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A Mail Order Bride In The Wild West

Four Years Later

Hannah’s shoulders drooped as she walked down the street. She was tired of having the same thing happen to her over and over. She always thought it would be different, but it never was. The house she shared with her parents came into view. It was a tiny home, right in the middle of Chicago. There were three rooms, a small kitchen and a tiny parlor with a fireplace they only used in the winter. 

Hannah closed the door softly and went into the kitchen where she knew her mother would be starting on dinner. 

“There you are. How did it go?” Her mother looked up from the bread that she was needing on the table. 

“Not good. I got passed up for the job again. I just want to be a teacher. I don’t understand why no one thinks that a woman could make a good teacher. I want to be like father. I just want to teach like he does.” 

“I’m sure it looks like that right now, but there are places that would let you teach. I heard that Mary Lou’s cousin went out west and became a teacher.” 

“Are you suggesting I go out West?” Hannah’s eyes widened. She never though her mother would encourage her to leave home before marriage. It wasn’t that she was opposed to marriage in general, she was opposed to marriage with anyone that had proposed to her. The men in Weston, Chicago, the town she lived in, never seemed to care much about how hard she had worked for her dreams. They cared that she was beautiful and came from a decent family. After that, they just wanted a wife to sit at home and keep house and tend to the children. 

Having a family was something that Hannah wanted to do, but she wanted to do it with someone that she loved when the time was right. She didn’t want to be a pretty wife for men to keep in their homes and show off when it was convenient. 

“I am just suggesting that you do whatever might make you happy. You have always been the type to look for adventure and to want more from life. The men in this town, they don’t understand that. I have heard from people who live out west, things are different there.” 

“Thanks ma, I’ll think about it. Should I help you with dinner?” 

“No. I have it under control. Can you take the paper out to your father? I think I heard him come in a second ago.” 

Hannah nodded and took the paper from her mother’s hand. As she carried it through the doorway of the kitchen and down the hallway, she let her eyes skim over the headlines. 

Farmer looking for mail order bride in Texas. 

The line of text jumped out at her. She paused a second, reading further. She had never paid much attention to mail order bride ads, but maybe her mother was right. Maybe, this way she could find a man who would want her for her intellect, and not for her looks. He would never see her before he agreed to marry her. When she got out west, she could pursue her dream of becoming a teacher. Hannah smiled as the thought came to her. 

Maybe being a mail order ride wouldn’t be the worst idea. She carefully tore the ad from the paper, being careful not to take anything out that her father would miss. She tucked the ad into her apron pocket, then took the paper in to her pa. She wasn’t sure if she was going to respond to it yet, but she had a feeling she might. 

Could she really leave her family in Chicago and go to the middle of nowhere in the West? She would miss her family, and her town. Then again, it might be her chance to fulfill her dreams. Her mother’s words came back to her. Of course, her mother was probably telling her the things she did in a bit of a joking manner, but the more Hannah thought about them, the more she thought of becoming a mail order bride as a possibility.
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Hannah looked out the window of the stagecoach. It had been six weeks since she saw the ad in the newspaper. A stack of letters sat on her lap. They were the letters that she had exchanged with Edward, the cowboy who had written the mail order bride ad she responded to. It turned out that Edward was kind and good hearted, and when she told him how much she loved studying and wanted to be a teacher, he had sounded supportive. 

Hannah’s foot tapped on the floor. Now that she was about to meet Edward, she was nervous. She didn’t know what he was going to think of her. She didn’t know a lot about living out west. She had tried to read magazines and stories in books and the newspaper to get an idea for it. From what she could tell, the west was a wild place. She hoped that it was as safe as Edward seemed to think it was. 

The stagecoach pulled to a stop and Hannah waited or the other passengers to get down. She had no desire to be the first one off of the stagecoach. 

Once there was no option but to get off, Hannah stood and gathered her satchel. She hadn’t brought much from Chicago. She didn’t have much to call her own anyways. Her family always lived simply, and she hadn’t exactly amassed a large number of personal belongings over the years. Hannah missed her parents already. She wondered if they would ever visit her out west. She knew that marriage and moving away was something that she was going to have to do eventually, and she was hopeful for the decision she had made. Even so, the steady ache in her chest didn’t go away.

Hannah stepped off the stagecoach and swept her eyes over those waiting. She paused when she caught sight of a tall man over to the side. He stood out from everyone by the way he held himself. It wasn’t something Hannah could explain. There was a certain air about him that made her curious. As if he could feel her eyes on him, he looked up and their gazes locked. 

As soon as he spotted her, he started toward her. Hannah clung tighter to her satchel. Butterflies chased each other in her stomach, making her feel a bit sick. He got closer and closer until he was standing right in front of her. 

“You must be Hannah,” he said. His voice was low, it almost sounded like it was vibrating. He had kind eyes, which made it seem like he could see right through her. For a second, Hannah wondered if he actually could. 

“That’s right. You must be Edward. Were you waiting long for the stagecoach?” 

“Not too long. Don’t worry. I know this is a bit...unconventional, but the justice of the peace is waiting for us if you’re up to getting things rolling right away.” Edward kept his hands at the sides of his body. He didn’t seem nervous at all. The way his lips turned up a little at the corners made Hannah think he was bored by the situation. She wondered if he received mail order brides often. She shook off the thought. Maybe he was just a little less awkward in social situations than she was. 

Hannah wasn’t sure how it was so easy for him to just marry a stranger. She knew that for her, this was all a bit strange, and she felt self-conscious about it. Her stomach was twisted into knots, and she kept on feeling like something was wrong and she was about to figure out what it was. 

“I suppose that would work fine.” Hannah forced herself to say. She wasn’t going to show Edward that she felt uncomfortable with marrying him. They had been talking to each other for almost a month and a half through letters.

Maybe they had never met, but they had spoken about this moment and about how Hannah was coming west to marry Edward. Hannah knew what was expected of her, and was determined to go through with it. She hadn’t spent days on the stagecoach for nothing. 

“Great, let’s get going then. I’ll take that for you.” Edward reached over and took her satchel. He didn’t seem in the least bothered by it, or its weight. Before Hannah could protest, Edward was leading her down the street and around the corner of a building to a parked wagon. He plopped her bag into the back of the wagon and stood on the passenger side, waiting for Hannah so he could help her up. Hannah was both pleasantly surprised and unnerved by his politeness. She wasn’t sure what to think. 

“How long have you lived in this town?” Hannah asked once they were heading down the street with the soft clip clop of the horse’s hooves accompanying them. The town was simple. It was what she expected for Texas. The heat was pounding down, filling the street with bright rays of sunlight. Hannah found herself wondering if there was ever relief from the heat. 

“For three years. Before then, I used to live in California. What made you want to come west?” Edward’s eyes bore into hers. 

“I- the stories, being closer to the natural way of life, animals. I love taking care of animals.” Hannah stuttered. The first reason that popped into her head was that she was tired of men paying attention to her for the wrong reasons and just wanted to get marriage over with. She wanted to become a schoolteacher and she thought going west sounded adventurous. She wasn’t sure if Edward would appreciate that sort of response, so she kept it to herself. 

“I see,” Edward looked amused. “I have lots of animals. My ranch has horses, cows, and some cats as well as dogs, and I even have a pig or two.” 

Hannah nodded numbly. “Is there a school in town?”

“Yes, there is. You mentioned in your letters that you liked teaching and you liked to learn things. Are you hoping to find a teaching position at the school?” To Hannah’s relief, Edward didn’t sound opposed to the idea. 

“Actually, yes. I figured that maybe I could apply for a teaching position at the school, and you know, teach.” Hannah avoided looking at Edward for several long minutes, she did meet his gaze. She couldn’t decipher what he was thinking. Sometimes she thought she was able to read a certain emotion on his face and then it would disappear. She hoped that she was doing half as good at hiding how nervous and anxious she was feeling.

“That’s a good idea. You should do it. The kids of this town could use to some good teaching. I think they would benefit from it.” 

“Are there many students here?” Hannah asked. She was skeptical of Edward’s tone.

“There are a good number of kids in this town. I do have to warn you, you might not get the same response as you might get from kids in the city.” 

“What do you mean?” Hannah was starting to feel a bit worried. Teaching out west should be easy. There was less competition for the teaching assignments and from what Hannah knew, students needed teachers. 

“I mean, kids here, they are focused on helping their parents with the harvest, and with being farmers, and most of them don’t think book learning is super important. I admire the fact that you are passionate
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