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Synopsis: A Mail Order Bride For The
Sheriff -- A sheriff in the West has almost everything a man could
wish for, except for a bride. He asks his tavern owner aunt for
advice and help and she sends him the almost perfect woman. Why she
isn’t perfect remains a secret until she can wait no longer to tell
him, after he asks her to be his bride.

 


 


My father, from the day he was born
to the day that he passed away, told me that God had a plan for
every one of us and if that meant that if you
weren’t destined to become the governor or even a rich plantation
owner, then you should just be happy with what you have and your
life, no matter how unlikely it seemed at the time, would
eventually fall into place.

Be content with what you have,
don’t
beg for more, it was a good philosophy to have, in my eyes, yet as
I was getting older and I did need something more in my
life.

I was content with my career. I was
the sheriff for this small town and thankfully I did not have to
use my gun very often, for this was a simple town with more
Christian values than anyone else in the state. I
didn’t
make much money, but I had a roomy home with enough food and water
to get me by and I even owned some livestock.

I always wanted to improve my farm,
yet I could never get the chance to, as being a sheriff could be a
big time consumer. I wasn’t rich my any means, but when it
came down to it, I wouldn’t have it any other way. I had
something that many rich people sadly didn’t have: a relationship with
Jesus Christ. I prayed daily, read from my old Bible which was
falling apart, a clear sign that this man was not, and I made sure
to treat people the way I wanted to be treated.

So in truth, I should have been satisfied, but I was
missing something: A woman to call my own.

I was a relatively good-looking man for someone my
age. I was thirty-five and still had all of my teeth and had hair
as dark as when I was a teenager, so I was glad to have been
blessed with good looks, yet no woman seemed to have wanted me. I
treated every woman I came across here with respect and worked
diligently to get them to like me, yet most just ended up marrying
someone else, and most women who were my age were married.

Mostly, I wanted to have children of my own, to
start my family and teach them the good word of Christ, but with
every passing day, I seemed to have gotten less hopeful that that
would ever happen. Every night, I ended up praying before I went to
bed.

“Lord, I’ve been grateful and have
never asked for much, but just like Adam had Eve, I want to have a
woman of my own. I know it’s Your will if I can have one, so
if not I’m content, but it would mean the world to me if I could just
have that someone. Anyway, bless this night and the next day,
amen.”

I did this for a few months, yet no
pretty lady showed up on my doorstep. It eventually started to
affect my abilities as a sheriff, too. For instance, there was a
robbery, which didn’t happen very often and normally I
was able to chase them down, but I found myself struggling to catch
up, my warning shots doing nothing.

Eventually they got away, and that was the final
straw. I vowed that I should just be happy with what I had, but I
thought I could ask my friend Samuel what he should do. Like me, he
was a devout Christian, but he had a wife and kids. I invited him
over for some steak at the tavern and when we sat down, I told him
my situation.

“I understand, Paul, but you have
to realize that sometimes when God doesn’t answer your prayer, it
doesn’t mean that He doesn’t want you to have that, a lot of
times it just means that he wants you to seek it.

“God helps those who help themselves. I was in your
boat once. I wanted a woman, but only found one when I went to
actually look. Do you know of anyone who could introduce you to
one?”

I thought about this. He was right,
in a way. God didn’t want you to rely on Him all the
time when it came to earthly pleasures, so the more I thought about
it, the more I decided that a woman was going to be my fate, I just
had to look. The only person I knew who would even come close was
my aunt Bessie. She ran a tavern and was friends with all sorts of
women of all ages, so she may, just may know one.

“Thank you for all of your help, friend,” I said.
“May God bless you.” He just smiled, unaware of how much he helped
me.

That night, I took out a piece of paper and got to
work.

“My Dearest Aunt
Bessie,

It has been almost a year since we last spoken, and
for that I apologize. Lord knows that I have had a lot on my mind,
and so have you, probably. Hopefully your pets are doing better and
God has blessed you even more. I myself have been about the same,
and I have a favor to ask you.

I know that you’re a busy woman; a
bartender is more hard working, and has to deal with more rowdy
people ironically, than a sheriff can be, so if
you’re
unable to do this for me, I understand. I want a woman of my own
and I can find no woman in this town who wants me. I want someone
to grow old with and who will have my kids with.

It doesn’t have to be someone
who’s
perfect when it comes to looks, nor does it have to be someone as
devoted to God as I am, for I think I can teach anyone the way of
the Lord, no matter how much of a sinner they are. So write back
when you can, and if you can’t find a woman,
it’s fine.

Sincerely and God Bless,

Paul.”

I went to the post office immediately the next
morning and put it in the mail, praying to God in my head that
something good would happen because of this. Now, it was time to
wait.

My aunt was very sporadic when it
came to responding to my letters. Sometimes she sent them in only a
few weeks, sometimes a few months, and sometimes not at all, so I
didn’t
know if she would even respond.

Until then, I tried to keep my mind
off finding myself a woman. Besides trying to keep the peace in the
town, I tried to work with my livestock a bit more as well as
making more room for prayer and reading from my Bible, something
which was never wasted.

Every week, I would check to see if I had received
my letter, but so far, there was no sign that she had even replied.
The long distance always made me worried; what if the letter got
lost? What if the ink faded, either by rain or another condition?
What if they postman got robbed?

Sometimes I would think of the
worst case scenario a bit too much. I knew that God would not want
that, yet sometimes you just couldn’t help but to think about things
like that. Like I said, I tried to think positive.

 


 


Eventually, I forgot about the letter altogether and
for a brief period of time I had accepted my fate. Woman or not, I
was blessed with food, water, shelter, and I lived in a free
country instead of one where I would have been executed or shamed
for my faith in God.

Perhaps a woman
wasn’t
a part of His plan. Who knows, maybe I’d be better off without one, I
thought. I still checked the mail every day, but from what I could
gather, there wouldn’t be a response anytime
soon.

I always marked off my calendar and today I realized
that it had been over two months since I sent the letter to my aunt
and depression hit me again. I simply said a prayer and went on
with my day as the sheriff and thanked the Lord that it was an easy
day. I came home, only to see something on my doorstep that made my
heart skip a beat.

It was a letter and at first glance I could tell
that it was from my aunt. Well, the rose that she always tied to
the letter gave it away, with her never realizing how wilted roses
could get after weeks of no water.

I removed the rose and respectfully
laid it on the ground, knowing that it would join the soil and the
cycle of life would start all again. Those subtle things about life
made me appreciate God’s plan even more and made me
realize just how perfectly designed this world was.

Anyhow, I opened up the letter and read it, my eyes
widening.

“My Dearest Paul,

My apologies for how late this letter was. The bar
has been busier than ever and to be honest, I did not want to
respond until I had actually found someone for you. Us Georgian
women, while much more wholesome than the ones out West, are
elusive.

Believe me, it took a lot of effort to find someone,
but Lord willing, I did. I found a woman just for you, who is fair
and is of childbearing age. She was a customer who had wanted to
get away from her home and find a man of her own, and I told her
just how good you were.

She surprisingly was convinced and she is now on a
train to Colorado. On Friday, you should find her at the station,
Bible in hand. I hope this helps, just in return, come visit your
old aunt sometime. She needs it.

Sincerely and God Bless,

Bessie.”

God had answered my prayer, and all it had taken was
for me to make a little effort of my own. You could have said that
it was the aunt who did it and while she played her part, God was
the one who sent her to the bar.

I almost wanted to jump for joy if
it weren’t for the fact that I was slightly exhausted from the day, I
would have. I went to bed, holding the letter in my hand, and
managed to fall asleep very fast, murmuring about how thankful I
was to God that I might have found someone of my own.

 


 


It felt like I was a kid again and I was waiting
anxiously for my birthday. The days until Friday seemed to pass
slower with each hour as my anticipation rose to the sky. I
wondered just how the woman would be.

Would we connect immediately? Would it take a little
bit for her to open up? There were plenty of possibilities, but God
was telling me that it would, in the end, work out. The last thing
I expected was for God to give me only a taste of what should have
been a woman I would cherish until death and beyond.

He always seemed to have given me
what I undeservingly desired, even if He had to put me through a
little test first and for that I couldn’t have been more grateful to
Him. So, I waited until Friday, and then headed to the station
early, waiting for the train to arrive.

It was a clear day and I had made sure that I had
someone fill in for me at my office while I waited. Hours seemed to
pass without the train arriving and I prayed that there was nothing
wrong. Here I was, thinking of the worst possible outcome.

Sure enough, even though the train
wasn’t
on time and I was starting to think about leaving, the train pulled
in. The doors opened and people came out, many of them being young
women.

It took just a simple glance for me to see who my
woman was.

 


 


Men, what were they good for, I thought as I
wandered around the town, a stiff drink the only thing on my mind.
Why life had to treat me like this, I had no idea. At first, he
acted like he wanted to spend the rest of his natural life with me,
but when I gave him what he wanted, he disappeared.

I almost threw up at the very
thought. What was wrong with me? I wasn’t a sixteen-year-old beauty
anymore, but at twenty-five I thought I looked good. My hair was
still thick and brunette, nary had a wrinkle avoided my face and I
was still at a healthy weight with no kids to drag me
down.

So why couldn’t I find a real
gentleman, someone to treat me right, someone I could spend the
rest of my life with? Oh well, it was time to head to another
tavern in another again. Maybe this time my prince would be sitting
there, wanting the same thing that I desired.

I walked inside, the crowd as
predictable as ever. Men, many of them unkempt and smelling like a
horse’s bed, were all giving me whistles. I wanted to spit in all of
their faces, but I made my way to the bar.

No one worth my time was sitting there, but at least
the bartender looked to be a sweet woman who looked to be even
older than my mother. I sat down.

“What’ll it be, young lady?”

I almost blushed at being called
‘young’ and I made my order. “I’ll just have a shot of whiskey.
Lord knows that if there’s one good thing about Georgia,
it’s
their whiskey.”

“You’re way too pretty for such a stiff
drink,” the woman said. “Have you had a rough night?”

“You could say that. Well, you could say plenty of
things. My life is probably uninteresting to you, anyway.”

She shook her head, giving me her
motherly look. Normally, I’d be
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