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Dearest Reader, 

 

Thank you for signing up for our news updates! As a token of 

our gratitude, please enjoy this exclusive story, available only to 

individuals who’ve signed up for our newsletter! 

The Sisters of Binghamton is the prequel to the four stories in 

Charity Phillips’ historical western mail order bride romance series, 

The Sisters of Binghamton: Mail Order Bride Sarah, Mail Order 

Bride Lizzie, Mail Order Bride Margaret and Mail Order Bride Ann.  

We hope you’ll enjoy this heartwarming story! If you haven’t 

already done so, please be sure to add 

admin@hopemeadowpublishing.com to your email address book so 

that you don’t miss out on news about our upcoming releases, 99 cent 

sales and FREE giveaways! 

 

Sincerely, 

Hope Meadow Publishing 
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Morning in the Perry household was as it always was: a happy 

sort of chaos. All four Perry sisters crammed into the two-story 

house’s tiny kitchen along with both their parents, all six of them 

occupied with some different task. 

The eldest, Sarah, tried to drink down the last of her coffee 

before she had to run off to her job as a file clerk for the 

Transcontinental Railroad. She wore a plain gray frock that did 

nothing to bring out the blue in her gray-blue eyes. The next eldest 

Margaret expertly wound her long dark hair into a no-nonsense bun 



at the nape of her neck without the use of a mirror while munching 

some toast.  

Lizzie, the youngest, stood beside the girls’ mother at the sink 

and read her a letter, while Ann, just a year older than Lizzie, split her 

attention between her book and the letter Lizzie was reading to their 

mother. She was obviously paying much more attention to the letter, 

though. 

Meanwhile, Joseph Perry tried to give his wife and all his 

daughters kisses before he went to work, because that was just the 

sort of father he was. 

“‘You can name your price if only you would make the gown for 

my eldest daughter’s wedding,’” Lizzie read to Ada. “‘I have always 



imagined her wearing one of your beautiful gowns and her wedding 

just won’t be perfect without it.’” 

The girls’ mother sniffed. “Maybe I could just—” she began. 

“No, Mama!” Ann insisted, standing up to face her mother and 

leaving her book forgotten on the table. “Doctor Ryerson says you 

shouldn’t even be doing large stich work, much less the teeny-tiny 

stich work you’d have to do on a wedding dress. Do you not want to 

keep the vision you’ve got left?” 

“Don’t be so harsh, Ann,” Lizzie chided.  

“No, Ann’s right,” Ada said. “These changes can be difficult to 

accept, that’s all.” 

Ada Perry had once been the finest seamstress in all of 

Binghamton, New York, but her vision had been going for years and 



had finally gotten bad enough that she could no longer sew at all 

(though of course she still did it when she thought no one was paying 

attention). 

Lizzie spun away from her mother toward Sarah. She gestured 

upward toward her long dark hair, which was just as luxurious as 

Margaret’s, if not more so. “Do I really have to put it up in another 

dreary bun before I go to meet my friends?” 

“A proper lady always wears her hair up outside the home,” 

their mother said before Sarah could reply. 

Lizzie pouted at this. 

“Oh, look at you,” Sarah said, and gathered her little sister up 

into a hug. Despite the ten years of distance between them, Sarah and 

Lizzie had always been especially close. “You could leave half of it 



down in the back and it wouldn’t be so improper,” Sarah whispered in 

Lizzie’s ear. 

Lizzie squealed happily and rushed off to spend what would 

probably be over an hour on her hair. 

Margaret slipped out of the house without anyone hardly 

noticing. She was by far the quietest sister, though you wouldn’t know 

it to see the way she carried on with Janie and Thomas, the two young 

children she had served as governess for for the last five years. 

Joseph came over to give Sarah her kiss goodbye. “I love you, 

my dear,” he said. “Go knock ‘em dead out there.” 

“You too, Papa, you too,” Sarah said with a laugh. But the smile 

slipped off her face when her father’s laugh shifted into a cough. He’d 

been coughing more and more lately. The dry air in his shoemaking 



workshop couldn’t have been helping things. “Perhaps you should 

stay home today,” Sarah suggested. 

“Nonsense,” he said, a little out of breath. “I’m fine.” 

“All right.” Sarah leaned in and gave her father an extra hug. 

“You know we all love you too, right?” she asked in his ear. “So 

much.” 

Her father nodded and cleared his throat before speaking. “Of 

course, love. Now get on with you before you’re late.” 

  



**** 

 

It was tough to tell who had the biggest gaggle of people around 

her prior to Binghamton’s annual Easter egg hunt: Lizzie or Margaret. 

Lizzie had her usual group of male admirers who hung on her every 

word and basically ended up hiding all the eggs in her basket for her. 

Jacob Odell used his burly strength to help catapult lighter boys like 

Oliver Marshall and Francis Christians into the trees to hide the eggs 

in hard-to-reach places. Arthur and Adam Burrows brought up the 

rear of the group. Both of the shy, pale twins were desperately in love 

with Lizzie but could hardly muster up the courage to speak a word 

when she was around. 



Meanwhile, Margaret was surrounded by children. She made 

some weak attempts to shoo the children away—they were the ones 

who would be searching for these eggs later, after all—but anyone 

could see that she loved having so many young ones around. Margaret 

sang a little song and the children eagerly sang along. She was like the 

Pied Piper but with far more adorable followers. Little golden-headed 

Janie and Thomas Edwards stuck especially close. Anyone who spied 

Margaret lamented the fact that she was already twenty-two and had 

no children of her own. She was nearly as beautiful as Lizzie, but her 

quiet nature often got in the way of men noticing her. 

Ann wandered through the forest on the edge of Binghamton on 

her own, trying her best to outwit even the cleverest children with her 

hiding spots. Every so often she took a break to climb into a tree and 

read one of the four or five books she always kept in her bag and eat 



an apple. She would also take out her pad and do her best to get some 

of the writing done that her sisters didn’t know about, and that she 

definitely wouldn’t have let them read if they did.  

Sarah was also alone, having climbed to the tallest branches of a 

tree deep in the forest, but her basket balanced nearly full on the 

branch beside her. Sarah usually disappeared during the hiding of the 

Easter eggs, and no one blamed her for it. Easter, after all, was when 

James Malfer had moved to town. 

Sarah had been only sixteen, as had he. She’d been hiding eggs 

with Margaret (the other girls had still been young enough to search 

for the eggs back then), when she’d seen a handsome fellow with red-

brown hair and blazing green eyes that had matched the greenery 



around them. The two had fallen in love instantly and were married 

within the year. 

Two years into their marriage, James had been called to fight 

for the Union and had been killed in battle three years later. For those 

three years, Sarah waited for him; for the five since he’d died, it 

seemed she was still waiting for him to return. 

When it almost became time for the egg hunt to start, Sarah 

hastily hid her eggs in easy-to-find spots and joined her family in the 

clearing. They all watched as her father and Father Bellinger silenced 

the crowd. Joseph Perry was well-loved in Binghamton and always 

served as an announcer of sorts at town events. 

“Attention, everyone!” the girls’ father called out. “Father 

Bellinger and I are so pleased to see so many of your lovely faces out 



today for our annual egg hunt. I want to thank my daughters and the 

others on the church council who hid the eggs for the children to find 

today. I know these children have been waiting all day to hunt down 

these eggs, so without further ado, Happy Easter and get hunting, 

children!” 

The children took off and searched through the forest for the 

colorful eggs that had been boiled and painted the evening before. 

“Ellen Gilbert has found the first egg of the hunt! Well done, young 

one!” Joseph called with a whooping laugh. Then his laugh turned 

into a cough. At first no one paid his cough any special attention, but 

eyebrows began to rise in concern as he kept coughing, and coughing, 

and coughing.  

Finally Joseph Perry fell to the ground. 



His wife and daughters ran to his side and several of Lizzie’s 

admirers helped to carry Joseph home. The Easter egg hunt ended 

early with most of the carefully hidden eggs left between the branches 

of the trees, where they would remain until an emergency cleanup the 

next day. 

  



**** 

 

Doctor Ryerson closed the door to the master bedroom gently 

and made his way to the kitchen where Mrs. Perry and her four 

daughters were waiting. They all sat around the kitchen table, two 

sisters sitting on each side of their mother.  

“I’m afraid it’s what we expected,” he told Mrs. Perry.  

Ada put a hand to her chest, stricken. 

“What did you expect it to be?” Lizzie asked. 

“Consumption,” her mother whispered. 

The white plague, as some called consumption, had swept 

through Binghamton and the surrounding area over the last few 



years. No one knew very much about it—only that its victims coughed 

blood and that their prognosis was almost always fatal. 

Sarah reached over and held her mother’s hand tight. “How bad 

is it, Doctor?” 

“It’s very hard to say, Mrs. Malfer,” he said. “This is a disease we 

unfortunately know very little about. I can give him something to help 

manage the coughing and pain, but it’s difficult to know how much 

time he has left.” Lizzie cried out and buried her face in her mother’s 

shoulder. “It could be a few years or a few months. In the meantime, 

he should try to rest as much as possible.” 

“What about his shop?” Ann asked. 



“His condition will only worsen if he continues to work in that 

dry, dusty shop of his,” the doctor said. Then he called their mother 

into the bedroom to discuss medication and treatment with Joseph. 

The girls drifted into the drawing room and fell into various 

chairs. “I can’t believe this,” Margaret said. “I can’t imagine a world 

without Papa in it. I can’t imagine Binghamton without him.” 

“Remember the first year Papa dressed as Santa?” Lizzie asked.  

“I do, but you don’t—you weren’t even born yet,” Sarah said. 

“He stayed out there in the cold until each child in Binghamton had 

as many moments on his lap as they wanted. I can’t believe he’s been 

doing that for so long.” 



“I was just thinking about how he taught me to ride a bicycle,” 

Margaret said softly. “It took so long because he never wanted to 

break his promise and let go of the seat behind me.” 

“He was the same way with me,” Sarah said. 

“And me,” Lizzie added. 

The girls continued to reminisce about their strong, caring 

father until Anne balled up her hands into fists and stood. “I can’t 

take this anymore!” she exclaimed. “Mama already can’t work, and 

now Papa will be out of commission as well. We shouldn’t just be 

sitting around reminiscing when our parents are approaching 

financial ruin. We have to do something!” 

“Like what?” Lizzie asked, wiping a few tears away from under 

her blue eyes. 



Ann paced back and forth. “I don’t know. Something to help.” 

Sarah stood and put her hand on Ann’s shoulder. “That’s a fine 

idea, Ann. How about we all think on it, then reconvene tomorrow 

after Margaret and I get home from work?” 

Ann nodded, then her face crumpled and she melted into her 

older sister’s arms. Even strident Ann couldn’t stand strong in the 

face of losing their dear father. 

  



**** 

 

The girls got together the next evening a few hours before 

dinner to discuss potential plans to help their parents. Lizzie was 

missing from their number as she was still having tea with some old 

friends. Ann came prepared with a pad, a quill, and a jar of ink.  

“I asked around at the Railroad,” Sarah began, “and I should be 

able to get Ann and Lizzie both jobs as file clerks like me.” 

Ann scoffed. “No offense, Sarah, but you barely make any 

money at that job. We wouldn’t be helping Mama and Papa out very 

much at all with the pittance we would all earn there.” 



Sarah frowned but didn’t argue. Her salary allowed her to pitch 

in on groceries every now and again, but it was true that her earnings 

didn’t alleviate their parents’ financial burden much at all. 

“Well,” Margaret began, “I overheard Mr. and Mrs. Edwards 

talking about their friends the Johnsons who need a governess for 

their baby girl. If I asked the Edwards about it I bet I could find 

governess jobs for all of you.” 

“Oh, Margaret,” Ann said. “That’s sweet, but you don’t make 

much more money than Sarah does at the Railroad, do you?”  

Margaret shrugged, frowning as well. “No, not much more…” 

 “Well, what would you suggest, Ann?” Sarah asked her little 

sister, frustrated. 



“I was thinking I could try to get a teaching job,” Ann said, 

puffing out her chest a little. 

“Don’t you have to go to college for that?” Sarah asked. 

“Not necessarily,” Ann said. “And I—” 

“I’ve found it!” Lizzie bellowed into the drawing room as she 

reached the doorway. She looked happy and flushed in one of her 

finest tea gowns that brought out the blue in her eyes. She held a 

newspaper rolled up in her hands. “I’ve found the solution to all our 

problems!” 

“Shh!” Ann chided. “Mama and Papa are just in the next room.” 

“All right, all right,” she said in a softer tone, still beaming. “So, 

I was having tea with Alice Evans and Harriet Rineheart, and Harriet 

told us that she’s just gotten engaged.” 



“That’s all well and good for Harriet, but it doesn’t help us 

much,” Ann commented. 

“Shh, I’m not there yet,” Lizzie said. “So she was relieved, of 

course, since she’s nearly twenty.” She paused and her eyes said a 

silent apology to Margaret and Sarah, who were twenty-two and 

twenty-six. Sarah had a husband once, at least—Margaret was 

considered a true spinster by much of Binghamton. “She said that her 

mother had been getting worried and had sent out for a subscription 

to this special newspaper called The Matrimonial News all the way 

from San Francisco, California.” 

“It’s some sort of wedding … newspaper?” Margaret asked, 

confused. 



“It is,” Lizzie replied. “Eligible bachelors in the West put out 

personal ads in this newspaper, most of them looking for well-bred 

women from the East coast to marry. The East coast women respond, 

they get to know each other through correspondence, and then the 

woman goes West to get married to her fellow.” 

“Why do they want to marry women from the East?” Sarah 

asked. 

“You know how these women out West are supposed to be,” 

Lizzie explained. “They wear pants, swear, drink, and do just about 

every other fun thing that only men are supposed to be able to do.” 

“Lizzie!” Sarah chided, though she was smiling a little. Lizzie 

was the only person who could get Sarah to laugh at inappropriate 

jokes.  



“So are you suggesting we respond to these ads?” Ann asked. 

Her face showed that she was far from wild about the idea. 

Lizzie nodded. “It would be perfect! A lot of the men putting out 

these ads are quite wealthy—wealthier than any of the men around 

here.” 

“I would never marry a man for his money,” Margaret said with 

a frown. 

“Nor would I,” Sarah agreed. 

“But that’s the beautiful part!” Lizzie exclaimed. “You wouldn’t 

have to. You could correspond with the man and fall in love with him 

before you ever even meet him. There are photographs in the paper so 

you can be sure he doesn’t look too unfortunate as well. I think it’s all 

just wonderfully romantic.” 



“If you think it’s so romantic, maybe you should be the first one 

to respond to one of the ads,” Sarah said. “Someone as young and 

pretty as you would snare one of these Western men right away.” 

“I’d consider it, but a lot of the men in here are much closer to 

your age range, Sarah. You remember the rule I made after Mr. 

Sheldon from down the street proposed, right?” 

“You’ll never marry a man twice your age,” the other three 

sisters chorused together. Lizzie had repeated the phrase often 

enough throughout the whole Mr. Sheldon debacle two years before 

that none of the sisters had forgotten. 

Sarah reached for the newspaper. “We should all have a look at 

this newspaper before we actually consider answering any of the ads.” 



So Lizzie passed a few pages of the paper out to each sister and 

kept some for herself. Over the next hour, they perused every ad in 

the paper. 

“Oh, listen to this one,” Ann said after they had already read 

several unfortunate ads aloud to one another: 

 

George Ely, a sixty-five-year-old sheep farmer of Burnt Fork, 

Wyoming seeks a sweet little wife under twenty years of age to 

keep his house and home. 

 

“Sixty five years old and he won’t stand for anyone under 

twenty?” Ann asked of the ad. 



“Oh, this one’s even better,” Sarah said. “If by better, you mean 

worse.” She read: 

 

David Moore, a forty-six-year-old homesteader of means of 

Astoria, Oregon, seeks a beautiful bride. No letters will be 

necessary. Those interested should just send as many 

photographs as possible. 

 

“So much for falling in love through correspondence,” Sarah 

commented.  

Even shy Margaret got in on the fun. “Listen to this one,” she 

said, and read: 

 



Robert Boyd, a forty-year-old cattle rancher of Denver, 

Colorado, seeks a lovely little woman to cook, clean, and 

otherwise give Mr. Boyd the royal treatment he deserves. 

 

“This one fancies himself a king, I see!” Sarah said with a laugh. 

She, Ann, and Margaret all giggled incessantly until Sarah noticed 

Lizzie’s expression. She appeared to be on the verge of tears. 

Sarah kneeled beside the chair where Lizzie sat. “Shh, shh, 

what’s this, now?” she asked. 

“I was so sure this was going to be the way we would help Mama 

and Papa,” Lizzie lamented. “If we were able to find husbands 

through this newspaper, maybe our new lifestyles out West might 



actually enable us to send money back home. It was stupid. You’re all 

right—it was so stupid.” 

Ann surprised Sarah by crouching down on Lizzie’s other side. 

“It wasn’t stupid, Lizzie. Yes, none of the ads in this issue of The 

Matrimonial News were very good. But that doesn’t mean we won’t 

find some better ones in the next issue, so chin up!” 

“But how will we get the next issue?” Lizzie asked. 

Margaret rose as well and walked over with one of the pages 

from the newspaper in her hands. “We’ll subscribe, silly. It says here 

exactly how to send for a subscription. We just need to write to this 

address in San Francisco and send in … Oh.” 

“What?” Sarah asked. 

“The subscription. It’s more than any of us can afford.” 



Ann took a look at the paper. “Oh goodness, yes. That is a lot of 

money for a yearly subscription.” 

Sarah took the paper from her sister and her eyes widened. 

Then she shook her head and pasted on a smile. “This will be difficult, 

but not impossible. I challenge all of you—within the next month, 

we’ll raise enough money to buy a subscription to this newspaper. Are 

you with me?” She put a hand forward. 

“I am,” Lizzie said, wiping under her eyes before placing her 

hand on top of Sarah’s. 

“I am as well,” Margaret said, and placed her hand on top of 

Lizzie’s. 

Sarah looked at Ann. “How about you, Ann? Are you in?” 



Ann put her hand on top of Margaret’s. “Just try to make sure I 

don’t end up with an eighty-year-old, all right?” she asked. 

“All right—we’re doing this,” Sarah said with an air of finality, 

and the pact was made. 

  



**** 

 

Raising the money didn’t turn out to be as difficult as any of 

them had expected. Sarah was an exemplary worker at the 

Transcontinental Railroad and her supervisor happily handed over an 

advance on her pay. Margaret’s bosses, the Edwards, similarly had no 

qualms about giving her an advance on her pay as well. Over the next 

few weekends, the girls offered to paint quick portraits at the market, 

which earned them a few dollars each week. 

The daughters also worked together to make their mother’s 

famous jam recipe for a few weekends in a row, which they sold at the 

market. As soon as the townspeople heard it was Ada Perry’s recipe, 

they lined up to pay top dollar for the jam. Ada Perry had not only 



been Binghamton’s finest seamstress, but was well-known for being 

its best cook as well. 

Within three weeks—a week before the deadline they’d given 

themselves—the sisters had enough money to send for a subscription 

to The Matrimonial News. Sarah wrote a letter requesting a 

subscription, folded it, and slipped their hard-earned money inside 

the fold, placing everything into an addressed and stamped envelope. 

She carried the unsealed envelope out to the postbox and all 

four sisters gathered around it.  

“Last time I’m asking,” Sarah said with the envelope close to her 

lips, “are we sure we want to do this?” 

“We could just keep raising extra money painting portraits and 

selling jam at the market,” Margaret said. 



They all hesitated. Each sister had her reasons for wanting to 

stay in Binghamton. They all wanted to stay to care for their ailing 

parents, of course. Sarah was still half in love with her husband, 

despite the fact that he had been dead for five years. Margaret loved 

caring for Janie and Thomas, whom she would have to leave behind. 

Ann loved having time to read and educate herself, and had plans for 

her writing—plans she’d told no one about. Plans that a husband 

would get in the way of. 

Lizzie still thought the idea of falling in love through 

correspondence was wonderfully romantic, but she didn’t love the 

idea of marrying one of these old men who wanted a woman a 

fraction of their ages. 



In the end, it was Ann who interrupted Margaret’s objection. 

“No, Mags,” she said. “This is the right thing.” 

Sarah caught Ann’s gaze with her own and smiled. Then she 

sealed the envelope and placed it in the postbox.  

Lizzie leaned against Sarah and the eldest sister slung her arm 

around the shoulder of the youngest. “Do you really think this is going 

to work?” Lizzie asked. 

“I don’t know,” Sarah replied. “But what have we got to lose?” 
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