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Jenny Weston, daughter of a prominent NYC neurosurgeon, sacrificed everything to graduate from medical school at the top of her class in 1910. Even so, no hospital will hire a woman doctor, and no private practice will let her buy in. She decides to rethink her possibilities by visiting her uncle in rural Ontario.

Sergeant Shane Adair of the Royal Northwest Mounted Police ignores her until he recognizes her healing abilities. Meanwhile, he reminds her of every man who has ever patronized her. It is mutual dislike until, desperate, he asks her to aid a gravely injured boy.

With Shane's help, Jenny joins the local doctor's practice, and a tentative love blossoms. Her world has finally fallen into place--until her father arrives and demands she return to New York. Suddenly she is up against the hardest battle she has ever fought. Will she win? And at what cost?
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Praise for Lael R. Neill

“
STONE DREAMING WOMAN
charms, delights and warms the reader's heart. I fell in love with Jenny and Shane and didn't want the book to end. Hope to see a lot more from this new author.”

~Fleeta Cunningham, author of the Santa Rita Series

~*~

“A captivating read from page one!”

~Tiffany Green, author of Innocence Lost

Dedication

To the Rainbow Goddesses,

who hung in there with me every step of the way

and never let me lose faith.

You know who you are!

Chapter One

The creaky old train approached the small station with a bump, a sigh, and a great exhalation of steam. Before it came to a brake-squealing stop, Jenny spotted her uncle on the platform and waved to him through the window. Though muffled to the ears, he seemed glad to see her, giving her a hearty wave in return. She rose, gathered her things, and made her way back to the door where the conductor waited for her. The young constable in the Red Serge of the Royal Northwest Mounted Police with whom she had been chatting during the trip from River Bend preceded her down the stairs and held his hand out to help her down.

“
Mam’selle
,” he murmured with a polite nod. She thanked him in French and scarcely heard his reply. The conductor also held out his hand to her, but she ignored him and flew into her uncle’s arms.

“Uncle Richard!”

“Jen, you look beautiful!”

“It’s so good to see you!”

Their words came out simultaneously. She hugged him and kissed his cheek as he swung her around, laughing. Since her childhood, her uncle had always smelled of the same shaving soap and his one and only brand of pipe tobacco. The scent instantly took her back twenty years.

He bore an amazing resemblance to her father. They looked enough alike to be twins, but the similarities stopped at the surface. Her father, John Weston, a fiery and uncompromising scientist, a physician and surgeon, fought tooth and nail for his patients. He could be hard and unbending when he felt himself in the right, which, she reflected, seemed like virtually all the time. Richard, however, had left a career as a history professor to become an author. He had written a comprehensive analysis of the Third Crusade, now mandatory reading for serious historians everywhere. A retiring, gentle, and sympathetic soul, he poured so much feeling into his work that his first novel,
By the Grace of God
, chronicling the life of Eleanor of Aquitaine, enjoyed such resounding success that if he never wrote another word he could live comfortably the rest of his days. After a year of burdensome celebrity in New York, he fled to the woods of Ontario, where he bought a small ranch and settled down in peaceful obscurity to write to his heart’s content.

“I swear you don’t weigh any more than a bag full of thistledown, and you look more like your mama every day. How’s my girl?”

“I’m fine, and the trip wasn’t bad at all. I’m not even tired. I’m all ready for the grand tour of Elk Gap.”

“Elk Gap is not very grand, so the tour won’t be much of a tour. Here you see it all.” He gestured down the street. Where the sparse snow had been driven down, the unpaved Main Street looked like a morass of icy ruts. Board sidewalks flanked it. A few businesses and some whitewashed clapboard houses with postage-stamp yards took up the near side of the street, while the far side boasted establishments like Mrs. Hammill’s, which, he informed her, functioned as a hotel, boarding house, and the town’s only restaurant. In a line with it stood a general store, a bank, a feed store, a livery stable, a smithy, and a barbershop where a friend of the proprietor could also slip into the back room for a discreet sip of moonshine or a couple hands of poker of an evening. An impressive three-story building reared itself just across the side street from the train station. A sign next to the door proclaimed
Angus A. MacBride, M.D.
Around the corner to the right she saw the post office, Calvary Presbyterian Church, and a block of houses, after which the street came to an abrupt end. True, there was not much to Elk Gap, but the local countryside, its high, rolling hills beautiful beyond belief, more than made up for the unprepossessing little town. The rustic setting instantly absorbed her. While she gazed around, her uncle directed the porters to place her three trunks in his old-fashioned spring-seated buckboard. A moment later he broke into her thoughts.

“I realize it might be a little early for supper yet, but why don’t we go into Mrs. Hammill’s? A little break might be relaxing for you after such a long trip.”

“That sounds like a good idea. We can have a nice, private chat. Do you realize I haven’t really talked to you since you came back from doing research in Europe? The last time you were in Virginia only four days, and I was still in medical school. We didn’t have a chance to visit at all.” She thrust a leather-gloved hand through his arm, and he patted it affectionately.

“We can talk to our hearts’ content now. There’ll be a lot of long, quiet evenings in the next few months.”

“I just need a peaceful place where I can regroup right now. It’s been…it’s been difficult for me lately.”

“Well, you’re where you can relax and do exactly as you please. The quiet here in Elk Gap saved my sanity.”

“I could use a little bit of that,” she sighed.

“I know. I read between the lines in all your letters. You know, it looks like the weather is going to turn bad before nightfall. It’s been unseasonably warm this winter, but here that could change in an eyeblink. We’ll need to get going. I’ll treat you to dinner first, though. And Jenny, you’re all steel inside, just like John. He inherited all the drive and determination in the family and passed it on to you.”

“I know. It’s a shame I wasn’t born a boy.”

“Don’t ever say that. You’re much too pretty to wish away your good looks.” He patted her wind-pink cheek. “Now let’s go have supper. It’s a good three-quarters of an hour drive home, and it can get pretty chilly without some fuel in the furnace.” He escorted her across the rutted street, carefully choosing the smoothest path.

“I can see I need proper winter boots. Perhaps I should come to town and do a little shopping.”

“Of course. Any day you want. If I’m not busy, I can have my hired man drive us, or you can come by yourself. Elk Gap is a quiet town. You can drive unescorted without a worry in the world.”

“It’s not considered in bad form?”

“Not here, Jen. This is the frontier. Ladies are more independent than they are in New York. That should suit you nicely.”

He opened the door of Mrs. Hammill’s boarding house and she found herself directly in the large, plain dining room with whitewashed shiplap walls. In the warmth she detected the delicious odors of frying steak, onions, and apple pie. Suddenly she felt ravenous.

“I’m going to take you up on that dinner. I’m hungry. I know I eat more than is ladylike, but I burn it off. Father says it’s because I have such an active brain.”

“When John makes an observation like that I’d believe him. If I said it, on the other hand, you could call it an old wives’ tale and you’d probably be right,” he said with a smile. He helped Jenny with her Russian sable coat and hung it on a nearby hall tree. She left her matching hat and muff on a shelf, and Richard hung his red-and-black chopper jacket and black stocking cap next to hers. He escorted her to a table not far from the staircase that led to the upper floors.

“Did I see a sign next to the door that said Royal Northwest Mounted Police?” she asked.

“Yes. Two officers are assigned here in Elk Gap, and a third comes up from River Bend now and then if they need him. They live upstairs, and they use the room back there as their constabulary.” Richard gestured to a door at the rear of the dining room. It bore a twin to the sign on the outside of the building.

“Goodness, does anything actually happen here?”

“I gather that a few years back Elk Gap was a wide-open, rough town. There were moonshiners and ladies of ill repute, and there was a running war among the loggers, miners, trappers, and farmers. Now it’s so quiet I can’t imagine anyone so much as locking a door.”

A moment later a dark-haired, moon-faced teenage girl in a white bib apron came to their table.

“Hello, Mr. Weston.”

“Hello, Maddie.”

“We have roast chicken with bread dressing or sirloin steak and mashed potatoes. They both come with a dinner roll and your choice of corn or green beans. What will it be?”

“Jenny?” Richard inquired politely.

“I’ll have steak, medium rare, please. With green beans.”

“Make that two, Maddie.”

“And tea?”

“Of course.”

“No coffee?” Jenny asked.

“No, ma’am. I’m sorry. We only make coffee if we know ahead. We can make it for you, but it will take a while to brew.”

“This is Canada, after all,” Richard reminded her gently.

“Tea will be satisfactory. I just arrived on the train from New York, and for a while I forgot where I am.”

“Well, welcome to Elk Gap. I’ll take your order back to the cook. It won’t be long.” Maddie did everything but curtsey as she took her leave.

“So, Jenny?” Richard prompted. She knew exactly what he meant.

“I’ve written to every hospital on the East Coast. I’ve had plenty of completely insulting offers of nursing positions, and one hospital would hire me providing I limited my practice to obstetrics, gynecology, and pediatrics. And don’t even mention finding a practice I can buy into. I’m a surgeon, Uncle Richard. A surgeon and an internist. I want to practice general medicine, and so far nobody seems willing to let me.”

“And for that you spent all that time in pre-med and medical school,” he sighed.

“And of course there’s Father. You know he will have his way, come what may. He took it in very bad grace when he lost the battle against my going to medical school. Now he has it in his head that I should marry the son of a friend of his, and nothing else will do.”
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