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They found her half-frozen in an empty boxcar—with a note pinned to her coat.
She grew up to save the same town that almost let her die.
Winter, 1892. Laramie, Wyoming.

A railroad worker followed the faint sound of crying and opened the door of an abandoned freight
car. Inside, he found a little girl—no more than four—shivering, lips blue, eyes barely open.

Pinned to her torn coat was a piece of paper.
“Her name is Josephine. | can't feed her. Please be kinder than | could be.”

The town gathered to decide what to do. 5ome said send her to an orphanage back East. But one
woman stepped forward—Martha Chen, a Chinese laundrass who had lost her own daughter to
scarlet fever. She said quietly, "She stays with me.”

It wasn't an easy decision. A Chinese woman raising a white child in 1820s Wyoming? The whispers
never stopped. But Martha didn't care. 5he raised Josephine to read by candlelight, to keep books
for the laundry, to stand tall even when others wouldn't look her in the eye,

By the time she was seventeen, Josephine spoke two languages, knew twio cultures—and carried
one deep belief: family isn't who you're born to; it's who shows up when the world turns cold.

Then came the winter of 1905, Diphtheria struck Laramie. The town’s only doctor fell ill after three
days. Panic spread. But Josephine—who had spent years helping in his office—refused to let the
town collapse. 5he worked around the dock, mixing treatments, disinfecting rooms, and organizing
quarantines based on what she'd learned from medical books.

When it was over, two dozen people had survived who were expected to die. The same
townspeople who once judged her now owed her everything.

The doctor recovered and offered to sponsor her nursing education. Martha lived long enough to
see her daughter accepted to school—the first step toward Josephine becoming one of Wyoming's
earliest female physicians.

Years later, when someone asked if she ever wondered about her birth mother, Josephine smiled
and said:

“The woman who left me gave me life. The woman who found me taught me what to do with it.”

That old boxcar stayed by the tracks for years—a rusted reminder that sometimes, the coldest
beginnings lead to the warmest legacies.

Dr. Josephine Chen spent forty years in Laramie—delivering babies, mending wounds, and saving
lives.

Because sometimes being saved isn't the end of the story.

It's just the beginning.
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