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Synopsis: A mail order bride with little book
learning but an inventive mind, travels to her fiancé, a doctor and
war vet with one leg, who lives in a little town in New Mexico.
This story is full or irony, kindness, and wit and it shows
everyone just how much can be accomplished if you simply ask others
for help.

 


 


Evelyn Montalo lazed on her chaise lounge and
stretched in the mid-morning sun. She was wearing her dressing
gown, not seeing a reason to wear her normal clothing when no
visitors were expected and her parents were out of the city, and
she was eating some berries and cream while reading Jonathan
Swift's "Gulliver's Travels " which was a favored book of hers.

She wasn't so sure she agreed with some of
Swift's views, especially those expressed in an essay she wasn't
sure was meant to be serious, but the story was intriguing and she
always hoped to meet Mister Swift. Perhaps some day she'd go to
England and speak with him.

All she really needed was to convince her
father to pay for a round trip to England, which could be easily
done as soon as Evelyn could be bothered to do so. She finished the
chapter and decided that she'd like to go for a walk and so she
dressed, chose a parasol, and left the house. The sun was still
shining bright and the world outside seemed fresh with
possibilities.

Perhaps she would get into some adventure
that would test her intellectual skill, or even rescue an orphan or
a puppy! The day was laden with possibilities and as she walked
down the street quietly humming to herself, she though that today
would be a fantastic day.

"Hello, newsboy," she said, to a child she
assumed was delivering newspapers due to the scruffiness of his
face. Newspaper boys were always scruffy and seemed a bit rough but
had hearts of gold.

The child said, "What?"

Evelyn ignored him. She greeted all those she
saw, occasionally getting it right, until she came upon an older
man with some sort of machine. It had an awful lot of gears and
belts and looked very complicated and interesting. She walked over
and ignored the curses coming from the old man's mouth. She leaned
over and asked, "What's this?"

The man sat up with a shock, saw Evelyn, and
muttered, "Don't know. My son sent me this from Boston and expects
me to make it work. Fool child has all these ideas but no idea how
to make them real."

"Perhaps I can help," offered Evelyn, who
hadn't so much as seen a machine during her time on Earth. She was
a clever girl, though and had no doubt that things would work out
for her.

"I don't you can, miss," said the old man.
"I've been a tinkerer for years upon years and I can't make sense
of the darn thing."

"Well, it looks very simple to me," said
Evelyn, and she was pleased with the old man rolled his eyes and
acquiesced. She handed him the parasol and looked the machine and
into a gaping mouth on its top. There appeared to be some things
stuck in there, grinding together in a way that was probably very
unhealthy for the machine. "I see the problem already. There's
wheels in here that won't let each other move."

"Miss, I wouldn't do that if I were you,"
cautioned the old man. "Those are supposed to be right that. I
think my son means this to be some sort of grinding machine."

"Nonsense," said Evelyn. "The only thing that
this could possibly be is not that. It's something else entirely.
Here, I'll reach in and just make these wheels be not so close,
yes?"

"I really wouldn't do that, miss," said the
old man.

"You'll see," said Evelyn and she thrust her
hand into the machine.

In a way, she got it to work.

 


 


In a small Nevada town, Doctor Elmer Mayberry
was putting the final changes on his practice's office. With one
hand, he gripped a hammer and pounded a nail into the wall. This
was somewhat complicated since he, in fact, only had one leg. He
had long ago made peace with this and had learned how to do things
people with the normal amount of appendages could do.

For this job, for instance, he had a special
tool that would hold a nail in place until it had gained enough
hold, at which point he'd remove the device, nail away without a
care, and not have to worry about his balance. At the very least,
he mused; he couldn't hit his own thumb anymore. He laughed,
causing a young man named Frank who had been watching to ask,
"What's so funny, mister?"

"Oh," said Elmer. "I was just thinking that I
don't have to worry about putting enough pressure on the nail
anymore, since all my weight is already on it, you see."

"I get it," said Frank. "What happened to
your leg?"

Elmer had told the story a hundred times, but
didn't mind telling it again. He told himself that it reminded
people of what was important. "Did you parents ever tell you about
the war?"

"Which one?" Frank was obviously wracking his
brain. "The one where all the states fought each other?"

"That's the one," said Elmer. "I was so
hopped up on the honor and glory of it all that I lied about my
age. I must have been, oh, maybe ten when I enlisted. I think they
knew, so they made me a drummer boy, but there's always people in
war who'll shoot a little boy armed with nothing but a little
drum."

Frank was intrigued. "They shot it clean
off?"

Elmer laughed. "I wish they had shot it clean
off. They shot me and the bullet was lodged in my leg. It was fine
at first. I was able to drum as well as any of them, but there are
these invisible little things that infect a wound like that and
they can make a man mighty sick because they're really tiny, but
there's scads of them. They swarmed my leg and the wound never
really healed, but it starting oozing things and changing color. It
was disgusting."

"Gosh," gasped Frank.

"Anyway, one of the old sawbones lived up to
his name and suddenly I was out a leg," said Elmer. "That was the
day I decided I wanted to become a doctor so I could understand
what made those little things infect a man and help those who went
through what I did."

"That's nice," said Frank. "Did they let you
keep it?"

"My leg? Oh, no. It got buried," said Elmer,
darkly. "Got buried with a lot of other things,

"Oh," said Frank. "My pa said he used to have
a brother. One day he came home from the war and he was missing a
few parts, too, but then he went back out and he never came
back."

"Everyone lost something back then," agreed
Elmer.

"Do you think that God let my uncle have your
leg?" Frank smiled meekly. "You know, since my uncle probably lost
his and you're not using yours anymore."

"I think God made sure your uncle had all his
legs," cautioned Elmer. "Besides, what leg did he lose? There's a
good chance that he lost the other arm, and the man can't be going
around with two of the same leg. He wouldn't be able to get
anything done, right?"

"I guess you're right," said Frank. "You help
many people yet, Doc?"

"Doc,” said Elmer, lingering on it. He had
worked very long and very hard for that title. It felt good to
finally have it, finally be putting it to use. "Not many. I helped
some people when I was back at school but no one professionally
yet. I suppose my main goal right now is to get my first
patient."

"A wife, too," said Frank. "My pa says that
any man with a trade should be looking for a wife so his name
doesn’t die with him."

"One thing at a time," said Elmer. "Besides,
a lot of woman see my leg and run the other way."

"How do you pray with only one leg? You can't
really kneel and my pa says that praying is really important," said
Frank.

"I just say the words and hope they get to
where they're going," said Elmer. "Maybe someday I'll show you a
few tricks. Right now, I need to get to work. It was nice talking
with you, Frank. You made the job go by more quickly."

"Any time, Doc," said Frank, and he hopped
off the fence, leaving Elmer alone with his practice.

 


 


Evelyn was back at home, and she was lying in
her bed and staring at the ceiling. The incident with the machine
had put everything into perspective. She didn't know nearly as much
as she thought she had and it was all coming back to her now. All
the times she had pretended to know best, were coming back to her.
When she was a child, for example, she had told her best friend
that California was within walking distance of their home.

She had never heard from that friend again
and now Evelyn was thinking that her friend had started walking
from California and gotten lost in the desert. She supposed that
this was probably false, but it was still haunting her. She
wondered how much more of her life had been false bravado and lies.
Probably a lot, she estimated, and then she scolded herself. That
same sense of knowing everything was what had gotten her into this
situation in the first place. There was a knock on the door and the
nurse came in.

"Excuse me, miss," said the nurse. "I have to
change your bandages."

"All right," said Evelyn, and she sat up
while the nurse started removing the old bandages. "You know, I
think I'll use this an excuse to go to England and finally meet
Jonathan Swift."

The nurse nodded, more focused on her task
than anything else. "You’re going to go see his grave?"

Evelyn gasped. "Jonathan Swift is dead?"

"He's been dead for decades," said the nurse.
"I learned that from school. Some literature class I had to
take."

"School," said Evelyn, and she reflected upon
her life. School had never held much interest for her, since she
had thought she knew everything, but perhaps that was where all her
mistakes had began. She laid back down, her bandages changed and
her mind altered. She looked over at the clean bandages and
reflected on all that she had lost.

 


 


Elmer was sitting down for lunch when there
was a knock at the door. He answered it to find Frank and his
parents, both who were looking very concerned. Elmer had no idea
why they were concerned and so he decided to play it safe.

"Hello," he said. "How can I help you?"

"Our son says you've been filling his mind
with things," said the father, a hulking brute of a man who looked
as if he could easily remove Elmer's other arm.

"I was just chatting with him," protested
Elmer, fearfully.

"Calm down, Frank," said the woman, and so
Elmer assumed that Frank and his father shared a name. "No, we'd
like to thank you. I've been doing my best to thank him, but
there's not a whole lot I have left to teach him. He knows how to
read and write and some basic history, but that's it."

"I'm glad I could help," said Elmer.

"We'd like to help you," said Frank's mother,
who then introduced herself. "I'm Penelope and this is Frank, and
our son Frank Junior. You already met him, though. Is there any way
we can help you, doctor?"

"I don't think so," said Elmer.

"Our Frank said you've been looking for a
lady with no luck," said Penelope. "I think we can help with
that."

"I don't thinks so," said Elmer, holding up
his stump.

"It just so happens that there's a broadsheet
you can submit to for a small fee," said Penelope. "You can give
them your information and then you just wait for the ladies to come
calling."

"I'm not sure I'm comfortable with that,"
said Elmer. "It just seems wrong, somehow."

"Love is never wrong," said Penelope. "Right,
Frank?"

"Right," agreed Frank.

"Now, let's take stock. You're a handsome
young doctor with your own practice in an up-and-coming town. Also,
Frank Junior says that you’re a war veteran, yes?"

"In a matter of speaking," said Elmer.

"Perfect! Ladies love patriotic young doctors
who may get rich," said Penelope. "If I wasn't married, I'd come
after you myself!"

"I'm not really sure they're going to really
appreciate my patriotism since it came as such a cost," said Elmer.
"Would you want a man with only one leg?"

"Dear, it's not how many legs you have, but
what you do with those legs that matters," said Penelope. "And
right now what you should do with that leg is hop on over and write
up a little bit about yourself. Come on, you deserve to have some
happiness in your life! A rich young woman from the east coast or
England could be just what you want."

"I think I'd rather have an American girl,"
said Elmer, and he sighed. "All right. I'll write something and
give you the money to send it in. Are you happy?"

"Oh yes," said Penelope.

Frank nodded to Elmer and he assumed that
meant that acquiescing was the best course of action he could have
taken.

 


 


The weeks passed and Evelyn didn't leave the
house and nearly didn't leave her room. Her parents had come back
and had almost immediately set out to find a cure for a lost hand.
No prosthetic worked as well as any of them wanted and while there
was a certain romance to having a hook for a hand, Evelyn also had
no desire to be a pirate. She just wanted to leave a normal life
and she felt that she could see the normal whole people looking at
her and judging her.

Not only was her hand gone, but she was also
an idiot who had never paid attention in school. It had all been a
lot to take in and even now, it was grating heavily on her psyche.
Everywhere she looked, she was reminded that she was no longer the
person she had been. She was not a clever girl, knowledgeable of
the world.

She was an idiot who couldn't listen and lost
her hand because of it. She cried a lot these days, and was in the
midst of
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