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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. 

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 

  

mailto:admin@hopemeadowpublishing.com


 

New York City, New York – 1880. 

“Oh!” Charlotte exclaimed excitedly, holding a slightly torn and 

yellowed paper in her hands, wearing a bright grin on her beautiful 

face. “Mr. McKean has asked me to marry him!” 

Scarlett leaned forward to read the letter over her twin sister’s 

shoulder. She smiled delightedly, proud that her sister was having 

such early success with her advertisement. The sisters had each 

placed an advertisement in the newspaper for a mail order husband 

from out west. They were tired of life in New York – the only life they 

had ever known – and they both longed for adventure and romance 

somewhere new and different. Charlotte had received many letters in 



response to her ad, her favorites coming from a gentleman named 

Leonard McKean. He was a railroad worker who owned a roundhouse 

in a town called Evanston in the Wyoming Territory. The sisters 

didn’t know much about the railroad industry, but this seemed to be 

an interesting and noble prospect. After a while, Charlotte only 

exchanged letters with Mr. McKean and with each correspondence, it 

appeared that the bond between them was growing strong and 

steadily. Scarlett was so happy for her sister.  

Sadly, Scarlett herself was not having such good luck. No one 

had sent her any letters. In spite of this, she made sure that she was 

supportive and enthusiastic on her sister’s behalf. They were best 

friends. It was hard to not be best friends with someone who knew 

her so well for her entire life. Ever caring, Scarlett focused her 



feelings on her sister’s happiness and did her best not to fret about 

her own lack of a response. She would go mad if she let it get to her… 

“That’s wonderful!” she cried, beaming. “I’m so happy for you, 

Lottie.” She gently rubbed her sister’s shoulder, getting slightly 

choked up with pride. “But of course he wants to marry you. If he 

doesn’t know by now how great you are, why, I wouldn’t approve of 

him for you.” 

Charlotte chuckled a little. “And I would not marry any man 

that you do not approve of.” 

The twins giggled together as they often did. Inside, Scarlett felt 

deflated due to her lack of success, but seeing Charlotte filled with 

such excitement, she couldn’t help but set aside her own feelings and 

rally behind her.  



Charlotte was aware that her poor sister had received nary a 

reply to her advertisement. She couldn’t fathom how a man could find 

a better match than her dear sister Scarlett. It was true; Charlotte’s 

hair was just a little bit more golden, a little more curled. Her smile 

was just a smidge brighter and bit more care free. Scarlett wasn’t a 

striking beauty, but she was a comforting blend of sweet and pretty; a 

softer kind of lovely. Charlotte had simply been painted with slightly 

bolder brush than her sister was all. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Scarlett asked with a smirk. 

“Write back to him! Tell him that you shall be arriving on the next 

train, if he so desires.” 

“But what about you?” Charlotte replied, biting her lip. “I 

couldn’t dream of leaving you here. It feels wrong to me.” 



Scarlett shook her head and took her sister by the hand. “You 

will not be leaving me here. I shall go with you to make sure you 

arrive safely. Besides, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind having a familiar 

face there with you.” 

Charlotte hugged her sister. “Oh! Yes, I would love it if you 

came along with me! That would make all the difference.” 

“Don’t tell your fiancé that,” Scarlett advised with a wink. 

“Butter him up. Tell him that I had to come along and meet him, since 

I have heard so much about him.” 

Charlotte giggled and nodded her head. She took some paper 

and a pen and sat down at their desk in the living room of their 

apartment.  

Dear Mr. McKean, 



Your sweet proposal has surprised and delighted me! I would 

be so thrilled to come to the Wyoming Territory and be your wife. 

My sister Scarlett will travel along with me, to keep me company 

and make sure that everything goes well for me. You know that she 

is dear to me. She is one of very few people in this world who matter 

so much to me, you being the other of course. I feel that I could not 

truly be myself without her there with me. I hope you will 

understand. She will no doubt be so happy to be my bridesmaid in 

our wedding! 

I hope and pray that you are well. My bags shall be packed in 

anticipation of receiving what may be your last letter before I am 

there with you! 

All my love forever and always, 

Charlotte Hawthorne 



She read over the letter once it was written and then had 

Scarlett read it as well, to ensure that it was worded correctly. 

Charlotte could get so nervous when she was anticipating something. 

That was one thing that Scarlett had always excelled at: calming down 

Charlotte’s fears or self-doubts. For as beautiful as Charlotte was, she 

did not have an inflated ego and instead, always looked to Scarlett for 

advice and encouragement. 

“You write beautifully,” Scarlett said approvingly. “He shall be 

quite pleased. I daresay that your next letter may very well include a 

train ticket.” She did not want to get her hopes up that young and 

dashing Mr. McKean would think to include a ticket for her as well. 

The two sisters hugged each other. Charlotte was giddy with 

excitement and filled with hope, meanwhile Scarlett wondered what 



the future out west might hold for her. Perhaps there would be 

someone out there who had need for a wife? 

  



**** 

Without a doubt, the hardest part about keeping up 

correspondence through the mail was the waiting. Charlotte and 

Scarlett had days full of work at a shirtwaist factory, but Charlotte 

was prone to gazing longingly out the nearest window whenever their 

boss was not around. She wanted to run away from here and roam the 

unknown lands in Evanston with her beau. Scarlett smirked a bit at 

her sister. In truth, Charlotte had never been the best worker anyway. 

She preferred social gatherings where she could charm people with 

her merry wit and dazzling personality. Scarlett, conversely, was shy 

and instead rather fond of the factory. It allowed her time to think 

and imagine what the future may hold. Now that Charlotte was the 

one with big dreams, Scarlett realized that one of them had to be 

diligent at least. They were going to need money if they were to travel, 



especially if Mr. McKean didn’t send along a ticket for her. Besides, 

what was the fun of traveling if one didn’t have money with which to 

purchase things like new dresses and the like? Scarlett wondered 

what the weather was like in Wyoming. She blushed a bit as she 

pictured herself already there. It was almost as though she was 

traveling there to marry a gentleman as well. She supposed that her 

excitement was vicarious, but it made her happy anyway. She was 

glad that at least one of them had a bright future out west. Scarlett 

was determined to have fun when she got there, regardless of whether 

or not she found herself a beau. After all, her sister’s happiness was 

her happiness. 

“Ahem.” Their boss, Mr. Pipperidge, cleared his throat behind 

Scarlett, waking her from her reverie. Charlotte looked over as well, 

reddening with embarrassment. 



Scarlett quickly went back to working at her sewing machine. 

“Good day, Mr. Pipperidge,” she said in her usual friendly tone. “May 

I assist you with something?” 

Mr. Pipperidge put his hands on his hips. “You can best assist 

me by doing your work and not staring into space,” he retorted. “That 

is what I am paying you for, is it not?” 

“Yes, sir,” Scarlett said. 

“I’m sorry, sir,” Charlotte added. 

He looked suspiciously back and forth at the two sisters. Then, 

tutting under his breath, he left them to their work. The factory had 

rows of sewing machines so that the workers – all ladies – could 

quickly sew the garments together. Together, they produced 

thousands of shirtwaists per day, and the garments were quite 

popular in town. Working women wore them, and more and more 



dresses were beginning to incorporate them as well. They were both 

comfortable as well as stylish, and Scarlett looked forward to never 

having to sew them again. 

“I cannot wait to put in my notice,” Charlotte said under her 

breath. 

“Don’t let Pipperidge hear you,” Scarlett hissed back. “We 

would be wise to work straight up until the day we depart, if only so 

we have enough money to get by.” 

Several of the other ladies looked at them curiously. “You’re 

planning to quit?” one of them asked. 

Scarlett nodded. “Charlotte has a fiancé out west.” 

“Ooh!” some of the ladies cooed in adoration at the idea. “How 

nice!” 

“Congratulations!” one of them said to Charlotte. 



The beautiful twin blushed even further. She was accustomed to 

receiving attention, but not like this. Not at work. “Shh,” she 

whispered through her flattered smile. “Mr. Pipperidge will have my 

head if he hears us carrying on.” 

Charlotte didn’t want to risk anything. She knew that Scarlett 

was right, losing their jobs too soon before the trip would throw their 

plans off tremendously. Besides, who wanted that kind of reputation? 

She didn’t want Leonard to know that she had lost her job because of 

him, even if it was due to her sheer excitement. 

Weeks passed in the usual fashion. Neither sister was 

completely focused on work anymore, but they made certain that they 

were attentive when the boss came around to check on their work. 

Mr. Pipperidge wasn’t really an overbearing boss; he just liked to keep 

his workers busy and industrious instead of lackadaisical. No 



successful business in New York would continue for long if the 

employees didn’t get their tasks done and reach their projected 

quotas.  

Scarlett was glad that she wasn’t the boss. She couldn’t imagine 

being responsible for so many people and products. She looked 

forward to a change of pace once she had made her way out west. She 

thought of Mr. McKean’s railway business and wondered if she could 

be of use there. She didn’t foresee that there would be much need for 

a seamstress in Evanston. She knew that she would be of use to 

Charlotte during all of the wedding planning, but afterward, she was 

unsure of how she’d find her place in her new surroundings. Scarlett 

worried that she wouldn’t know what to do with herself once 

Charlotte had found her happy ending. 



She told herself not to fill her head with these things. There 

would be plenty of time to worry when the time came. She knew that 

Charlotte had the ability to practically read her mind at times, and 

she didn’t want her twin to spend even a moment worrying about her. 

No, it was best to forget about such things. Besides, the west was full 

and busting with unwed men, was it not? Surely someone out there 

might want to marry her. She laughed to herself when she realized 

that she was making it easy for a potential beau by simply arriving 

there; no letters required! 

  



**** 

Charlotte somehow managed to get through a few more weeks. 

At last, one afternoon, she received a new letter from Evanston in the 

Wyoming Territory. How excited she felt whenever she saw that 

scrawled onto her envelopes! “Scarlett, he wrote back to me!” 

“Let’s go inside and read it, then,” her sister said with a laugh 

and a shake of her head. Really, Lottie could be so silly sometimes. 

They went into their building and straight into their own small 

apartment. Once the door was closed, they sat together on their sofa 

and, with trembling hands, Charlotte opened her letter and read it 

aloud in order to save time. After all, they both needed to know the 

information that this letter would contain. Their futures were forever 

linked together, and Charlotte thought that was as it should be. 

My dearest Charlotte, 



I am overcome with joy to know that you have accepted my 

proposal. I cannot wait until you are here with me in Evanston! Of 

course I shall adore your twin sister. Scarlett sounds like a 

wonderful young lady, from the things which you have shared with 

me. I would not dream of splitting the two of you up. I hope that she 

will enjoy Evanston as well. There is much to do here, and many 

people that you both will enjoy meeting. 

I have enclosed two railway tickets so that you and Scarlett 

may travel here with ease and comfort. I hope that you will find the 

journey to your liking (although not so fondly that you think of 

journeying away from me!) I will await your arrival with bated 

breath. Adieu for now, my love. May God grant you a safe and 

pleasant passage to me, here in Evanston. 

All my love, 



Lenny McKean 

Scarlett scrunched up her nose a little bit. “Lenny?” she asked 

her sister. “Has he asked you to call him Lenny?” 

Charlotte chuckled and shook her head, blushing ever so 

slightly. “No, but apparently he would like me to start.” 

“Oh my,” Scarlett said, thinking it over. “Lottie and Lenny. Dare 

I say it? You were made for each other.” 

Charlotte picked up one of the sofa’s small throw pillows and 

tossed it at her twin. Scarlett only laughed harder. 

“It was so kind of him to include a ticket for you,” Charlotte 

pointed out. “He didn’t have to do that.” 

“It speaks well for his character,” Scarlett allowed. “I suppose it 

was a good test of that, and he passed it by flying colors, wouldn’t you 

say?” 



Charlotte nodded, biting her lip. “I suppose so,” she agreed. “I 

keep thinking that I should write back to him. I’ve grown so used to 

it.” 

Scarlett laughed lightly. “Now it is the time to pack,” she said. 

“Don’t tell me that you plan to write letters back and forth with him 

once you are in the same place.” 

“No,” Charlotte said with a smile. “That would be silly.” 

“But not quite out of character for you,” Scarlett countered with 

a wink. 

Together, the two sisters packed up their belongings into 

suitcases. Dresses were of course the most important things for them 

to bring along, but Scarlett hated to part with even one of her beloved 

books. It helped that things such as furniture belonged to the 

building’s landlord and therefore would not need to be taken care of. 



They would have no use for their pair of beds where they were going. 

Scarlett wondered exactly what sort of home they should expect to be 

moving to. Did Mr. McKean have a mansion in Wyoming? Was there 

such a thing as a mansion in the west? All she could seem to imagine 

was fields and mountains. She expected that he, like the land itself, 

was sort of wild and altogether different from the sort of men she was 

used to seeing and interacting with. Then she thought of her boss, Mr. 

Pipperidge and thanked her lucky stars that there might not be any 

men like him there! The old walrus! 

Scarlett enjoyed musing like this when she was busy with a task. 

She was not a conversationalist like her sister, though Charlotte was 

plainly off in her own little world at the moment as well. There was a 

lot on both of their minds, as was to be expected really. Neither of 

them could wait for what was in store for them! Scarlett could hardly 



wait to ride the train! She had never ridden one before; nor had 

Charlotte. There had never been a need to before. 

There must be no complaints out of either of them when they 

got to Evanston. After all, the gentleman they were meeting worked 

with the railway. If either of them complained about their journey, it 

might make him worry about them disliking his livelihood. Scarlett 

vowed to remain tightlipped, even if the journey was absolutely 

dreadful. Tact was necessary when meeting someone new, 

particularly someone who had so graciously offered to change their 

lives for the better. Scarlett felt that she didn’t deserve such kindness 

from him, and resolved that she would pay him back with equal 

kindness. 

  



**** 

The following morning, the sisters woke extra early and set out 

in a hired carriage to the train station. They brought along three 

suitcases – two for their clothing and one for books and other prized 

possessions. They were groggy and a little unkempt, but Charlotte 

figured that it didn’t matter because the train would bring them to her 

dear Lenny a few weeks hence. 

Lenny… It felt odd to think of him as Lenny, but she smiled 

when she thought it just the same. It was his nickname, a familiar 

name that he had granted her permission to call him. Perhaps 

Charlotte was the only one who was allowed to call him that. It tickled 

her to think that, even if it ended up not being true. 

When they arrived at the station, the two ladies were assisted 

onto the train by a kindly conductor. Another conductor, a younger 



man, followed with their suitcases. He placed them in the storage 

space while the ladies were led to their compartment on the train. 

Charlotte was impressed that Mr. McKean had not only bought them 

passage aboard a train, but he had gone so far as to have paid for a 

beautiful, spacious compartment! He spared no expense and it 

delighted her to no end.  

“Mr. McKean surely must be well-off,” Scarlett said, looking 

around the fine, wooden seating arrangement. They each had a wide 

seat and there was a table in the compartment for meals. It was 

wonderful and not at all what either of them had dared to expect. 

Charlotte nodded in agreement. “Not that it matters to me so 

much,” she said. “But I do believe that you are right.” 

Scarlett smirked. “It matters to me,” she said. “I want only the 

best for you.” 



They settled into their seats as the train left the station. It was a 

rocky ride, but not quite as loud as Scarlett had worried it might be. 

She thought that she would be able to get used to it, though she 

wondered how well they were going to sleep. Charlotte was so anxious 

and excited, and Scarlett had a hard enough time falling asleep in a 

bed, let alone on this rocking machine. 

  



**** 

Evanston, Wyoming Territory – 1880. 

When the sisters arrived at the station in Evanston, Scarlett 

anxiously peeked out the window. The day was bright and the trees 

were full and green. The grass was nice and green as well, though it 

was a bit rockier and dustier than the grass she was used to in New 

York. The land was wide without many buildings which clearly 

indicated that they were no longer in that bustling city. Scarlett closed 

her eyes to let everything sink in. She turned and smiled lovingly at 

her sister. 

“Charlotte, this place looks wonderful!” 

Charlotte looked out the window next to her, biting her lip as 

she often did when she was nervous, and boy was she ever nervous 



today. It was, after all, the day on which she was going to meet her 

fiancé.  

Together, they changed into prettier dresses from the plain 

attire they had worn for the trip. Charlotte wore a beautiful deep red 

gown while Scarlett put on a lovely dark green dress. Scarlett fussed 

with Charlotte’s long, blonde locks, placing some ribbons into her 

curls to give her that little extra something. Scarlett didn’t usually 

make much of a fuss about her own appearance, but she adored 

playing with Charlotte’s fashions. Growing up, Lottie had been almost 

like a doll for Scarlett to adorn, and Charlotte loved the attention of 

course. 

“You should put your hair up a bit too,” she suggested to 

Scarlett. “You never know who you might meet, and you’ll want to 

make a good first impression.” 



“I doubt that anyone is going to be interested in little me,” 

Scarlett replied. Still, she let Charlotte brush out her light blonde 

curls and wrap a ribbon into her hair, creating a dark green bow 

which sat on top of her head. Charlotte gazed upon her handiwork 

with a smile. Then she took her sister by the hand and they gracefully 

departed the train. 

The twins looked around for any sign of Mr. McKean or his 

driver, meanwhile the conductors helped drag their suitcases down 

from the storage area, placing them down at their feet. There was a 

long line of carriages waiting at the front of the station’s platform, but 

no one came forward for them. Charlotte nervously chewed at her lip, 

wondering if she was meant to just take a hired carriage to his house 

instead. Suddenly, a door opened on one of the carriages and a tall, 

handsome man stepped out onto the dust and dirt below. 



He was dressed sharply in a suit with a long overcoat, and a top 

hat perched elegantly atop his head. He didn’t appear to be like a 

cowboy or any such western gentleman that Scarlett had ever 

imagined. He looked like a handsome prince that one read about in 

storybooks as a child.  

As he approached, he smiled and removed his hat. Then he 

offered his hand to Charlotte. She blinked down at it before taking it 

in her own. The gentleman leaned down and kissed her hand softly, 

looking deeply into her blue eyes as he adjusted his posture, spread 

his shoulders and stood at full height. His eyes were the hue of amber 

brown. His hair was a dark russet color, and he had a short, closely 

cropped beard to match. Charlotte was smitten at once. 

She had not seen a photograph of him. She had never asked to 

see one, and he had never asked to see one of her either. It was as if 



they had both wanted to keep some of the mystery alive until they 

were together. She was certainly not disappointed! 

Mr. McKean didn’t seem disappointed in the slightest. He 

smiled broadly at her, first from his eyes and then with his mouth 

once more. “I am Leonard McKean,” he introduced himself. “You 

must be Miss Hawthorne. It is an honor to finally make your 

acquaintance.” 

Scarlett giggled out of nervousness, slightly interrupting the 

mood, but Charlotte was relieved that her sister managed to break the 

tension. “Sorry,” Scarlett apologized. “It’s just that I hope that you 

two will be more than acquaintances.” 

Still smiling, Leonard looked upon Charlotte’s sister. “You must 

be Miss Scarlett Hawthorne. Your sister has told me so much about 

you.” 



“All good things, I hope,” Scarlett said, taking his hand and 

giving it a good shake. Leonard leaned down and pecked the back of 

her hand as well, which impressed her even further. She was amused 

and she approved. He certainly was a gentleman, and a handsome 

one at that. She would never have to fear for Charlotte’s happiness 

from this day forward. And herself…well, she would figure something 

out. 

  



**** 

After helping the twins with their suitcases and loading them 

into the back of his carriage, Leonard carefully assisted each lady into 

the carriage before climbing in himself. “The ride will not be a very 

long one,” he told them, “but it will give us some time to catch our 

breath and get to know each other a little better.” He smiled at both of 

them. “How was your journey?” 

“It was very nice,” Charlotte answered at once, wringing her 

hands in her sincerity. “Thank you ever so much for the beautiful 

compartment! That was such a pleasant and truly unexpected 

surprise.” 

“Yes,” Scarlett agreed with a nod. “And thank you so much for 

including a ticket for me. I did not expect or anticipate that you would 



think to send along one for me as well. After all, you are not betrothed 

to me.” 

Leonard looked at her and raised his eyebrows a little. He 

looked like he wanted to say something, but did not know how to start 

talking. “It was no trouble at all,” he said instead of what he wanted to 

say. “I am happy to have both of you here. I would not dream of 

splitting up the Hawthorne girls. I know how incredibly close you are. 

As it turns out… I have a twin brother myself.” 

Scarlett looked at him. She went rather pale, which caused 

Charlotte to laugh softly. It was not often that Scarlett was surprised 

into silence. Though she was shy, she was also fast with a witty 

comeback. Except when things threw her as this clearly had. 

She had not anticipated that Mr. McKean might have a brother. 

A twin brother! Another handsome Mr. McKean? Oh, she could only 



but dream…perhaps she would not have to search for happiness for 

long after all. 

The carriage stopped outside of a large manor house. It wasn’t 

quite a mansion, but then Charlotte had never expected her Leonard 

to be the wealthiest man in the west. He had always seemed like a 

humble and hard worker. She liked that about him because she 

imagined that she was more or less the same. She didn’t own a factory 

or a railroad roundhouse, but she worked hard at what she was good 

at and she earned enough to afford a decent life for herself.  

Staring up at the large house, Charlotte couldn’t believe how 

fortunate she had become. Did she dare to dream for a similar life for 

Scarlett? She wondered what Leonard’s brother was like. She wasn’t 

going to start playing matchmaker just yet, but she imagined that the 

thought had entered Scarlett’s mind as well. 



As before, Leonard carefully helped the sisters out of the 

carriage and then he and his driver carried the suitcases into the foyer 

of the house. Scarlett gazed around at the home’s gorgeous 

furnishings and fixtures. She saw a large, emerald-colored couch as 

well as tall mahogany bookshelves in the living room area. She could 

appreciate bookshelves like that. Especially because one of their 

suitcases was laden with her beloved book collection. 

“Please have a seat,” Leonard invited, gesturing to the couch. “I 

will be along shortly.” He then carried the suitcases up the stairs, 

followed by the carriage driver with the last suitcase. They dropped 

the bags off in two of the rooms of the upstairs hall. The ladies were 

each given a room! Scarlett thought this was all quite exciting now 

that they were there and experiencing it together. Everything was far 

better than she could have even imagined! 



She sat beside Charlotte on the bed and did her best to sit still 

and wait for their host to return. She didn’t want to get her hopes up 

about what the other Mr. McKean might be like or look like, so she 

focused instead on how dizzyingly happy Charlotte seemed. Her 

happiness was Scarlett’s happiness.  

It did not take long before Leonard returned from upstairs. The 

carriage driver came down the stairs as well, and he went back out to 

tend to the horses. Leonard smiled at his guests and it became clear 

that, though his house was large and impressive he did not have the 

staff that the ladies might have also anticipated. He fidgeted a little in 

the living room doorway and then he cleared his throat gently. “May I 

offer either of you some tea? My brother and I normally have more 

assistance, but our housekeeper went off and got married recently.” 

He smiled sheepishly. 



Scarlett felt embarrassed for him, but Charlotte was impressed 

and full of adoration for this man. “It seems then that I have arrived 

just in time,” Charlotte told him with a sly smile. “Yes, please. We 

would both love some tea.” 

Scarlett nodded. “Thank you,” she said. “And where is your 

brother?” 

“He’ll be along soon,” Leonard explained before heading into 

the nearby kitchen. He returned only a few short moments later, 

carrying a silver tray of tea cups as well as some sugar and a small cup 

of fresh cream. “Clarence has a restaurant in town. To be quite honest 

with you, he is the one who does most of the cooking around here. Or 

rather, he has been… Please, if either of you like to cook and would 

rather not rely on our meager offerings, feel free to use the kitchen 

any time you’d like. This is your home now.” 



He blushed a little as he said that last part. Scarlett got the 

feeling that Leonard was not used to entertaining guests like this. He 

seemed sort of shy, which she thought was perfect for Charlotte. 

Though Charlotte was not as shy as Scarlett was, it would be a help to 

her to have someone more reticent and quiet at her side, supporting 

her. As Scarlett had done for all their lives. 

Oh, she was getting emotional now. 

She thought for sure that she was going to cry on Charlotte’s 

wedding day. She was not going to be able to avoid that. 

“I am sure that your brother is a fine cook if he started his own 

restaurant,” Charlotte complimented. “But I will be happy to help out 

around here in any way you would like. I know Scarlett is excellent at 

baking.” 



Charlotte smiled at Scarlett, who poured some tea and then 

handed the cup to her sister. Leonard watched them, smiling 

appreciatively. He seemed quite taken with both of them. He was glad 

that he had found Charlotte amongst the newspaper advertisements. 

And he was grateful that he was going to have suck a darling sister-in-

law as Scarlett. He couldn’t wait to see what Clarence thought of her, 

and of Charlotte. 

  



**** 

The ladies shared tea with Leonard for a while, shyly getting to 

know each other, all the while enjoying the time they shared together. 

The girls then retreated upstairs so they could rest from their lengthy 

travels. It felt odd that they should sleep in separate rooms. Charlotte 

collapsed into her bed as soon as possible. Meanwhile, Scarlett lay in 

her bed and looked up at the ceiling, thinking about everything that 

had transpired and what might soon come to pass. 

She tried to imagine what Clarence McKean was like, and 

drifted off to sleep holding that thought close. She slept fitfully, 

thinking of a tall, mysterious man with red hair and glowing gold 

eyes. Leonard had never mentioned him in his letters. Why was that? 

What was he like? Would he like Scarlett and her lovely sister? 



She awoke a few hours later, redressed herself in her green 

gown, fixing up her hair so it was more presentable and then went 

down the hall a little ways to check on her sister, only to discover that 

Charlotte had already left her room. Clearly the nap had emboldened 

her! Scarlett went down the staircase in search of her twin and found 

Charlotte back on the couch in the living room, laughing with 

Leonard. 

“Scarlett,” Charlotte called to her twin when she saw her coming 

down the stairs. She was smiling, practically glowing now that she 

had had some more time to chat with her Lenny. She still had yet to 

call him that out loud. 

“I suppose I slept longer than I should have,” Scarlett said, 

sitting on the couch beside her sister once more. Leonard was sitting 

in a nearby chair, sipping tea.  



“On the contrary,” he told her kindly. “I wanted you to get some 

rest. I hope you slept well.” 

Scarlett smiled. “As a matter of fact, I did. Thank you.” She 

would of course leave out the fact that she had dreamt of seemingly 

nothing but his brother Clarence. She didn’t want to worry the man. 

Suddenly, she heard a clatter coming from the kitchen. She 

wondered, briefly, if the housekeeper he had mentioned had returned 

to resume her position. She soon realized how absurd that would be. 

“What was that?” Scarlett asked, feeling embarrassed immediately 

after asking. 

“Hmm?” Leonard asked, looking away from Charlotte so he 

could look at Scarlett in confusion. “Oh, that’s Clarence. He returned 

while you were sleeping. He is preparing something for our dinner.” 



Scarlett was glad that she was not holding a tea cup, for she 

surely would have dropped it in surprise at this news. “Oh,” she said. 

“What is for dinner?” She regretted the question. “I mean… I am sure 

it will be wonderful, whatever it is.” 

Charlotte was looking at her funnily. She smiled and slowly 

shook her head a bit.  

“I don’t know,” Leonard answered. “I will go ask.” 

Scarlett wasn’t sure if he really wanted to ask what was for 

dinner or if he just wanted to momentarily escape her and her bizarre 

questions. 

As soon as he was out of the room, she lowered her voice and 

asked her sister. “Have you met Clarence before me? What’s he like? 

Is he very handsome, too?” 



Charlotte giggled a bit as she sipped her tea. It made her happy 

to know that there was a real possibility that her sister might find a 

fiancé of her own so soon. She placed her cup down on the table. “I 

did meet him, but only briefly. He looks a lot like Leonard, but his 

hair is a bit… redder? You’ll meet him soon. He seems nice enough. A 

bit chattier than Lenny.” 

She had called him Lenny out loud. Of course, he was out of ear 

shot and missed it. She felt almost disappointed.  

Scarlett’s eyes lit up at the thought of Clarence McKean as 

Charlotte described him. He did indeed sound handsome and kind. 

She was not sure if she would quite be able to handle a man that was 

too talkative, but she was not one to complain. After all, most men 

were more talkative than she was. That included Leonard, shy though 



he was. She really was enjoying this visit so far. She had plenty of 

reasons to be optimistic now. 

Leonard came back out from the kitchen with a big smile on his 

face. “It is duck,” he proclaimed. “Roasted duck. And it’s almost ready 

now, so let us move into the dining room, please.” 

He led the way into the large dining room. There was a long, 

Cherrywood table with six chairs. It was already handsomely set with 

plates, bowls and shiny silverware. Charlotte smiled in appreciation. 

This home really was quite remarkable. She could see that being a 

railway worker was quite a prosperous position indeed.  

“Please, sit,” Leonard bid them. He took his place at the head of 

the table, but he did not sit since it was not polite for him to sit before 

the ladies. Or, to be sure, before his brother had brought in their 



meal. Clarence was not a servant, and he should not be treated like 

one. 

Scarlett almost felt embarrassed to sit, since she also thought 

about this fact. She did as she was bid however, not wanting to be 

rude to Leonard. Charlotte sat on his right and Scarlett was across 

from her, on Leonard’s left. She wondered if Clarence would take up 

the other end of the table. It was quite a ways away from their chairs… 

Just as she was wondering this, Clarence appeared in the room. 

He was the same height as Leonard, with hair that was much more 

coppery in its color. Charlotte had described him well. He was 

handsome, in a slightly more rugged way, which amused Scarlett 

because he had a slightly more refined job than a railway worker. 

Though, come to think of it, Leonard was a railway owner, she 



believed. He did not lay the rails or stoke the engines. He owned the 

rails and the engines. At least, to her limited knowledge. 

“Larry,” Leonard said. “Please allow me to introduce Miss 

Scarlett Hawthorne, Miss Charlotte’s sister.” 

Charlotte beamed from Clarence to Scarlett. She was proud of 

herself for happening upon this match. 

Scarlett blinked at this man who had just been introduced to 

her. Leonard had called him Larry. So… They were Lenny and Larry. 

She might have laughed if she had been alone. And people thought 

her and her sister’s names were hard to keep track of. Referring to 

these gentlemen by their nicknames was bound to be a headache. She 

couldn’t help smiling. 

That’s when she noticed that Clarence wasn’t smiling. He was 

holding a tray of duck in his hands and he was not smiling. He was 



staring at her while holding a tray of duck in his hands and not 

smiling. 

  



**** 

After several awkward moments of Clarence simply standing 

there, holding his cooked duck and staring at Scarlett, he carefully 

placed the bird down on the table. He looked at Leonard. “What is 

this? There’s two of them?” 

Leonard appeared bewildered. “I told you there was two of 

them. I told you this weeks ago.” 

Clarence continued to frown. “I guess it slipped my mind what 

with all of your gushing about Miss Charlotte.” 

He didn’t exactly speak as if it was a good thing, but still 

Charlotte smiled and blushed lightly. It felt like an honor to have been 

gushed about by Leonard. Especially because they had not yet met 

fully at that point. 

 



Instead of taking the place at the far end of the table, Clarence 

pulled out the chair beside Scarlett and sat down gruffly. She didn’t 

turn to look at him – though she greatly wanted to – but instead 

stared ahead down the length of the table, at the duck. He didn’t have 

to sit next to her. Had he wanted to?  

Leonard sat in his chair at the head of the table and continued 

to regard his brother warily. It was clear from the start of this 

interaction that Clarence was the moodier of the twins. He didn’t 

strike Scarlett as all that talkative, and she was perhaps glad of that. 

After all, who wanted to have lots of conversation with someone who 

was grumpy all the time? Charlotte had said that he was kind. This 

must be purely his surprised reaction to discovering that his future 

sister-in-law had a sister of her own. Which meant that all of his 

moodiness, all of his frustration was directed at Scarlett. 



He reached across the table to the duck and brought the tray 

towards himself, carefully cutting at the water fowl with a long, sharp 

knife. He placed a piece of duck onto Scarlett’s plate without once 

looking at her, and then quickly stood so he could pass around pieces 

to the other plates before returning to his own.  

“It smells divine, Mr. McKean,” Charlotte told him. “Did you 

learn about cooking duck from your time in your restaurant?” 

Clarence sat down in his seat beside Scarlett and tutted a bit. 

“Call me Clarence, please. I think Mr. McKean will get rather 

confusing, don’t you? Besides, we are to be family. May I call you 

Charlotte?” 

She smiled. “Of course. I would be delighted if you would.” 

“I have learned a great many things for the restaurant,” 

Clarence went on. “Growing up, I was always more interested in 



helping out our mother while my brother followed our father around 

like a duckling himself.” He smiled at the memory. “I cook duck for 

the restaurant. I also hunt the duck personally, when I have the time 

and the enthusiasm to do so. I caught this one specifically for this 

dinner, though.” 

Charlotte beamed at that. “It is quite an honor, sir,” she said. 

She looked across at her sister. “Isn’t it wonderful of Clarence, 

Scarlett?” 

All of this felt overwhelming for the shyer Hawthorne twin. She 

continued to stare ahead at the table and nodded numbly. Clarence 

certainly was kind to her sister, but why did he treat Scarlett with 

such disdain? She wondered if she should have come to this house at 

all, or if she had been better off staying in an inn nearby. 

“Yes,” she said. “It’s very kind.” 



Clarence was looking at her now, which only made her feel even 

more self-conscious. “If I had known that you would be coming along, 

I might have shot another one,” he said. 

Nervously, Scarlett glanced up and met his eyes. They were 

amber brown like his twin’s; yet they didn’t glow gold like in her 

dream about him. But there was a certain menace to them, and she 

didn’t know why. There were also some faint freckles along the bridge 

of his nose. He might have been remarkably handsome, were it not 

for his temperament. 

“Do you enjoy killing creatures?” she asked, hoping to keep the 

conversation going instead of letting an awkward silence permeate 

the room. 

Clarence smiled a bit, though it wasn’t quite a happy sort of 

smile. It was more like he was barring his teeth for battle. “You could 



say that,” he said. “It helps me clear my head when I’m feeling angry. 

There’s no better release than firing a rifle… Though of course I have 

yet to shoot a person.” 

He said this while staring directly at her, as if he planned to use 

her in target practice. 

“Larry is usually so busy entertaining guests at his restaurant 

that he simply doesn’t have time for hunting,” Leonard said, giving 

Clarence a cautionary look. He was the older twin, after all. He was 

the more authoritative one, although now that they were both in their 

thirties it didn’t seem to matter that Lenny was born several minutes 

before Larry. 

“I can make an exception, though,” Clarence countered. 

Charlotte did not at all like the direction this conversation was 

going. Scarlett did not feel threatened by this man, however. She was 



surprised to find that she pitied him a little… He had to really be 

hurting if he was suddenly seeking the release of anger, as he said. At 

whom was he angry? 

“Isn’t this nice?” Leonard suddenly asked, which prompted 

Scarlett to laugh.  

“That’s an interesting way of putting it,” she said. 

They all focused on eating the duck for a while then, too 

awkward or agitated to speak further. Then, well-meaning Charlotte 

broke the silence.  

“Are you like your brother, Clarence?” she asked. “Are you 

hoping to find a wife? Because I think I might have a good option for 

you.” She looked at Scarlett, who reddened. 

“I am sure Mr. McKean has better options for himself than me,” 

she said. “Don’t be silly, Charlotte.” 



Clarence stabbed at his duck and ate it without saying a word. 

His brow was lowered now. As soon as he finished his food, he rose 

and left the room with his plate. He didn’t say a word upon exiting 

and Scarlett wondered if their playful conversation had managed to 

strike a nerve deep within him. She looked to Leonard, who was 

looking down at his lap. He had gone rather pale. This meal had not 

gone as well as he had planned. 

  



**** 

After that rather disastrous dinner – though Leonard did his 

best to keep it lighthearted, bless him – the sisters retreated to 

Charlotte’s room to confer and get on with some wedding 

arrangements. No matter how Clarence acted, the wedding was the 

main reason they had come all this way. Scarlett rejected her fantasies 

about marrying the other McKean twin and chose instead, to focus on 

helping her sister have the most glorious wedding, ever. As long as 

Charlotte was happy, Scarlett would be satisfied. 

“I don’t know when the wedding will take place,” Charlotte 

confessed. “I do believe that Leonard was hoping…” She sighed. 

Meanwhile, Scarlett helped her out of her dress. Once Charlotte 

was in her under dress and bloomers, Scarlett brought the white gown 

out of the closet. She intended to alter it and turn it into a proper 



wedding dress. “That’s good. I mean to say, I can use the time. I want 

this dress to be absolutely perfect for you, Lottie. You deserve the 

best.” 

The sisters hugged each other. Charlotte would not mention it, 

but it did break her heart to think about how harshly Clarence had 

treated Scarlett. It was unspoken, but she had intuition about things 

when it came to her sister and she knew that Scarlett had hoped that 

the twin called Larry might be the perfect match for her. 

“You deserve the best as well, you know,” she told Scarlett. “I 

don’t want you to give up. There is someone special out there for you, 

someone wonderful.” 

“Maybe,” Scarlett said. “But I don’t want to waste time 

dreaming about such things. I might go mad if I do.” 



She took out her tape measure and wrote down her sister’s 

measurements so that she could produce or procure the necessary 

dress additions in Charlotte’s size. 

“I think I shall go into town tomorrow,” she informed her sister. 

“There must be some sort of supply shop there. And a cobbler, 

perhaps. You need new shoes to match your new dress.” 

Charlotte smiled appreciatively at her. “Very well,” she said. 

“Promise me one thing: buy something for yourself as well. After all, 

this is your new home, too. You should celebrate that at least a little.” 

Scarlett laughed airily. “I think I know just the thing,” she said. 

  



**** 

Scarlett borrowed Leonard’s carriage so she could ride into 

town and purchase the things she needed for Charlotte’s wedding 

plans. Leonard didn’t mind letting her have the carriage since he was 

going to be at work all day, as was Clarence. “Just see that you take 

care of it,” Leonard told her with a wink when she asked permission 

to take it for the day. 

When she arrived in town, she found Clarence’s restaurant first 

thing. It was easy to find because had used his own moniker for the 

eatery’s name. Scarlett smirked upon seeing it. She had no intention 

of going inside, what with the way he had treated her. Still, it felt nice 

to see his business if only to prove that he was doing well.  

She went into the town’s tailor shop and bought some ribbons 

and lace, along with a lovely veil. The dress that Charlotte had 



planned to use for her wedding was a simple, white gown but Scarlett 

knew that would not do. As her bridesmaid, she planned to simply 

wear one of her prettier gowns but a bride was meant to shine on her 

wedding day.  

Once she had purchased the necessary items, Scarlett decided 

that it was rude to not stop in and at least attempt to pay a visit to 

Clarence McKean. She didn’t exactly want to see him, especially 

because she knew that she would see him later in the evening, but she 

wanted to be polite to him even if he didn’t have the courtesy to be 

polite in return. 

She strolled into the restaurant, unsure of what she might find 

there. The place was huge, with a bar, sturdy wooden tables and 

chairs throughout. There was a stage on which a singer performed old 

Irish songs. Scarlett smiled a bit to herself. It made sense to hear Irish 



songs in a restaurant owned by a man named Mr. McKean. There 

were plenty of Irishmen back home in New York. Or at least there had 

been, before the war and the west called them away. 

She realized pretty quickly that this was not the best place to try 

and make peace with Clarence, though. She was shy and she didn’t 

want to embarrass him at work. The fact that she had stopped in to 

see the place meant that she had proof of her interest in making 

amends, however. Surely that must count for something.  

She imagined what it might be like to work in a place like this. 

Scarlett had no knowledge of the restaurant industry, but she didn’t 

imagine that it was so difficult to comprehend. It was certainly more 

like her prior profession than the railyard was. She told herself not to 

fantasize about working in Clarence’s restaurant, but try as she might 

her mind continued to linger on thoughts of him and marriage and 



how fate seemed to have brought them together even though he 

resisted… Surely they were meant to meet each other. It was too big of 

a coincidence that Leonard should have a twin brother! Scarlett 

believed in fate, and she didn’t want to fight against it.  

I should speak with Leonard, she thought wisely. He’s the 

person who knows the most about his brother. Perhaps he knows 

why Clarence is so gruff and abrasive. Scarlett didn’t believe that it 

had been anything more than ill-tempered jest, but she couldn’t seem 

to rid her mind of the incident. 

The carriage brought her back home to Leonard’s mansion. She 

carefully carried her bag from the store inside and took it up the stairs 

to Charlotte’s bedroom. Charlotte was in the library, reading from one 

of her fiancé’s many books. Scarlett didn’t want to disturb her, so she 

went and sat on the couch in the living room, waiting for the arrival of 



the master of the house so she could inquire about his brother. 

Scarlett hoped that her questions wouldn’t be considered too 

intrusive, but she couldn’t hold back, she simply had to know more. 

  



**** 

When Leonard arrived home, he found Scarlett sitting there on 

the couch, dutifully sewing lace onto the sleeves of a white dress. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed, moving to hide the dress behind her back. She 

smiled at Leonard. “I didn’t think that you were going to arrive so 

soon. You’re not supposed to see this.” 

He smiled back at her and graciously removed his hat, hanging 

it on a standing hat rack near the front door. “Forgive my intrusion. If 

I had known that you were sewing there, I wouldn’t have entered this 

room.” He averted his eyes. “You may carry it away lest I see more 

than I should before the proper time.” 

Scarlett let out a playful laugh. She stood up from the couch and 

took the gown into her arms. “I shall be right back,” she told him. “I 



have something I feel I must ask you. But in the meantime, if you are 

looking for your betrothed, she is in your library.” 

With that, Scarlett ascended the staircase and returned 

Charlotte’s half-altered dress back to its place in her wardrobe. 

Leonard meanwhile strolled to the library, much more cautious about 

entering the rooms of his home now that there were lady guests who 

inhabited it as well. He rapped lightly on the room’s door before 

entering. 

Charlotte looked up from the book that she was reading and 

smiled at Leonard. She patted the chair next to her so that he might 

join her. 

“I hope that you have not been too bored today without me 

around,” he said as he sat. “I know that your sister went into town.” 



“I know how to entertain myself,” she replied. “Besides, I am 

trying to get used to living here. I thought it might be best for me to 

familiarize myself with the rooms.” 

Leonard smiled adoringly at her. “I hope you like what you’ve 

seen thus far,” he said.  

“Oh, I have,” Charlotte said, smiling back at him reassuringly. 

“I’m not sure your sister has,” Leonard added. “She told me that 

she had something to ask me, and I have a feeling that it is about my 

brother and his rudeness…” 

Charlotte raised an eyebrow. It was the first she had heard 

about it, though she had a fair amount of questions in mind about 

Clarence as well. “She probably just wants to know why he is the way 

that he is,” she said. “I have to say that I agree. I also want to know 

what it is that made him so… tense last night.” 



Leonard nodded slowly. He hoped that his brother would not 

reappear while the ladies were conducting their inquiries about him. 

“I understand your curiosity,” he said solemnly. 

Scarlett reappeared downstairs and found the two of them in 

the library. “I hope that I am not interrupting anything,” she said. 

Charlotte and Leonard smiled and blushed. “You are not,” 

Charlotte confirmed. Her sister came into the room and sat beside her 

on the little settee that was in the small room. 

“You wished to speak to me?” Leonard asked Scarlett. 

Now it was her turn to be bashful. “Yes,” she said softly, almost 

as if she was afraid that Clarence would appear in the room at any 

moment, like a phantom. “I would like to know more about your 

brother. Something clearly must have happened to him to make him 

so… predatory.” 



That was putting it mildly. 

Had he not so vaguely threatened to shoot her like a duck? 

Leonard cleared his throat, not because he had to but because 

he was nervous about his answers and wanted to fill the quiet while 

he gathered his thoughts on the matter. He was of course Clarence’s 

best friend and closest confidant. They had been inseparable for their 

entire lives, even going so far as to both having moved out west when 

the very first opportunity arose. “He moved out here with me when I 

had prospects on the railroad line,” he explained. “He didn’t have to, 

but he did. He said he wanted to keep me company and help me start 

a business. Well, he lost interest in the railroad, but realized one good 

thing about the train system here: it brought in lots of clientele. So he 

decided to open his very own restaurant near the station in town.” 



Scarlett nodded. That all made perfect sense to her. “But 

something must have happened… Something to make him so 

standoffish and unfriendly. My sister tells me that he was kind when 

he first met her, and I noticed he speaks much more sweetly to her. 

Did something happen to him? Did I stir a bad memory within him or 

something?” 

Leonard took a deep breath. “You are quite clever,” he informed 

her. “It’s a sad story, but it seems you already know the gist of it, so I 

will go ahead and explain. All I ask is that you promise not to tell 

Larry that I told you of it.” 

Scarlett readily agreed, as did Charlotte. The contents of this 

conversation would never leave the room. 

  



**** 

It was decided that Charlotte and Leonard would marry that 

weekend, which was only three days away. Scarlett, now that she was 

informed about Clarence’s past, hoped that she could make amends 

with him before the big day. They didn’t speak much after Leonard 

told her everything that he knew about Clarence’s past pain and 

suffering. She didn’t even know how she might begin to speak to him 

about that, or if indeed it would even be appropriate for her to. 

Compassion drove her to seek him out on the evening before the 

wedding. She had finished and carefully stored away Charlotte’s 

dress. Everything was ready and organized. The wedding, she was 

sure, would be a great success. 

She suspected that it would be even greater if she spoke now to 

Clarence and got some of her thoughts off her chest in the process. 



Nervously, she knocked upon his bedroom door. It wasn’t like 

Miss Scarlett Hawthorne to approach a man like this. She didn’t 

approach most people unless she knew them well. But there was 

something on her mind and she needed to talk to Clarence if she had 

any chance of clearing her thoughts and perhaps securing her future 

prospects… 

He opened his door and looked down at her disapprovingly. 

“Yes?” he asked her, noting how shiny her blue eyes were, how 

innocent of expression. He quickly looked away. “What is it?” 

Scarlett was momentarily halted by his coldness, but she knew 

that she must continue. She simply had to know straight from him. 

She had to do her best to make him feel more at ease with her. “Your 

brother is getting married to my sister tomorrow,” she said. “It 

sometimes seems difficult to imagine, doesn’t it?” 



Clarence tilted his head at her. “I’m not sure what you mean,” 

he said. “Don’t you believe they’re suitably matched?” 

“I do,” she said thoughtfully. “I just cannot help thinking about 

how it all came to be. You know, when we placed our ads in the 

newspaper, Charlotte received so many letters, but I did not get one 

single response.” 

He widened his eyes slightly at that and swallowed hard. “…You 

too, huh?” he said after a considerable silence. 

Scarlett nodded. “Indeed,” she said. “So, you see, I know what 

you have been going through. I am no stranger to how you have felt. 

It is lonely and heartbreaking, to try so hard only to receive nothing. 

To watch your brother bask in his happiness and feel obliged to help 

him and be happy for him. I know even though you want to be 

supportive that it pains you inside.” 



Clarence looked deep into her eyes, and she was relieved not to 

see any doubt within him. His gaze had seemed so cold before, but 

now the ice within him appeared to melt. “Who told you?” he asked 

softly, leaning against the door frame as if he was unable to stand up 

straight any longer. 

“It was a simple guess was all,” Scarlett said, which was not 

actually a lie. She had harbored a feeling about him, that they might 

in fact be kindred spirits, if only he would let her into his heart, at 

least a little. “I know what it is like, and I could see the same emotions 

coming from you.  

Clarence suddenly smiled a little at her. It wasn’t much, but she 

felt her heart grow wings at the sight of it.  



“I am terribly sorry about how I’ve been acting,” he said 

sincerely. “I knew not what I was saying. Sometimes I let my 

emotions get the better of me, to my own detriment.” 

Scarlett nodded a bit, smiling back at him. “I thought so,” she 

said. “I accept your apology.” 

He sighed and ran a hand through the back of his hair, a 

thoughtful and real gesture that somehow made Clarence seem more 

human to her than the monster he had seemed before. “In all honesty, 

it wasn’t even about the letters. Not fully. The lack of a response was 

the last nail in the coffin, so to speak. You see, all of my life, I’ve 

played second fiddle to Leonard. He has never been mean towards 

me. He was never truly the problem at all. But he received such 

attention. It was hard, living in his shadow. Especially as his twin, not 

even really his younger brother in the real sense. We are only a few 



minutes apart, but when I was growing up it was as if we were 

actually worlds apart, in people’s attentions and affections.” 

Scarlett’s heart went out to him. As much as she couldn’t believe 

that he had be treated that way, she would have been lying even to 

herself if she didn’t admit that the same sorts of things had happened 

to her throughout her entire life. “And let me guess: you were always 

known as the supportive one. The nice one. The less interesting one, 

but oh so kind.” 

Clarence blinked at her, surprised to hear the empathetic words 

coming from someone for the first time in his life. He knew that she 

was kind, but he had not taken the time to realize that he may have 

been doing the same thing to her that always happened to him in 

social gatherings. “Exactly,” he said emphatically. “I suppose I 

shouldn’t be surprised that you truly understand.” 



Her eyes lit up and she beamed ever so fondly at him. “Indeed.” 

“I think that part of why I was so rude to you when we met was 

because my brother had never bothered to tell me about you ‘til you 

arrived, and there you were, ever so sweet and friendly towards me,” 

Clarence went on. “I liked you very much, I just did not know what to 

do about it. Sometimes I get anxious and the wrong words come out. I 

end up pushing away the very people that I want to draw near.” 

Scarlett thought back to when she had met Clarence. He had 

seemed so grumpy and cold towards her. She thought that he was 

perhaps just not the marrying kind. She had convinced herself that it 

would be foolish to even dream about anything forming between 

them… and now she realized that the similar thoughts had been 

running through his head the entire time. That of course didn’t excuse 

his gruff behavior, but it did manage to explain it. And that was a 



start. “It seems that we had the same fears,” she told him. “But do you 

know what to do about it now?” 

Clarence appeared thoughtful then, as if something was on the 

tip of his tongue. “You never received any sort of response?” he asked 

her after some thought. “I just can’t believe that. How can that be?” 

She slowly shook her head. “Not a word,” she said. “After a 

while, naturally, I just gave up. My heart had come to the conclusion 

that there was never going to be a letter for me.” 

Suddenly, he moved ever so slightly towards her. “I would have 

written a letter to you, had I seen your ad. I would have written one, 

then another and another.” He said it in a voice that was barely above 

a whisper. He carefully took her hand in his and gave it a soft kiss. 

Scarlett’s heart fluttered and began to pound in her chest. She 

couldn’t believe that this was truly happening! 



“Tell me, Miss Scarlett,” he said, voice still soft as a down 

feather. “Do you think that we could start over again?” 

She gazed into his eyes and nodded vaguely. “Yes.” 

“Do you think that—Is it possible that you—Aw, shucks,” 

Clarence said, faltering in his nervous excitement now. “Will you 

marry me?” 

She beamed at him, so overcome that tears filled her eyes and 

streaked her cheeks. “Yes,” she said. “I think I would quite like that.” 

  



**** 

The morning of the wedding, Scarlett helped Charlotte get into 

her white lace wedding gown that she had so painstakingly worked to 

fix up nicely. Then she put on a light pink gown of her own and placed 

a feather in her hair. Charlotte wore a long veil and held flowers, 

meanwhile Scarlett wore a more casual sort of dress, holding flowers 

of her own. She was the maid of honor and she was going to marry 

Clarence McKean whilst Charlotte married his brother, Leonard 

McKean. It was to be a beautiful double wedding. The sort of wedding 

that Scarlett had only dreamed about actually being able to have. She 

was elated, of course. And Charlotte was as pleased as punch for her 

as well. They were both going to have a happily ever after.  

Charlotte’s happiness was Scarlett’s happiness. As always. 



They slowly walked down the aisle side by side, to meet the men 

they were about to marry. Leonard looked dapper and handsome, and 

Clarence was handsome as well, though endearingly nervous. Scarlett 

loved him all the more for how flustered he seemed. She felt flustered 

as well, so it made her feel comforted to know that he was feeling 

giddy and the good kind of frightened, too.  

When it came time for him to produce his ring for her, he patted 

his pockets and became even more flustered. Clarence looked around 

wildly. 

“What is it?” Scarlett asked. “What’s wrong?” 

“I can’t find the ring. It was here moments ago” he said, 

sounding downright frustrated with himself. 

Suddenly, a little giggle came from somewhere up the aisle. 

They looked and saw a little four year old girl in the crowd of people 



gathered for the ceremony. She was playing with something gold and 

shiny. 

The ring. 

Clarence smirked a bit, somehow calming himself enough to 

find the humor in the situation. “It must have fallen out of my pocket 

back there,” he told Scarlett.  

She laughed as he cleared his throat and gestured for the little 

girl to come forward and give him the ring. 

“It’ll be your day someday soon,” he told her with a wink as the 

little girl handed the ring off to him. “But hopefully not too soon.” 

The wedding was able to proceed as planned after that. Scarlett 

and Clarence, along with Charlotte and Leonard, were so happy when 

they finally said “I do.” 

THE END  
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