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The year is 1888 and eighteen-year-old Katherine is making preparations to marry the handsome Clayton Edwards, and take the big step of leaving her home and family to go and live in San Francisco with her new husband. As married life begins, Clayton proves himself to be a loving and considerate husband, yet capable of enforcing strict discipline where merited. He soon positions himself as Head of Household but his long working hours lead to Katherine becoming bored. She disobeys her husband and lands herself in trouble, requiring Clayton to administer a spanking on his misbehaving wife's bare bottom. More serious infractions earn her a strapping. Yet Katherine accepts her husband's authority, acknowledging that at times she is deserving of punishment. As the years pass and their family grows, Clayton becomes very wealthy and he and Katherine enjoy their position in society. Yet throughout their life together, Katherine is content to be submissive to her husband, striving to be a good Victorian wife.
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Chapter One

July 14th 1888 should have been the happiest day of my young life. The weather that morning and afternoon was perfect - temperature in the 70s, low humidity with a light cooling breeze off Lake Michigan. I was about to marry a man that most women my age only dream about, a man similar in many ways to those described in the Bronte and Austin novels I so enjoyed reading.

Clayton, while perhaps not drop-dead handsome, was well put together; slim-waisted with a powerful upper body and rugged features. He was taller than most of the men his age - a bit over six feet. And he also had a pleasant smile and quiet temperament. I had known him all of my life, as he had been a very frequent visitor to our home. Thus I had come to regard him as a big brother and, as such, had great affection for him.

And that was a problem. Because I thought of him as a brother, it was difficult, in spite of the urging of my parents, to think of him now as a husband. Then, to make matters even more complicated, his burgeoning career as a corporate attorney (which my father had helped him obtain) would very soon take me two thousand miles away from the only home I had ever known.

A part of me was eager to become a wife because, after all, that was the role our society expected its young women to assume. But a darker, more secretive part of me was also a bit resentful. This resentment stemmed from two causes. First, at eighteen, I was thoroughly enjoying my life as the oldest daughter of a very prominent and modestly wealthy father. As such, I pretty much did as I pleased and lacked for very little.

Second, I had virtually no say in whom I was to marry, or when. In fact, one might say that my marriage to Clayton Edwards had been arranged in a field hospital in 1864, nearly six years before I was even born. My father and Clayton's father, Robert, had been captains in the 49th Illinois Regiment. Robert was mortally wounded at the Battle of Nashville in December of 1864. As Robert was dying, my father promised to always look after Robert's three-month-old son, Clayton.

Obviously, my father survived the war and came home to establish his own career, start a family, and fulfill his promise to his friend and fellow officer. Thus, as I have said, Clayton was a very frequent visitor to our home as he was growing up and even as he attended college at Northwestern. By the time I reached age twelve or so, everyone simply assumed we would marry once Clayton finished his education.

Not that there was anything wrong with Clayton. Certainly not! All of the other young men I knew in Evanston paled in comparison, and I knew I was indeed fortunate to have such a fine figure of manhood as a husband.

But, as a young woman I had often dreamed of love, of romance, of suitors lined up at the front door, clamoring for my attention. In my eighteen years, I'd had none of those things. Clayton said he loved me. I said I loved him. And perhaps we really did love each other. But was it the kind of love husbands and wives are supposed to have for each other? I honestly didn't know. In fact, I knew precious little about the physical attraction between men and women, what the older women sometimes whispered to each other and called sex.

I may have flushed slightly and even felt a small tingle in parts of my body that were considered dirty and untouchable when he smiled at me or brushed my hand with his, but I didn't know what that meant, if anything. I found myself wondering if, after we were married, he was going to do more than touch my hand or kiss me on the cheek. I wondered if he was going to take control of me the way my father sometimes did, or even the way Petruchio took control of Kate in the production of Taming of the Shrew I had seen once in Chicago.

In the weeks leading up to my wedding, which was rather hastily arranged because of Clayton's new position in San Francisco, I thought quite a bit about what my life would be like as a married woman, especially one whose mother is so far away. Up to that point, the only home I had known was the big house on Central Street in Evanston. The only family I had ever had consisted of my father, mother, and three younger siblings.

I wondered if Clayton would be anything like my father, who was both loving and strict. He was, without question, the head of our household and, as such, established a sense of order which he enforced through the use of occasional discipline. I have no doubt that his four years spent as an officer in the Union Army imbued him with a great appreciation for military efficiency and the need to punish those under his command who did something to violate or hinder that efficiency.

Growing up, I myself was on the receiving end of a disciplinary session on several occasions, as were my siblings and, I believe, our mother. While I certainly didn't enjoy these sessions, I never resented them either, because I understood that they were for my good and for the good of the family of which I was a part.

However, now I was to be a part of a new family. Naturally, I assumed my husband would be the head of that family, as was the custom in our society. But what kind of head would he be? What would he expect of me? And would he discipline me if I didn't live up to his expectations? I had so many questions and so much anxiety that I only went through the motions of preparing for the wedding and our move to California.

The evening before the wedding, I finally got the courage to ask my mother these questions, after all, she had been married for nineteen years. I knew she had married my father when she was seventeen in 1869 and had four children by the time she was twenty-five. Surely, she could speak from her own experience.

Sometime after dinner, as the house was settling for the night, I called Mother to my room, the room I was about to leave and to which I would never return. We sat down on my bed. I took her firm and familiar hand in mine and lay my head on her shoulder. She looked at me and gently kissed my cheek. "Tomorrow is the day," she said.

I nodded. "Yes, tomorrow is the day," I replied.

She tried to smile but stopped as, no doubt, she saw the anxiety in my face. "What's troubling you, Kath?" she asked.

I took several deep breaths to steady myself. "I'm very frightened," I said finally.

She did smile this time. "That's understandable. All new brides are a little anxious before the wedding."

"I know. But... I... I'm not sure what it means to be a wife."

She smiled again and tightened the grip on my hand. "Kath, you're a beautiful and intelligent young woman, and you're on the verge of a great adventure," she said. "And Clayton is a good man who will make a good husband."

I wasn't satisfied with the answer. "But... Mother... what will be expected of me?"

"What do you mean by expected? You've seen the older women. You've seen me. You will be expected to manage a household, perhaps do domestic chores. You will be expected to bear children and obey your husband, to conduct yourself in such a way that does him honor."

I was getting frustrated. "Yes, I know all that," I said. "You have provided me with a good model in all things but one."

"What's that?"

I flushed slightly as I struggled to ask what for me, was the most important and immediate question. "I know that... that husbands have certain... wants and needs. I assume Clayton has those as well. But... I know nothing about how to satisfy those wants and needs, and it frightens me to think about it."

Now it was Mother's turn to flush. "Oh... that," she said. "I guess I've never discussed this before. Have you not read about it in those books you like to read?"

"No."

"And you have no notion of what you and Clayton will do together when you're alone on your wedding night?"

"No, Mother."

"Oh, dear," she said, clearly uncomfortable. "I don't know where to start." She paused to gather her thoughts. "Are you... attracted to Clayton?"

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, dear," she said again. "Honey, husbands and wives are supposed to naturally feel attracted to each other... in such a way that they want to join... physically."

I wanted to ask what she meant by join, but I could tell by Mother's face that she wouldn't give me a good answer, or at least the answer that I sought. "I... I'm just not sure what to do," I said finally.

She patted my cheek in a reassuring manner. "When the time comes, as it probably will tomorrow night, I believe you will know. Clayton will help you."

That answer did provide me with a small amount of comfort, especially as I remembered that Father and Clayton had a long conversation earlier in the day, hopefully to discuss some of these same questions. Still, my mind was not fully settled.

"Mother, will Clayton punish me if I don't do what I'm supposed to do?" Whatever that was, I thought, but didn't pursue that question.

Mother took a deep breath, no doubt recalling some of her own experiences. "As your husband and head of your household, Clayton will have the responsibility of guiding you in your role as his wife. It will be your responsibility to listen to him, to follow him and not argue or be disagreeable, even if you don't always agree with him. The way he guides you may take different forms, including the way your father has sometimes guided you and your sisters and brother. That will be up to Clayton to decide, and you must not question him."

Again, I wanted to ask her about her own experiences, especially with Father's guidance method, which I'm sure she knew well, although I certainly had never been witness to it. However, instead of asking, I turned my body, put my arms around her neck, and pulled her into an embrace. "Thank you, Mother," I said. "I shall miss you terribly."

She gave me a wide smile that was full of sadness. "Perhaps," she said. "But not as much as I will miss you. I sometimes wish..." But she stopped herself. "No. You and Clayton are both young and strong. You must live your life as it takes you, even if it's all the way to San Francisco. You must write me often and tell me all about it." A tear formed in her eye. She quickly brushed it away.

Before I could respond, she extricated herself from the embrace, kissed me on the cheek, and left me alone. I could hear the sound of her dress brushing the floor as she moved. I had always been comforted by that sound. Now I was saddened by it.

I lay down on my bed and let myself cry. Perhaps I was about to embark on a grand adventure with a man who everyone thought would be an ideal husband. But at that moment, lying alone in the near darkness, I felt more like a little girl about to trade everything I ever knew for a future full of uncertainty and probable hardship.

Later that evening, I was cheered somewhat by a visit from Father, who asked some final questions about how I wanted him to conduct me down the aisle. He also assured me that Clayton was fully prepared, both for the wedding and for his role as my husband. As he turned to leave, he told me how much he loved me, a declaration that brought fresh tears to my eyes. I confess that at that moment, I was almost tempted to ask him to take me across his lap and, with his hard right hand, assure me that everything would be all right and that I would still be his 'good little girl'.

I fell asleep that night trying to imagine Clayton as either a lover or as a disciplinarian. However, my imagination, fertile as it may have been, failed me. I would just have to let events and experiences happen over the natural course of time.


Chapter Two

After spending a very restless night - my last night as an unmarried woman - I awoke covered with moisture. It had been a very warm night and I slept in a flannel nightgown, afraid, I suppose, to expose my body to the ghosts who prowl the darkness. Overly dramatic, perhaps; but that's the way I felt at that particular time.

Somehow I knew that after the wedding, I would be giving up (surrendering is probably a more accurate word) a significant part of myself to my husband, and, all of a sudden, I wasn't at all certain I was ready to do that. Now, maybe all brides-to-be experience that emotion just prior to the wedding. I didn't know then and I still don't know. However, I do remember hoping and praying that Clayton would cherish me and take great care of that part of me I was giving him.

I opened my eyes to the bright sunshine streaming in through my bedroom window, and the first thing I saw was my pure white wedding dress hanging outside my wardrobe. It was a beautiful dress made of white satin and brocade with a plastron of white crepe edged with lace and dotted with embroidered seed pearls. The long veil and train were also of white lace. I have no doubt that it was very expensive, fashioned by the best seamstress in Chicago. However, Father never discussed this with me, saying only that he wanted the best for his oldest daughter.

But seeing the dress this morning certainly helped make me very aware I couldn't escape the wedding; I couldn't pull the covers over my head and pretend I was still a little girl. By three o'clock in the afternoon, I was going to be a man's wife and accept everything that went with that title.

I slipped out of bed and stripped off my nightgown just as a cool breeze drifted through my open window. For an instant, I stood where I was and allowed the breeze to bathe my naked body. Then I turned toward the full-length mirror next to the wardrobe. For most of my young life, I had been too shy and modest to truly study my own body as it changed from girl to woman. But now I gave myself a long look, wondering what Clayton would think when he saw me like this, fully exposed. I wondered how long it would be before I allowed him to actually see me naked, if ever, as women in my generation were customarily very private when it came to exposing - or even discussing - their physical attributes. I was certainly no exception. I would soon find out if my husband wanted the very timid and body-averse wife my generation seemed determined to produce or a wife that was a bit more bold, a bit more wanton, ready and anxious to please and be pleased.

As I stood, frozen and lost in thought, I heard Mother arguing outside my room, first with Mary, our cook and housekeeper, and then Laura, my sixteen-year-old sister. Time to face everyone, I told myself. I quickly put on a dressing gown, with nothing underneath, and opened the door to my room, ready to start preparing for the big event.

After greeting Mother, Laura and Mary, I made my way to the bathroom that Father had added to the house the year before - a very welcome addition and one that, at least this morning, I took full advantage of. When I emerged, somewhat refreshed and cleaner, Mary offered me breakfast of eggs, toast, and fresh fruit. I ate the fruit and one piece of toast. I declined the eggs. Although I was fairly hungry, I did not want to fill my stomach, as I knew I would be wearing a corset under my wedding dress.

When I was finished eating, it was nearly ten o'clock. The wedding was at two. It was time to start getting ready. Father and my brother Sammy were already out of the house, presumably to oversee preparations at the church, but mostly to escape all the female activity bustling through the household. This was no place for men.

After breakfast, I went back into my room, accompanied by Mother and Laura. It was now time to begin the process of dressing. First, Laura brushed out my long brown hair while Mother inspected practically every inch of my near-naked body, making me feel like a little girl again, a little girl who needed her mother to bathe her.

Then, when Mother was satisfied that I was indeed clean all over, she laid out what I was to wear under the dress: white linen drawers, white silk stockings, white corset, white chemise, petticoat and bustle. Working together, it would take Mother and Laura at least thirty minutes to help me put all that on.

Finally, after much fussing, I was ready for the dress. I confess that I was extremely uncomfortable, especially with the corset cinching my waist down to about nineteen inches, which was the standard for a woman my age. It was twelve-thirty by the time I actually put on the dress. Once this was on, Laura and Mother fixed my hair, styling it so the majority was tastefully layered on top of my head and ready for the veil and train, which would be attached at the church.

Their labors complete, Mother and Laura retired to their own rooms to prepare themselves for the wedding. I sat in my room alone and consumed some much needed refreshment, mindful of the limitations imposed by the corset. My mind was once again racing, filled with images of both the wedding itself and the wedding night, which I was beginning to dread.

At one-thirty, the bells at the church - which was only a block away - began to ring, signaling that the wedding was imminent. I opened the door to my room in time to see Father approach, dressed in his best black suit with a single red rose attached to the lapel. His appearance was resplendent, and I gave him a timid smile.

"Are you ready?" he asked, knowing that I was as ready as I would ever be.

"Yes," I replied.

"You look absolutely beautiful," he said. "Clayton is a very lucky man."

I nodded, noting that there was a single tear in his eye. I suppose that, even though they would probably never admit it, it is difficult for fathers to give away their daughters in marriage, especially when that daughter was moving so far away.

With my arm looped through his, we began the slow walk to the church. A few people in the street stopped when they saw us and saluted as a sign of respect. I smiled in return. When we reached the back of the church, I noted that every available seat was occupied, the result of being one of the most prominent families in town. People sat in the pews shoulder to shoulder.

At the back of the church, with the organ playing some baroque piece I didn't recognize, one of the attendants helped me with the veil and train and gave me a long bouquet of roses and orange blossoms, complementing the floral arrangements already displayed in the church.

At precisely two o'clock, with the Wedding March echoing throughout the church, I took Father's arm and together we began the slow walk down the aisle toward the altar. I dared look up and saw Clayton standing next to the minister. He was wearing a black formal suit, white shirt with stiff collar and white bow tie. He looked extremely handsome and a little nervous. He smiled when he saw me.

I also glanced from side to side, noting everyone present, all wearing their best clothes for the occasion. I tried my best to look happy, and I should have been. This was practically every young woman's dream - to be beautifully dressed and the center of attention at her wedding to the most handsome and desirable man in our town. I kept telling myself that as I slowly processed toward the front of the church. But no matter how much I tried, a part of me felt as though I was marching toward my own execution, as though this was 1790 and I was in Paris, moving toward the guillotine.

When we reached the altar, Father gave my hand to Clayton, then kissed me lightly on the cheek and stepped back. Clayton lifted my veil and smiled again. We pivoted together toward the altar and the minister. There was no turning back now.

Fifteen minutes later, after vowing to love, cherish, and obey my husband, Clayton slipped the gold band on the third finger of my left hand, and gave me a quick kiss on the lips - the first time he had ever done that. The minister pronounced us man and wife. It was over and done. I was a married woman, committed to a husband and a life of bearing his children, ensuring his comfort, helping him to further his career, being the kind of wife our society expected, even to the point of moving far away from the comfortable life and family I had always known. Let the grand adventure begin.

Outside the church, standing together under the brilliant July sun, my new husband and I greeted the guests as they exited the church to congratulate us. With Clayton's firm hand clutching mine (gloveless to prominently display my wedding ring), I began to relax a little, in spite of the heat and the uncomfortable corset. I even blushed slightly when his four friends from Northwestern kissed me tenderly on the cheek and told me how beautiful I looked and how lucky Clayton was to have me for a wife.

Later on, we ate a light meal on tables set up outside the church. Then we listened to some music played by the town band and went back into the church to pose for the formal wedding portrait.

By six, after a toast to our good health and happiness, most of the guests started to scatter, some going home, some staying to help clean up. Clayton said goodbye to his friends and we found my family. Father shook Clayton's hand; Mother hugged him. There were tears in her eyes but she did manage to smile when she took both our hands in hers and said, "I imagine you two are very tired. Mrs. Laughton has prepared a nice room for you to spend your first night in. We'll pack your things in the trunks along with what you'll need on the train and get it all to the station by tomorrow afternoon. We can share the noon meal after church tomorrow and see you off."

It suddenly occurred to me that it was time for the wedding night. Then, tomorrow afternoon, I would be boarding a train headed west to San Francisco to start a new life, perhaps never to see Evanston again. I started to cry. Mother pulled me into an embrace. "It will be all right," she whispered. "Just be brave and think of the future." She released me from the embrace. "Now, go with your husband."

I nodded, wiping a few stray tears from my eyes. "Yes, ma'am."

Clayton took my hand and urged me toward the street. "You better take good care of my girl," Father said with a stern look on his face.

"Yes, sir I will," Clayton said.

Mrs. Laughton's boarding house was four houses away from the church. As we walked, hand in hand, I began to feel more and more anxious. I had no idea what to expect when we got to our room... alone. Would Clayton be gentle with me? Would he behave like a beast? Would he punish me if I didn't please him? Would he even know what to do? So many questions, with the possible answers becoming more terrifying the closer we got.

Mrs. Laughton was a very cheerful woman who had turned her large home into a boarding house when her three children were old enough to go out on her own. Her husband had died ten years before. She was well known and well thought of in our community. "Greetings, newlyweds," she called as we approached the door. She had been at the wedding but left long before the festivities ended. "Please come in. Your room is on the third floor at the back of the house. I believe you have everything you need in the room, including a water pitcher and chamber pot. Or if you prefer, we have a new bathroom on the first floor. I have left refreshments for you, but won't expect you until breakfast." She blushed slightly when she said that. She had hosted newlyweds before.

Clayton turned to me and smiled. "Mrs. Edwards, shall we go to our room?"

Mrs. Edwards! That sounded so strange that I looked around me to see if Mrs. Edwards was going to respond. But when he took my hand I realized he meant me. I was no longer Miss Katherine Peterson. I was now Mrs. Clayton Edwards.

With Clayton in the lead, we ascended the stairs to the second floor, then turned and up the stairs to the third floor. We found our room at the end of a short corridor. The door was already open. We entered and Clayton closed the door behind him.

At first, I stood where I was, just a few feet inside. It was the most beautiful room I had ever seen, brightly lit with two large windows overlooking a nicely groomed backyard. The walls were papered in a blue and yellow floral print, accentuated by white crown molding. There was a small fireplace.

However, it was the bed that truly attracted my attention. It was high with a double mattress and a cherry wood four-posted frame. It was covered with a quilt in the same floral pattern as the wallpaper and made up with several soft pillows. There were also several pieces of cherry wood furniture, including a long dresser with mirror and stool, an overstuffed armchair, and a Boston rocker. In one corner was a large wardrobe with the door open. Inside were a white dressing gown, peignoir, and bed-jacket, along with a white linen man's nightshirt - presumably all the clothing we would need for the next eighteen hours or so.

Neatly displayed on the surface of the dresser was a white porcelain pitcher and basin. Next to that was a tray of mixed fruit and crackers. No doubt the décor was designed to inspire romance and perhaps allay the anxiety of many young brides such as myself. However, in my case, although I was awed by the majesty of the room, I couldn't escape my fear.

After a minute or two, Clayton turned me toward him and took my trembling hands in his. He looked deeply into my eyes and smiled. "Katherine," he started in his soft voice, "your father and my friends were right - I am, indeed, the luckiest of men. I have waited so long for this moment, this moment when I could come to you as a husband, when I could hold you in my arms and declare my undying love for you. And I have remained loyal and true to the thought of this moment." He paused, released my hands, and placed his hands on my shoulders as though he were about to pull me into an embrace.

This gave me time to consider his speech. I noted his words, which were, I must admit, what any young bride would want to hear. I noted the very sincere expression on his rugged face, the love reflected in his dark blue eyes.

But to me, at that instant, it all seemed rehearsed, the beautiful and stirring overture to what would turn out to be a tragedy. I started to pull away, but he gripped my shoulders tighter. He leaned his face into mine and brushed my lips with his. I responded by turning my head.

He relaxed his grip on my shoulders and stepped back to look at me. "Katherine, what is the matter?"

Suddenly, tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. The emotions I had been holding up inside me all day would be contained no longer. I began to cry, which quickly progressed to sobbing.

At first, poor Clayton was completely baffled by my behavior and simply stood where he was with an astonished look on his face. Then he seemed to pull himself together and gathered me up in a hug. I lay my head on his broad shoulder and let myself cry while he gently patted my back. I felt comforted, but the sadness would not ease.


Chapter Three

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity but was probably only a few minutes, Clayton released me from the embrace, stepped back, and looked at me. With his left hand under my chin, he raised my face to meet his.

"Katherine, please tell me why you're crying."

I took several deep breaths to pull myself together, as I understood, from the rather sharp tone of his voice, I needed to give him an answer. I tried to think. Why was I crying? At that moment, I wasn't entirely sure. I dared to look at him, noted the very concerned and uncertain look on his face. This kind of uncertainty was definitely no way to start a marriage.

"I... I'm frightened," I managed to say in a near whisper.

"Of what?" he said. "Of me?"

Once again, I tried to gather my thoughts. As I have said, I had known Clayton all my life. I knew there was no logical reason to fear him. And yet, as I looked at him, I was afraid. "I... don't really know. This is all... so new. I don't know how to be a wife. And then tomorrow we're going to move away from everything I know to begin a new life..." My voice trailed off.

Clayton poured water from the pitcher into two glasses. He handed me one. "Katherine, please sit down and let's talk for a while." He pointed to the armchair.

I accepted the glass and took a long drink of the water. Then I nodded and sat down in the chair.

Clayton turned the rocker so that it was facing me and also sat. "I thought we discussed the move to San Francisco. I thought you seemed excited about it."

I considered his words and shook my head. In truth, we had not discussed it. Rather, he and Father just informed me that Clayton's Uncle Charles had obtained a position for Clayton in the Central Pacific Railroad and that Clayton needed to be in San Francisco by the end of July. As Clayton's intended it was not my place to question the position or the move. In 1888, young women supported their husbands and followed wherever their husbands might lead. A young wife simply did not question her husband's judgment or his motives.

I thought back to the wedding. I had vowed to obey my husband, and obey was what I was going to do, whether I liked it or not. I tried to speak but couldn't find my voice.

"Katherine, it will be all right," he said. "San Francisco is a beautiful city and Uncle Charles has assured me that he has a nice cottage ready for us; and Aunt Rose and my two cousins, Emily and Constance, will help you get situated. This is a good move for me... for us... more opportunity for advancement, for growth."

I thought about that too. Of course, he meant his growth, his advancement, and I guess I did feel a slight amount of resentment. I also thought about Clayton's Uncle Charles, whom I had only met once, and that was nine years before when he was in Chicago to attend his mother's funeral. I had not met Aunt Rose or cousins Emily and Constance, who were about the same ages as my two sisters.

In fairness, however, certainly both Father and Clayton had talked about Uncle Charles often enough. It seems - according to Father - that Charles enlisted in the 49th when he was sixteen, fought well, and rose from private to lieutenant by the time the war ended. However, when the regiment was mustered out, Charles decided not to return to Chicago, fearful that he would always remain in his older brother's shadow.

Rather, he enlisted in the Regular Army and was sent out west to scout and help defend the railroad workers as they laid track through the rugged and sometimes hostile frontier. By the time the golden spike was placed in 1869, Charles had attracted the attention of some very prominent men, including Leland Stanford himself. Because of his ability to interact successfully with the various groups of railroad construction workers, including the Chinese, Charles was offered an executive position with the Central Pacific. Now he was a vice-president and very well placed within the company such that he was able to enlist his nephew to help oversee some of the company's legal affairs. Yes, it was an excellent opportunity for a young man, much too good to turn down. Even my simple eighteen-year-old mind understood that.

But understanding it didn't make it any easier to accept. This was Clayton's dream, not mine. Get a grip on yourself, Katherine, I told myself. Clayton isn't kidnapping you and taking you to some remote island in the Pacific Ocean. Rather, he is taking you to a nice city, one that he himself has seen. I looked at him, saw the earnest expression on his face and realized he was the same Clayton I had always known. Now he was my husband and maybe he really did know what was best for both of us.

He smiled at me. "Katherine, you have known me all your life." It was as though he had just read my thoughts. "I love you. I have always loved you. I would never do anything that truly harmed you. You have to trust my judgment. It may be a little awkward at first. That is to be expected. But in time, you will see that we are doing the right thing."

I had no counter to that, not that I really needed one. As Mother had said, my role as Clayton's wife was to support his decisions regardless of whether or not I agreed with them. Tomorrow afternoon, I was going to board that train bound for the west coast. And when the train stopped in San Francisco three days later, I was going disembark and work with my husband to build a new life, a much better life than any we would have in Evanston.

Okay, I told myself, the future will take of itself. But what about tonight? I still had that unknown to face, that aspect of being a young wife. I knew I loved Clayton, but did I feel the attraction to him Mother had spoken of? No, I didn't. Mostly what I felt was fatigue and dread. I also felt excessively warm and uncomfortable. I longed to remove the heavy dress and corset. But as I scanned the room, I noticed that there was no privacy screen. I could not remove my clothing without doing it front of my husband... which was, I imagine, the reason there was no privacy screen. My husband was now entitled to see all of me.

Clayton pushed himself up from the rocker. "Katherine, are you feeling any better?"

I knew what he wanted me to say. And, although I wasn't at all sure what was supposed to happen when husband and wife lay down together and joined - as my mother put it - I could tell that Clayton was ready to commence that part of married life. "A little," I said. "Mostly, I want to change my clothes, and get into something a bit more comfortable."

His smile widened and he came a little closer. "I can help you with that."

Yes, I'm sure you can, I thought. I shook my head. "Please, Clayton," I said in a near whisper. "I think I know what is supposed to happen now, what you expect of me. But... I'm not sure I'm ready yet. Can you understand that?" I wasn't sure I understood. What I knew for certain was that we had been married for less than four hours and I was already denying my husband. Wives get punished for that.

Clayton stopped and his hopeful smile disappeared. He gave me a long look, and I began to wonder if I had angered him or if he would now assert his right as my husband to punish me for denying him. I honestly don't know if I would have minded that as an alternative to what he wanted. Having been punished many times by Father for various sins, at least I understood it, knew what to expect. Always the punishment would hurt and I would cry. But then it would be over and I would feel better afterward.

"Do you then... feel no attraction for me?" he asked at last.

I tried to think of the right words that would ease the pain I saw in his eyes, to heal the wound I had obviously inflicted. "I love you, Clayton," I said. "And I want very much to make you happy. But I am also quite tired from the day's festivities and I'm still a little apprehensive. I want so much for our time together to be special, and I don't feel that right now." I paused and studied him, watched for any change in his expression. "I'm sorry, Clayton," I said at last. "Are you... going to punish me?" I don't know why I added that question. Perhaps I just wanted to let him know that he could, in case there was a doubt in his mind.

His eyes widened. "Punish you?" he said. "Why on earth would I punish you?"

I took a deep breath. "For denying you."

"I would never do that," he said. He thought for a moment. "Perhaps it's for the best to postpone the wedding night. After all, we have the rest of our lives to enlarge our relationship." He turned toward the door. "I will find Mrs. Laughton, see if we can get something more to eat and drink, perhaps use her new bathroom. While I'm gone, you can change your clothes and do whatever else you need to do. I will knock when I return."

"Thank you," I said. And I meant it even though he was only postponing the inevitable. I knew even then that I could only test his patience so far. Eventually, he would not be so understanding.

Clayton left the room, closing the door behind him. I breathed a sigh of relief, although a few fresh tears trickled from my eyes. An overwhelming sense of fatigue engulfed me. For a few seconds, I closed my eyes and very nearly fell asleep. But when I heard his voice coming from a distance away conversing, no doubt, with Mrs. Laughton, I realized I still had a task to complete before he returned.

I lifted myself from the chair and struggled out of the wedding dress. It wasn't easy, as both Mother and Laura had helped me into it earlier in the day. Once the dress was off, I cast it aside and started unloosening the corset. Getting it off was such an incredible relief that I couldn't help wondering why our society seemed to demand that women, especially young women, cinch their waists to such a small proportion.

Now, with the dress, corset, petticoat, and bustle off, I was free to relieve myself in the chamber pot, which I did gratefully. I looked at myself in the mirror, saw that my face was slightly flushed from the heat. I felt a bit silly standing in the center of the room clad only in my underwear, but I also felt much better. In fact, I would have preferred to stay that way, but I knew Clayton would be returning soon and I didn't want him to see me in this state of undress.

Quickly, I gathered up the clothing I had discarded, including my expensive wedding dress, and secured it all in the wardrobe in exchange for the ornate dressing gown provided by Mrs. Laughton. Finally, as a last gesture, I undid my hair and brushed it out. Certainly, Clayton had seen me many times with my hair down and would not interpret it as a sign I was ready for the wedding night.

A few minutes later, I heard a light knock at the door. "Please come in," I called from my seat at the dresser.

Clayton entered carrying a small tray of bread and cheese. He closed the door behind him and stopped when he saw me with my dressing gown barely covering my underwear and my long hair brushed down. "Mrs. Laughton has provided us with a small repast," he said.

I smiled and stood up. The food appeared very tempting, and I realized how hungry I was now that my corset was off. "Thank you," I said. "Please set it down and let's eat. And while we're eating, please tell me about San Francisco." I had remembered that Clayton spent two weeks visiting his uncle two years before. He had actually seen the city that was to be our home.

We both got a piece of bread and some cheese and sat in our respective chairs. Although he was eating, Clayton's eyes never left my body, perhaps wondering what I looked like with my clothing removed. It was, I admit, a delicious sensation and I did feel a slight tingle that I couldn't quite interpret.

"San Francisco is a young and vibrant city," he said with a wide smile on his face. "So many different groups of people - Mexicans, Chinese, miners, bankers, railroaders, money men. Different from Chicago and definitely different from Evanston. It has a lot of steep hills, but they are developing what they call cable cars to traverse these hills. The city overlooks a very busy bay and harbor with ships from all over the world. Uncle Charles and many of the money men live in large houses in a neighborhood they call Nob Hill. Of course, we won't live in such a grand house... at least not right away. But Uncle Charles says the cottage he has for us is nice." He paused and looked into my eyes, no doubt to gauge my reaction.

I thought about what he had just described, tried to imagine it, to picture it in my mind. But I couldn't. A part of me, the young adventurous part, was a little excited, I have to say. Up until then, the furthest I had ever been away from Evanston was Milwaukee. I had lived my entire eighteen years with Lake Michigan in my backyard.

But, although I had, of course, seen maps showing the Pacific Ocean, I couldn't imagine living near something that vast. Certainly, I had seen immigrants in Chicago, mostly from southern and eastern Europe. But I had never seen people or ships from all over the world. The prospect was a little frightening.

"Does this ease your mind a little?" Clayton asked when I didn't say anything.

"Maybe... maybe when we get there, and I see it for myself," I said, realizing that I didn't feel very brave at that moment.

He stood up, walked over to where I was sitting and kissed me tenderly on the forehead. "I know it's a lot to ask," he said, stepping back. "Please give it six months. If by January, you honestly don't believe you can adapt to life on the west coast, then I promise you we will move back here. I can always work for your father. Okay?"

I gave him a small smile. It would be a tremendous sacrifice for him to give up his dream of rapid advancement simply for my sake, and I knew, even as I heard his words, that I would never ask him to make that sacrifice. I am certain he knew that too. But I did appreciate the gesture and the possibility, however remote, of returning home. "And I promise I will try," I said.

"That's all I ask," he said. "Give it a chance."

After that, we ate the remainder of the food and talked until it was dark outside. We talked of things familiar to both of us, talked as lifelong friends and not as husband and wife. As darkness approached, we both availed ourselves of Mrs. Laughton's bathroom and began to yawn. I realized with some dread that it was time for bed. But there was only one bed in the room. And, as I had never before shared my bed with a man, I wasn't sure I was ready for whatever might happen when our bodies were in close proximity.

Clayton also sensed the awkwardness of the moment. "If you will turn and face the window, I will change into the nightshirt," he said. "Then I will make my bed in the armchair."

I loved him for that consideration, and I felt that tingle again, a little stronger this time-almost strong enough that I thought about telling him that he could sleep in the bed next to me. Almost, but not quite. The time would come when I would be ready, but not this night. "Thank you," I said.

Once he was settled in the armchair, with his feet propped on the stool that went with the dressing table, I extinguished the flame in the lamp, removed my dressing gown, and slipped into bed. I was asleep almost instantly.

While I slept, I had very strange dreams of being ravished by my husband on a clipper ship somewhere in the vast Pacific Ocean. These were very powerful dreams, and I confess I awoke more than once feeling that tingle again and again. The last time was just before dawn, and I came very close to getting out of bed and waking Clayton, find out what it actually meant to be ravished.

I didn't wake him up, as my fear overcame my desire. But I was beginning to understand what Mother meant by attraction.


Chapter Four

We were both awakened by a knock at the door. "It's Mrs. Laughton, dears," came a soft voice from the corridor.

Clayton opened his eyes and rose from the chair. He stretched his long body and opened the door.

"Good morning," Mrs. Laughton said in an irritatingly cheerful voice. "I hope you slept well. It is nearly nine and I have breakfast laid out for you in the dining room. I will be going to church at ten and didn't want you to miss breakfast."

"Thank you, Mrs. Laughton," Clayton said. "We will dress and be down directly."

The older woman smiled knowingly. "No need to be formal," she said. "You two are the only guests this morning." She turned and walked away.

Clayton closed the door and pivoted toward me. "Good morning, Mrs. Edwards," he said. "It seems we've been summoned. If you will please close your eyes or turn away, I will dress first. Then I will leave you alone and wait for you downstairs."

I accommodated him, although I admit, after those powerful dreams, I was a bit curious to see his body unencumbered by clothing.

By nine-fifteen, according to Clayton's pocket watch, we were sitting at Mrs. Laughton's large oak dining table. She prepared a wonderful breakfast of eggs, bacon, sausage, fried bread, and fresh fruit - cherries and strawberries, mostly, as they were in season.

When we were finished eating, Mrs. Laughton took a hand from each of us and smiled. "God bless you both," she said. "I have watched you grow up and I know you will do well in your adventure out west. I shall miss you, but I wish you well." She released our hands. "Now, I know you have a train to catch later today. Don't worry about your things. Katherine, your mother has brought over your travel clothes. She and your sisters will take care of your wedding dress." She turned toward Clayton. "And they didn't forget you, Clayton. You have travel clothes as well. I put the clothes in your room while you were eating." Her smile widened and she blushed slightly. "I will clean up here while you go back to your room to change and... rest. Then I'm off to church. Nobody will expect you to attend this morning. I believe your family will have a luncheon or dinner ready for you about two this afternoon. That should give you enough time to relax and still make it to the train before it departs."

For an instant, both Clayton and I stood where we were. I can't speak for my new husband, but suddenly I was overwhelmed by emotion as it came back to me that we were actually leaving Evanston, saying goodbye to everything we knew, everything that was familiar. A few tears formed in my eyes and trickled down my cheeks.

Mrs. Laughton gave me a motherly pat on the cheek. "Aw, child, stop your crying," she said tenderly. "Sooner or later, the bird must leave the nest. Now, go with your husband. I will say goodbye at the station." To emphasize her directive, she gave me a not so gentle swat on my bottom - which was not protected by a bustle. I didn't think much of it at the time, but perhaps it was a foreshadowing of things to come.

"Thank you, Mrs. Laughton," Clayton said. He took my hand and grasped it tightly and possessively. I believe we both understood what we were supposed to do with the remainder of the morning. And, although we hadn't done it during the night, Clayton may have had hope that I would feel differently this morning. I didn't, of course, in spite of the dream, the fragments of which still lingered in my brain.

Rather, we spent the next two hours in our room alone with our thoughts. Clayton found his travel clothes and dressed quickly while I gazed out the window, attempting to store away the last sights of the home I loved.

At one o'clock, now dressed and ready for whatever lay ahead, we emerged from our room. The house was eerily quiet, as was the street and the entire neighborhood. The weather was warm with the sun shining in a partly cloudy sky, all-in-all a beautiful day to travel.

Once outside, Clayton took my hand and tucked my forearm under his, and together we walked as newlyweds are supposed to walk: as though they are deeply in love and that, for them, nothing else in the world matters or even exists. I did feel love for my new husband, certainly more than I felt the day before. And I also felt a certain level of safety and comfort with him leading me forward with such confidence. However, I also felt the same fear and dread, the sense that he was leading me to my ultimate demise.

When we reached my former residence (how strange it seemed to regard my home as such) we stopped. But before we could even approach the front door, it opened and out came my entire family. They all greeted us with arms fully spread, even my brother, who had never before shown me even the slightest amount of affection.

"We will walk you to the station," Father said. "The whole town is waiting for you."

As a large family, we walked toward the train station, which was three blocks from the house. As we walked, Father and Sammy engaged Clayton in conversation. Mother urged me to slow my pace so that we were behind the others. She gave me a long studious look and asked, "Kath, how are you feeling today?"

"I am still a little fearful of the long train trip," I said, clearly not understanding the intent of her question. "But otherwise, I feel well."

She smiled. "Was the wedding night as bad as you feared it would be?"

I took a deep breath, as I now understood what she was asking. "I... we slept apart last night," I said.

She exchanged her smile for an expression of concern. "Oh dear. What happened?"

"I... told Clayton I wasn't ready."

"And he understood that?"

'"Yes."

"Oh dear," she said again. "You know, Kath, Clayton is a good man and he loves you as much as a man can love a woman. But you will have to face the wedding night eventually, and once you do, you will lose your fear of it. You may even learn to enjoy it."

At that point, I still wasn't sure what 'it' was. "How long before you lost your fear?"

Mother blushed. "Like Clayton, your father is also a good and patient man."

I was hoping she would say more, but she stopped, leaving the rest to my imagination.

As we approached the train station, I could hear the town band playing. It was clear that our departure would be regarded as some kind of holiday. I wasn't sure how I felt about that, but I could do nothing to stop it.

Already gathered at the station was a large crowd of people - perhaps not everyone in Evanston, but quite a few. Two long tables were set up with food and some kind of punch. I believe there was even a keg of beer off to one side, which was strange because Evanston was home to one of the first chapters of the Women's Christian Temperance Union. One rarely saw any drink with alcohol in it. This was most definitely a special occasion.

At ten minutes after three, with the band playing in the background, the train arrived in clouds of smoke and steam, its loud whistle echoing off the station and platform and extending into the sky. It was time to board. Our four trunks and two travel bags were loaded into the baggage car to be transferred to the transcontinental train once we reached the Dearborn Street Station.

Amidst a flurry of hugs, kisses, and goodbye waves, we stepped aboard the seven car train that ran between Milwaukee and Chicago and with which I was familiar, having been to Chicago many times. I believe the train also ran to some of the towns south of Chicago, but I had never gone that far. We found seats, opened the window, and waved until the platform and the people disappeared.

I leaned heavily on Clayton's shoulder and tried as hard as I could to not cry. He patted my hand. "It will be all right," he said.

When we reached the Dearborn Street Station, there was, of course, no band or family member to greet us. A porter transferred our luggage to the long Union Pacific train that would take us to San Francisco. Clayton showed another porter our tickets and we were immediately escorted to one of the new Pullman Palace sleeping cars - absolutely the best accommodations the railroad could provide, luxury at its best - a gift from Father and Uncle Charles. We had our own compartment, which featured a very soft seat that could be made up into a bed, a small armchair, and a water closet.

I thought about the bed, which was quite small, perhaps just big enough for two people lying flesh to flesh. Would we be forced to sleep together, especially as I realized the trip to San Francisco would involve at least three nights in route? I shuddered at the prospect of having our wedding night - whatever that entailed - in this small compartment. But I knew the possibility of it was very real.

I sat down on the seat and looked out of the window. A porter brought our travel bags and gave Clayton a receipt for the trunks. Let the adventure begin.

Suddenly, I felt extremely tired, so tired I could barely keep my eyes open. I leaned back against the wall of the compartment and felt the movement of the train as it began to roll out of the station, gaining speed and momentum with every passing second.

At first, Clayton didn't notice me because he was standing by the window watching the buildings and the people as we moved slowly and steadily out of Chicago. Finally, after a few minutes, he turned away from the window and touched my hand. I looked up at him through half-closed eyes. "Go ahead and sleep," he said. "I will explore the rest of the train and come back for you in an hour or so." He didn't wait for an answer. Rather, he simply disappeared into the corridor, closing the door behind him.

I did as he suggested, allowing myself to fall asleep.


Chapter Five

When I awoke, the sun was lower in the western sky. I rubbed my eyes and sat up. From the window, I could see that we were passing fields of corn and wheat, green pastures in which herds of cows and horses grazed peacefully, with all this flat landscape broken up by the occasional creek and stand of trees. Having lived my life in the city, I was, I must admit, rather awed by the sight of so much open land. I realized I hadn't given much thought to where my food came from. Now I knew.

"Good evening, Mrs. Edwards," Clayton said. He was sitting in the armchair.

I glanced over at him and stretched. "Did I sleep long?"

He pulled his pocket watch. "About two hours," he said. "How do you feel? Better, I trust."

I wasn't sure how I felt, as I was still attempting regain my faculties. I knew I was rather hot in my heavy travel clothes and most definitely needed to relieve myself. Fortunately, the small water closet had a sliding door. I pushed myself up from the seat. "Clayton, please open the window. I won't be but a minute."

When I emerged from the water closet, the air in the compartment was cooler but was also tainted with a combination of strange smells, all coming from the outside. "Where are we?" I asked.

"Somewhere west of Princeton," he said. "Are you hungry?"

I still felt a little sleepy, but also hungry and thirsty. The combination of these sensations, I confess, conspired to diminish my patience. "Will we be stopping soon to eat?"

He smiled at my ignorance with regard to modern train travel. "We will be stopping in Rock Island just before crossing the Mississippi River," he said. "But we will stay on the train."

"Then how will we eat?"

"This train has a very fine dining car. We shall eat there."

"A dining car?"

He chuckled. "Yes, a dining car. And they are serving supper now. Shall we go?"

I glanced down at myself. My dress was rumpled and I'm sure my hair was a mess of tangles. I wasn't at all certain I wanted anyone other than my husband to see me like this. "Clayton, I need to straighten myself up, brush my hair. Can we wait until I'm ready?"

He consulted his pocket watch. "We don't have much time before they stop serving. I'll walk the train again and come back for you in a few minutes. Please be ready."

He didn't give me time to respond before he disappeared into the corridor. For a few seconds I stood where I was. Clayton had issued his first real directive; putting my obedience to the test. I wasn't sure how I felt about that.

I looked out the window and watched more fields and streams pass by. I smelled the smoke from the locomotive, heard the whistle as we approached a town. I was getting further and further from my home and more and more frightened. Still, I managed to smooth down my dress and brush my hair. I also washed my face. When Clayton returned, I was ready to face the other passengers although my attitude had definitely not improved.

He entered the compartment and appraised me with his eyes. "Mrs. Edwards, you are beautiful."

I should have accepted his compliment graciously, as I knew he was being sincere. However, at that moment, I felt as though he was patronizing me. "Thank you," I said rather stiffly. I certainly didn't feel beautiful.

I believe he recognized my discontent and gave me a hard look that I should have interpreted as a warning to behave myself. He extended his arm toward the door. "Let us go then."

Once in the corridor, I felt the unsteadiness of the train motion and staggered against the side of the car. He caught me before I fell to the floor. "You need to get your train legs," he said.

I didn't care at all for that statement and very nearly told him so, as I was feeling more and more surly with each tentative step.

In truth, I would have preferred to walk next to him so he could steady me. But the corridor was too narrow for anything other than single file. We passed through three cars this way before reaching the dining car, which was very well appointed with tables covered in white cloth along each side.

A porter escorted us to an empty table and asked us what we wanted to drink. I was quite surprised when Clayton ordered a beer. "You can't trust the water on the train," he said in response to my disapproving look. He turned to the porter. "The lady will have a sherry."

I'd had sherry before, but not very often. As I said, while alcohol wasn't exactly banned in Evanston, it was discouraged, especially among women. My eyes widened in surprise.

Clayton reached over and touched my hand. "One sherry won't hurt you," he said. "Now, I believe they have both steak and chicken, along with fried potatoes. Which would you prefer?"

One simply cannot live near Chicago and not develop a taste for steak, not with all the stockyards. I asked for the steak.

The porter came back with our drinks, and I quickly swallowed the sherry. It tasted good and made me a bit thirsty for more. I asked for another, which was quickly brought to the table. I drank it down in three gulps and issued a small but noticeable burp. I covered my mouth in slight embarrassment. "Excuse me," I said.

Without waiting for Clayton's approval, I signaled the porter to bring me yet another sherry. I was beginning to feel the positive effects of the alcohol. Clayton once again touched my hand. "You better slow down," he said.

"Why?" I asked, draining the glass of sherry as soon as it arrived. I looked over at the porter. "Oh, boy... another sherry," I said in a voice loud enough for all the other passengers to hear.

A part of me - the part that wasn't feeling the effects of the sherry - was more than a bit ashamed. Evanston was a proud supporter of freed men's rights and had supported abolition ever since the city was founded. I had grown up with the idea that all people, not just white men, were created equal. Why had I just called the porter 'boy'?"

This time, Clayton gripped my hand. "Katherine, you need to watch yourself." When the porter brought the sherry, Clayton touched his wrist. "Please excuse my wife. She isn't used to train travel or sherry."

The porter glanced at me. "I understand, sir."

I suspect that Clayton gave him some money later on, and that was the nature of the understanding.

A minute later, the food came and, unencumbered by a corset, I dug into my steak like a ravenous dog, no doubt making a complete spectacle of myself. When I was finished, I once again signaled to the porter. "Sir," I called out, stressing the word 'sir'. "Another sherry, if you please."

Clayton looked up from his plate. "I think you've had enough," he said rather sternly.

"Never enough," I said.

When the porter set the sherry down on the table, Clayton said, "No more for Mrs. Edwards, please."

The porter nodded, clearly relieved. "Very good, sir."

Clayton turned to me just as I was gulping the sherry, my fifth since sitting down. "Katherine, I believe it's time to go back to our compartment."

Once again, I was about to make a very sarcastic comment; however, just then the train started over a long bridge.

"Look, Katherine, we're crossing the mighty Mississippi River," Clayton exclaimed.

But I was in no mood to share his enthusiasm. "How nice," I said in my most sarcastic voice.

He shifted his gaze from the window to me and gave a very stern look. "Let's go back to our compartment."

"And do what?" I was now in a very foul mood as the alcohol coursed through my body.

"Just relax."

I glanced around at the other passengers; all were glaring at us. "You know he's kidnapping me, dragging me away from home?"

Clayton flushed a deep red; his hands balled into fists. He took a deep breath and stood up. He turned to all the other passengers. "My wife is not well," he declared as though he were speaking to a jury. "I apologize to everyone here. I will take her back to our compartment and see to her ailment."

Then, without waiting for a response from the onlookers, he grasped my hands and lifted me out of my chair. When I was on my feet, he urged me toward the door leading to the next car. When I could manage a thought, I almost resisted, but decided against it, realizing there really is no place on a train to which to escape. I would have to face my husband.

As we passed the last table just before reaching the door, one of the men - obviously traveling salesmen - lightly gripped Clayton's wrist. "Newlyweds?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," Clayton replied.

The man nodded. "You know, son, if my wife embarrassed me the way yours just did, I would have to take some corrective action." The other three men at the table nodded in agreement. "Do you take my meaning?"

Clayton thought for an instant, tightening his grip on my trembling hand. "Yes, sir."

"Good," one of the other men said. "Then go take care of business."

Clayton opened the door and practically pushed me through the opening and into the next car. I was beginning to get a little anxious, as the effects of the sherry were wearing off. But I didn't feel real fear until we reached our compartment and my husband shoved me inside and closed the door with a flourish, sliding in the lock in the process.

He turned me around to face him. "I didn't like what those men said to you," I said, sensing that I needed to take control of the situation I had created.

Clayton scowled. "That hardly matters," he said. "What matters is your behavior. Now, I can perhaps overlook your behavior as a wife. However, I cannot overlook your behavior as a young lady who knows very well how to behave in public."

I gathered my breath. I had heard Father say the same thing to me about my behavior as a young lady just before punishing me. "It's all your fault," I said.

He considered this. "I do share some of the blame," he said. "Which is why I need to correct the behavior your father warned me about before it gets any worse."

Now I was feeling a combination of indignation and fear. I dared to look my husband in the eye. "You wouldn't dare touch me!"

He took both my hands in his. "I have to dare... for both our sakes."

I started to respond. However, before I could, he sat on the seat and actually pulled me down across his lap. Then he lifted the hem of my long travel dress above my waist, exposing my backside covered only by my white linen drawers, as I had elected not to wear the customary union suit or the bustle because of the excessive heat. I gasped and for a brief moment thought he would take down my drawers and bare my bottom completely.

He stopped as though confused and uncertain as to what to do next. His right arm was raised above his head and his left hand was on my back. I recognized the gesture even though Father hadn't put me in this position since I was a little girl. It was clear to me that my husband was going to punish me, to actually spank me.

For an instant, I thought about Father. The last time he had punished me was nearly a year before. For reasons that I have long since forgotten, I got into a terrible fight with my sister, Laura, such that Mother had to break us up. She made me stay in my room until Father came home from his office.

Not long after he arrived, he called me into his small library and closed the door. When he did that, I knew I was in serious trouble. He gave me a short lecture about fighting, then ordered me to bend over his desk and lift the hem of my dress above my waist, thus exposing my backside clad in cotton bloomers.

I closed my eyes, stupidly thinking that not being able to see would lessen the severity of the punishment I was about to receive. Of course, that was a foolish and immature notion. Even with my eyes closed, I could hear him remove his belt, his preferred implement. (He had a buggy whip in the corner of the room but to my knowledge never used it.) Without saying another word, he commenced the whipping and continued until I was crying and thoroughly broken. It didn't take long.

When he was finished whipping me, he replaced the belt, took me in his big arms, and held me until I was calm. "I love you, Katherine," he said with a profound sadness in his voice. "But sometimes you just need to be reminded to be the good young lady your mother and I have raised you to be."

I tried to shake the image of Father from my head. He wasn't here and was no longer responsible for my behavior. That responsibility now belonged to my husband, who, over the years, had been my loyal and steadfast friend.

I looked up at Clayton, noted an expression of concern on his face. He didn't want to do this anymore than I wanted him to. I gathered my breath. "Please, Clayton... I'm sorry. I feel better now." It was weak, but I was hopeful my plea would have the desired effect. It didn't.

"I'm sorry, too, Katherine," he said. "But I must make you understand that I will take measures to correct your behavior when it becomes necessary to do so."

He spoke no more after that, and I didn't attempt to challenge him, remembering what Mother told me about not questioning my husband's judgment. In the next instant, Clayton brought his right hand down hard on my bottom, causing a wave of pain to ripple through me. I squirmed, but he held me tight against his legs. A second later, he repeated the action, striking the left side of my bottom.

I recall that, although his swats certainly hurt, they amounted to very little in comparison to the whipping Father administered. Still, I most definitely wanted him to stop and told him so in words that were not very polite. But he didn't stop, just kept spanking me, his hand moving up and down like a machine, one swat after another after another. Tears filled my eyes. The spanking was beginning to really hurt, each swat of his hand inflicting more and more pain.

However, as I was squirming across his lap, I started to feel another sensation, one that was totally foreign to me. I became aware that my private area - the part of my body that, heretofore, I myself had rarely even touched - was rubbing against his knees and that it felt strangely good. Suddenly, there was that tingle again, much stronger this time. And as I felt it, instinctively I knew what it meant and what I needed to do in order to relieve it.

Just as the tingle was becoming nearly as unbearable as the spanking, Clayton stopped and lifted his left hand from my back. I rolled off his lap, stood up and faced him. Tears streamed down my blushing cheeks. I wasn't entirely certain what was supposed to happen now. However, I knew that somehow I needed Clayton to do something and that I needed my dress off in order for him to do it. It was time for the wedding night.

"Clayton... please help me remove my dress," I said.

He looked at me as if I'd lost my mind. But then, I believe, he suddenly understood my meaning and my intent. Quickly, he stood up and somehow managed to get me out of my dress. He stepped back and gazed at me standing before him clad only in my underwear.

Once again, I wasn't certain what the next step would be, but I did feel a strange moisture between my legs and knew to part the crotch of my drawers. "Clayton, I... believe... you need to... to take me."

He seemed to have no trouble understanding that. He picked me up and lay me down on the seat. I spread my legs while he removed his pants and drawers, exposing the lower half of his body. It was the first time in my life I had ever seen a man's instrument, and I was fascinated by it, its size, its shape, the rounded head with its single eye. I had, of course, seen male dogs before. I had even seen a male dog mount a female before, so I thought I had a good idea what Clayton was supposed to do with the tool. I hoped he knew as well.

He lowered himself on top of me and simply possessed me. It did hurt as he was pushing into me, but by the time he was finished a few minutes later, I no longer felt any pain whatsoever. Rather, I felt wonderful, liberated in a sense. I had experienced the wedding night and discovered that it wasn't nearly as bad as I had feared. In fact, Mother was right: I enjoyed it so much that I wanted to experience it again.


Chapter Six

For what seemed like hours - but was really only minutes - Clayton lay on top of me. We were both breathing rather heavily, he more than I. He opened his eyes and looked at me; then, with a silly grin on his sweating face, he disengaged and rolled off the seat. "That was..." he began, but couldn't complete his thought.

I propped myself up and managed to lean against the wall. I too smiled. He bent down and kissed me very tenderly on my parted lips. Both my private area and my bottom tingled at the same time, albeit for different reasons. I stroked the side of his face and felt nothing but love. He had punished me for my bad behavior, as was his right and responsibility, and he had, as the novels say, made love to me (the meaning of that expression was now very clear). The combination served to make me feel loved and protected and very much like a woman.

He sat down next to me and pulled me into his arms. In the fading light, we bonded as lovers are wont to do. I don't believe either of us wanted this moment of closeness to ever end. But of course it had to, as our reverie was interrupted by a gentle knock on the door.

"Porter, sir," came a soft voice from the corridor.

Clayton stood up and quickly retrieved his pants. "Yes. What is it?"

"Here to make up your bed, sir," the porter said through the door.

"Just a moment," Clayton said. He signaled for me to get up and go the water closet.

When I was safely behind the sliding door, I heard Clayton let the porter into our compartment. A few minutes later, Clayton opened my door. "He's gone," he said.

I came out and looked at the seat that was now a bed. It was very inviting, and suddenly I felt extremely fatigued. I also no longer wondered where Clayton would sleep. He was now my husband in every sense of the word. I wanted to feel him next to me. I glanced out the window into the darkness of a vast country sky filled with stars that were rapidly flying overhead. It was a sky I didn't recognize, and I didn't know where we were; I didn't care.

Clayton took my hand in his. "I will go into the water closet and put on my nightshirt while you change into your night clothes." He kissed me just before turning.

As he was moving away from me, it suddenly occurred to me that I didn't want him to wear a nightshirt. In fact, I didn't want him to wear anything at all. As I said, he was my husband now and I wanted to see all of him, just as nature made him.

"Clayton... I... would rather you didn't wear the nightshirt," I said.

He gave me a small smile. "All right."

While he was in the water closet, I removed the remainder of my clothing, which was very disheveled, and brushed down my hair. Then, I stood in the middle of the compartment in front of the window and waited for him to come out. Up until this moment, only Mother had seen me completely naked and not since I was a young girl. I very seldom even saw myself this way.

But now, just as I wanted to see all of my husband, I wanted him to see all of me. And when we lay down on the bed to sleep, I wanted nothing between us, not even air. He emerged without the nightshirt, and, in the near darkness, I could see his body. I had never seen a man completely naked before, and I was fascinated.

I could see his arm and chest muscles; I could see his stomach and leg muscles. I could see his manhood proudly on display between his thighs, although not quite as large as it had been before.

He, in turn, looked at me. He confessed to me later on that he had never seen a naked woman before. He proclaimed that I was the most beautiful and precious object he had ever laid eyes on, and I, with all due modesty, believed he was sincere. I held out my hands. He took them and pulled me into his body once again and said, "Mrs. Edwards, shall we go to bed?"

"I would like that," I said. It suddenly occurred to me that somewhere in Iowa I had left the old Katherine behind and was now truly Mrs. Edwards.

He lifted me as though I was a feather and set me down on the sheet. Then, he lay down beside me and cuddled me. I was very sleepy, but I could also feel his manhood probing me and it made me want to experience again what I had experienced earlier.

As a now experienced wife, I turned onto my back and spread my legs. As a now experienced husband, Clayton didn't need to be told what I wanted him to do. He mounted me and possessed me just as he had before. But this time he was slower and it took him much longer to finish, giving me more time to enjoy the sensation, which I did... more than I could have imagined possible. We both fell asleep locked together in an embrace.

We awoke with the light from the window shining in our eyes. "Good morning, Mrs. Edwards," Clayton said, sitting up. He leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.

With the help of the morning sun, I got a very good look at his body. It was even better in the light. "Good morning," I said. I pulled back the sheet, giving him the same opportunity to view my naked body in the fullness of day. For members of our generation, this was an extremely wanton thing to do. And I confess that I enjoyed it.

He studied me slowly and carefully, as though he were examining a precious stone. "Even more beautiful this morning."

I rolled out of the bed, suddenly in need of the water closet. This time, I didn't close the sliding door. Modesty had no place in this compartment anymore.

When I came out, he was standing at the window looking at his watch. "Seven-thirty," he said. "I believe we're somewhere near Nebraska. They'll be serving breakfast in the dining car very soon."

"How soon?" I asked.

"Soon," he said. "They may have already started."

I took his hand. "Do we have time?"

He didn't ask what we would have time for. Rather, he wrapped me up in his arms and urged me onto the bed where he proceeded to possess me yet one more time, pausing briefly to rub my private area with his fingers, making me squirm with delight and wanting him even more.

And as the last time, once he was inside me, he took longer to finish - long enough that I was completely overwhelmed by a sensation that I didn't understand, and that scared me a little. It was like the gates of Heaven opening and allowing my body to pass through into paradise. My entire being was swept away and I came very close to swooning. In fact, I believe I did for a brief instant.

When I was once again in my right mind, I opened my eyes and saw Clayton gazing at me with a look of concern on his face. "Are you all right?" he asked.

I saw him through a light fog and smiled. "Oh, yes." I was much more than all right.

A few minutes later we both eased out of the compartment bed. With my small hand in his, we stood at the window - two naked and sated lovers - and watched the scenery pass by. We later learned that we had already crossed the Missouri River and were now in Nebraska, past Omaha.

Our stomachs growled at the same time, and we laughed together. It was time to get dressed and face the world. I wasn't at all certain I wanted to leave the sanctuary of our compartment, but I knew I needed to eat, as did Clayton. I found my dress from the day before and quickly put it on, with absolutely nothing underneath. Then I smoothed down my hair. I almost forgot my shoes. Clayton needed to remind me.

With my husband in the lead, we exited the compartment and strolled through the cars, occasionally glancing at the other passengers, those not fortunate enough to have their own compartments. When we reached the dining car, I saw that the same four men were sitting at the same table as the previous evening.

We entered the car with me two steps behind my husband. I cast my eyes to the floor. "Good morning, newlyweds," one of the men said in a cheerful voice.

"Good morning, sir," Clayton said.

I didn't look at the men, but I could feel their eyes on me, probably wondering as to the origin of my remarkable change in behavior, although I am certain they suspected that my husband had taken their advice, which, I confess, was very effective and exactly what I needed.

As I settled at the table with all eyes on me, I felt very humble and submissive. It was a sensation that I truly enjoyed. I was learning to be the kind of wife our society expected, and I was proud of myself and proud that my husband wanted the other men to see it.

After we finished our breakfast, we lingered at the table, holding hands and remaining silent. Occasionally, we would glance out the window at the passing scenery or look at the other passengers as the dining car emptied and filled. But mostly we sat and gazed at each other, as though seeing each other for the first time - which, in a sense, we were.

Finally, with the porters urging us to leave, we did get up and exit the dining car. Twice, we walked the length of the train, sometimes hand in hand, sometimes with me trailing my husband. And in the process, I forgot all about our destination and the new life we were moving toward.

Late that afternoon, somewhere near the border between Nebraska and Colorado, we settled back into our compartment. We sat on the seat side by side. Clayton held me close and occasionally kissed my cheek and my hair, with each kiss reminding me that he loved me. I just leaned back and relaxed, remembering the strange but compelling sensation I had experienced earlier in the day and wondering if I would ever experience it again. I certainly hoped so.

After dark, the porter made up our bed and we lay down naked. And as he had the night before, Clayton possessed me. I confess that, at first, I felt a bit sore in that part of my young body. But the pain soon dissolved into a pool of pleasure. Both of us were learning the other's body so that he knew to use his fingers first and to take his time in finishing. And when I had that sensation this time, neither of us was alarmed by it. If this was to be our life as a married couple, I was more than ready to embrace it.

In the morning, we were in Denver. The train stopped for several hours in order to change some of the cars and take on new passengers. We did step off the train for maybe thirty minutes in order to breathe in the fresh mountain air and stretch our legs. Clayton sent a telegram to his Uncle Charles. Some of the other passengers and Clayton assured me that the view from Denver to Utah would be rather spectacular as the train passed through the Rocky Mountains.

I was anxious to see it for myself, but my thoughts were mostly on my husband and how quickly my love for him had blossomed. Once again, Mother had been right.

We re-boarded the train and went back to our compartment. This time I sat in the chair facing the window and watched as the train began its long and arduous climb into the mountains. The view was indeed spectacular although a bit frightening. I marveled at the skill and daring of the men who had risked their lives to build this railroad, and I gained a new respect for the company for which Clayton was going to San Francisco to work.

Once we passed through the mountains and into Utah, the scenery changed and became a little more monotonous, and I became bored with the journey, so bored, in fact, that I became very surly. Looking back, I now realize that I acted up mostly to get Clayton's attention, just as a young child would do. And it worked, because not long after we left Salt Lake City, I found myself naked and over my husband's lap on the receiving end of a very severe spanking, much more severe than the first one, as his hard hand struck my bare bottom like a machine. The punishment and the subsequent make up session were enough to keep me quite submissive until we crossed into California and neared Sacramento.

Sacramento was our last stop before our final destination, and as we got closer, I suddenly became very melancholy. I understood only too well that San Francisco meant not only the end of our journey but the beginning of our life as a true grown up married couple. Clayton would go off to work every day, leaving me all alone in totally unfamiliar surroundings, leaving me alone to learn how to be a good Victorian wife.

I then remembered what my mother said about the responsibilities of being a wife. When my husband came home from work, he would probably be very tired and have certain expectations that I, as a supportive wife, would anticipate and take care of, understanding and accepting without question the consequences of not taking care of these expectations.

I also realized that for the past three days, my husband had been mine and mine alone. But once we reached San Francisco, I would have to share him - with his Uncle Charles, Uncle Charles's family, and the entire Central Pacific Railroad. With all those demands, it was highly unlikely that we would ever again have this time together.

It was early afternoon when we stopped in Sacramento. We remained in our compartment, watching the flurry of activity outside our window. We had just come back from the dining car and were casually dressed in our well-worn traveling clothes.

After a few minutes, Clayton turned to me. "Once we get underway, we probably should change into our arrival clothes. The train should arrive in San Francisco by five o'clock or so. Hopefully, Uncle Charles will be at the station to meet us. He knows when the train is scheduled to arrive."

I scowled. I knew that by arrival clothes, Clayton meant my better dress, under which I would wear all of the usual undergarments, including a bustle and corset. Having worn next to nothing under my dress for the past three days, I wasn't looking forward to getting trussed up again. "Do I have to wear the corset?" I asked.

Clayton laughed. "I would prefer that you wore nothing," he said. "But I imagine we must observe proper decorum when we arrive and meet the family."

I pulled down the shade on the window, effectively shielding us from the world outside, stripped off my dress, and lay across the seat. "Please take me one more time before we have to get dressed." And this fantasy ends, I wanted to add, but didn't.

Clayton smiled and removed his own clothing. "Happy to comply, Mrs. Edwards," he said. "But do not think for one minute that this is the last time. I have no doubt that our cottage will have a fine bed which I will expect us to use at every opportunity."

I made no reply to that, just spread my legs and savored the feel of my husband as he went to work pleasing me in the manner to which I had become so wantonly accustomed. But in the back of my mind, as he was ravishing me, I knew it would probably never be like this again.


Chapter Seven

After we were finished and thoroughly sated, Clayton held me for a long time as the train pulled out of the Sacramento station and chugged relentlessly on to the Pacific Ocean. I let a few tears trickle down my cheeks.

"What's wrong?" he asked. "Was I too hard on you?"

I managed a small smile and wiped the tears from my blushing cheeks. The lower half of my young body was still tingling with the intense pleasure he had just given me. "No," I said in a near whisper. "You weren't too hard on me."

He sat up and looked at me. "Then what is it?"

In my mind, I thought the only way I was going to keep this beautiful feeling alive was to stay on the train forever, simply ride back and forth across the country in our own little compartment, blocking out the world and all the incumbent responsibilities that awaited us. Of course, I knew this was impossible, and I certainly didn't want to share my dream with my husband, who I knew would not understand. "I'm just... a little fearful."

He returned my smile. "I know," he said. "The truth is, so am I." He paused and kissed me softly on the forehead. "But, it'll be all right. You'll see." Then he rolled off the seat and stood up. "Mrs. Edwards, as much as I don't want to, we better start getting dressed."

"Do we have to?" I had become quite accustomed to displaying my naked body to my husband and felt absolutely no sense of shame or modesty whatsoever.

He laughed. "If it were entirely up to me, I would keep you in this state of undress forever. But, you're mine alone to admire, and I don't want anyone else to see you like this."

I flushed, then nodded and rose off the seat. While Clayton dressed in his clean underwear and suit, I assembled my arrival attire. For several minutes, I stood in front of the compartment window gazing at my reflection and admiring my body as I had never done before. Four days before I had been a fearful and overly modest girl, the product of my generation. Now I was a married woman who had discovered how she could use her body to please her husband and had received immense pleasure in return. Clearly, we were beyond even any pretense of modesty.

Of course, there would be many more changes ahead. But I didn't think about that as I ran my hands slowly over my well-used flesh, waiting until Clayton was in the water closet to do it. And as he was emerging, I put on the stockings, cotton union suit, and silk chemilette. I decided against the corset and bustle. Clayton's family would just have to accept me as I was, without embellishment. I didn't ask Clayton's permission, risking, I suppose, a spanking or some other form of punishment.

However, although he did watch me dress, he never commented one way or the other. In 1888, what a woman wore under her dress was mostly her business (in fact, as I later learned, very few husbands ever even saw the underwear their wives wore). I certainly was no longer shaping my body to please my husband, who preferred to see me without any clothes at all. So the only reason a woman my age would cinch her waist and enhance her backside was to impress other women, women who were doing the same thing. It all seemed very silly to me.

Once we were finally completely dressed, Clayton raised the shade on the window. I sat in the armchair, doing the best I could to keep from wrinkling my dress, and watched as the spectacular scenery rushed by outside. Once again, I marveled at the skill of the workers who carved a railroad out of the dense forest and low hills, while also building bridges across the numerous creeks and rivers.

To the west, the sun was just beginning its descent as we approached San Francisco. Because of the massive bay, the train had to take a circuitous route to get to the station. Clayton said that the engineers were planning a bridge across the narrow portion of the bay.

And then, suddenly, there was the vast Pacific Ocean, shimmering in the distance, a stretch of blue that seemed endless. Of course, from our home in Evanston, we could see Lake Michigan, and it seemed just as endless. However, we also knew, even though we couldn't actually see it, that the state of Michigan was on the other side, a relatively short ferry ride away. On the other side of the Pacific was China. And one needed a large ship and several weeks to reach it.

I must confess that, as I gazed out the window, my pulse quickened at the sights, and I began to get caught up in the great adventure upon which we were about to embark. At least for that short time, I forgot my fear and dread.

"Isn't it beautiful?" Clayton said, more as a statement than a question. He put his hand on my shoulder.

"Yes," I replied and put my hand on top of his.

Then we separated and gathered up our belongings, as we knew the trip was about to end and we would have to leave the compartment. I became melancholy all over again. Clayton pulled me into his arms and kissed me softly on the lips. "I love you," he said. "I want you to remember that, as you will need to be very brave over the next few weeks as we settle into our new life together."

I took several deep breaths to keep from crying. I didn't want Clayton's (and now my) family to see me with tears in my eyes or tear tracks on my face. "I'll try my best," I said.

He smiled. "I know you will."

I could feel the train slow, and I knew from the houses and buildings we were now passing that we would very soon be at the station. Clayton kissed me again and playfully patted my bottom, which was unprotected by a bustle. He picked up our two large travel valises when we both felt the train stop. "It's time," he said.

Suddenly, I felt very anxious. "Clayton, please don't leave me," I whispered as he was about to open the door to the compartment.

He flashed me a wide smile. "Katherine, it will be all right," he said. "I wouldn't and will not ever let anything bad happen to you." Then he paused and his expression changed slightly. "However, you promised to try, and I will hold you to that promise."

I nodded quickly and lowered my head, as I remembered the two spankings I had received already... stern reminders of his authority. Yes, I promised to try, and I had a pretty good idea what would happen if I didn't. I resolved to approach this new life as the adventure it was supposed to be.

A few minutes later, with Clayton in the lead, we were out of the car and onto the platform. All around us was chaos, people moving like ants after sugar. Clayton stopped on the platform and scanned every direction. He had just decided to transfer us into the vast depot when we both heard his name. "Clayton... Clayton Edwards."

Clayton once again craned his neck toward the sound of the voice. "It's Uncle Charles," he declared at last.

I too looked all around me and finally saw a very distinguished-looking man coming toward us. He wore a tan suit and bowler hat. Accompanying him were two younger men dressed as workmen. The man smiled broadly as he closed the gap, sidestepping several people in the process.

When he reached us, he extended his right hand toward Clayton. "Ah, Clayton. I cannot tell you how happy and glad I am to see you. Welcome to San Francisco."

I stood slightly behind my husband and gazed at Charles Edwards. He was nearly as tall as Clayton and broad-shouldered. He had an expressive face with two scars that ran parallel on his right cheek, compliments (as I later learned) of the Battle of Nashville, the same battle that had claimed the life of his brother.

For several seconds, uncle and nephew stood where they were, seemingly lost in the moment. Then, they both seemed to remember my presence.

"Uncle Charles, this is my wife, Katherine," said Clayton.

Uncle Charles once again extended his hand. But instead of gripping my hand as though he intended to give it a shake, he brought my hand to his lips and gently kissed it.

"Katherine, I quite remember you as a young girl," he said. "I can see that pretty girl has developed into a fine and beautiful young woman. My nephew is indeed the luckiest of men. Welcome to your new home"

I blushed with the compliment. I gripped Clayton's hand tightly. "Thank you, Mr. Edwards. But it is I who am lucky."

Uncle Charles' smile widened. "What is with this Mr. Edwards business? You are with family now, and I am your Uncle Charles."

I returned his smile. He did have a charismatic air about him, and I could very quickly understand why Leland Stanford had been so taken with him all those years ago. "Thank you... Uncle Charles."

"Sounds much better," he said. "Now, I know you are probably very tired after your long journey, so let's get you settled as quickly as we can." He paused and pointed to the two workmen standing behind him. "Mr. Daggett and Mr. Quinn will take care of your trunks and belongings. They will see to it that your things make it safely to your new home. You will accompany me in my carriage. We are due to have dinner at the house so you can meet Aunt Rose and your cousins, Emily and Constance. They are all very anxious to see you and get acquainted, especially Emily. After dinner, we will take you to your new home, which is very close to the house. Okay?"

Clayton tightened his hand around mine. It was the first time since we boarded the train in Chicago that I could tell he was anxious. "Very well, Uncle Charles. You lead the way." He gave the receipts for all the baggage to one of the workmen.

We followed Uncle Charles across the busy platform into the even busier depot. By the big clock inside, I could see that it was five forty-five, and trains were coming and going all the time, reminding me a little of Chicago. I was still clutching Clayton's hand as tightly as I could as we wended our way through the crowds of people. It was far too noisy to even attempt conversation.

A few minutes later, we were outside the depot and into the fresh air. I noticed almost immediately that the temperature was relatively cool for mid-July, and rather pleasant. The sky was mostly clear with the sun just beginning to descend somewhere over the Pacific.

As we neared the street, I could see carriages everywhere. Some were moving; some were stationary, obviously waiting for passengers. Uncle Charles led us to a large bright blue open carriage with two black horses in harness and a driver up on the high seat, long whip in hand. "Mr. Carson will drive us to the house," Uncle Charles said as he pointed to the carriage.

It was then I began to appreciate just how wealthy Uncle Charles was. I had grown up in one of the best houses in Evanston. We lacked for very little. But we didn't own a carriage or horses and had seen very few carriages or horses, even in Chicago, to rival the one Uncle Charles was directing us to.

Once we were settled in the carriage, with me in the middle, Mr. Carson skillfully navigated the carriage into the traffic. I watched, fascinated by everything I saw: buildings, streets, carriages, and people. I quickly realized that my new home was absolutely nothing like the one I left in Illinois. I became anxious and excited at the same time. This would, indeed, be an adventure. In my head, I was already composing my first letter to Mother.

For quite some time, Mr. Carson directed the horses and carriage over what appeared to be a main road, up and down low hills. We passed several strange-looking horseless trollies, which I later learned were cable cars. Finally, we turned onto a street upon which were some of the finest houses I have ever seen, two and three-storey mansions made of stone and wood, with high windows throughout.

We stopped in the turnaround of one of the smaller mansions. Clayton nudged me. "This is Uncle Charles' house," he said.

Yes, Charles Edwards was a very wealthy man; not yet a millionaire, but well on his way. I looked at my attire and immediately felt inadequate and a bit out of place. As I have said, I grew up in the house of a father who was well-respected and very successful. We were among the elite of Evanston society. However, although we had more than most in our town, we were, in truth, common people.

It was obvious at a glance that Uncle Charles, although he may have grown up as we did, now moved in a social group that I could only imagine. As the wife of his nephew, I would be introduced to this social group and expected to adapt and behave accordingly. In fact, it would be my responsibility to learn quickly so as not to embarrass my husband. Was I up to the task?


Chapter Eight

A young man dressed in a black and red uniform emerged from the very ornate front door. He moved quickly down the four broad steps and opened the door of the carriage. Uncle Charles stepped out first. I slid over, trying not wrinkle my dress. When I began to step out of the carriage, as Uncle Charles had done, the man in uniform held out his right hand to steady me. Once my feet were on the cobblestones, Clayton got out of the carriage.

As we ascended the steps toward the entrance, Mr. Carson drove away to what I later learned was a stable in the back of the property. I was also told later that there were four carriages and six horses in this stable and that the horses had been bred on a stock farm owned and operated by Leland Stanford himself. Luxury indeed!

We entered the house and gathered in the most ornate foyer I had ever seen. The floor appeared to be white marble. The walls were made of dark wood, most likely oak. A long winding stairway, also made of dark wood, was off to the left. To the right was a formal living room with plush chairs, a Persian carpet, and a fireplace with marble mantel. I had never seen anything like this before in my young life. I'm sure my mouth gaped slightly as I drank in the sight of so much opulence.

However, before I could see everything in the foyer, we were ushered into the living room where we were greeted by three women, obviously Aunt Rose and daughters Emily and Constance. They were elegantly dressed in such a way that made me immediately aware of the shortcomings of my own wardrobe.

Rose Edwards greeted us first. She embraced Clayton warmly and then took both my hands in hers. "Katherine, it is so wonderful to meet you at last. Welcome to our home. We look forward to getting to know you better and showing you our beautiful city. We just know you're going to love it here."

I smiled at her, all the while feeling totally inadequate and out of place, almost like a provincial, as we Midwesterners were sometimes called by those who happened to visit from places like New York City and Boston. "Thank you... Aunt Rose."

As I said the words, I found that I couldn't take my eyes off her, as she was truly beyond beautiful. Rather, she was, for lack of a better word, stunning, comprising the best elements of her mixed ethnicity. Her skin was absolutely flawless, her hair was black as coal and neatly coiffed, her eyes were china blue and very alert. Her lips were full and nicely turned up when she smiled, showing the edges of perfect teeth. Her body seemed petite but sturdy. Her hands were soft and unmarked by age and work.

I knew from Clayton's description of her that she was a true product of San Francisco with a social pedigree that went back to the turn of the century. Clayton had not been certain how she met Uncle Charles or how they ended up marrying. He only knew that the union assured her of a lifetime of comfort and wealth while providing him with the needed entry into the highest level of local society. However, Clayton also believed, from what he had witnessed for himself, that his aunt and uncle truly loved each other. Seeing it for myself made me appreciate all the more what I had in Clayton and grateful for the opportunity to engage with these remarkable people.

Aunt Rose stepped back a few feet and gestured politely toward the two younger women, just girls really. "This is Emily," she said, indicating a girl who appeared to be a younger version of herself. "From what Clayton has told us, I believe she is very nearly your age, having just turned seventeen."

Emily boldly held out her arms and practically pulled me into an embrace. "Cousin Clayton has written us so much about you, Katherine," she said. "I just know we're going to be the best of friends. Certainly, I will help you get acquainted with your new home."

"Thank you, Emily," I said.

"And this is our other daughter, Constance," Aunt Rose said.

I knew from Clayton that Constance was two years younger than her sister, although she did look a bit younger than fifteen. It was obvious at a glance that, although not unattractive, she had not inherited all of the best features of her mother. She looked at me and did a slight curtsy. "Pleased to meet you, Katherine," she said in a small voice.

I gave her my best smile, suddenly feeling much older than eighteen. In truth, Constance was the same age as my sister, Clara, with whom I had frequently argued, as sisters are wont to do. However, now, even though there was little more than three years separating us, Constance was clearly a girl and I was a woman in every sense of the word.

After the introductions, we were summoned to dinner by a very elegantly dressed man who appeared to be Chinese.

"Thank you, Mr. Wu," Uncle Charles said. He followed Mr. Wu through a wide doorway into an immense dining room, in the center of which was a solid oak table large enough to seat at least twenty. I had never seen anything like it before.

Aunt Rose took Uncle Charles's arm. I took Clayton's arm, and, like a small parade, we entered the room. Uncle Charles took his place at the head of the table and we took places around him on either side. As soon as we were seated, two Chinese women dressed in white uniforms began serving us. The meal consisted of chicken soup, small lettuce salad, roasted chicken and potatoes - simple and delicious. I was happy to find the food wasn't fancy or exotic. At least in that respect, Uncle Charles hadn't strayed too far from his origins.

Once we had eaten everything on the table, including an excellent dessert of white cake, and the dishes were cleared away, Uncle Charles pushed back his chair and looked around the table. "Well, this has been very pleasant," he said. "But no doubt the two of you would like to get settled." He turned to Mr. Wu, who had been standing off to the side. "Mr. Wu, would you please ask Lee to arrange for the carriage?"

Mr. Wu smiled stiffly. "Of course, sir." He disappeared through a door that led to the kitchen.

Uncle Charles stood up. The rest of us quickly followed. He led us into the living room. I gave it a closer examination, noting several oil portraits hanging on the walls. One in particular caught my attention as the subject looked very much like Clayton. "Clayton's father, Robert," Uncle Charles said. "We had it painted from a photograph our mother had. I believe it was taken in '62. The resemblance is remarkable, wouldn't you say?"

"Yes," I said, shifting my eyes back and forth between the portrait and my husband.

I glanced out through one of the high windows and noted that it was still light outside. In the distance, I heard the sound of horses' hooves on the cobblestones.

"I hope you and Clayton like your new home," Uncle Charles said. "We had it built last year on the edge of our property. The two of you will be the first to occupy it, although Mr. and Mrs. Chen have been taking care of it."

Before I could inquire as to whom the Chens might be, Aunt Rose took my hands in hers. "The Chens are your house staff and will look after you. They have a small house behind the cottage."

"Mr. Chen has been with me since our railroad days," Uncle Charles said. "He came over with a large group of Celestials in '67. We were bogged down in the Sierras at the time and definitely needed the labor. At first, the supervisors were a bit skeptical, but those Chinese men turned out to be excellent workers, much better than the Irish, I'm sorry to say. We never would have finished the railroad without them. Unfortunately, when the railroad was completed in '69, there was a lot of resentment against the Chinese, so much so that they had trouble getting jobs and finding places to live. I have hired many to work here at the house and some of my other properties. Mr. Chen has proven himself to be a very good and loyal worker. He saved his money and brought over Mrs. Chen in '74. They have one son, Lee, who is my stable boy. He lives here so he can go to school. I believe the Chens have some family members who live in Chinatown. Mr. Chen speaks very good English and knows the property better than anyone. Mrs. Chen is an excellent cook and housekeeper, but is very quiet and keeps to herself."

I was fascinated. I had seen a few Chinese laundries in Chicago but had never actually met a person from China... or anyone else from the Far East, for that matter. I resolved to get to know them better, to unravel the mysteries of their world which was so different from the one in which I had grown up. I would not think of them as servants but rather as friends and teachers, just as I had Mary back home, who had grown up in Ireland.

The front door opened and I could see Mr. Carson sitting in the seat of yet another, smaller carriage with only one horse in harness.

"We'll let you get settled in your new home," Aunt Rose said. "You are certainly welcome at any time. We will expect you for dinner on Saturday and you will accompany us to church on Sunday."

Uncle Charles smiled broadly. "And, Katherine, I promise I won't steal your husband away from you until Monday morning. But, I must warn you, Mr. Stanford and Mr. Huntington are very anxious to meet you, Clayton. We will have many pressing issues to discuss."

Uncle Charles then took both of Clayton's hands in his and gazed into his eyes. At that moment, it became very clear to me that he regarded Clayton not as a nephew but as a son, perhaps the son he could never have. It was also very clear that we would never again return to Evanston to live. San Francisco was now our permanent home.

Then, in a flurry of hugs, we exited the house and settled into the carriage Mr. Carson flicked the reins and we were off to our new home, which, as it turned out, was probably only a quarter of a mile distant.

Mr. Carson stopped the carriage in front of a two-storey wood frame house which, in truth, was not much smaller than the house I had so recently left. It was painted white with a solid red front door. The windows were graced with white lace curtains. All-in-all, it was a very pretty house, although certainly not what I would call a cottage.

Just as we were stepping out of the carriage, the front door opened. A Chinese man dressed in a dark suit emerged almost like a dream and descended the three steps to the driveway.

"Mr. and Mrs. Edwards, welcome," he said warmly and with only a trace of an accent. "Mr. Daggett has brought your baggage. Mrs. Chen and I have unpacked your things and put them in the dressers and wardrobes. Mrs. Chen has your bedroom ready for you."

"Thank you, Mr. Chen," Clayton said.

And that was the last of the conversation for the evening. We followed Mr. Chen into the foyer of the cottage that was to be our home. It wasn't quite as elegant as Uncle Charles's mansion, but it was cozy and lacked for nothing in the way of comforts. The kitchen and dining room were in the back of the house. The bedrooms were on the second floor. Mr. Chen told us that the house had a bathroom that was not yet operational, as the city was still working on the water and sewer lines. However, it did have a bathtub and a sink with a small pump. A narrow door connected with what would eventually be a water closet but was now an outhouse.

Mrs. Chen, who we only saw in passing, had done a wonderful job of putting away our clothes and other belongings. She even left us some sugar cookies and lemonade.

By nine-thirty, we were alone in our cottage, as Mr. Chen said goodnight, and he and his wife went to their own little house about a hundred feet behind ours. At first, Clayton and I just looked at each other. We were both very tired from the long journey followed by the excitement of meeting the family. However, as tired as we were, he did gaze at me with that look on his face, the look I had come to know so well.

He began to undress. "Well, Mrs. Edwards, shall we try out our new bed?"

I glanced at the bed with its double mattress and very inviting blue checked quilt covering and cotton sheets. I had to resist the temptation to simply lie down fully clothed and let sleep consume me. For the first time since Sunday evening, I very much wanted to refuse my husband, certainly not because I didn't love him or greatly enjoy his touch, but because I was just too tired to fully appreciate it.

I took a deep breath and offered Clayton a weak smile. "Please help me with my dress," I said.

We did make love that night in our new bed, which was clearly better than the converted bed in the sleeping car. But I can't say for certain that I enjoyed the experience, simply because I was barely awake. In fact, I don't remember Clayton finishing. I only remember him wrapping me up in his strong arms, making me feel so loved and protected.

We slept until the next morning, awakening with sunlight leaking in through the window. We kissed and smiled at each other. Clayton got out of bed and went to the window. "Well, Mrs. Edwards," he said. "Time to embrace the experience."

I laughed and joined him at the window, noting the view of the burgeoning city and the neighborhood referred to as Lower Nob Hill. In the near distance, we could see Uncle Charles's house and the stables behind it. We could also see more houses and mansions in the far distance. We could see all the way to Bush Street and make out a few carriages and people walking. The sun was bright, the sky mostly clear, and the temperature very pleasant, especially for late July.

As I stood at the window, completely naked (and unashamed), I heard low voices coming from downstairs and suddenly realized we weren't alone in the house. Mr. and Mrs. Chen were busy with their chores, perhaps cleaning, perhaps preparing food for breakfast. I blushed and nudged my husband. "We better get dressed before the Chens come up here."

Clayton nodded. "I almost forgot about them." He kissed me on the forehead, took my hand, and led me back to the bed, not quite ready to surrender himself or me to the constraints of life with a house staff.

As I laid back on the bed and let my husband possess me - while at the same time listening to the muffled voices downstairs - I felt very wicked and wanton. The sensation was delicious and one I've never been quite able to duplicate since that morning.


Chapter Nine

That Thursday and Friday, we spent exploring our new house and our new city. Mr. Chen showed us the property on which our cottage sat, along with Uncle Charles's mansion and stables. The property also contained several other small outbuildings which served in various capacities to support the household, the province of the very wealthy.

We also walked through the adjoining neighborhood known as Nob Hill, in which were the mansions of the extremely wealthy, men such as Leland Stanford and Collis Huntington. I could tell by watching Clayton that he saw himself occupying one of these small palaces someday.

We took our first ride in one of the many cable cars. These were similar to the streetcars I had seen in Chicago but didn't require horses. Clayton tried to explain to me how they worked but, in truth, I wasn't listening. Rather, I was just enjoying the experience of moving up and down hills over cobblestone streets and watching the people and buildings. We took one cable car to the Golden Gate and Presidio, and another to the ocean.

We avoided an area on the east part of San Francisco, that which bordered the massive bay and was generally referred to as the Barbary Coast. Clayton told me that, under absolutely no circumstances, was I to go there, especially without a man. "No place for a young Christian woman," he declared. He didn't explain why, which naturally made me very curious.

He also told me to avoid Chinatown for somewhat the same reasons. I wanted to ask Mr. Chen about Chinatown but decided to wait until Clayton went to work.

That Saturday evening, we had dinner with Uncle Charles, Aunt Rose, and their two daughters. Instead of chicken, we had shrimp. This was another new experience for me and a very delightful one. Uncle Charles said that the Chinese fishermen whom he employed, brought in fresh shrimp on a daily basis. Because both Clayton and I liked it, I resolved to ask Mr. Chen if he could obtain shrimp during his trips to the market.

On Sunday, we accompanied the family to Grace Cathedral on California Street. Even though it was only a few blocks away, rather than walk, we arrived in two carriages. I had never been to an Episcopal church before and was fascinated by the pomp and ritual.

After the service, Uncle Charles introduced us to two of the regular parishioners, Leland Stanford and William Henry Crocker. Both men greeted us warmly, shaking Clayton's hand and telling him that they would meet with him tomorrow. Mr. Stanford, by then an older man but one with obvious great energy, kissed my hand and bid me welcome to San Francisco. His wife, Jane, even invited me to tea at the Palace Hotel.

I was in absolute awe! In my young life, I had met a few prominent citizens at gatherings which my father, by virtue of his position, attended with his family. But this was Leland Stanford, former governor and current senator, founder of the Central Pacific Railroad, one of the richest and most powerful men in the country. All I could do was smile and say thank you.

Later that evening, as we were settling for the night, Clayton asked me how I was holding up. I told him I was tired but excited. I also boldly informed him that, if we were going to associate ourselves with such socially prominent people as the Stanfords and the Crockers, I would need an entirely new wardrobe, as the small collection of dresses I had brought with me was hopelessly out of style.

He listened politely and nodded in agreement. However, in truth, as a typical man, he had very little understanding of the demands society placed upon its women. And, although he didn't exactly spurn my request, he did inform me that, until he started getting paid, we had very little money and were basically being supported by Uncle Charles. Certainly, we had no money for any luxuries and, thus, it would be up to me to figure out how to update my wardrobe without the financial resources to do so. I went to bed that night disappointed but also resolved. I had been a bit worried about what I would do with my time since I had no children to attend and no housework to do. My first mission would be to manage my wardrobe.

Clayton was already gone when I woke up Monday morning. According to Mr. Chen, he ate breakfast at six-thirty, then walked to the mansion to accompany Uncle Charles to the San Francisco offices of the Central and Southern Pacific Railroads. Mr. Chen suggested that I probably wouldn't see my husband until after six o'clock in the evening. I tried to engage Mr. Chen in conversation; however, he seemed very busy with various household chores. I barely saw Mrs. Chen. I only saw the results of her work, which was impeccable.

After breakfast and a light bath, I dressed and decided to go for a walk, as the weather was beautiful, much more pleasant than what I had left behind in Evanston. As I was making my way to Bush Street, I encountered Aunt Rose and the two girls, also out for a stroll. They greeted me warmly and we walked on together. At some point, I did mention that I thought my wardrobe was inadequate and could they recommend a good dressmaker?

All three women clapped their hands with delight. "Of course, we know the perfect dressmaker," Aunt Rose exclaimed. "We will arrange for the carriage immediately and take you to meet Madam Marie."

For an instant, I felt euphoria. but then I remembered I had no money. How would I be able to afford a dressmaker? "Thank you, Aunt Rose," I said. "But... my funds are very limited."

Aunt Rose smiled and touched the side of my face. "My dear, you are my niece and my only nephew's wife, and as such, you needn't worry about money. We shall see to it that you are properly attired for every occasion. Now, go home and prepare for a full day devoted to being a woman of means."

I suddenly had another thought. "I will be home by six, will I not?" I asked. "Mr. Chen says Clayton should be back from the office by then."

Aunt Rose laughed. "My dear Katherine," she began, "you are so young and naïve. Our husbands probably won't be home until well after eight, if they come home at all."

"What do you mean, Aunt Rose?"

She chuckled. "Once the men start talking business, that's all they seem to care about," she said. "In truth, I don't presume to bore Charles with the details of managing a household and he doesn't bore me with the details of his various business interests. However, I do know, from conversations with Jane, that there is some kind of power struggle going on at the SP. Jane thinks someone is trying to force Leland out. That's why they're so eager to engage Clayton. Apparently, they need his young legal mind and expertise. He possesses knowledge not in abundance here."

I could feel my fairytale vision of the perfect life with my husband begin to shatter. "So... have I... have I lost my husband?"

Aunt Rose took my hands in hers. "Not entirely," she said. "But the demands on him will be great. You will need to understand that."

I nodded, remembering what Mother had told me about the responsibilities of being a wife. It seems I would be tested very early in my marriage. As the prospect loomed over me, the idea of spending the day obtaining a new wardrobe had lost some of its magic.

Aunt Rose seemed to sense that. She released my hands. "Now, stop your fretting. As a female member of the Edwards household, you have certain obligations. It is my responsibility and pleasure to prepare you to meet those obligations. As I recall, Jane invited you to tea, did she not?"

I absorbed her words as I would a bath in very cold water. But I knew she was right and I needed to adjust to my new life. "Yes," I acknowledged.

"Then let us make a day of it," she said.

We spent the better part of the day at Madam Marie's dress shop. I was fitted for six dresses along with various undergarments (no corsets or bustles, as both Aunt Rose and Madam Marie said they were falling out of fashion) and three pairs of shoes. When we left the shop, I was prepared for every possible social occasion, including tea with Jane Stanford at the Palace Hotel and an evening at the opera with my husband. I don't know how much Aunt Rose spent on my new wardrobe. I didn't ask. However, I was certain that she could afford it.

By the time I arrived home at nearly seven, I was tired but decidedly less depressed than I had been earlier in the day. As Aunt Rose predicted, Clayton had not yet arrived home from the office.

I ate a light supper prepared by Mrs. Chen and put on my dressing gown to await Clayton. He did finally arrive at nine o'clock. He appeared very tired, his bleary eyes reflecting his fatigue. He smiled when he saw me, sitting in our living room reading a book.

"How was your first day?" I asked, not really wanting to know.

He kissed me on the forehead. "Very stimulating," he said. He sat down next to me and proceeded to tell me all about the troubles at the Southern Pacific Railroad. I didn't understand any of it and only pretended to listen.

When he concluded his narrative, he rose from his chair, drank a glass of port, and announced that he was going to bed and that tomorrow would be another very long day. He didn't ask me about my day nor did he invite me to accompany him to the bedroom. Tears formed in my eyes as I watched him ascend the stairs like an old man. I felt as though I had lost the vibrant young man who had been my husband, just as I had feared.

But life goes on. For the next three weeks, we established a routine. Clayton went to work every morning before seven and came home around eight or nine at night Monday through Friday. On Saturday, he went to the office at eight and came home at six. On Sundays, we went to church with Uncle Charles and the family and later had dinner at their house.

I did accompany Clayton to bed, easing my naked body up against his, just as I had on the train. But only twice did he possess me, even though I was wantonly eager. The demands of the job were definitely taking their toll on him and, by extension, our marriage.

During this time, I have to admit, I began to grow restless. I spent time with Aunt Rose and Emily and Constance. But even their company proved tiresome. I was used to being busy and needed something to occupy my time other than teas and shopping and listening to gossip I couldn't follow.

One Tuesday in late August, Emily came to my door at mid-morning. She was alone. "Mama and Constance are running errands and will be gone for most of the day," she said once we were seated in the living room. "I was wondering if you would be interested in a little adventure."

My ears pricked up. I was pretty much ready for anything to relieve the tedium. "What kind of adventure?"

She gave me a sly smile and looked to either side of her. "One that must remain our secret," she said in a very low voice.

"Emily, you're being very mysterious," I said. "What is the adventure?"

Again, she looked all around her. "My Latin tutor, Miss Martin, has a cousin who lives near Pacific Avenue. Miss Martin says that her cousin, Lupe, is in need of money so she can improve her wardrobe and perhaps move away from that area. I said I would see to it. Miss Martin warned me about Pacific Avenue near the docks and tried to discourage me, to advance her the money instead, but I believe the two of us can take care of ourselves. What do you think?"

At that moment, I seemed to recall that part of Pacific Avenue was in the area known as the Barbary Coast, the area Clayton told me to never venture into, especially without a man. I was intrigued. "Have you ever been there?" I asked.

Her smile widened. "Twice... with Uncle Charles and Mr. Daggett to see one of the ships in the bay."

"Isn't that in the Barbary Coast?"

"Yes... but that's what makes this an adventure."

"Clayton said to never go into the Barbary Coast," I said. "He said it's no place for a decent Christian woman."

"Clayton will never find out," she said.

And that was that. Boredom was definitely clouding my judgment. "How would we get there and what should we wear?"

Emily threw back her head, rustling her long dark hair. "So you'll come with me?"

"Yes. I can't let you go into that area alone." That was my attempt, poor as it was, to rationalize defying my husband's orders. Somehow, I thought, my presence would protect his cousin from harm.

Emily clapped her hands and stood up. "Wear something... uh... simple, maybe your regular traveling dress. We'll go by cable car. I'll wait while you change."

About thirty minutes later, after a quick word with Mr. Chen, I accompanied Emily to the nearest cable car route. I felt giddy, almost like a young girl going out without my parents for the first time. No doubt we presented quite a sight, especially to the men: two young unaccompanied women riding the cable car toward the bay. I didn't wear gloves so as to make sure my plain gold wedding ring was clearly visible, as if that alone would somehow protect me from harm.

We got off the cable car when we reached the terminus near the wharves. The area was unlike any I had ever before seen. Men and ships were everywhere, and everyone seemed to be in a hurry. The shoreline was lined with the worst-looking derelict buildings, most of which advertised hard liquor and women. A few tired-looking women attired in old frilly dresses stood outside the doorways, beckoning to the men who walked by. I could only imagine what awaited the men who succumbed to their invitation.

As we walked, experiencing the leers of men dressed as workmen or sailors or layabouts, we realized very quickly that we didn't belong in the Barbary Coast. We also realized that Emily's plan had been poorly thought out. She wasn't at all certain where to find Lupe. We only knew that she lived somewhere near the wharves and worked at a place called the Boar's Hind End, apparently one of dozens of dirty purveyors of liquor and loose women - women who did with any man willing to pay what Clayton and I did because we loved each other. I wasn't sure I understood any of it.

After a short time, we started to become both discouraged and a little frightened. I was sure we were being followed by a group of intoxicated sailors. I turned to Emily. "Emily, we need to get out of here."

For the first time, Emily scanned her surroundings and nodded. However, before we could get our bearings, someone called our names.

"Miss Emily, Mrs. Edwards..."

We looked to the sound of the voice and saw Mr. Daggett standing on a pier across the street. We stopped and he approached, a look of grave concern on his face.

When he reached us, he looked us over. "Miss Emily, Mrs. Edwards. Are you all right? What are you doing here?"

Emily was about to speak, but I cut her off. "Uh... we were looking for the cousin of Emily's Latin tutor."

"Did you find her?" he asked.

"No, not yet," I replied.

He looked all around him. We noticed that the group of sailors had disappeared. "Well, you can't be here; you're not safe," he said. "We must get you home immediately."

I wasn't sure what he meant by 'we' until I saw, emerging from one of the ships docked at the harbor, Uncle Charles and my husband.

"What's the problem, Mr. Daggett?" Uncle Charles asked, obviously not yet seeing us.

"Sir, I found Miss Emily and Mrs. Edwards." He looked at us as though to apologize for giving us away.

"Emily and Mrs. Edwards?" Uncle Charles echoed.

"Yes, sir," Mr. Daggett replied. "I'm sorry, ladies," he whispered to us, no doubt understanding that, although safe, we were now in serious trouble with our menfolk.

Within seconds, both Uncle Charles and Clayton were at our sides. "My god, Emily, Katherine... what on earth are you doing here?" Uncle Charles asked.

"Uh... we were looking for the cousin of Emily's Latin tutor," I replied.

"Haven't I warned you to never ever venture into the Barbary Coast?" Uncle Charles said.

Emily hung her head. "Yes, sir."

Clayton took my arm. "And Katherine... didn't I also give you the same warning?"

I tried to look at him but couldn't. I knew I was in trouble. "Yes."

Uncle Charles turned to Mr. Daggett. "Mr. Daggett, will you see to it that they get home okay and then come back for us?"

"Of course, sir. The carriage is around the corner."

"Mr. Daggett will see you safely home," Uncle Charles said. "Then you and I will have a discussion when I get home."

"That goes for me, as well," Clayton said.

There were no more words after that. With our young pride shattered, we followed Mr. Daggett to the carriage and rode to our respective homes in silence. I didn't know for certain what fate awaited Emily when Uncle Charles came home, but I had a pretty good idea what Clayton would do. I spent the remainder of the afternoon brooding about it.

Clayton arrived home just after six. I was sitting in the living room. I had a book in my hand, but I was unable to concentrate on it. Before he approached me, he had a short discussion with Mr. Chen which resulted in them leaving the house. My heart sank, as I realized we were alone.

He came into the living room and sat down next to me. "I don't know what to say, Katherine," he began.

I opened my mouth to respond but he cut me off.

"Don't try to explain," he said. "Mr. Daggett said that you appeared to be in trouble... sailors and other wharf rats following you. I can't imagine whatever possessed you to go into that den of iniquity. But I'm going to make absolutely certain you think twice before even considering such an excursion ever again."

I tried to look at my husband, but once again couldn't meet his hard stare. "I... I'm sorry, Clayton." It was all I could say.

He nodded. "I'm sure you are," he said. Then he stood up. "As your husband and the head of this household, it is my responsibility to keep you safe and to guide you to remain safe. Do you understand that?"

"Yes."

"Right... go up to our bedroom and remove your clothing. Now." He clapped his hands for emphasis.


Chapter Ten

If there was ever any doubt in my young mind as to what I was about to experience, that doubt was erased. I suddenly remembered back to those times when Father called me into his library for punishment. "Yes, sir." The sir just came out naturally.

I rose from my chair and ascended the stairs. Once I was in the bedroom, I removed my dress and underwear. When I was naked, I stood by the bed to wait. In the back of my mind, I couldn't help wondering if Emily was suffering the same fate, or worse, since she was the one who had talked me into this ill-advised adventure.

A minute later, Clayton entered the room. I expected him to sit on the bed and order me over his lap, as he had done on the train. However, he didn't do that. Instead, he removed his heavy leather belt from his pants and doubled it. Clutching it tightly in his right hand, he looked at me.

"Bend over the bed," he ordered.

Now, I was no stranger to the belt, as Father had used it on me more than once. A belt whipping was certainly not something I ever wanted to experience again.

"Please, Clayton... I'm sorry. Not with the belt... please."

For an instant, I could see a look of uncertainty and anguish in Clayton's eyes. But then he hardened. "I have to make you understand, Katherine," he said. "Your father said this is the best way. Now, bend over the bed and let's get this over with."

So that was part of Clayton's discussion with Father - the most effective way to punish me. I would have been a little indignant if I hadn't been so frightened. Nevertheless, I knew in my heart that I had made a serious mistake accompanying Emily into the Barbary Coast. If it hadn't been for the timely arrival of Mr. Daggett, we may very well have come to grievous harm. We may have even put the three men in danger. Yes, I deserved to be punished for my folly.

Slowly, I bent my upper body over the bed with my feet touching the floor. I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything other than what was about to happen.

For what seemed like several minutes, nothing happened. I dared to open my eyes and saw Clayton standing off to the side, the doubled belt hanging loosely by his side. Of course, we never talked about it later, but I imagine he was having trouble bringing himself to punish me in such a harsh manner. The longer he delayed, the closer I came to raising myself up from the bed and going about my business.

No doubt he sensed that, because not long after I opened my eyes and began to shuffle my feet, he retracted the belt and struck my unprotected flesh. This first blow was a glancing one and not particularly painful. A few seconds later, he struck again with the same result. I remember thinking, he's not very good at this or he's afraid to hurt me. I had endured much harsher spankings from Father, who, with four children and a wife to keep in line, had significantly more experience.

But, unfortunately for me, Clayton was a quick learner. After four or five rather tentative blows, he seemed to warm to the task. The subsequent strikes of the belt were solid, singeing and stinging my flesh unmercifully. I closed my eyes and clawed at the bed cover. The pain began to overwhelm me, and I wondered how many strokes I would have to endure before Clayton believed I was punished enough. I wondered if he had even thought that out or was acting on pure instinct.

And the whipping continued, stroke after stroke. Tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. My chest heaved. Finally, as I neared the breaking point, I took a deep breath. "Please, Clayton... please stop."

He struck one more time. Then, I felt his hand on my bottom.

"Katherine, I'm sorry I had to do that," he said. "Have you learned your lesson?"

Although I wasn't sure exactly what lesson I was supposed to have learned, I certainly wasn't going to say that, especially with the pain from the whipping rippling through me.

"Yes, sir." Much to my relief, I heard him slip the belt back through the loops on his pants.

"You may stand up and face me."

Slowly, I managed to push myself up from the bed. When I was on my feet, I turned and faced my husband, resisting the temptation to put my hands over my wounded backside in some feeble attempt to rub out the sting. He looked at me, then gently pulled me into his arms. He kissed my forehead.

"Please, Katherine, don't ever make me do that again."

I gazed into his eyes and saw the pain and anguish he was experiencing. It doubled my own sense of shame. I rested my head on his shoulder and let the tears fall. "I'm so sorry, Clayton," I managed to say in a near whisper.

He lifted my chin and kissed me softly on the lips. I kissed him back, as I had a sudden vision of the first time he spanked me on the train. I remembered how I felt afterward, thoroughly chastised but also forgiven and loved.

I stood there in our bedroom, my naked body glistening. Gradually, the pain faded and I became, rather unexpectedly, filled with love and desire. I needed my husband to return that love and desire. I pulled back slightly.

"Clayton... please," I urged as I took his hand and wantonly placed it between my legs so there was no mistake as to what I wanted him to do. A small smile creased his lips. He allowed his hand to tenderly massage my private area until I was breathing more heavily. Then he simply scooped me up in his arms and set me down on the bed on my back.

Quickly, he removed his own clothes and lay down beside me. Not long after that, he got on top of me and possessed me. I nearly swooned from the pleasure of his touch.

He rolled off me and encircled me with his arms. We were both close to sleep when we heard voices downstairs. The Chens had returned, no doubt to see about dinner as the sun was beginning its descent. We opened our eyes, looked at each other, and laughed. My sin had been forgiven, and, at least for this evening, I had my husband and my lover back. It almost made our excursion to the Barbary Coast worth the risk we took and the whipping I endured - almost.

The next morning, I was surprised to find Emily at my door. She was alone. Once we were seated in the living room, she looked over at me. "Katherine, I... I'm sorry about yesterday," she said. "I... hope Clayton wasn't too hard on you for my sake."

I gave her a small, motherly smile. "It was my error in judgment," I said. "I'm the older and should have known better."

She returned my smile and actually chuckled. "Well, if my cousin acted as Father did, I don't believe either of us will be planning any further ill-advised adventures."

"No," I said. "Let us confine ourselves to our own neighborhood."

After that morning, Emily and I did become fast friends, bound together by the very risky adventure we had taken and the punishment we had received for taking it.

I did tell Clayton that I needed something to do with my time, that I was wasting away from boredom. He suggested several neighborhood projects, including some missions sponsored by the church and volunteer work at the local library. With the help of Aunt Rose, I involved myself in three projects that occupied my time. I also wrote Mother long letters describing my experiences in my new city. I did, however, omit the adventure into the Barbary Coast and especially Clayton's reaction to it.

As August gave way to September, I sought out more of a friendship with the Chens. I asked Mr. Chen to teach me some Chinese, which he did, rather reluctantly at first. He told me about Chinatown, which Clayton had forbidden me to visit, and his brother and mother, who were living there. The more he told me, the more curious I became.

Thus, on a cool Wednesday morning in mid-September, armed with a few Chinese expressions and nearly twenty dollars Clayton left me, I ventured into Chinatown in search of Mr. Chen's mother. I never found her; however, I did see exotic food and sights I had never before even imagined. I also saw men going into what I later learned were small dens where they could smoke opium.

As I moved through the streets, an unaccompanied woman, I nearly got lost. Fortunately, I was rescued by two sympathetic young Chinese men who could see at a glance I didn't belong there. I thanked them profusely and made my way home, certainly much wiser than I had been before.

Later that evening, Clayton confronted me. It seems he had heard about my little adventure into the forbidden territory, how he heard about it I never learned. First, he asked me if I was okay, which I was. Then, as with the aftermath of the Barbary Coast excursion, he ordered me upstairs to our bedroom.

I knew what was coming, so I didn't hesitate to remove my clothing and bend over the bed. This time, the belt whipping I received was more severe than the last one, Clayton obviously benefiting from his experience. I resolved at that point to control my behavior so as to avoid future encounters with the belt.

After the whipping, Clayton did hold me for quite a while. He told me how much he loved me and how he wanted to keep me safe. But we didn't make love, as we were both too tired.

I never again ventured into Chinatown alone, although I have since been there several times, either with my husband or with Mr. Chen. I have come to appreciate both the food and some elements of the culture.

Also, while boredom may have driven me to exercise lapses in judgment, I needn't have worried about it, as something else would soon occupy my time and attention.


Chapter Eleven

I awoke one morning about a week after my ill-advised excursion into Chinatown very queasy and sick to my stomach. I barely made it out of bed before I vomited. At first, I didn't think too much of it, thought that perhaps I had eaten some bad shrimp or was suffering from a common stomach malady. By afternoon, I felt perfectly fine.

However, when I experienced similar symptoms over the next two mornings, I decided to consult Aunt Rose. When I told her what was happening, she laughed and pulled me into an embrace.

"Oh, my dear Katherine," she said. "How long has it been since you last bled?"

I thought about that for a moment. In our polite society, women simply didn't normally discuss their periodic episodes of bleeding, even though it is something that all of us must endure until we reach an age when these episodes stop by themselves. I realized I hadn't had such an episode since before my wedding.

"July," I replied.

She laughed again and kissed me on the forehead. "My dear, you are with child."

No doubt my eyes widened and my mouth gaped. Being with child was about the last thing I expected to hear, although looking back, I don't know why. Before the wedding, I had certainly been naïve; however, I did have a basic understanding as to how babies were conceived. At least, I understood that babies were the result of men and women joining, as Mother had put it.

Since the wedding, Clayton and I had joined many times, so it should not have surprised me that one of the times we produced a baby.

"Aunt Rose, are you certain?"

She released me from the embrace and gazed at me for a long time. At last, she nodded. "You have a glow about you," she said. "Yes, I am certain. Congratulations. We must celebrate after you tell Clayton."

Tell Clayton? I wasn't at all sure how to do that. We hadn't discussed children at all. I assumed that he, like most men, wanted to produce an heir. But was he ready to take on the responsibilities of being a father? "How soon, do you think?" I asked.

"Sometime in April, I should imagine," she replied, kissing me again. "This is so exciting! We shall have to go shopping very soon. You will certainly need more suitable attire to accommodate the changes in your body."

Changes in my body? The idea of it sounded frightening. Even though I was the oldest of Mother's four children, I hardly remember when she carried Sammy. Naturally, I had seen other women in Evanston carrying babies, but I had no direct contact with any, as none in my social circle had yet married.

"What changes, Aunt Rose?"

She smiled. "Let's sit down, shall we?"

We sat in her ornate parlor and for the first time talked woman to woman. I learned very quickly that there is no greater qualification for full entry into womanhood than bearing a child. From her own experience, she described what changes I could expect, alleviating most of my fears-and stoking a few others. She ended by saying I needed to remain on my best behavior, to watch what I eat, and listen to my body. "Embrace the experience," she said.

That night, I told Clayton that he would be a father in the spring. At first, he was quiet, as though he was having trouble understanding what I was telling him. Finally, a huge smile broke over his face, and he embraced me and told me that he loved me and that I would be an excellent mother. We drank a glass of port to celebrate, then informed Mr. and Mrs. Chen. It was the first time I ever saw any emotion from Mrs. Chen. She smiled and nodded at me before lowering her head and slipping away. I thought I heard her whisper, "Hen hau," to Mr. Chen. I understood those words to mean very good.

As we were preparing for bed, Clayton kissed me again then became very serious. "Now that you are carrying our baby, you must behave as an expectant mother should at all times. Do you understand that?"

Yes, I understood it. I received the same instructions from Aunt Rose. However, they sounded somehow more ominous and yet nearly humorous coming from my husband, who had even less experience with the process of carrying a child than I had. This will definitely be an adventure, I thought.

The next morning, I wrote a long letter to Mother. Three weeks later, I received a reply congratulating both me and Clayton. Mother asked me to keep her informed as to my progress. She ended with, "Remember, dear, for the sake of the baby, you must remain on your best behavior at all times." I nearly laughed. Must be a conspiracy, I thought.

That fall I received more attention than I ever before had in my life, even on my wedding day. Aunt Rose checked on me every day and delighted in fussing over me and taking me shopping. No longer able to have children and having two daughters who were not yet married, through me, she was able to relive her own experience with pregnancy and childbirth.

Other women seemed to follow her example. Mrs. Chen became friendlier and more solicitous. I even got more attention from Jane Stanford. It seems, at least for a while, that I was the only young woman in our social circle in this delicate condition. I must admit, I enjoyed watching these wealthy older women debating the best foods for me to eat, what I should buy for the baby, and how soon we would know if the baby was a boy or girl.

For his part, Clayton also became more attentive and more protective, absolutely forbidding me to go out alone or to lift anything heavy. We still slept together every night, but we made love much less often. I felt perfectly fine and, in fact, desired his touch even more often than I had in the past (Aunt Rose predicted that), but he expressed a fear, silly as it was, that he would hurt the baby.

This fear, I unfortunately discovered, didn't apply to discipline. As I had been advised countless times, I was to be on my best behavior at all times. However, I was eighteen years old, little more than a girl, and, regardless of the fact that I was married and carrying a baby, I was bound to experience a lapse in judgment from time to time.

And whenever I did, Clayton was there with his well-used belt to set me straight. The worst whipping I received happened on January first. We had stayed up late to celebrate the arrival of the new year, 1889. Clayton allowed me one small glass of champagne. I was quite happy that evening, as I had my husband all to myself for nearly the entire day, something I hadn't had since our arrival in San Francisco, as he had become increasingly busy at the Southern Pacific.

Although I was entering my sixth month and was getting more rounded in the belly, I needed my husband to possess me the way he had last July and August. I told him so in terms that were not exactly polite. After some discussion, he did accommodate me and it was wonderful. And that should have been the end of it.

However, when he wasn't looking, I drank the remainder of the bottle of champagne, more than I had ever drunk before. I fell asleep in our living room, wearing only my dressing gown - and nothing else. When I awoke late the next morning, I felt sick enough so that Clayton and the Chens were very worried about me.

Later, when I was feeling better, Clayton confronted me. He had found the empty champagne bottle and realized I had drunk myself into a near-stupor. In his mind, I had risked harming the baby, and perhaps I had. I apologized and endured a serious belt whipping. For the remainder of my term, I never again touched a drop of alcohol in any form. I had, at least, learned that lesson, albeit the hard way.

On April 29, 1889, I gave birth to a healthy son that we named Robert Charles, after Clayton's father and uncle. Although he was extremely busy helping Uncle Charles and others attempt to untangle Leland Stanford's messy business affairs, Clayton was ecstatic. He showered me with love and attention and spent as much time as he could with his newborn son.

Uncle Charles was likewise ecstatic, proclaiming that Robert Charles (whom he immediately dubbed Bobby) looked like his brother. He seemed more like a grandfather than a great-uncle, which was only natural, considering the circumstances.

Mother and Father were equally excited when they learned, via telegram, they were now grandparents. Mother wrote me a long letter indicating that she would very soon plan a visit to the West Coast to see her new grandson. Unfortunately, the visit never happened due to various circumstances, including changes in Father's health.

A little over a month after Robert came into the world, Clayton and many other men in our community became even busier than they had been. On May 31, 1889, a dam burst in Pennsylvania, destroying the city of Johnstown. All of the railroads in the country were recruited to assist in the rescue and recovery. For its part, the Central/Southern Pacific ran a number of trains carrying grain and other food supplies to the stricken area

At least for a two or three week period, Clayton was asked to step outside his role as attorney and help coordinate the effort. I believe, if he hadn't been a new father, he would have also been recruited to travel east to assist with the transportation and distribution of the various items on the rescue trains. I understood, but I was also grateful that he was able to come home at night.

The remainder of that summer was uneventful as we once again settled into a routine. I suffered none of the well-publicized side effects of childbirth and motherhood. Bobby was a good baby, or at least so I had been told, and between Mrs. Chen, Aunt Rose, Emily, Constance, and a host of other older women, I had lots of help and attention, probably much more than I needed. I did note that Jane Stanford did not seem as solicitous as some of the other women. I asked Aunt Rose about it and learned that Jane's only child, Leland, Jr., died in 1884.

Sometime in July, my desire for Clayton returned. Although he was still quite busy assisting with the affairs of the troubled railroad along with other associated business interests, Clayton was quite happy to accommodate my desire for him. I have since learned, from talking with other wives and mothers, that far too often the husbands become detached from the marital bed, especially following the birth of a child, and seek their release elsewhere.

Certainly there was no lack of opportunities in San Francisco, as the city seemed to be bustling with women perfectly willing to accommodate wayward husbands for the right price - or any kind of man, so I was told. I was grateful that my desire was genuine. I had already lost some of my husband to the Southern Pacific Railroad. I was not anxious to lose more of him to the temptations of the Barbary Coast. Nor was I particularly anxious to risk punishment for denying him.

While our lovemaking never quite rose to the level we had achieved in the days following our wedding (it never does, of course), I believe we both found it sufficiently satisfying to sustain our interest in each other, especially since we were both young and healthy.

By that autumn, our lovemaking began to taper off a bit. However, it was enough. In mid-November, as we were beginning our preparations for Thanksgiving, I woke up sick to my stomach and vomiting. This time, I didn't need to ask Aunt Rose what my symptoms meant. At the age of nineteen, I was once again with child, this one due around the end of June. Also, this time, I didn't need anyone to tell me to be on my best behavior.

Somehow, I saw myself in a race to out-produce Mother, who'd had four children by the age of twenty-five. She was excited for me, but had her own concerns with my three younger siblings and Father, whose health was apparently not improving. When I learned this, I did have a strong desire to go back to Evanston and to show off little Bobby to my family.

My opportunity came in February of 1890. Mother wrote me that Laura was getting married to Tom Carpenter in March. The family very much wanted me to attend the wedding, if possible. After consulting with Clayton, who could not spare the two weeks necessary for the trip, and assessing my condition (nearly six months along but still quite healthy), I decided to make the long journey back to Evanston, taking Bobby with me.

Using his connections on the railroad, Clayton was able to secure for me and our son a luxurious accommodation in a sleeping car on the fastest train moving east. I was grateful for that, as it made the three-day journey much more bearable.

We arrived in Evanston on Wednesday, March 12, and one of the first things I noticed was the cold. Although it was less than two years since I left Evanston, I had become quite accustomed to the mild weather on the West Coast. I also noticed the snow on the ground and realized very quickly that the shoes I brought from San Francisco were inadequate for this climate.

My family greeted me warmly and took to Bobby immediately. For his part, Bobby, very much used to being 'passed around', seemed to enjoy the increased attention, especially after three days on the train.

I did discover that Father's health was a source of concern. It seems his previously healed war wounds were causing him trouble and great pain. He would be able to escort Laura to the altar on the wedding day but little else. He had turned over much of his business to Laura's fiancé, Tom, the year before. I was very sad to see the deterioration of this once robust man but also grateful that he was able to hold his grandson and that others in the community, including his soon to be son-in-law, were taking care of him.

On Thursday, two days before the Saturday afternoon wedding, Laura and I had the opportunity to talk alone. Although she was now three months older than I had been when I married, I still regarded her as my little sister. Realizing that she probably got the same response from Mother than I got, I asked her if she had any questions regarding marriage.

She did ask me a little about the wedding night. I nearly laughed as I recalled my own fears and concerns. I learned from her that Tom, like Clayton (who had been Tom's friend) was a good and solid man who probably lacked any real experience with women.

I asked her if she had any notion of what would be expected of her both as a wife and, more specifically, on her wedding night. She acknowledged that she understood she and her husband would have, what she referred to as, relations, although she wasn't exactly certain what was meant by that.

I described in polite terms the meaning of relations and assured her that she and Tom would figure it out and that she might even come to enjoy it, especially if Tom was gentle with her. I also added that it would be Tom's right and responsibility to apply discipline if he believed it necessary and that the discipline could be very similar to what Father had applied to us. Naturally, she asked if Clayton ever disciplined me. I blushed slightly, I'm sure, when I answered yes, but not very often.

We concluded the long discussion with a sisterly embrace and my wish that she and Tom have as loving and satisfying a marriage as Clayton and I enjoyed.

On that Saturday afternoon, with the sun shining brightly over the cold lake, Laura and Tom were married in the same church in which Clayton and I married less than two years before. She looked beautiful in her new wedding dress. Mother also looked both stately and beautiful. Father was able to escort Laura down the aisle, although he walked very slowly. Bobby behaved himself nicely.

After the wedding, Laura and Tom took the train to Chicago in order to spend five days in the famous Palmer House Hotel. We said our goodbyes at the station as I was scheduled to begin the return trip to San Francisco on the following Tuesday. We promised to write each other often but knew in our hearts that we probably wouldn't, as we became more and more involved in our own lives. Sadly, I was right about that.

On Tuesday morning, Bobby and I boarded the train bound for Chicago. Mother, Father, Clara, and Sammy saw us off at the Evanston station. We hugged and expressed our love for each other. I had tears streaming down my face as I found my seat on the train and settled Bobby next to me. I had a strong feeling it would be the last time I would see Father alive. I was right about that too.

Our journey back to San Francisco proved as uneventful as our journey to Evanston. By the time we arrived on Saturday, I had stopped crying and looked forward to seeing Clayton and my new family, who were gathered at the station to greet me and escort me and Bobby back to our home. Even the Chens were happy to see me and the baby.


Chapter Twelve

After our return from Evanston, my life resumed its well-established routine with Clayton now working six long days a week and me becoming more and more uncomfortable as the baby inside me continued to grow. I filled my time writing letters to Mother and to Laura. Mother wrote back on occasion. Laura responded only twice, as she became very busy assisting Tom with Father's business. In her last letter, dated June 5, she did mention that she and Tom were getting along fine and that my advice proved to be both useful and accurate.

I remained on my best behavior so as not to risk punishment (by the time I was nearly ready to deliver, I noted that it had been more than eight months since my last encounter with the belt. I was definitely on my best behavior!).

On August 1, 1890, I gave birth to a healthy girl, whom we named Anne Rose, after Mother and Aunt Rose. Everyone was very happy, especially since our second born was a girl. Everyone, that is, except for little Bobby, who, at fifteen months old, was now being replaced as the baby. I thought I understood how he felt.

As any young mother can no doubt attest, having two babies to care for is not an easy task, even with lots of help. After I recovered from the birth, I was tired nearly all the time and was subject to moodiness. I had no desire for my husband whatsoever. Fortunately, he seemed to understand and didn't insist or punish me for denying him.

Clayton was also extremely busy during this time. Apparently, Leland, who was also a senator, was locked in a bitter dispute with his former partner, Collis Huntington, over the leadership of the Southern Pacific Railroad. To make matters even more complicated, Uncle Charles became more involved in side endeavors, such as shipping and transportation, so Clayton was left to handle all of the legal affairs. He even had to make frequent overnight trips to Sacramento. Once again, I felt like I was losing my husband.

As 1890 rolled into 1891, Clayton's business affairs began to ease and he was able to be home more. In January, he even found the time to escort me to the theater and to the opera. When we arrived home from a rousing production of Carmen, little Annie and Bobby were safely asleep. We each drank a small glass of sherry and rediscovered each other, going to bed together and making love more than once during the night.

We awoke on that Sunday morning refreshed and in love again. I felt young and alive, remembering that, while I was a mother of two, I was still only twenty years old, although nearly twenty-one.

The rekindled spark ignited into a flame of passion, because for the next two months or so we made love as often as we could. Making love, that is, until the morning in late March when I awoke sick to my stomach and vomiting. I both laughed and cried at the same time as I realized I was with child for the third time, this one probably due in early November.

Clayton and I, along with the rest of the family, took this in stride, nothing to get particularly excited about. Mother wrote me that she was happy for me; however, in the same letter, she announced that Laura and Tom were expecting their first, due probably sometime in August.

While I felt truly excited for my sister, I also couldn't help feeling just a little envious. Laura's new baby would receive all the attention. Mother had only met Bobby once and had never even seen Anne Rose. It did make me wish I could visit Evanston again. However, with two very young children and another on the way, a three to four day journey simply wasn't possible.

And so spring gave way to summer. I spent as much time as I could with Emily, who had by now blossomed into a beautiful young woman of nineteen (going on twenty), still unmarried and, much to Aunt Rose's chagrin, not particularly interested in marriage or even men. In fact, she spent a considerable amount of time at the library reading as much as she could about suffrage and women's rights. She was both headstrong and determined to do more than dedicate her life to bearing children and serving a husband.

During this stretch of months, Clayton became moodier. Whereas he had been rather enthusiastic with regard to his work, he now appeared more and more disenchanted. When I asked him about it, all he said was that he didn't care much for what the Southern Pacific appeared to doing in the way of squeezing out its competition. Once he even made the statement that he didn't come to the West Coast to become a robber baron. He said that he was tempted to pack up and move back to Illinois.

I knew he didn't mean it, that, in fact, he had too much time and effort invested in the business at hand to simply walk away from it. Still, as much as I had adjusted to our life in San Francisco, as a dutiful wife, I would have supported his decision. Fortunately, it never came to that.

On November 10, 1891, we were blessed with another healthy girl. We named her Daisy Jane. Our cottage, which had seemed so large and empty when we moved here, was now getting rather crowded and noisy. And poor Daisy was greeted with far less fanfare than the two that preceded her. Because Clayton was now earning an excellent salary, we were able to hire a girl to live with us and help with the children, thus easing my burden, although I'm not so sure the Chens were happy about the arrangement.

And I couldn't blame them. When we moved here in July of 1888, we were only a newlywed couple. In the three and a half years since, we had expanded to six. Plus, given the fact I was only twenty-one and healthy, there was a good chance we would add more in the future.

Marie, the girl we hired, did prove to be a great asset. She was a hard worker and, having come from a relatively poor background, dedicated herself to our family. So much so, in fact, that she remained in our employ even after she met and married a sailor who made frequent trips back and forth to the Far East.

By January 1892, Clayton was becoming increasingly unhappy with his role as attorney for the SP. He had frequent private discussions with Uncle Charles, but rarely shared the contents of these discussions with me. I did get the sense that he was leaning more and more toward leaving the SP, but, with a growing family to support, needed to find another opportunity before making the break.

San Francisco has always been a city that prided itself on its resilience and adaptability. As I moved through my neighborhood, noting the fine houses and parks, the buildings and the commerce, the cable cars and the cobblestone streets, I sometimes found it hard to believe that a mere fifty years before, this entire area had been a virtual wilderness, little more than a Mexican outpost.

Then for the next twenty years, the city endured the arrival of tens of thousands of miners, desperate criminals, corrupt politicians and unscrupulous businessmen, and fires. Even this new decade of the 1890s saw its share of issues and changes as a new order gradually replaced the old order.

Much of what I knew of the history of my adopted city I learned from Aunt Rose, who was herself a descendant of the early Californios, wealthy Mexican landowners who had been rudely displaced by the 1849 gold rush.

Thus, in spite of the boom-or-bust nature of San Francisco, I was confident that both Clayton and Uncle Charles would be successful, even if they ventured away from the security of the SP and its associated businesses. Anyway, I tried not to worry too much about it. As Mother instructed me, my role was to support my husband and not ask questions.

During this time, I tried very hard not to cause any trouble, to remain on my best behavior. In truth, I had little time for anything else with three children to care for and a household to manage. Besides, with so many people in the house, punishment would have been difficult to keep private. Over the ensuing months and years, I nearly forgot that Clayton had, on occasion, punished me.

Our lovemaking had also stopped - not so much by choice but by neglect and sheer fatigue. Of course, I still loved Clayton, and I knew he loved me and was not spending his evenings in one of the many notorious brothels. Occasionally, when we were in bed together, I felt a slight tingle of desire for my husband, but the tingle wasn't strong enough to overcome my sense of exhaustion.

I believe we might have proceeded this way for the remainder of our lives. However, Clayton opened the door to renewing our love affair by surprising me on my twenty-second birthday. In spite of his heavy workload and his increasing anxiety, he obtained two tickets for the opera. That evening, we saw Barber of Seville. Then, after the performance, instead of going home, Clayton took me to the Palace Hotel for a late dinner. After dinner, he secured a room where we spent the night in luxury.

During the night, we both felt so roused and stimulated that we did make love twice. As with the year before, we rediscovered each other and began to look for opportunities to continue our renewed love affair. And as before, our affair ended with me getting sick to my stomach near the end of May. I was expecting a fourth child in the new year.

Things were now getting serious in the Clayton Edwards household as we tried to prepare for the arrival of yet another child. Clayton and Uncle Charles took time away from their businesses and found a larger house for us on Sutter Street. Uncle Charles, now even wealthier than he was before, advanced Clayton the money to purchase a recently abandoned twenty-room house with a small carriage house in the back.

We moved into our new home in August of 1892. The Chens reluctantly came with us and moved into the refurbished carriage house. I could tell by watching Clayton that he was getting closer to realizing his dream of being a wealthy man and a pillar of society. And for a time he seemed content with both his family and his position with the SP.

But things can change quickly. On January 6, 1893, after a difficult and protracted labor, I gave birth to our fourth child, a boy we named William Scott. He was healthy but small, probably two weeks early. I had quite a bit of bleeding following the birth and was bed-bound for three weeks. This mild scare made me realize that, although I was still a young woman, bearing four children in as many years had taken its toll on my body. For the first time in my married life, I began to think about ways I could prevent having a fifth child.

Then, to complicate matters, the nation experienced a financial panic near the end of February. This affected San Francisco and Clayton's business. Fortunately, Uncle Charles had insulated himself against the possibility of ruin. However, he and my husband experienced several months of anxiety. I did learn later that both had been quietly investing in small businesses that were just beginning. These included lumber, retail operations, and electricity.

These investments proved to be fortuitous, because in June of 1893, Leland Stanford died. Although certainly saddened by the passing of such a great man, his death further complicated the business dealings of the SP. Now extremely frustrated and disenchanted, Uncle Charles sold his remaining interest in the SP and devoted his full attention to his other investments.

Likewise, Clayton severed his relations with the SP and followed Uncle Charles, becoming more intimately involved in a risky retail operation that was attempting to gain a foothold in San Francisco. He seemed happier with both the change and the challenges his new position presented. However, for me, it meant he was gone even more than he had been before, leaving me to manage the household and care for our four children. With all this responsibility and the absence of my husband, at least I didn't have to worry about having a fifth child.

Our life became even more complicated, although a bit more interesting, as 1893 came to a close. What was called the Midwinter Exposition of 1894, the creation of the San Francisco Chronicle, was set to open in Golden Gate Park. One of the attractions was the Tower of Electricity, highlighting the new phenomenon. As Clayton and Uncle Charles had invested in electricity, they were both involved in this endeavor (which paid off in a big way after the Exposition closed).

Our entire family, including the four children, the Chens, Marie, Aunt Rose, Emily, and Constance, visited several times and enjoyed ourselves immensely. It was good to see that San Francisco was on the move again. And even better to know that my husband was a part of it.


Chapter Thirteen

But with increased prosperity often comes tedium and boredom, the curse of monotony. With the dawning of 1895, Clayton was away from home much of the time, off with Uncle Charles, seeing to their investments and expanding their holdings. This left me alone much of the time and largely unsupervised.

The children, although still quite young, were getting older and easier to care for so that between Marie, Mrs. Chen, and Aunt Rose, I had much less day-to-day responsibility. I began to look for opportunities to occupy my time.

I increased my involvement in our church, but found little satisfaction there, as most of the women I volunteered with were much older and more settled. I remained mostly because Clayton believed our association with the church and its predominantly wealthy congregation gave him credibility and social standing. Naturally, I didn't disagree with him. In fact, I knew he was right and that such status was important.

I also became more involved in the local library. It was there that I found Emily on most days. In early 1895, now nearing twenty-four, she remained unmarried and seemed interested only in women's rights issues, in which she could afford to indulge because of a small trust Uncle Charles had established for her. By this time, Aunt Rose and Uncle Charles had given up trying to persuade her to accept her place in the San Francisco upper crust, although they did advise her against investing her time in radical political movements.

As Clayton became aware of Emily's rather liberal leanings, he warned me to keep my distance, fearing that any association with her beyond that of a family member might jeopardize our standing in the community.

While I understood his concern, I couldn't help thinking that maybe Emily was right about some things. After all, in 1895, women couldn't vote in California. Likewise, even though I was living in a comfortable home and lacked for very little, I had no money which was mine alone and, in fact, owned nothing. I was completely dependent on my husband. This arrangement had not served me poorly. Nor had it my mother before me. However, I could understand how having a bit more independence could serve me and other women better.

In secret, I began reading The Woman's Journal. I resisted joining the National American Woman Suffrage Association, of which Emily was a proud member. But, as 1895 came to a close, I did attend a few meetings and listened to speeches made by Ida Husted Harper. I made absolutely certain Clayton never found out.

Things came to a head in March of 1896. Against my better judgment, I accompanied Emily to a large suffrage movement event at the City Hall. Apparently, some of the women from our church saw me there carrying a sign. One of the women told her husband, who told Clayton.

After five years of staying out of trouble, I now found myself in front of my angry husband, shame-faced and contrite, facing the prospect of certain punishment. After dinner that evening, he quietly ordered me to our large suite on the second floor of the house. Then, I later learned, he instructed Marie to take the children out for a small excursion before bed.

I knew better than to protest and went straight to our bedroom. I was sitting by the window when Clayton entered. He had calmed a bit but still had an angry look on his face, a look I hadn't seen in several years.

"I won't bother to ask for an explanation," he began, his eyes never leaving me. "Didn't I warn you not to get involved with Emily's politics?"

I tried to look at him but couldn't. Instead, I focused my gaze on the floor. "Yes, sir." I hadn't addressed him as 'sir' since the last time I was punished.

He sighed as he continued his relentless stare. "Well, some damage has been done to our reputation," he said. "But I believe the damage can be repaired if..."

He paused and I swallowed hard, left momentarily to wonder what would follow the if-certainly nothing pleasant, of that I was certain.

He took another deep breath. "If from now on you are contrite and the very model of a housewife and mother in our community. I believe, in order to assure that, I must punish you rather severely, make you understand that you have a place in our society... and that place does not include being seen in public carrying signs and parading with hordes of other women agitating for a cause, no matter how worthy that cause might be. Do you understand that?"

I confess that at that moment, I was experiencing a mixture of emotions. I did feel a bit fearful and ashamed. I also couldn't help thinking that, here I was, a twenty-six-year-old woman, wife of a prominent man, and mother of four, about to be punished for disobeying her husband and being an advocate for women's rights. I should have been more than a little angry over the irony and inherent injustice in that.

However, I also realized that my husband was right to an extent. I was the wife of a prominent man. And, as such, I had a responsibility to accept my role in the society to which we now both belonged and from which I benefited. That society had not yet embraced the issues important to the NASWA. And, while I was certainly free to believe whatever I wished, I was not free to publicly march with other women in support of those beliefs.

Thus, by punishing me, Clayton was, in a sense, protecting me from myself. And I further realized, unlike Emily, I wanted my husband to protect me and that by marching with Emily and the others, I was, perhaps, secretly seeking his attention, even though that attention included punishment.

"Yes, sir," I replied in a small voice.

"Very well," he said. "Now, we haven't had to do this for a long time. And I had hoped after the last time that we would never have to do it again. And yet, here we are. So, let's get it over with. Please remove your dress and undergarments and bend over the bed."

The proverbial moment of truth, I thought. I certainly didn't want to be whipped, but I knew there was little point in attempting to delay it. While I was undressing, I could hear him remove his belt from his pants. The all too familiar sound filled me with dread.

Now naked, I bent my upper body over the bed. In my mind, I remembered previous whippings I had received. I shuddered involuntarily and closed my eyes. I dug my fingers into the quilt.

In spite of the five-year gap between whippings, Clayton hadn't forgotten how to use the belt. The first strike landed directly across the center of both my quivering cheeks. The second, which was even harder, landed just below the first. I gasped as the pain rippled through my body. I wondered how many strokes Clayton would believe were sufficient. I personally believed two were more than enough.

Over the next few seconds, it was obvious that Clayton didn't share my belief as he continued a relentless assault on my unprotected backside, stroke after stroke after stroke until I was sobbing, tears streaming down my face.

I wanted to protest, to beg him to stop, but I couldn't find my voice. All I could do was hold my position and cry. He was definitely serious about punishing me severely. This whipping was worse than any I could remember.

Then, at last, he stopped and set the belt down beside me on the bed. He approached me from behind and gently rubbed my bottom. "Katherine, please stand up and face me," he said in a tender voice.

Slowly, as if in a trance, I pushed myself up. He reached out, took my hand, and helped me in a standing position. I immediately fell into his arms. He held me up and kissed me on my sweating forehead.

Then, when my crying began to slow a little, he cupped my chin and lifted my face to meet his. "Katherine... are you all right?"

It was a kind of a silly question considering what I had just endured. I opened my eyes and saw the concern reflected on his face. "Yes," I muttered.

"I'm sorry I had to do that," he said. "I love you. You know that, don't you?"

"Yes."

He stroked the side of my face and brushed away a few stray tears. "I want you to know that I don't necessarily disagree with the suffragists... which is why I haven't argued with my cousin or forbidden you to go to those meetings with her."

So, I thought, all along he knew what I was doing! I thought I had been so discreet.

"But," he continued. "Unless you are fully prepared to sever your ties with our community and join those women in their crusade, you need to stop associating with them. Find another more noble cause closer to home. Is that clear?"

Yes, it was very clear. I knew at that moment I wasn't ready to commit myself to Emily and the members of the NASWA. "Yes, sir."

He pulled me closer and kissed me again, this time on my blushing cheeks. "I know that I must assume some responsibility for your behavior," he said. "I've been away from home far too much. I have neglected both you and the children in my pursuit of more wealth." He paused and kissed me again, brushing my lips with his. "I want you to know that I intend to correct that error in judgment, starting this evening." He released me from the embrace and took a step back. He flashed a wide smile. "Mrs. Edwards, I sincerely hope we haven't forgotten how to love each other."

As I looked at my husband, noted his very sincere facial expression, an expression that radiated both love and need, I practically melted. It had, indeed, been a long time since we had last made love, the consequence of our busy life and my fear. And it was that fear that made me hesitate. "Clayton, I... love you and want very much to accommodate you. But..." I paused, not knowing exactly how to proceed.

"Katherine, what is it?"

I took a deep breath and stroked his fingers. "I... I'm so afraid to have another child. I had so much trouble with Billy."

He took my hand in his, raised it to his lips, and kissed my fingers one by one. "I thought of that," he said. "But we are still young. We can't go the rest of our lives and not act on our love for each other. I believe I know what to do. You must trust me and trust that God is looking out for us. Can you do that?"

Once again, I peered into his blue eyes and felt the love. Yes, I could trust him. I would have to. I reached up and kissed him hard on the lips, allowing that to pass as my answer. After the kiss, I lay down on the bed on my back and waited.

In what seemed like only an instant, Clayton, now naked, was beside me. I won't go into detail, except to say that his skilled and persistent touch caused me to shudder with a delight I hadn't known for many years. The delight was so thorough and intense that I would have gladly risked being with child just to feel him inside me.

And I did feel him, felt both his lust and his love. And, as it turned out, all without the result I so dreaded. I'm not at all certain what he did to prevent that result, but it was effective. I fell asleep in the nest of his arms, vowing to never again do anything to displease or dishonor him or our family. Let Emily and the others agitate for women's rights. My husband and my family were my world, and I was content with that.

After that night, I never again went to a meeting with Emily or read anything related to the NASWA, which turned out to be a good thing, because ultimately the movement failed in California, much to Emily's disappointment. She turned her attention to other pursuits, other causes. She never did marry.

Clayton kept his promise to travel less and be home more, to let Uncle Charles handle the tougher parts of their business interests. And as San Francisco grew, we grew along with it. Clayton and I did fall in love again, and I endeavored to become, as Clayton insisted, a model housewife and mother to our four children.


Chapter Fourteen

For the next four years, I lived my life as though in a bubble, letting outside events happen as they would. The children remained healthy and grew normally and happily. By 1898, all were in school, progressing well and making friends with other children in our community. Marie left our employ when her husband took a job on one of the ferries so he could be home with his family. On occasion, they did visit us with their own young children.

Back in Evanston, both Clara and Sammy married and stayed in Evanston to work in Father's growing business. Father's health worsened. He passed away in August of 1899. Clayton was able to accompany me and the children to the funeral, which was one of the largest Evanston had ever seen. Father was indeed beloved and his loss was felt by all who knew him.

Fortunately, Mother recovered from the loss of her husband. She sold their house and moved in with Laura and Tom to help care for their three children. At times, I wished I could visit my family more often, but mostly I didn't. San Francisco was my home, and I really couldn't imagine living anywhere else.

As the days and months passed, I involved myself more and more in the church and library, not inviting any controversy or issue... until October of 1900 when the library received three copies of a new and very controversial novel, The Awakening by Kate Chopin.

As I have indicated before, San Francisco has long prided itself on its embrace of the new and controversial. However, as I leafed through the pages of The Awakening, I felt that it wouldn't find such ready acceptance among the very conservative members of my community.

I made the mistake of reading and re-reading the novel instead of simply shelving it as far from the other books as possible. I even discussed its merits openly with a few of the library patrons, risking damage to my reputation and our standing in the community, as my apparent embrace of the novel was certain to cast aspersion on both me and my husband.

Given my previous experience with the suffragists, I should have realized that eventually Clayton would find out that not only had I read a novel that was generally shunned by our social circle, but that I was openly discussing its content and actually recommending it to other women.

When he did find out, having been informed by one or two rather irate husbands, he confronted me. "Katherine, did you read that novel by what's her name... uh, Chopin, I believe?"

I saw no point in lying. "Yes, I read it. The novel is The Awakening."

He nodded. "And have you discussed it with others?"

"Yes, I have." At this point in my life, I felt relatively secure and confident. After all, I was now a thirty-year-old woman and mother with fairly deep roots in the community.

He nodded again. "And have you recommended it to other women?"

In spite of my confidence, I swallowed hard. Here it comes, I thought. "Uh... yes... but..."

He didn't let me finish. "I want you to know that I read the book," he said.

Uh oh, I thought.

"And, while I suppose it does have its place, I don't believe that place is in our community. My goodness, the novel advocates a wife leaving her husband, having a steamy affair with some libertine. Hardly the kind of thing our women should be reading."

"But, Clayton, Edna suffers for it in the end," I argued, knowing I was only digging a deeper hole for myself and that the only way out of that hole would be a whipping.

Unfortunately, I was right. My twelve years as a supportive and obedient wife and mother weren't enough to mitigate this offense.

Clayton stiffened. "As you know, you are certainly free to read whatever you wish," he said. "But, as a respected member of our society, you are not free to incite the level of controversy that you have. My goodness, everyone is talking about it... everyone. Our reputation and standing are near ruin."

I knew what that meant. And I have to admit, Clayton was a fair and liberal-minded husband in an age when such were relatively rare. But he did have his limits. Our reputation and our social standing were extremely important to him. I hung my head and said, "I'm sorry, Clayton."

"So am I," he said. "You were doing so well. I certainly never thought I would have to punish you again."

Neither did I, but here I was, gazing down at the floor and feeling like a little girl who had displeased her father. "Clayton... I'm sorry. Is punishment really necessary? I won't do it again."

He huffed. "I know you won't do it again, Katherine. I intend to make very sure of that. Now, I know it's been a while, but I believe you remember what to do."

Yes, I remembered, somehow silently grateful that in 1900, a woman's clothing was less complicated and much easier to remove than it had been ten years before. I undressed quickly and bent my upper body over the bed, trying hard not to remember the last time I had been in this position. Had it really been four years?

With my eyes closed, I heard him remove the dreaded belt from his pants, this one a thick leather product he had purchased only two months before. He moved in behind me but didn't strike. Instead, he rested his left hand on my trembling bottom. "Katherine, I want to assure you that I am not punishing you because you read the book. Nor am I punishing you because you may have found it worthy of discussion. I am the first to acknowledge that our society places unreasonable demands on its wives and mothers, demands that at times may seem unfair and unrealistic." He paused and took a deep breath. "But as long as we live in that society, we must accept and adhere to its norms. This means that wives are expected to demonstrate a certain level of decorum, and, as your husband, I am expected to hold you to the accepted standard of behavior and correct you when you fail to meet it. Is this clear?"

As I stood there with my body bent in the uncomfortable position, I was suddenly filled with a certain anger I didn't quite understand. I knew exactly what Clayton was telling me; I didn't need to hear it again, no matter how eloquently he might have put it. I opened my eyes and turned my head to look at him.

"For god's sake, Clayton, of course I understand all that. I don't need you to tell me as though I was one of the children. Now, if you believe you must punish me for expressing my opinions in public, then by all means proceed and get it over with."

In our twelve years together, I had never spoken to my husband in that manner before. However, I must admit that it felt good, even though I knew I was risking additional punishment. I certainly wasn't questioning his authority as head of the household or his responsibility for my behavior. I was merely questioning his need to express it. I reclosed my eyes and buried my head in the quilt to await the consequences of my outburst.

And while I waited, I wondered if Léonce ever punished Edna (it wasn't mentioned in the book) or, for that matter, if Oscar ever punished Kate, before his untimely death, that is. I also wondered, just for the briefest of moments, how I would fare without Clayton. I guess the novel did have an effect on me, as I was beginning to wonder about things that perhaps I shouldn't have been.

The next instant brought me back to my senses. Behind me, I heard Clayton take several deep breaths to calm himself. "Well," he said in a low voice, "I believe you have settled the issue quite nicely."

He spoke no more after that. Rather, he landed a very hard stroke of the belt solidly across the center of my bottom. I had almost forgotten how much the belt hurt and quickly realized this new belt was worse than his old one. I bit down on my tongue and regretted my silly, albeit bravely spoken words of a moment ago.

A few seconds later, Clayton struck again, this stroke impacting the tender flesh of my upper thighs. I squealed at the sudden escalation in pain.

"Please, Clayton... I've had enough!"

He actually chuckled at that. "I hardly think so," he said as he landed a third stroke. "You asked to be punished and punished you shall be."

I had no answer for that. My own words had sealed my fate. I stopped wondering about The Awakening and the life of its author. My only concern at this moment was my encounter with my husband's belt and how many times he intended to bless my bottom with it.

After the fourth or fifth stroke, I lost count. Briefly, I remembered the first time he spanked me in our little compartment on the train. I remembered how much I thought his hand hurt as he spanked me over my undergarment. How little I knew back then!

But, as I realized, having experience with the belt didn't make me any more tolerant of the pain and discomfort and it certainly didn't make me any more stoic. In a matter of seconds, tears formed in my eyes and spilled down my cheeks, and I was sorry I had ever seen the novel, let alone read it. I vowed never to read anything controversial again for the remainder of my life.

I don't know if Clayton read my mind, but he stopped the whipping immediately after I made my silent vow. He set the belt down and touched the wounded flesh of my poor backside. And at the feel of his familiar hand, I became a young and eager wife once more, totally shameless. In a near daze I spread my legs as far as I could. "Clayton... please... please rub out the hurt... please." What I really wanted him to do was to shift his fingers to that sweet spot between my thighs, make me forget all about the whipping, make me forget why Edna left her husband to live alone.

Without saying a word, Clayton did as I asked, gently probing my private area, swirling his index finger as though that finger had a special knowledge of that part of my body requiring the most attention.

After a few seconds, I did forget about the whipping. Intense pleasure replaced the pain. I moaned. I became more and more animated until I was completely overcome by a sensation I couldn't possibly describe. I had, of course, experienced similar sensations while making love, but nothing this powerful.

When I was once again in my right mind, I looked over my shoulder and saw the astonished expression on Clayton's face. I smiled at him.

"Clayton... please."

With that certain and subtle communication between husband and wife, he understood what I needed him to do. In an instant, he had removed his pants and approached me from behind, like a stallion approaching a mare. The sensation was extremely decadent but also nearly as powerful as the one I had experienced just moments before.

As Clayton was finishing, he clutched me around my middle and pulled me toward him. I began to dance on the very edge of sanity. Fortunately, Clayton held me up, not allowing me to slip to the floor, helpless and limp as a rag doll. I don't remember much after that except that somehow we ended up in bed together, locked in a lovers' embrace.

True to my silent vow, I never mentioned The Awakening again or read anything else by Kate Chopin. In fact, I wouldn't allow myself to read anything that even appeared controversial, no matter how tempting. Of course, I didn't want to risk punishment by dishonoring my husband and my marriage. But more than that, I simply didn't need to imagine a life beyond my husband and family.


Chapter Fifteen

As before, life went on for the next six years. Clayton and Uncle Charles continued to prosper as San Francisco and the nation prospered. Slowly, more and more houses and buildings used electricity and installed plumbing and gas lines. We even had a telephone. There was talk of obtaining one of the new motorcars that were just beginning to appear on the streets.

Constance married one of Mr. Daggett's sons and moved across the bay to Oakland. Aunt Rose divided her time between her mansion in Lower Nob Hill and the simple cottage that was home to her three young grandchildren.

I believe our life would have proceeded on its normal course with our family progressing as the world around us continued to progress. However, on April 18, 1906, the world as we knew it ceased to exist when we were hit with a catastrophe of biblical proportions. At around five-thirty that morning, the largest earthquake we had ever experienced rumbled the earth, knocking us from our beds.

After the initial shock wore off, we picked ourselves up and assessed the damage, silently grateful that we were all still alive and unhurt. The house itself had a few cracks in the walls and we lost many of our prized dishes and knick-knacks. But, other than that, the overall effect was minimal.

However, that wasn't the end of it, but only the beginning of the horror. As we were collecting ourselves early that morning, Bobby, now nearing young adulthood, went outside and saw smoke in the distance. We later learned that the earthquake had ruptured gas lines all over the city and sparked dozens of fires that eventually swept through and devoured nearly all of San Francisco east of Van Ness.

When we saw flames and felt the rising heat, Clayton and Bobby understood that it was time to leave our house and get to safety, wherever that might be. We gathered up what few belongings we could carry and ran out into the street, joining the dozens of our friends and neighbors who had the same idea.

We scanned the horizon and saw that the fires seemed to be mostly concentrated to the east, so we headed west toward the Pacific Ocean. All around us, people were scampering and screaming. A few attempted to leave by carriage, but there was no time to hitch horses. The roads were too clogged and damaged to admit carriage or motorcar traffic anyway.

Thank goodness our children were old enough to travel without assistance and we ourselves were still relatively young and fit enough to move rapidly with no need to stop to rest. As we managed to look at some of the other people, we noticed that many were in a state of virtual undress. I myself had managed to put on an old dress with only one undergarment underneath. Clearly, this was no time for decorum or even modesty. We were running for our lives.

Somehow, we managed to find Geary Boulevard and made it to Golden Gate Park where we were able to finally rest. In the distance we could see the smoke, but the fire itself never threatened this side of the city. We were joined in the park by thousands of our fellow citizens, both wealthy and poor, who had managed to escape the conflagration and devastation. Eventually, we met up with Uncle Charles. We learned that Aunt Rose and Emily were safe in Oakland.

Of course, as the day wore on, the principal question on our minds was how complete was the destruction and what do we do now? Uncle Charles suggested that we find a boat that might be going to Oakland and take up residence there until we knew more about the fate of our property.

It wasn't until the next day, after spending a cold night on the ground in the park, that we were able to secure passage on the only ferry still running. Once again, we joined hundreds of other pilgrims and landed in Oakland across the bay. At first, we lodged with Constance and her husband and children, even though their house was small and cramped., especially with the addition of seven more people. Beds and food were scarce but for a while we made do, bearing up with as much cheer as we could muster, still grateful to be alive and unhurt. So many people had died in the fire. So many families had been splintered.

Five days after the earthquake, conditions in San Francisco were sufficiently under control that Clayton and Uncle Charles were able to ferry across the bay and assess the damage for themselves. They returned that evening with the news that the destruction in our neighborhood was complete. Nearly all of the stately houses that lined our streets were reduced to rubble and it would take months if not years to clear away the debris and rebuild.

Of course, what I saw as utter disaster, my husband saw as opportunity. Over the next few weeks, using his contacts and his standing in the community, Clayton established us in a modest house in Piedmont, near the railroad. We were relatively comfortable, but it wasn't home. The children adapted fairly quickly. We were able to send Bobby to Evanston to attend Northwestern and stay with his cousins.

However, as the weeks and months passed, I began to feel more and more isolated in our new community, especially since Clayton was gone much of the time, arranging through his holdings the rebuild of our city. The earthquake and fire had, for men like Clayton and Uncle Charles, presented the opportunity of a lifetime.

At first, I bore up, attempting to become involved in the schools, the hospital, and the library. But, in time, that involvement wasn't enough to keep me satisfied. I became depressed and then rather surly and ill-tempered. I began to snap at my husband on those rare occasions he was home.

He took it for as long as he could, expressing sympathy for our situation, over which he had little control since the earthquake and subsequent fire certainly weren't his fault. But, as I had learned earlier in our marriage, he has his limits. One time, in the late spring of 1907, I complained very loudly about the conditions in which we were living. I complained about Clayton being gone so much, even though I knew his absence was helping to increase the pace of rebuilding. I complained about the children. I may have even used language not suitable for church, perhaps uttering words not consistent with my place in proper society.

I guess at that moment, he had heard enough. He took my hand, pulled me toward him, and gave me a very hard swat to my bottom. "I will hear no more of this," he said.

I was a bit shocked at his reaction, but quickly recovered. "Ha!" I said. "You haven't heard anything yet."

I don't know for certain, but I believe he flashed a small smile at that retort. He tightened his grip on my hand and pulled me into our small bedroom. When we reached it, he pushed me into the side of the bed while maintaining his grip on my hand. With his free hand, he managed to bend my upper body over the bed.

This all happened so fast and was so unexpected that, at first, I didn't react, but just let Clayton do with me as he would. But when I found myself in the all too familiar punishment position, I came to my senses. I tried to free my hand from his iron grip but was unsuccessful. I stamped my feet and raised my body from the bed only to have it shoved back down.

"Katherine, I don't know for certain what's gotten into you," Clayton said, "but if there was ever a time when a wife needed to be punished, this is surely it. My goodness, can't you see that everyone is suffering and that we're all doing our best to relieve that suffering?"

I don't remember what I said to that but it probably wasn't polite or what my husband wanted to hear. In the next instant, he raised the hem of my long dress - now made of coarse cotton instead of the stiffer crinoline - above my waist. He bunched the dress under my upper body, then proceeded to lower my undergarment, exposing my entire backside.

As I have said before, while I came to appreciate the less complicated clothing we women were offered in the first decade of the twentieth century, such clothing did make it easier for husbands to bare their wives' bottoms.

As I waited, body bent over the bed, I expected to hear Clayton remove his belt. But again he surprised me. Instead of the belt, he simply used his hand, spanking me as hard and fast as he could. Of course, in the beginning his hand didn't hurt as badly as the belt. However, over the several minutes (I'm guessing at the time) of the spanking, the pain escalated, rapidly approaching unbearable.

"Clayton, please stop," I pleaded. "I've had enough."

He didn't stop. Instead he said, "It is clear to me, if you have turned a blind eye to the suffering around you, that you haven't suffered enough."

I took a deep breath and felt hot tears welling up in my eyes. In that instant, I thought about my actions over the previous weeks and months and, for the first time, felt shame. Compared to most of the refugees from the devastation, I was quite fortunate.

"Please, Clayton... I'm sorry."

This time, he did stop. He helped me to stand up and face him. By now, I was openly sobbing, both because of the spanking I had just received and the remorse I felt. He pulled me into his arms and let me rest my head on his shoulder.

For several minutes, I cried while he stroked my back and occasionally kissed my forehead. Finally, I slowed down and he released me from the tight embrace.

"Are you all right?" he asked.

I tried to smile. "Yes," I said in a low voice. "Thank you. I think... I needed that." It was the first time in our nearly nineteen years of marriage that I truly felt that way after a punishment. Quite simply, I had behaved very badly and, as head of the household and my husband, Clayton had intervened to correct that behavior. Also, I knew he had done it because he loved me and knew what was best for me.

And he had corrected the bad behavior. After that spanking, I saw the world in a new light. I would never again complain about the conditions in which we were living or use foul language to express my concerns. As silly as it may sound now, I felt almost as if I had been reborn.

For his part, Clayton did his best to make our living conditions more tolerable. He tried to be home more and he shared with me more details of the rebuilding process, which was apparently going quite well.

That summer, with Anne, Daisy, and Billy out of school, Clayton sent us to Evanston so we could reconnect with my family. The three children were happy to see their brother and meet their cousins. I was happy to see Mother, who was now fifty-five and enjoying good health. I was also amazed at how much both Evanston and Chicago had changed in the eight years since my last visit. Signs of this emerging world of marvels were everywhere, just as we had started to see them in San Francisco before the catastrophe.

When we returned to Piedmont in September, after spending two months in Illinois, we found that Clayton had moved us to another, larger house nearer to Constance and her family. The children and I were now much more comfortable and happier.

The following spring, Clayton informed me that, after nearly two years, workmen were ready to break ground on our new house across the bay and that it would be grander than the last house had been. He then surprised me by saying we now had enough money to travel to Europe and pick out furnishings. I was beside myself with excitement. Europe!

Of course, he mentioned that this would not be entirely a pleasure trip, at least for him. His growing operation also expected him to observe and report on the latest technological advances and even make large purchases, as necessary. In truth, I didn't care what Clayton did on our trip. The children and I were going to see countries and sights we had only read about.

In all, the trip lasted two months. Just seeing the magnificence of New York City would have made the entire trip worthwhile. However, we were also treated to the delights of London, Paris, Amsterdam, Copenhagen, Vienna, and Berlin - all ahead of the total destruction that began six years later. Looking back, I was grateful for that.

When we returned, refreshed and exhilarated, our new home on Sutter Street was nearly completed. In the autumn of 1908, two and a half years after we were forced to leave, we returned to San Francisco. The furnishings we had selected in Europe arrived in October and we settled into the new house, which was complete with two bathrooms and ran on electricity with no visible wires.

Many of our neighbors had also returned to new homes. Slowly, life as we had known it before began to return, although the rebuilding continued and Clayton was still quite busy, especially as Uncle Charles's health faltered because of his advanced age. I once again got involved in the church and the library, both of which had been rebuilt.

And so the years passed peacefully. Bobby graduated from Northwestern, married a local girl, and remained in Evanston, coming to San Francisco for occasional visits. In late 1909, Anne Rose, anxious to pursue education and give full embrace to the modern world (Emily had been her idol as she grew up), moved to Ohio so she could attend Oberlin College. In 1911, Daisy married Comstock Barrett, the oldest son of one of Clayton's business associates. They settled in a new house four streets over from ours.

We were surprised that also in 1911, Billy sought and received an appointment to the Military Academy at West Point in New York. We were very proud of him for his desire to serve our nation. However, when he graduated in 1915, we also became very concerned because the Great War was raging in Europe with no end in sight

In August of 1918, our concerns unfortunately were justified as we received word that Captain Edwards was wounded leading his company in an advance against the Germans somewhere in France. He did survive the war, although spending four months in a hospital while the damage to his left arm and both legs slowly healed. He finally came home on leave in December. He was anxious to see his family, but was also determined to remain in the army. All of us silently prayed there would be no more wars, that our world had at last learned its lesson.

As for us, Clayton had reached a point in the business world where he was comfortably able to turn over most of the day-to-day operations to subordinates, thus allowing him to be home every night. He was even able to take the occasional day off. On those days, we visited the many wonders that were now fixtures in our city, including remnants of the 1915 Panama Pacific International Exposition. We also never stopped being lovers, embracing each other with renewed fervor.


Epilogue

So now I can sit on my wide front porch and scan the busy street. I can see that there are no more carriages, only automobiles. All the houses in our neighborhood have electricity and telephones. We even see an occasional airplane pass over. What marvels this new century has ushered in.

I receive regular letters from Anne Rose and Bobby. Both are doing quite well in their careers. Just last year, I was able to visit Evanston to see Bobby's three children. Anne Rose was also there visiting, on leave from her job as a teacher in Cleveland. She has expressed no interest in marriage, and at the age of thirty will probably remain single. As long as she's happy, I'm happy.

I do see Daisy's two children quite regularly, nearly every day in fact, as they live only a few blocks from us. They are a delight.

Clayton and I have settled into our lives, but are still very much in love after thirty-two years. I see both Aunt Rose and Mother on occasion. Although both are aging widows, they seem content with their lives. Still, I can't imagine being that old or being without my husband.

And the world around us continues to amaze. Just this past summer, the nineteenth amendment to the Constitution was ratified, finally granting the suffrage women had sought for more than sixty years. It was a monumental occasion. Emily was beside herself with joy. However, now she will have to look to other causes to support, perhaps embracing and promoting the controversial work of Margaret Sanger.

Two weeks ago, I cast my first vote. I was a bit nervous as I received and marked my ballot. But I did my duty, voting both for the local candidates - obeying my husband's instructions, of course - and selecting Warren Harding for president. The following day, we heard the news on our new radio that Mr. Harding had been elected. We are hopeful that he will remain true to his word and return our nation to what he has termed normalcy.

I sit in my wicker rocker, watching the world, and realize that, yes, this world and this San Francisco, the city I have called home for most of my life, have changed considerably, certainly beyond anything we could have imagined thirty years ago.

But some things haven't changed, such as the love and the responsibility a good man bears for his family and especially the behavior of his wife. Daisy confided to me the other day that her husband had spanked her for some breech in her deportment that threatened to dishonor their standing in the community. I wasn't surprised by that. Nor did it diminish my respect for my son-in-law.

Still, the signs of modernity are all around us. We are progressing and advancing. Some women, such as Anne Rose, even have jobs and independence. Anne Rose even envisions a world in which all women will be free to choose careers for themselves, any career they wish. But even so, as women, we may have earned the right to vote (along with other rights). And, as I can attest, we are free to exercise that right.

However, as I can also attest, at least in our social group, we are not yet free to discuss politics in public. Just last night, Clayton reminded me of that constraint because I had been a bit free in sharing my opinions. And, while I may not have expressed it at the time while I was bent over the bed, I confess that I have not fully embraced the role of modern woman and am grateful that my husband still loves me and cares about me enough to apply correction when necessary.


Also from LSF Publications...

A Good Country Wife by W. Arthur

Claudia meets Adam at college, and the pair subsequently fall in love despite their very different backgrounds... Claudia with her comfortable upbringing and feminist mother, and Adam from a tough and demanding family of no-nonsense farmers. Given that farming is in his blood, it quickly becomes obvious that Adam won't be happy away from the farm, so Claudia makes the decision to spend the rest of her life with him on a farm in southern Ohio. It proves to be a huge culture shock in more ways than one: firstly getting up at five-thirty to immerse herself in hard, physical work; and secondly, getting used to the spanking. Being married to Adam introduces Claudia to domestic discipline. In the Paisley family, the men do not hesitate to discipline their wives when needed - as Claudia finds to her cost on a number of occasions. Leaving the gate open causes the cows to escape and wander over the road, and earns her a bare bottom spanking - the first of many. Adam proves very proficient at spanking her bottom, but far from resenting the correction, Claudia is happy with her lot. That first punishment initiates her into a new way of life - a life that embraces the rhythmic consistency of farm life in all its seasons, and the loving, enduring guidance of her husband. And through it all, she learns how to be a good country wife.

A Good Doctor's Wife by W. Arthur

Connie is working as a nursing assistant when she falls for the handsome intern John Bentley. In between the heavy demands of hospital work, the two get on well, but their relationship changes when Connie makes a serious medication error... and lets John takes the blame. Later (and much to her initial surprise), Connie shows how remorseful she is by going over Dr Bentley's lap for a spanking. It gives her a sore bottom but it clears the air... and paves the way for their relationship to flourish. Ignoring the advice of her room mate to show interest in any wealthy young doctor with real prospects, Connie prefers to stick with John, an only son expected to become a doctor in his father's small hospital in a poor Appalachian county. Courtship and marriage quickly follow, as do a few bare bottom spankings, and the couple move to Bentleyville to begin their new life together. Connie wishes to advance her career, but what she wants more than anything is to learn how to be a good doctor's wife. As time goes by, she finds that she has to be a disciplined wife in order to become a good doctor's wife, but with John's firm but fair demeanour and his particular brand of loving discipline, she has no regrets whatsoever.

Ellen by Robin Harrington

Expertly crafted, this substantial and wonderfully engaging read tells the story of how Ellen, the daughter of a London seamstress, came to be Lady Dutton. The main storyline is augmented by two other women's histories wound into it: those of Ellen's mother-in-law, Grace Dutton, and Ellen's mother, Alice Walsh. Gradually, all the pieces slot into place in this epic historical tale of love, lust, and discipline. Corporal punishment is woven into the mix in a skilful and realistic way, as is loving domestic discipline between husband and wife. The mildly erotic scenes are enhanced by the spanking, which is a theme that runs through the book - but you don't have to be a kinkster to enjoy this happy ever after masterpiece from Robin Harrington, depicting rich slices of life in Regency England.

Hester at Ewefield Farm by Robin Harrington

The spirited Hester Reede brings disgrace on herself and her well-to-do family when she bursts out laughing in church, during a sermon delivered by the overzealous Reverend Coundon. Unfortunately for Hester, the pastor demands she be punished for this grave offence by suitable chastisement - a whipping on her bare flesh to be administered by the pastor himself. It takes place in the vestry, and while the lecherous pastor takes great pleasure in delivering Hester's punishment, Hester finds it both painful and shaming. When later taunted about the incident, Hester flies into a tantrum and her mother and brother take the decision to marry her off. This does not please Hester one bit; at almost nineteen, she has no desire to be married to a man she has never met. Yet when she is introduced to the prosperous farmer, Nathaniel Kenrick, a spark is ignited between the two of them. After agreeing to marry the big, handsome land owner, Hester travels to Ewefield Farm to begin the next phase of her life as a married woman.

To the delight of her new husband, Hester enjoys the romps in the marriage bed, and quickly settles down to her new role. It seems that a great many wallopings are doled out at Ewefield, and Hester is not exempt. It is not long before Nathaniel puts her over his lap and tans her bare bottom with hand and strap for her disobedience. And yet, painful though these occasions are, Hester learns that being disciplined makes her very aroused, and her husband too! Some spankings are delivered purely for fun in the bedchamber, but Hester must pay the price when her foolishness causes great trouble for her new family.

The story is set in the English Midlands in 1648/49 during the turbulent times of Oliver Cromwell. It focuses on Hester's initial acceptance, and ultimately her enjoyment of domestic discipline from her loving husband.

Bob & Wendy's Domestic Discipline by W. Arthur

Bob and Wendy enjoy an unconventional lifestyle of kink and discipline. Married for six years, their relationship is one in which Bob is the dominant partner and Wendy his submissive wife. As Head of Household, Bob takes charge and doesn't hesitate to enforce discipline when needed for poor behaviour or disobedience or disrespect. Wendy doesn't like punishment spankings but accepts that she needs them ... however, she loves the fun kind, which inevitably lead to great sex. Theirs is a partnership embracing love and discipline; it works well for them and they wouldn't change a thing about their lifestyle. Although the discipline aspect of their relationship is something they carry out in private, they are pleasantly surprised to discover they are not the only ones who practice it...

A Dominant Man for Callie by W. Arthur

Following the death of her mother when Callie was sixteen, Callie has run wild, giving in to hedonistic pleasures and drugs and behaving like a spoiled princess. Recognising that his only daughter's life is spiralling out of control, Callie's father gives her an ultimatum: he will cut her out of his multi-million fortune unless she marries no-nonsense, dependable young lawyer, Brent Watterson.

At first, Callie is horrified, but grudgingly accedes and marries Brent... only to find her life changes in an unprecedented way. It is difficult making the transition from Daddy's princess to submissive wife, and doubly difficult when she finds out how dominant Brent is. As Head of Household, he expects Callie to be obedient, and when her behaviour isn't acceptable, he punishes her by spanking her bare bottom.

But Callie is becoming increasingly attracted to Brent; he's good looking, intelligent and protective, he can be romantic and loving, and she admires the way he takes control... and for the first time in many years she experiences stability in her life. Though she ultimately agrees she needs Brent's discipline, it isn't always easy for her, as the 'old Callie' surfaces from time to time and gets her in bother.

Will this be merely a marriage of mutual convenience, or will it develop into something loving and enduring...?

Domestic Discipline by Carly Burton

This 4 volume box set features 4 domestic discipline novellas, including the following:

Dana's Domestic Discipline: Dana ditches her abusive boyfriend and ends up with her ex, Simon, with whom she had a brief relationship five years previously. Things begin to change for Dana as Simon steps in and takes control. He clears her debts and takes care of her, ensuring she doesn't work such long hours and skip meals. He has conditions, however: Dana must agree to his discipline and accept that if she breaks his rules there will be consequences. It isn't long before Dana gets her first spanking followed by a stint in the corner to contemplate her behaviour. Simon can be stern, but he is also romantic and loving and has her best interests at heart... aside from which he is a gorgeous hunk who falls in love with her all over again. Dana has some difficulty initially adjusting to her new regime, but one thing becomes crystal clear... her dominant Simon is the best thing that has ever happened to her.

Scenes of Domestic Discipline Box Set by Susan Thomas

This 3 volume box set contains 15 domestic discipline stories, including the following:

Crossing the Line: A shy but attractive 32-year-old lady embarks on a Norwegian cruise where she encounters a handsome American traveller who has a firm understanding of old-fashioned discipline.

Looking Forward to the Morning: While on the ferry to France, Sally McNeill is particularly rude to an unknown gentleman who threatens her with a spanking.

Conversation: Jacob asks Sarah to marry him but she hesitates because she is scared of being spanked by him. However, when she confesses to having broken curfew some years ago, she agrees to let him spank her.

A Day at the Beach: A young teacher tells of her first adult spanking when, during a day out at the beach with her bossy, opinionated boyfriend, she throws a bucket of water over him!
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