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Synopsis: Elise & Harmon’s Story: A
Mail Order Bride Romance - A wealthy rancher wants a wife and
children more than anything in the world but is worried that a
woman might only seek him out because she’s interested in his
wealth. He decides on one woman and invites her to his ranch but
under a ruse that he’s only the foreman of the ranch. Something
happens later that forces the issue and he wonders what on earth
she’ll say when he finally reveals the truth.

 


 


Elise lifted her head from her sewing
machine and looked around the crowded factory. The women around her
worked quickly trying to ignore the stifling heat and noise of the
sewing machines. The air was hot and dusty and sweat covered their
brows. Suddenly, she noticed the foreman staring at her with an
ugly look on his face. She quickly looked back down at the shirt
she was making.

There was no point in drawing any more
attention than necessary in this place. The foreman had made his
interest in her clear and it wasn’t her work he was interested in.
Her best friend, Stacy tried to stay near her whenever they were
given a break but the foreman was always watching for an
opportunity to try to talk to her.

All of the women working in this
factory tried to avoid him and his fearsome reputation. They often
looked at Elise with pity in their eyes as it had become quite
clear to everyone where his current interest was being directed.
Elise and Stacy were trying to find a way to get Elise out of the
factory and away from this wicked man.

The options for a young woman with no
money and no family were very limited. She either had to work or
get married. Working in the factory had seemed like a good enough
life until the foreman had taken notice of her. However, there
weren’t many factory jobs and marriage was beginning to look like a
better option.

Elise was too pretty and naïve to deal
with the men who preyed upon such young women. Growing up in the
orphanage run by the nuns hadn’t prepared her for this kind of
man.

When they were given a break, Stacy
hurried over to Elise’s station and grabbed her up by her
arm.

“Come on,” Stacy gasped as she dragged
Elise along with her. “I’ve got something to show you.”

Elise allowed herself to be rushed
outside by her best friend with a giggle. “You are always in such a
rush,” she laughed. “This had better be good!”

When they reached the loading dock,
Stacy pulled her over to a pile of crates and sat down. As she sat,
she pulled a scrap of paper from her pocket. “Take a look at this,”
she said as she thrust the bit of paper at Elise. Taking the bit of
paper that had been torn from some type of newspaper, Elise read it
carefully. “This is an ad from one of those marriage newspapers,
isn’t it?”

“Yes, and it’s perfect for you. A
cowboy in Texas with some land and a small house, he’s not too old
and he’s really far away from this horrible place. I think he
sounds perfect!” Stacy stated firmly. “It’s not like you’re looking
to marry a millionaire or something!”

“It says here, “must like dogs and
horses”. I’m not sure I like either one,” Elise
muttered.

Elise stood there for a moment quietly
considering the words as she stared at the paper. How desperate did
one have to be to see this as a better opportunity than the life
she already had? At that moment she looked up to see the foreman
standing at the other end of the loading dock. He was openly
watching the two women as they talked. Elise shuddered and slipped
the paper into her pocket. Maybe she already knew the answer to
that question.

 


 


Harmon picked at the pile of letters
lying on his desk absently. He’d received several replies to his ad
in the Marriage Gazette in the last mail delivery. He’d opened none
of them. Between placing the ad and waiting for a response, he’d
lost his nerve. This had seemed like a good idea at first but he
had no idea how to make a choice from a pile of letters.

He was down to throwing them up in the
air and picking the one landing on edge or tossing a coin over each
of them. Both of them seemed like silly ideas but the whole idea of
a mail order bride was starting to seem silly too. Which idea was
more ridiculous at this point?

He had no confidence in the idea he
could actually read the letters and feel a connection to the person
on the other side of the words. Women were a mystery to him as much
as to any other man and affairs of the heart had never been his
forte.

Even in his early youth, the fairer sex
had shied away from his rather nondescript looks and it wasn’t
until his father died and he’d inherited the family fortune that
any woman had ever bothered to give him a second look. Now every
look coming his way came with an eye towards his large house and
even larger bank account. He desperately wanted a wife and a family
with a house full of children but short of buying one, he had no
idea how to make this dream come true.

His parents had struggled to build a
life together in the dust and heat of Texas. Enduring hardship and
poverty together had forged bonds that lasted throughout their
lives. When his father had finally made his fortune in the cattle
business, their love for each other was solid and unshakeable.
Harmon could only wonder if building such a love was possible in
the far more luxurious accommodations he had inherited. His parents
had built this house with the desire to have many children to fill
it.

He’d been their only child and the
house was filled with unused rooms. It had been their hope Harmon
could change that legacy into something greater than what they had
accomplished in their lifetimes.

As his fingers continued to poke at the
pile of letters, Harmon felt an idea taking shape. He knew
deception could cause his entire plan to come to naught but
desperation sometimes drove men to do strange things. His plan
would require a simple woman with small expectations.

He’d kept his ad pretty basic with only
a mention of some land and a small house. He didn’t want to attract
someone looking for a rich man. He could read the letters and find
the woman with the simplest background and perhaps low
expectations, coming from hardship possibly.

This kind of woman might be willing to
take the time to get to know and love him for himself. He began to
think this plan could work with the right woman and he reached for
the pile of letters with new interest.

At his sudden movement, his two
faithful companions looked up from where they lay on the floor. His
two Great Danes, Gunner and Bullet, had grown up in this house and
he couldn’t imagine his life without them. They went everywhere
with him and had saved his life many times by scenting rattlesnakes
out long before he or his horse could see them and given warning.
He knew any woman wanting to be a part of his life would have to be
willing to live with them too. He reached for the first letter with
a new sense of purpose.

 


 


It took Harmon a couple of hours to
read through the pile of letters. Some of the ladies had written
long, flowery letters full of dreamy words and fanciful ideas.
These he had tossed right into the fire. Some of the letters were
poorly written and carried an overwhelming sense of obvious
desperation for a husband. He tossed most of those right away
also.

Finally, he was down to two letters.
The first letter was beautifully written and appeared to be from a
woman of some means as it was on fancy paper and included a picture
of a very attractive young woman. He felt drawn to the woman but he
feared her beauty would cause her to reject him with his plain
looks. After considering this one for a long while, he laid it
aside and gave his attention over to the second letter.

The second letter was written on plain,
almost coarse paper. The words within were simple and to the point.
The young lady had read his ad. She had grown up in an orphanage
back east and was used to hard work. She currently worked in a
sewing factory but wanted to find a better life out west. Her dream
was to have a husband and a family and raise them in a home of
their own.

She didn’t know about dogs or horses as
she had never been around either at the orphanage. She thanked him
for his consideration. There was no picture enclosed.

As Harmon considered her letter, he
thought there could be two reasons for no picture. Either she was
as ugly as homemade soap or she was too poor to pay to have one
taken. Either reason worked for his purposes. After thinking the
matter over, he decided this would be the letter he would
answer.

He took the other letter and tossed it
in the fire after the rest. He was ready to take the next step in
his plan as he now had made a choice. He put the chosen letter into
the drawer of his desk to answer later and went off in search of
his foreman. He needed an assistant to make his plan work and his
foreman, Arlen was the only man suited for the job and the only man
he trusted enough to pull this off.

 


 


Elise’s fingers nervously fidgeted with
the worn letter she had secreted in the pocket of her heavy
traveling skirt. The frayed edges were soft to her hand, yet they
offered no comfort. The words contained within gave her little to
think about in the coming days. Far from feeling like an expectant
bride, her thoughts leaned more towards the end of her life as she
knew it.

Giving up her old life in the dingy
streets of the city to go to the wildness of Texas had been an easy
choice. In fact, it hadn’t been a choice at all, but a matter of
survival. Although her friends had encouraged her to open her heart
to this new adventure, fears threatened at every turn to overwhelm
her. She had never traveled anywhere in her life on her
own.

Quietly, Elise turned her thoughts back
to her life and the circumstances pushing her to Texas. Elise had
regarded the idea of being a mail order bride with some trepidation
but the women at the factory had fully supported the idea. When the
letter came from Texas, Elise, saw this as her only opportunity for
a new life.

Arrangements were quickly made with
little room for second thoughts and Elise found herself on a train
with a small valise containing her simple clothes and few
belongings. She had arranged passage on the train to Kansas City.
To complete her journey to her new home, Elise was booked on the
Butterfield Stagecoach. The original plan had included a traveling
companion but those plans had fallen through with the unexpected
illness of the other traveler and Elise was on her own.

Having no experience with travel was a
small problem but the larger problem was soon to be far more
overwhelming. Elise had grown up in the orphanage and had little
experience with the wiles and ways of men. Her quiet beauty and
gentle demeanor left her little defense from their attentions and
she had found herself the unwilling party to some very unwanted
advances.

At first, the ladies around her acted
as a shield as she gathered among them, but as they left the train
at their stops, the protective barrier of their presence became
less effective.

 


 


Seeing her discomfort, Horace, a
traveling salesman, attempted to befriend her and calm her fears of
the other men. His soothing approach in contrast to their rough
comments soon won her over and she allowed him to take charge of
her situation. At first, this seemed like an ideal solution, but as
they reached Kansas City, his protectiveness had taken a sinister
turn and Elise was beginning to feel more pressured than reassured
by his presence.

In Kansas City, Elise was pre-booked
into a boarding house for a couple of days to wait for the arrival
of the stagecoach. The boarding house was run by a formidable
woman, Mrs. Hamilton. She was a no-nonsense, take-charge kind of
person. She ran a respectable establishment and she was proud of
it.

Horace determined to accompany Elise to
the boarding house and get himself a room there also. Elise was
feeling very alarmed by his persistence and had hoped to be away
from him once the train trip was over. When the two of them arrived
at the boarding house, Mrs. Hamilton took one look at the situation
and determined the boarding house was full and there was no room
available for Horace.

He took this news with a strong air of
resentment and suggested Elise should accompany him back to the
hotel where there would be room for both of them. Elise looked at
Mrs. Hamilton with gratitude and told Horace since she was already
booked here, she would prefer to stay here. He left in a very foul
mood muttering something about coming back for her
later.

As he stomped off in the direction of
the hotel, Mrs. Hamilton turned to see Elise was very upset. She
took the young woman into the dining room and poured her a cup of
tea.

“I take it you were not enjoying the
company of that man,” Mrs. Hamilton said gently.

Elise shook her head and looked down at
her cup of tea. “No, ma’am, but I didn’t know how to make him go
away. At first, he seemed to be trying to help me because some of
the men on the train were trying to sit near me and talk to me and
I was afraid of them
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