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An Older Woman & The Cowboy Who Wants
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Banking On Love

From Massachusetts To Colorado &
Into The Arms Of Her Honest Bill

Half A Man Is Good Enough For
Her

 


 


An Older Woman & The Cowboy Who
Wants Children


 


Synopsis: An Older Woman & The
Cowboy Who Wants Children - Trapped in a loveless marriage, and
after her husband’s suicide, Emma decides to become a mail order
bride and after finding a rancher, she boards the train headed for
California. There’s only one thing on her mind though; the rancher
wants a family, and she’s thirty-five.

 


 


Emma leaned back into the soft leather
seat and closed her eyes as the train pulled slowly away from the
station, in May of 1894. She did not take a last look out the
window at the bustle of New York City as it faded from view because
she knew in her heart she would never go back. The best and worst
days of her life had taken place there and the good Lord knew she
desperately needed a new start.

Walter’s beautiful face came into her
mind - his laughing green eyes crinkling at the corners as he
whispered, “Emma, my lovely love, I can give you everything. The
moon and stars are only trinkets compared to all you shall have if
you marry me."

Emma squeezed her eyes closed harder,
frustrated that memories of her first husband would be likely to
dominate this trip from coast to coast. Walter had literally
galloped into her life on a sleek black stallion one hot summer day
in late August. She felt her lips turn up at the corners
remembering his entrance into her life.

She was nineteen years old, kneeling in
her parent’s vegetable garden digging up carrots from the dry soil.
Someone is riding too fast, she thought, as she pushed a damp piece
of tousled hair off her brow and looked up squinting into the
bright sunshine. She tensed as hooves skidded to a halt nearby. A
tall broad shouldered man sat quietly upon the panting
horse.

Chuckling and tipping his hat, he said
smoothly, "I am the luckiest of men to discover a perfect wild
flower amidst this garden today." With that, he leapt from his
stallion and bowed low with a flourish. Emma scrambled to her feet,
and feeling a hot flush begin to burn her cheeks, she realized she
was grinning at him like a mindless child.

A long-fingered tan hand reached out to
adjust her tattered straw bonnet as she jerkily smoothed down her
dusty cotton dress. She heard him slowly expel his breath, "I did
not come here to fall in love today, my sweet."

Emma had been raised by her mother to
have perfect manners and she curtsied quickly saying "I am so sorry
sir introductions are in order. My name is Emma Frain of Dearborn
Farm. May I ask what brings you here today?" His white teeth
glinted in the sun against his tanned skin as he replied seriously
for the first time, "I am Walter Howard from the Great Bank of New
York. The owner of this estate has requested a meeting with
me."

She felt her stomach clench tightly in
response. She knew what this meant at last. The recent long
silences between her parents when she entered a room, and the sharp
words exchanged late in the night finally made sense. Her full lips
pursed as she recalled her mother’s eyes filling with tears this
morning.

Her father had slammed the kitchen door
when he left for the stables. Clarity came rushing in. Dearborn was
in trouble and this charismatic man held their lives in the
balance. Farms in upstate New York were closing down everywhere,
neighbors were moving out west to start over.

She had never imagined it could happen
to her family.

Her mother was a genteel, well-spoken
woman who always appeared happily married to the owner of some of
the finest thoroughbred horses in upstate New York. Mother prided
herself in her education and emphasized the same for Emma. They
engaged in reading and writing exercises daily. Her gentle father
insured she knew everything about how to identify fine horseflesh
and thus, she had been an avid rider since she was a young
girl.

She was an only child, adored and
indulged by her parents since birth. Walter broke the long silence
between them, eyes dancing, “Worry not my dear, not for a fraction
of a moment. Your good father and I will come to an agreement very
soon that will surely change our worlds for the best. Glory be to
God," he said gaily, waving his arms skyward in an expansive
gesture.

Emma smiled shyly into Walter’s
confident eyes, straightened her shoulders and led the way into the
familiar white stucco farmhouse. Walter followed closely behind,
noting early signs of disrepair in the home's exterior. He would
ride out early tomorrow morning and carefully assess the current
value of this property. The young woman with violet eyes and lithe
form was very interesting indeed.

This work could end in great pleasure
for all involved.

 


 


That night, Emma lay quietly in her
soft feather bed listening to the drone of voices downstairs. She
strained nervously to discern what was being said. Her mother’s
voice quiet but firm seemed to be asking the most questions. She
was not surprised that her mother was included.

Emma knew that her mother was
intelligent and well respected in their church and their community
at large. Intermittent bursts of laughter could be heard but seemed
to come from Walter only. Her father was a quiet man, especially
tonight. She sensed his shame over having to seek out the bank’s
assistance. She wondered if her parents liked Walter as she
reviewed the events of the day. Emma felt her heart skip a beat as
she remembered his smile and his engaging soft voice.

He had more charm than any man she had
ever met and was fascinated by his power. She thoughtfully began to
plan every detail of a pretty outfit for the next morning. She
drifted off during her prayers pleading for a good outcome to these
somber negotiations.

 


 


Emma awoke to the light clattering of
dishes as her mother set their large oak table for breakfast. The
smell of bacon, coffee and cinnamon rolls drifted up to her. She
stretched languorously in bed reaching out to pet the fluffy yellow
kitten purring at her side. She jumped as one of her mother’s
precious china plates fell to the floor, shattering
loudly.

Her mother never dropped anything, Emma
thought, as she leapt from the bed. She winced as she heard her
mother sweeping while at the same time she heard the heavy boots of
her father slowly approaching the front door. She grabbed a violet
lacy scoop necked frock from her small wardrobe.

Where was Walter, she wondered, hearing
the quiet murmur of her parents’ voices. She missed his merriment
and larger than life persona. Surely, he would never have left
without saying his farewells to her. Her heart sunk. Things must
have gone badly during the farm tour this morning.

She trotted carefully down the steep
stairs in soft leather slippers to find her parents standing at the
oak table. They were staring at her as if someone had died. The
last time they had looked like this was when mother had dismissed
all the servants, claiming she was bored and they interfered with a
lady's independence.

Emma's mouth went dry. "What's wrong?"
she asked softly. The silence seemed to echo in her ears but her
mother moved into action, sitting first before a warmed plate of
food.

"Come, my darling, and have some
refreshment. We have much to talk about."

Her father slowly drew out a chair for
her and touched her head fondly as she sat down.

 


 


Walter arrived in a carriage three days
later, trotting rapidly up the tree-lined drive. It was drawn by a
pair of bays she recognized from her father’s stables. These
animals were the two finest, most perfectly bred horses she had
ever known, but they belonged to Dearborn. She heard her mother say
quietly, "Well, at least he is true to his word."

Her father cleared his throat awkwardly
and nodded his head in slow agreement. Delighted, Emma watched
Walter approach with wide-eyed wonder. The three stood on the front
porch while he jumped gracefully down from the carriage seat. He
bowed deeply to her parents, while grasping her hand and placing a
long lingering kiss upon it.

She felt her knees weaken as he knelt
at her feet whispering, “My love, you must do me the honor of
becoming my wife this very afternoon." There was a frozen tension
around them all. From a distance she heard her own voice answer
back, "Oh yes...yes I will" and they were married in the small
chapel later that afternoon as the sun rose high in the
sky.

Her parents held her closely as they
said farewell. She remembered their calls of best wishes,
congratulations and Godspeed as they faded into the distance. She
did not even wonder about a special license, a pair of beautiful
bays or the thick pack of money that changed hands between Walter
and her father.

Her wise elderly minister wed her in
the eyes of God, with her parents’ blessing. She was head over
heels in love, headed for a new town house in the glamorous city he
claimed to adore. Her handsome husband had held a very respectable
banking career for a young man in his twenties. His elderly parents
lived in London and Walter stated that his folks would never come
to America because they were afraid of sea travel.

He, too, was an only child. Emma leaned
back in the carriage as it sped along at a brisk pace and slowly
reached over to touch his firmly muscled arm. His profile was
strong and his face in repose was serious. He reassuringly squeezed
her hand. This had all happened so fast, but everything about
Walter was fast, she giggled softly to herself. She had never
dreamed her life could become so perfect in just four
days.

 


 


Emma woke up hours later to the sound
of a piercing train whistle and a mind full of jarring memories. A
cup of cold tea and small plate of biscuits lay in front of her. Oh
dear Lord, she thought, ten years of a childless marriage with
highs and lows so bittersweet had captured her youth and ended in
Walter’s humiliating death. His impulsive suicide by hanging still
haunted her.

At first, when they had arrived in the
city, her life was like a fairy tale. He was passionate and
intensely thrilled with her beauty and sophistication. He claimed
to love her and displayed it openly with words and deeds. She had
jewels of amethysts, rubies and emeralds with silks and satins to
match. Bonnets, furs and slippers of highest New York fashion
accessorized her large wardrobe.

Her friends expressed jealous wonder as
she entered church in the stylish and elaborate finery she wore to
dinner parties, balls and theaters. She could feel that they
thought she might be vain and superficial. Walter was wildly
popular and invitations flowed into their lovely town house. They
were society's beautiful new couple. Her raven hair and violet eyes
flashing in stark contrast to his subtle ash blonde, emerald eyed
beauty.

There seemed no end to their wealth.
People gasped when they gracefully entered a room arm in arm, tall
and willowy leaning gently against broad and muscular. Men sought
him out for financial advice and slapped his back in
thanks.

Emma sighed rocking gently with the
movement of the train as her memories flowed forth. Privately,
Walter was a passionate, demanding man who she tried desperately to
please. It seemed that she could never express her love for him
enough. He would awaken to coldly stare at her and then angrily
leave their bed to sit for hours on the balcony.

She would lie still to keep her hair in
place and her silk nightwear unwrinkled in hopes of his returning
in a peaceful state of mind. He seemed to cheer as evening and
social outings approached. He often said in abrasive tones that
socializing with wealthy investors was his work. “I work at night,”
he said, and he was consumed by his prosperity. She was expected to
charm them all, to please him and win everyone’s favor.

The men flocked around him and the
woman gave coquettish, longing looks. Walter did not flirt with
women, he instead led Emma around to be admired and desired from
afar. While making love to her once he said harshly, “It is your
beauty that gives the clients confidence in me Emma, and no finer
arm piece could a man have.”

Emma felt a dull hollowness inside as
he rolled away from her on his side.

 


 


Through the years, Walter’s moodiness
increased at home but was hidden flawlessly in public. He was
obsessed with her clothing, her jewelry, her hair and her slim
willowy figure. She could not please him at home. He was
alternately restless and cheerful, then angry, critical and quiet.
Sometimes he became talkative and spoke loudly for hours with
pressured speech about his financial successes.

Finally, he began to drink more and eat
less. He spent long time periods on the balcony staring at the busy
street below. One evening she went outside after him, determined to
rub the tension from his shoulders. She left her hair down in a
long neat braid, carefully glossed her full lips and sprayed his
favorite perfume on her soft neck and wrists.

"Walter,” she said quietly, “you are a
wonderful man. God has blessed us with everything we need.” She
reached out tentatively to touch him, “I love you so much.” Walter
sprang to his feet with uncoiled rage. "You don't love me and you
never have. Stop prattling on about our joy. The one thing you
could have given me in these ten fruitless years was a child,” he
yelled.

“A child is the only thing I
cannot give myself, but my beautiful ice queen withheld even that.”
He raised his hand as if to slap her and she ran, trembling, from
the balcony.

Why had she never known that she was
the cause of his moodiness? she thought. She had noticed his
careful inspections of her body after her monthly flow but she
believed he was assuring himself of her perfection. He had never
mentioned children and she did not believe they could have a place
in their busy social life. She fell across their bed weeping, and
asked God’s forgiveness for her inability to reach an understanding
with her beautiful but volatile husband.

Walter did not come to their bed that
night, or ever again. She heard him enter their room in the pitch
darkness. She felt him stop and stare down at her for several
minutes and then walk quietly out onto the balcony. A few moments
later, she heard a woman scream with blood curdling urgency and
then the pounding of a night-watchman’s club on their front door.
Emma's heart was pounding as she grabbed a wrap and ran down the
stairs. Walter had committed the horrible, unthinkable act of
suicide.

He had methodically and purposely hung
himself from their balcony for the entire world to witness. She
could never explain it to their church, his banking comrades, or
the elite New York society.

The newspaper had described his death
by hanging in explicit detail. Emma saw photographs of them that
she had never seen before. What in heaven’s name had happened,
asked the silent pitying glances of their friends. She was left
alone, humiliated and destitute.

His best friend gently tried to explain
that he risked all their savings on a single hand of cards the very
night he died. His friend had tears in his eyes as he apologized
for being unable to stop such reckless and unusual behavior. No
female friends visited and she eventually lost the townhome to
creditors.

She had to sell valuable jewels month
after month to survive. Her mother wrote and recommended that she
volunteer at the huge city hospital and learn the trade of nursing.
Emma agreed and knew that she could never go home again to the
farm. Her parents had traded her to the enamored, impulsive Walter
to save themselves from poverty and even still, they were only
scratching by financially. Ten years had passed and she felt as
naive as the day she had left her parents.

 


 


Emma took her mother’s wise advice and
for the last five years, she had diligently developed her career as
a nurse. In lieu of pay, she had accepted a room and board at the
hospital. She learned to understand that depression, marked by
Walter’s extreme highs and lows, was more common than many
inflicted would care to admit.

She stayed distant from others in hopes
that no one would associate her with New York's elite social class
and her embarrassing history. She slowly began to absorb that
Walter had been ill and eventually she thought that perhaps she was
not to blame for neither his volatility nor his suicide.

Emma was still beautiful at 35,
stunningly so, some of her peers said. Yet, she only felt like a
lonely, childless widow. She despised the thick white streak than
ran through her raven hair. It had appeared in the years following
her husband’s death. She was grateful that it had not grown larger,
but it was odd. Perhaps the saddest thing of all was that in all
the years since her wedding day, she had never acknowledged her own
secret, private longing for a baby of her own.

 


 


One day, Emma was standing alone
sipping a cup of water in the nurse’s lounge, when she noticed a
memo requesting mail order brides at a horse ranch in southern
California. "A new start," one man’s attached note had read. She
looked closer, “I will give you shelter, meals and safety. In
return, I request a healthy, loving wife who is well educated and
of strong Christian faith. In addition, I would wish to start a
family.”

Emma stood staring at the posting for a
long time. The words “a new start” rang in her ears. She exhaled
slowly and whispered, “I love horses; I am a Christian, I am well
educated, and I'm a loving woman.” Her eyes filled with tears. I
want children but I'm probably barren or too old to have them, she
thought. My husband committed suicide, so how can I explain that?
“Oh Dear God I want a new start,” she whispered aloud.

Before she knew it she was digging
feverishly in her uniform pocket for a pen. She would write to him.
He had written saying that he was thirty-eight, and would require a
bride of childbearing years. She was thirty-five, but beauty and
good health had always been her strengths, and maybe she could
still be blessed with the miracle of childbirth.

She knew that thirty-five was very high
risk for healthy results, but maybe she could be the one he chose
and God would look favorably upon them. She knew others who wanted
change and responded to these posts. She chuckled thinking that she
would not mention the white streak in her hair. The first letter
she wrote said, “Dear John, my name is Emma Howard. I am an
experienced nurse, a devout Christian and some say a beautiful,
well-educated woman.

“I believe I am a loving
person. I was raised on a thoroughbred horse farm. I am an
excellent rider and very knowledgeable about the horse trade. I
want children and equally sincerely want a new start. Cordially,
Emma.”

Two weeks later she received her
answer, “My dear Emma, please find enclosed a money order that
should cover train expenses, food and a bridal wardrobe for you.
Could you write to me describing your person in detail, including
your estimated time of arrival in Moorestown? I am an honest man,
and am a hard worker in the trade of horse breeding.

“I, too, am a devout
Christian of great faith. I am a tall, dark haired gentleman with
broad shoulders and great strength. My sisters say that I am
handsome but that will be for your eyes to determine. I'm delighted
that you like to ride and starting a family with you would be the
greatest gift God could give us.

“Also, your nursing
experience will be a welcome asset out here on the frontier.
Sincerely, John Ross.”

Emma wrote again saying, “My Dear John,
I am tall and slender. My eyes are a violet hue, my skin is fair,
and my hair is long and very dark with a slight wave. My form is
said to be attractive by most ladies standards but I will leave
that to you to determine. My favorite color is violet and I will
wear a gown and bonnet of that color to meet you at the station. I
dearly want to have a child and will work earnestly to achieve that
mutual goal.

“I will arrive in two weeks
from today if all goes well and God is willing. You sound like a
stable, serious man and I believe I would like you. I am bringing
back at least one third of the money you sent me. I was able to buy
a lovely wedding wardrobe inclusive of all things delightful. Thank
you for your trust and generosity. Sincerely, Emma.”

She said a short prayer before dropping
it in the post.

 


 


John was pleased when he saw the neat
script on a letter he knew was written in Emma's hand. He was a
calm and reserved man whom he feared a New York City lady could
find boring. He smiled when he read that she would work earnestly
at creating a child with him but wondered at her lack of success
with her first husband. She would be younger than him at least - he
had insisted on that.

A nurse would be a valued commodity in
these parts, and a beautiful Christian horsewoman sounded like a
good bargain. John stood for a moment thinking practically about
Emma's arrival. She could spend a few days with his sisters before
the wedding would take place. More importantly, he needed certified
proof of her husband’s death and legal ability to marry again in
his hands. He would send to New York for any information on the
background of Emma Howard. He headed back to the Post Office,
hoping two weeks would be enough time.

 


 


The train slowed to a stop and whistled
loudly for what Emma hoped was the final time. She had changed into
a dark violet silk dress with a high collar and modest bustle in
back. The silk hung softly to emphasize the flattering curves of
her figure. She touched her neatly braided bun and noticed a few
dark flattering curls had fallen free to frame her face. She held
the hand mirror higher and sucked in her breath. A thick white
streak ran threw her hair from front to back. She pondered how
Walter would have hated that sign of aging and hoped John would be
more forgiving. She grimaced as she placed a matching tulle bonnet
of lavender upon her head and covered it carefully and she sent up
a fervent prayer that John would not resemble her former husband in
person or personality.

Emma stood up on the train and quickly
glanced around nervously. A young farm hand smiled as he approached
her, “Miss Emma, I have come to gather your baggage and take you to
Master John. My name is Sean and I am the pastor’s son,” he said
confidently, while grinning from a heavily freckled face topped
with thick red curls. She felt herself relax in his friendly, easy
company.

He reached up to pull a half dozen
large leather satchels and hat boxes from above Emma's head and
carried them with ease as Emma followed behind him. The air was
cool and fresh as Sean stepped from the train. She felt a firm hand
grip her waist and steady her as she stepped down onto the
platform. She looked up in surprise into warm brown eyes. At once,
she felt safe in his grasp as she offered her hand and
smiled.

“Welcome to Moorestown,
California, Emma. I’m John Ross,” the man said in a deep, husky
voice, before he slowly leaned forward to gently kiss her hand.
“I’m delighted to finally meet you. I’m Emma Howard,” she said
politely.

They stared at one another, drinking in
features as if to memorize them. "You are beautiful beyond my
wildest imaginings,” she said. He smiled a crooked smile, “I told
you that you would be the judge of that.” Oh no, she thought, she
hadn’t meant to say that aloud. He laughed softly as she smiled
nervously, and offered his arm to exit the station.

Emma noticed the wind picking up and
she tensed and blushed as she felt her tulle bonnet sliding
backwards. She unhooked her arm to grab it when she noted his
frozen face. “Emma, your hair is turning white,” he said quietly,
and adjusted the stray bonnet neatly in place with deft fingers.
“Come along now, I wish to show you my home."

Once they arrived at his home and she
could breathe behind a closed door, Emma realized how horrified by
John's response to her hair she was. She barely had time to compose
herself as she hurriedly stepped into a turquoise riding habit
because he had requested they tour his vast estate on
horseback.

The room was lovely with large
curtained windows to give either light or privacy to every part of
the sprawling manor home. Dark wooden fences stretched for miles
enclosing pastures of the most divine working quarter horses she
had ever seen. I think I will be happy here, she mused to
herself.

John was waiting by the front door
leaning casually against a white wall when she came hurrying into
the parlor. He straightened as she entered, his eyes slowly running
over her from head to foot. His hands were casually in his pockets
as she glanced at him and neatly pinned a matching feathered cap to
her head. It did not hide her white streak, but he would have to
get used to that she decided.

After all
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