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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

Although this story is set against a historical backdrop, certain locations, customs, occupations, social conditions, and historical details may have been adapted, simplified, or fictionalized for the purposes of the story. This novel is intended for entertainment and should not be considered a factual or scholarly account of historical events.
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“I really enjoy this series.”
— Goodreads reader
“Loved it.”
— Goodreads reader
“Really good.”
— Goodreads reader
Readers have followed the women of Sawyerville through journeys west, unexpected marriages, new beginnings, hardship, friendship, and love.

The Sawyerville Mail Order Brides Series has earned hundreds of ratings from readers, with many books receiving averages of more than four stars on Goodreads.

Thank you to every reader who has traveled to Sawyerville with us.
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SAWYERVILLE, OREGON

May 2, 1880

Just past noon, Molly Strong, the wife of Sheriff William Strong of Sawyerville, stood at the far western end of the town's main street watching for the wagons to arrive.

"Oh, it's so exciting!" Molly said, speaking to Elsa Jurgensen and Audrey Cliff and several of the other young women who lived up at the Ladies' House. "Twenty-five new brides arriving today!"

"Maybe they'll have better luck than we've had," said Audrey, with a sigh.

"I hope so," said Elsa. "Two years and we've found no husband yet."

"Oh, you'll find one. I'm sure of it!" Molly said. "Girls as accomplished and beautiful as you will certainly be married. It's just a matter of finding the right man. And it's far better to wait for the right man than marry too soon to the wrong one."

"I suppose I thought that, with a thousand loggers here in the camps, we would have done better by now," said Audrey.

"Maybe we shouldn't have brought in new brides," said Elsa. "Maybe we should have brought in some new men."

"Oh! That reminds me," Molly said. "I wanted to tell you that – "

"Here they come!" cried some of the other girls in the little crowd. "Here they come!"

Molly stretched up on her toes and saw that the girls were right. Coming in from the west, past the very tall Douglas fir trees that covered the mountains out here in the Oregon countryside, were five supply wagons. They were rolling into town after meeting the steamship at the coast some twenty-five miles away.

In a few moments the wagons stopped in a line at the far western end of the main street, between the livery barn on one side and the newly built Sawyerville Hospital on the other. Just beyond the barn, which was the only building on the south side of the street, lay a gently sloping hillside with the many, many tents and shacks of the camp where the loggers lived.   

At the far edge of the camp was the wide and rushing Umpqua River. Its banks were lined with huge logs waiting for their freedom so they could travel down the river to the Pacific Ocean and the sawmills down the coast.

Slowly, no doubt stiff and sore and tired after a seven-week railroad trip from Manchester, New Hampshire to San Francisco, and then several days more on steamships and wagons from there, the twenty-five new prospective brides for the loggers of Sawyerville slid down from the wagons and looked around them at their new town.

"Hello, girls! Hello, and welcome to Sawyerville!" said Molly, trying to greet them all at once. "Get your bags and we'll take you to the Ladies' House, where you can wash up and have a fine supper and meet all of the other brides who live there!"

Before accepting the invitation from Sawyerville to move here and meet the loggers and – it was hoped – marry them, all of these young women had been mill girls in the textile factories of Manchester. Like the first group of brides who had arrived two years before, they were not from families of means and had been willing to risk a long and difficult journey for the chance to find a husband, a home, and a family.

They were all pretty enough, and young, though all of them wore dresses and bonnets of plain weave and faded color and carried worn and battered carpet bags, some of which were held shut by lengths of rope tied around them.

But all of the girls were just as tough as their luggage and just as unashamed of being held together by whatever strength there was to be had. Yet one of them, Molly began to realize, was a little different from the others. 

The last girl to get out of the wagon pulled out her traveling bag, which, Molly noticed, was a nice leather case that looked almost new. This girl was tall and slim with honey-brown hair, light brown eyes, and a milky, lightly freckled complexion.

Her dress was dark red and looked to be made of silk. Her high-heeled black boots were still in good repair. And on the shoulder of the lovely silk dress was a beautiful gold filigree brooch, with a large red jewel – as large the tip of Molly's little finger – set into it. 

For a moment, Molly could not help but stare at the brooch. It was so beautiful that she felt sure the gold was real gold, not brass, and the stone genuine and not paste.

Then the girl noticed her staring and raised one hand up as though adjusting her hair, coincidentally covering up the brooch. "Good morning, ma'am," the girl said politely. "My name is Theodora Cooper. I think that you must be Mrs. Strong." 

"I am! But you can call me Molly. Everyone does," she said with a laugh. "How was your trip?"

"It was just fine, Mrs. Strong. Just fine." 

Her manner was so formal that it gave Molly pause for a moment, but then she turned to the rest of the girls and went on. 

"I'm so proud of all of you," Molly told them. "So proud of your courage in coming here and of your willingness to start your lives anew. Now, come with me and I'll show you your new home!"

Molly began herding her twenty-five new charges towards the switchback which led to the high road up above the town, along on the ridge. "The high road," she said, as they all trudged up the steep switchback, "is up here on this ridge overlooking the town. This is where the houses and cabins are built for the townspeople, as well as for those loggers who have gotten married. Otherwise, none of the men are allowed up on the ridge at all."

The girls murmured and glanced at each other, but kept going. Soon they were walking on the high road along the ridge, laughing and marveling at the beautiful view of the town below. They could see the vast loggers' camp beyond it and the sparkling river in the distance.

"And this," Molly said proudly, "is your new home."
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MANY OF THE GIRLS SIMPLY stopped and stared. "This – this is where we're going to live?" one of them asked.

"Yes, indeed," Molly answered. "It was built just for you."

She stood with the twenty-five young women looking up at a very large, white-painted, three-story structure with an enormous porch all across the front of it. "The Sawyerville Ladies' House," Molly said. "Space for one hundred, though there's barely half that number right now. Fifty rooms on the two upper floors, so you can all have your own room if you like!"

Molly quickly stepped back, laughing, as all of the girls ran up the steps to the porch and hurried inside – all of them, that is, but one. Theodora stepped carefully up to the porch and peered through the front windows. "Is there a parlor, Mrs. Strong?"

"Why, yes, there is," Molly said. "A very large one. The girls often gather there, or here on the porch, for games and socializing. Sometimes Sunday teas are held where certain of the loggers are invited to attend."

Theodora simply nodded and walked inside. Most of the other girls would scarcely know what a parlor was, but Theodora had clearly not grown up the way they had.

Molly began to feel very curious about the elegant Miss Cooper.

Inside, the House was filled with squeals and laughter as the new girls met the current residents and exclaimed in wonder at their beautiful new home. "Oh, my, so much space! Fine furniture – sofas
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