading!!!. Fantabulous, I couldn't put this book down!! Wow, what

a wonderful writer you are.I feel like I was walking right there in this marvelous story.. How

exciting and vivid youwrite. You are a BLESSING!!! WOOHOO!!Your new favorite fanIvette

Torres ”

Nyla Williamson, “Great series. I chose this rating of 5 stars for this series of stoties because i

thoroughy enjoyed the books from beginning to end. It was full of advemsture & romnce with a

v  veery happy ending.”

Ebook Tops Reader. Janet Lawrie, “Looking for God's will and plan. Very well written with great

descriptive wording. Great theme and made the story seem very real with so much emotion”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Enjoyed. Always enjoy a clean book. Characters were portrayed as

adventurous with a dose of inner conflict.would recommend to others ”

eager user, “Authentic stories. Reading this box set you are instantly held the the time of the

era. Going on the Trail facing daily hardships. Learning skills you need to stay alive Looking

forward to reading more from Katie Wyatt where quality reading is guaranteed”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A nice clean reading experence. The 2 series are very different but also

very good. The author needs to have good beta readers involved in her work as this is a small

distraction from her excellent stories. Errors and extra words accidentally included reduced this

from a 5 star to a 4 star rating for me.”
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