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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride - Trying to Find Her
Husband in the Woods - A woman arrives at her fiancé’s ranch in
California, but he’s nowhere to be seen. She decides that a walk
along a path to the woods will clear her head but once into the
forest, she encounters a Native American man, immediately runs off,
and gets lost. She is found but encounters her fiancé for the first
time and finds his moodiness unnerving and it’s then that she
wonders if she will every get to marry him.

 


 


Hannah struggled with her luggage as she
stepped off the train into the warm California night and onto the
wooden platform.

The five day long train ride had been more
tiresome than the seven-day ocean crossing, and what she wanted to
see more than anything at the moment was a friendly face and a bed.
Not necessary in that order. Pregnancy was very tiring and two
weeks of travel over sea and land did nothing to help that. She had
mistakenly thought that the long trip would be restful. Her friends
in London had assured her of that. She would be sending them a
nastily worded letter.

Having memorized the photograph of her
husband to be, she searched the faces of the people waiting on the
platform. She did not see him. Had he forgotten? Was he a forgetful
person? No matter. Her deceased husband had been forgetful and she
had learned to live with that particular character defect. Perhaps
her new fiancé was just plain rude and inconsiderate.

That was a defect with which she could not
abide.

She dragged her bag to the nearest bench and
sat and waited; and waited. She was so tired and felt very unsteady
after five days of the rocking of the train. She wondered if anyone
would take offense if she curled up right here and had a little lie
down. She smiled at the thought of Joe finding her asleep. No, she
could wait – awake and alert lest he arrive. She was glad to be at
journey’s end and glad she no longer had to keep repeating her
story to every stranger who struck up an acquaintance with her. She
could not understand why anyone would find her story interesting,
but they did.

They insisted on asking questions, tiring and
intrusive questions, questions that no self-respecting citizen of
England would have had the audacity to ask. However, she was in
America now and things were different, people were different. They
all seemed rather loud and rude.

As she watched the crowd of people dwindle,
she struggled to remember why she had chosen this particular
outpost of America to be her destination. The climate had certainly
been a draw and it would be nice to see the sun on a regular basis.
However, the balmy breezes had not been the primary reason, the
motivating factor had been Joe. It was strange to think that one
could become attracted to another using Her Majesty’s Postal
Service, but here she was.

 


 


In his letters, Joe came across as a decent,
hardworking and caring man. As her William had been. She had
detected nuances of William in Joe. That was the reason. She was
looking to replace William. Not the soundest of foundations upon
which to build a lasting relationship but she knew of many happy
couples whose marriages had been founded on a lot less.

She had ignored admonishments from her
friends regarding her impetuous behavior and similarly, had
dismissed as a waste of time their pleadings for her to have a
secondary plan should this not work out. She certainly had not had
a plan of action in the event of William’s death and things were
working out just fine – with the exception of the fact that her
groom appeared to be missing.

“Hannah? Miss Hannah Babcock?”

Hannah looked up to find a six-foot tall
cowboy holding what appeared to be a photograph. He stared at the
photo and then shifted his gaze to her. He knew her name but this
cowboy was not Joe.

“Actually it is Mrs. Hannah Babcock, and yes,
I am she.”

“Joe sent me to pick you up. I’m sorry I
wasn’t here to meet you but we had a little cow trouble on the
ranch. I work for Joe, I’m one of the ranch hands. My name is Tex.”
The cowboy tipped his hat to her as she stood.

“Tex? Well that is certainly an unusual
name.”

“I’m from Texas, everybody just calls me Tex.
My real name is Stephen but nobody’s called me that since I was a
kid in school. You’ll find we all have nicknames. Some get a
nickname based on where they come from and some just because the
name seems to fit. We got one cowboy on the ranch that we call
Dusty, I have no idea what his real name is.”

“So, where might Joe be? Nothing wrong I
hope?”

“He’s taking care of the cow problem. Mama
cow is giving birth and having a tough time.”

“Goodness! Does that happen often?”

“Every year we lose a few cows and
calves.”

“How heartbreaking that must be. Poor
creatures.”

“Aw, you get used to it. First time you see
it is terrible. So, how was your trip?”

“It was extremely long and exhausting. I am
so tired. Is the ranch far from here?”

“About an hour or so by buggy. You’ll find
that most places are about an hour from the ranch. If you’re going
by buggy, that is. Less is you’re on horseback. Here, let me get
your bags, we should get going. The buggy is just over there.”

Tex motioned to an old buggy being pulled by
a rather old and tired looking horse. He said, “That there’s Peggy.
She’s may not look like much but she’ll get us where we’re
going.”

“Peggy? Now that is an unusual name for a
horse, is it not?”

“It’s kind of a joke. Joe’s wife’s sister is
named Peggy and Joe does not like her much. The sister, that is.
Anyway he called the horse Peggy just to tick off his
sister-in-law. Oh sorry, excuse my cussing.”

Hannah’s eyes grew wide. “Wife? Joe has a
wife?” She was feeling a little faint and hurried to the buggy to
sit.

Tex tossed her bag in and said, “No, not
really. There was a girl he was going to marry but something
happened. This was a few years back. She’s long gone now thought.
Didn’t you know that?”

“No I most certainly did not,” Hannah
snapped. She started considering what other surprises may be
waiting for her. Children perhaps? Fearing what the answer might
be, she decided not to ask the question.

 


“Yeah, it was real sad. I didn’t think he’d
ever think about getting married again. I was surprised when he
told us about you. Surprised and happy, that is. He’s been very sad
for these past couple of years. Never laughs. Never even
smiles.”

She had many questions to ask Mr. Joseph
Loomis when they finally meet. First question being – why hadn’t he
told her about his ‘long gone almost wife’? Not that it would have
made a difference, she had a dead husband. But he was well aware of
that fact.

 


 


As Peggy clip-clopped down the dark dirt
road, the rhythm of her hoofs started to lull Hannah into a light
sleep. It was far more soothing than the train. Tex figured it was
best to let her sleep. As a matter of fact, he might nod off
himself because Peggy knew the way home.

 


 


Finally, Peggy approached the house and
whinnied, waking her passengers.

Tex woke and rubbed his eyes. He turned to
Hannah and gently touched her shoulder, “Mrs. Babcock. Mrs.
Babcock, we’re home.”

Hannah opened her eyes and looked around. She
saw nothing but darkness and the faint outline of a rather large
house looming straight ahead.

Tex instructed her, “You just wait here, and
I‘ll go in and light a few lamps. I guess everyone is sleeping. I
don’t see any lights down at the bunkhouse either. Everybody might
still be out with the cattle.”

Tex hurried to the house leaving Hannah alone
in the dark with Peggy.

She climbed down from the buggy and said to
the horse, “Well Peggy, after two weeks I’m here. And what advice
might you give me as I start this new chapter of my life. This
hasn’t started out anything like what I had expected. However, I
must say that I am so glad to have made your acquaintance and I
certainly hope we will become good friends.”

She stroked the mare’s nose and she whinnied
and snorted in appreciation.

Tex had lit a couple of lamps and the lights
shone brightly, one in the doorway and one coming from an upstairs
window.

He came running back and grabbed her bags,
“Follow me, I’ll show you where your bunk is. Uh, where your bed is
and your room.” Tex was clearly not used to serving as a hotel
bellhop but was doing his level best, Hannah thought as he led the
way to the house.

“Is Joe home?’

“There’s not a sound in the house so I guess
he is sleeping, or maybe he is still out with the cattle. Not much
time for rest at this time of the year.”

He showed her to her room and by way of a
good night said, “We are sure glad you’re here Mrs. Babcock. Joe
needs some companionship. He’s taken to eating with us, he doesn’t
seem to like spending time alone and he really dislikes being in
this big house all by himself. It’s good that you’re here.”

“Thank you, Tex. Thank you for getting me
from the train and making me feel welcome. And please, do me a
favor and stop calling me Mrs. Babcock. Just call me Hannah because
I won’t be Mrs. Babcock for much longer.”

 


 


As tired as she was, sleep did not come easy
that night. By the time she was finally drifting off to sleep, the
sun was peaking over the mountains to the east. Whereas sunrise
would normally be the signal for Hannah to get up and get busy,
today she decided to ignore it and remain in bed for at least
another hour. However, as she lay there she wondered if Joe was
awake. She held her breath and listened for sounds of life in the
house. Nothing. From outside she could hear the bawling of calves
and the whinnying of horses and the occasional shout. But in the
house there was nothing. She exhaled.

She closed her eyes and thought she could
hear someone climbing the stairs. She sat up in bed and listened
carefully. Then came a tap at the door and a voice, almost
whispering, “Miss Hannah. Miss Hannah are you awake?” It was a
youngish female voice. Perhaps it was one of Joe’s daughters she
thought to herself as she pulled on her housecoat and opened the
door.

There, much to her surprise and relief, she
found a tiny woman in her late fifties or early sixties wearing
what she presumed was cook’s apparel.

“Oh I’m sorry dear. I hope I didn’t wake
you.”

“No I was awake, it’s fine,” Hannah said as
she regarded the elfin woman, “I was just lying there wondering if
I were alone in the house.”

“Just you and me dear. I’m Mrs. Green. I cook
for Mr. Loomis when he needs me. He’s out with the boys and the
cattle. I was wondering if you were hungry because I’ve got a good
hearty breakfast waiting for you.”

It took a moment for Hannah to realize that
the cook was referring to Joe. She had almost forgotten his
surname. Loomis.

She was to be Hannah Loomis.

She finally replied, “Yes, I am ready to eat,
I am famished. This is so nice of you Mrs. Green. Can I help?”

“Everything is under control. You come down
when you’re ready. I’ll put some coffee on.”

Hannah hurried to get dressed and made her
way down the stairs. The house had seemed large in the previous
night’s darkness, but this morning, in the light of day, she saw
that it was massive. It took her a few minutes to find her way to
the kitchen.

“My, this is a large house,” she said when
she found Mrs. Green, “and it looks like it hasn’t been lived
in.”

“Oh Mr. Loomis is not in here much, except to
sleep and once in a while he will have a visitor. He spends the
rest of his time with cowhands and the livestock. I mostly see him
on Sundays when I come by to cook for the boys. They get a little
tired of their own cooking and Mr. Loomis thought it would be nice
if they had a decent meal once a week. Would you like some
coffee?”

“Yes please, I would love some. So, how does
Joe spend his leisure time? What does he like to do? In his letters
he said that he liked to fish and go riding in the forest.”

“Oh, he hasn’t done any of that since his
fiancé left. They used to go riding all the time. There’s a
beautiful lake and streams on the property and they would often go
there for picnics. But that was before my time, she used to do all
the cooking. Do you cook?”

“I do. Nothing very fancy, I’m afraid, but I
haven’t poisoned anyone yet,” Hannah said smiling a mischievous
little smile.

Mrs. Green roared. Her laughter was
contagious and Hannah joined in. She liked the cook and hoped that
her arrival did not mean the end of Joe’s need for her. It would be
nice to have another woman around the house.

A twinkle in her eye, Mrs. Green continued
the conversation, “I haven’t poisoned anyone either. Although I
must say there have been times when Mr. Green has… But that is a
story for another day. Let’s get you fed my dear.”

 


 


While she ate, she listened as Mrs. Green
gave her a history lesson on the ranch and the Loomis’. Joe’s
grandfather had built







































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
y wg
INY

;’r

A -

EVERGREEN LOVE

A Pair of
. Mail Order






