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Chapter One

(Ida Fleischer’s Decision)

 


 


Early Afternoon, January, 1861, Challis,
Idaho

 


 


Tall, feisty redhead and beautiful
nineteen-year-old Ida Fleischer sat uncomfortably stiff in her
black satin day dress on the Hitchcock decorated reading chair in
the foyer of the H.F. Ranch as her mom, Chastity Fleischer, busied
herself setting out cakes for her younger brother Timmy, age seven
and younger sister Louisa, age five, and Mrs. Pieper.

In his black tux, Halford Fleischer, Ida's
dad, broke the silence of late morning folding the Challis Recorder
newspaper and placing it slowly on the cherry oak table before him
so he could light up a cigar.

The bold headline read: CHALLIS, IDAHO'S
COURAGEOUS LAWMAN, SHERIFF FRANK SMITH, DEAD AT 74.

Charles Lloyd came out of retirement for one
day to make sure John Sweeting, twenty-eight, the new head of the
newspaper and telegraph office, got everything just right.

Ida bit her tongue and held back her
frustration. She knew the rest of the article by heart, as
thirty-seven year old Sally Boch, mom's orphan best girl friend
from the Ohio Girl's Orphanage, wept long sympathy tears at the
grave today and before in the church during Rev Henry Spaulding,
Junior's composed sermon about justice and honor and the Lord's
elect.

Even though Ida was immaculately dressed in
the finest feminine clothing money might buy, here again something
else came up to prevent her from speaking her mind.

Another death.

Last year, when she first thought about
becoming a mail order bride, Doc Benton died. Everyone important
was dying in Challis, Idaho. Even though she didn't really know
them, she heard their stories from her mom and dad all the time.
She heard how Frank Smith arrived at the old and smaller H.F. Ranch
house, used as a playhouse now by the children, to catch the
drunken killer, Pete Weisman, only to encounter the stuffed
mountain lion on the table.

She heard about each year of baseball played
in the springtime.

Ida watched her mom float around in her black
Vera Day suit, the three-quarter sleeves topped of by fluffy black
lace. Her mother’s hair perfectly coiffured hair was in the French
fashion of the day. The perfect mom satisfying her mom sphere of
feminine influence by night and a cold hard businesswoman by day;
sewing clothing for women in five states even now in St. Joseph
Missouri.

Chastity Fleischer looked beautiful, younger
than her thirty-eight years, too. Her body showed no age
progression. Tiny crow’s feet around her mom's eyes disappeared
when she laughed. Her hands looked younger than Ida's own
hands.

Maybe Chastity's three children actually were
born by angels as everyone commented.

 


Ida found traveling and checking on the
various clothing stores of her mom's, a better job than waiting
around to get married. She just returned from Lewiston, Idaho last
week. Her job lacked a title, but still the job required her to
return to Challis, Idaho. What Ida wanted was to leave Challis,
Idaho for good. Ida needed someone to notice her and not just as a
reflection of her gorgeous mom, the daughter of her sophisticated
mom; offspring of the poor, spirited Ohio Girl Orphan made into a
First Citizen of Challis, Idaho community.

The role model for several Ohio Girls Orphans
who have come to make Challis a home and start a family.
Impossibility of Ida living up to her mom's image and stature lay
in the realm of miracles. Only a divine act of God might accomplish
it; at least in Challis, Idaho. Using sheer force and
self-disciplined, Ida reminded herself how blessed having a mom and
dad really was. Although, Ida thanked God every night for providing
loving parents and for her not being an orphan.

She studied her dad, sitting in his black
tuxedo reading the Challis Recorder and smoking a big cigar. His
white ready made shirt and gold silk sleeve garters stretched
around his huge biceps, the red puff tie held down by a white pearl
tack, black dress slacks, one leg crossed over the other and
spotless ankle length gaiter boots.

The smoke clouds billowing out from behind
the paper as if some incredible mechanical machine lifted the paper
afloat by steam smoke. He fit right in with the famous Idaho
characters bigger than life: Charming, dashing, successful gambler,
sharp shooter, world traveler, art-lover, dog-ratter fighter
extraordinaire, and quietly rumored to have a heart-shaped tattoo
on the bottom of his sole.

Ida saw the heart-shaped pink tattoo on her
dad's sole. The gross birthmark looked more like a brand to her,
but he said it was his mom's parting gift to him. She, whoever his
mom was, left the basket bundle tot at the door and had ever
intentions of retrieving her baby from the Ohio Orphanage. However,
she never returned. Her dad, Halford, sitting there civilized
reading the paper, hardly resembled the rugged man who hunted,
trapped, killed wild beast and mucked around in the rivers and
burnt stuffed large dried, odorless buffalo chips in his back jean
jacket for firewood in their outdoor campsites.

His mom would be proud of him.

This same caring man taught Ida everything
about survival and how to handle men, and men's very dismissive
nature toward female folk. He taught her independence, disbelieving
men's sweet talk and above all keeping her virginity for the right
man, her husband. How to maintain her self-confidence around men
became a daily lecture.

Her dad raised her as the first son he never
had. However, after they returned to civilization, Ida saw in
Halford's eyes how he eagerly looked forward to raising her brother
Timmy in the full rigors of manhood. Now her dad spoke to her from
a distance as if she were some delicate social creature from
another world, incapable of understanding the harsh realities of
life.

Ida looked to her calloused hands, from three
years of trapping, hunting, shooting, sleeping and surviving in the
back wood trails of Idaho and Wyoming with Fleetfoot and her famous
dad. Years everyone now dismissed as tomboy years, as if they never
really happened.

Ida mocked their words in her mind, silently.
"Oh she'll grow out of that tomboy phase when she becomes a
woman."

"Ida will settle down and be a fine Challis
First Citizen, and there are plenty of First Citizen Gentlemen her
age that want to marry her."

"Challis, Idaho can't afford to lose a girl
of Ida's quality."

Ida held out her hands as her mom brought the
small, tiny white cake on a pink, rose-decorated plate. "Thanks,
mom."

"You're welcome, dear. Did I tell you today,
I love you dear daughter? I sure don't want you to ever want to
forget that, Ida. I didn't have a mom to tell me she loved me. And
you're the prettiest maiden in Challis, Idaho, too."

"Mom..."

Mrs. Pieper nodded. "Classic refined young
woman. You’re the ideal American female, a tall, slim-waisted young
woman. It's a shame no portrait artist is here to draw or paint
your picture. With your calm and stately bearing, no one would know
you spent three years ruffling it out in the elements, Ida.

“If more girls like you keep being born in
Challis, you'll put me and the Ohio Girls Orphanage out of
business! However, as it stands, your getting married is good news.
I can telegraph Mrs. Dolt at the Ohio Girl's Orphanage to select
three more girls for MOB status. Mr. Newell Tomlan will be pleased
at the cultured MOB choices available. Mr. Sweeting, too." Mrs.
Pieper laughed.

Chastity said, "It's not every day a
matchmaker gifted by God comes to live in your home town. You truly
are blessed descendant of gracious personalities and good
character. Maybe you can tell me why my dresses can't stay on the
shelves in Montana?" Chastity chortled, and flipped over the
peach-colored dress she worked on.

Busily, her hand moved up and down putting in
the handcrafted monogram. I don't know a sole in Montana. Do you,
Halford?"

After the characteristic three-minute delay
and a puff of smoke, Halford lowered the paper. "Not a soul. Never
been up in that neighborhood. Given the quality of your sewing,
Chastity, I don't see why geography matters, dear. Mrs. Pieper, do
you know?"

Mrs. Pieper gave a soft head gesture upward.
"God blesses the kindhearted, Halford. The Temperance Offices in
Montana whisk around in their dedication, such a lively bunch of
folks."

"Best answer yet, Chastity. I'd take that and
be pleased." Halford raised the paper back and continued his
reading.

"Oh, Halford!" Chastity said almost
blushing.

Ida liked Mrs. Pieper. If anyone understood
how life's evils seemed to be divided into doubles or opposites, it
was Mrs. Pieper. Even at fifty-five the sultry woman's eyes and
sweet voice still melted men's heart. If anyone can talk the
alcohol to slither out of the bottle and spill itself on the hard
ground, it was Mrs. Pieper. She retained her pretty face of a girl
child at play.

Her failure to mention Ida's tenacious,
headstrong nature perfectly showed how the gregarious woman battled
every day in her temperance work. Focus on the positive. Minimize
the negative unless it can be turned to your advantage. To drink or
not to drink that was the great question of the day. Her
romantic-comedy play 'Blotto, Loaded and Soused,' a seventeen-year
national sensation playing in theaters east and west of the
Mississippi demonstrated her strategy of opposites make
perfect.

Ida herself refused to drink alcohol, a light
wine perhaps at celebrations, but no more.

After three minutes delay and sending X smoke
signal toward the ceiling, Halford said, "Not so fast, Mrs.
Pieper."

Ida bit her tongue again. There it was again.
The dismissive attitude. Positive laughter of compliments at her
expense. As if the only valuable thing Ida might do rested on her
becoming a wife and mom. She wanted none of that. She wanted
adventure. She wanted her freedom. She wanted to start out on her
own.

How she pined and wondered about being alone,
in another town. She felt conflicted thinking this way. After all,
her mom had no parents at all. However, Ida needed her own space.
Nevertheless, everyone threw guilty wood logs on the fire of her
discontent.

Mrs. Pieper said, "Can you check on the
production of 'Blotto, Loaded and Soused' while in St. Joseph?
Flores is in the leading role as Harriet Welsman. I can't believe
how little she's aged."

"It's a modern miracle, says Rev, Spaulding,
Junior, how well Flores turned out. Star actress. Wealthy,” Halford
managed to mumble around his cigar, the newspaper still hiding his
handsome face. He took a puff on his cigar and sent thick, blue
smoke up to the foyer's ceiling.

"Yes, Flores doesn't look a day over
thirty-five with stage make up on," Chastity remarked.

Ida fumed. She watched her young brother,
Timmy, and younger sister, Louise grab a second helping of cake
from the tray on their small-sized table. How perfectly happy they
were as children. No worries. Happy. Full stomachs. Everyone paid
attention to them. Her childhood matched theirs until Timmy came
along.

"When you check on my clothing store, in St.
Joseph, Ida, do not announce yourself. I've heard my dresses are
being sold at twice even three times the normal cost. Sure, you'll
figure out why and put a stop to it. You're so good with business
matters. How I do wish you'd take up sewing or some skill to use
that fine mind you're blessed with."

"I'll check on it, Mom."

Ida hesitated and fumed at why people thought
because she liked traveling, that she was some type of prairie
gopher dog. Just send Ida there; let Ida pop over here, and
while you're at it Ida...

"I made a decision."

"Will it be Newell or that new beau John
Sweeting with the Newspaper and Telegraph office," Halford boldly
stated, and laughed heartily as he lowered the paper.

Mrs. Pieper and Chastity followed his
laughter with their own high-pitched giggles and chortles.

"I'm so relieved you're staying in Challis,
Ida," Chastity added. "And I'm especially pleased you gave up
riding for that dreadful Pony Express Mail job. The dangers you
opened yourself up to, Ida."

Then she shook her head.


Chapter Two

(Ida Leaves)

 


 


Afternoon, January 1861, Challis, Idaho

 


 


In a loud, strong voice, Ida replied, "That's
just it. I'm not staying in Challis!"

"You're not, Ida?" Halford’s voiced boomed
back. "You promised after your three year excursions in the
outback, you'd settle down!" Halford banged out the smoldering fire
of his cigar into the ashtray so hard it, almost tipped over on the
cherry oak table.

Chastity moved over to calm Halford. She sat
on the armchair and put her arm around him. "She's eighteen,
Halford. Let's hear her out."

Ida countered, "You and mom taught me well. I
can shoot, trap, read smoke signals, plant corn, wheat, peas,
peaches and grapes. Also apples. I've milk cows raised chickens,
preserved eggs and even protected sheep."

Ida flashed a perky smile.

"Oh that's just great. I've raised a regular
Miss Lewis and Clark."

"Halford, stop. I myself went west while only
eighteen and I knew far less than Ida knows!"

"I knew where you were going, well, coming. I
am an outstanding gentleman. Who knows who this so called gentleman
is that maybe she's running off with?" Halford said, and bit off
more than he wanted from the tip of his new cigar. He spat out the
tip into a container beside his lounge chair. "Ida, I took up this
disgusting cigar habit to calm myself from worrying about your
adventurous spirit. And now..."

Chastity quickly cut in. "Halford, I turned
out just fine. I knew what I was doing. I, too, had the spirit of
outdoors adventure in me." Chastity got up and walked over to her
eldest daughter. She put an arm around Ida. "So does Ida. You have
to let go, Halford. Remember when she used to crawl around and
stare out the door? Hardly able to walk and she wanted to go
outside on her own, Halford. She's not doing this to spite us."

"I hope not."

"Young people need to rebel in some fashion,
Halford," offered Mrs. Pieper. "I gave my own parents a fit wanting
to go west. However, here I am. She pointed to the painting over
the fireplace. You've given Ida a strong desire to see the outdoors
hanging such exotic paintings as Alfred Jacob-Miller Sioux Indians
at Fort Laramie on your walls."

Ida watched her dad fixed a different set of
eyes on the Alfred Jacob-Miller painting. Ida admitted it was an
early favorite of hers. Strange round foundation houses that
tapered to a point straight up into the sky had fascinated her
early on. Why the strange places of fine art work decorated the
living room foyer? Her dad always collected painting, reproductions
of far away exotic places.

Maybe that's where my wanderlust comes from.
All I know is I need to discover the world.

"Our first daughter is all grown up."
Chastity gave a wary smile.

"Besides, I never promised that, dad! You
promised that for me. I'm going to Dalles, Oregon. I want to live
separate from you and mom. I want to create my own legends,
stories, and business. I want to meet a black person. I've never
seen one. I...I don't know what I'll do there in Oregon, but I've
saved almost all the money you've given me as a bonus for
completing the three years discovering, shooting, trapping, living
in the outdoors of Idaho and Wyoming. I've saved my allowance
money. In total, I've got ten thousand dollars."

Halford snapped, "Mrs. Donner had ten
thousand dollars, in 1846, when she and her family got lost in the
snow packed Sierra Nevada Mountains, trying to get to California,
and that money didn't prevent them from eating their own family
members!"

Mrs. Pieper defended Ida. "Halford, the
Donners listened to a trail guide letter from a man thousands of
miles away in California."

Ida had heard whispered rumors about the
Donners five years ago.

Chastity replied, "And going to the promised
land of milk and honey isn't new, Halford. You came out west. I
did. We all want that promise of fulfilling the convent given by
God.

Ida paused taking a breath, gathering her
courage. Time to switch subjects. "I'm going to become a
mail order bride!"

"No...no you are not, young lady!" boomed
Halford. He turned to Chastity and said, "I told you that William
Cody, Pony Express Rider, was putting fancy notions in her head,
Chastity!"

Chastity stood up and went back to sit on the
armchair by Halford to calm him again.

"William Cody is going to be famous someday!"
Ida spat out. "Like I could be famous one day, if I were a boy. But
everyone wants to coddle me and keep me inside the house, doing
housework and making babies."

"Is that who you're marrying, William Cody?"
Halford spat.

"No!" Ida spat back.

"Ida, being a Mail Order Bride suits women
and girls desperate, homeless, or near homeless like I was twenty
years ago; it’s for people without means and hope. You've got
everything here. We'll buy you land; you can marry a fine
gentleman."

Mrs. Pieper added after setting her teacup
gently down on its saucer, "Everyone looks forward to you becoming
a First Citizen of Challis, Idaho. As the new National President of
the U.S. Temperance Movement, I can put you at the head of one of
my Temperance Committee."

Ida suppressed a sigh and looked at her
calloused hands again. "I want to make it on my own!"

"Why can't you be like Beth Willis?" Halford
added in a softer tone.

"Because I'm not like Beth. I'm me. You told
me to always love myself, dad and now you want to remake me into
someone else.”

Ida got up and paced around the room.

"Oh, she's pacing, Halford. That's not a good
sign." Chastity squeezed her husband's hand tighter. "We'd better
let go or else she'll bolt on us like a barned stallion again."

Halford took a big long puff on his cigar. He
let it out a dragon's breath of white smoke. "Maybe she'll run off
and try to become an Oregon Trail guide." Halford turned to
Chastity. "Is that dangerous enough for you? Instead of worrying
about herself, she'll be worrying about others catching typhoid or
cholera."

Mrs. Pieper added slowly, "You wouldn't want
Ida going to Oregon alone, Mr. Halford, there's mud wagon deep
sometimes, and going over the Blue Mountains is no easy task I
hear."

"Chastity, this is a phase. We've done a good
job raising you, Ida. She'll turn out all right." Halford said with
resignation in his voice.

"Finish what you wanted to say, Ida,"
Chastity offered. "We believe you. We've taught you well."


Chapter Three

(Marrying Who?)

 


 


Afternoon, January 1861, Challis, Idaho

 


 


"I'm going to marry a man named Flint
Conners."

"Conners. That sounds like a southern name."
He took another long draw on his cigar, the tip deep red, matching
the two-hour long fireplace ash.

"Surely you're not marrying a slave owner?"
Chastity asked.

"Will you all just stop judging me?" Ida
shouted.

Everyone fell silent. The children stopped
eating their cake as sad tears formed in their eyes.

"I answered his ad." She bent low and pulled
a wrinkled beige piece of newspaper from her right, burnt-brown
granny boots. "Frontier Mail Order Bride Wanted to marry and guide
an eastern greenhorn from St. Joseph, Missouri to The Dalles in
Oregon to start a new life."

"That's it," said Mrs. Pieper shaking her
head. "That's not a lot of information to go on."

"I'm going to be safe, Mrs. Pieper. I'm going
in disguise as a man. That's how I got hired as a Pony Express
Rider, by the way. I'll see how this Flint Conners looks and if
everything seems legal and legitimate, I'm going to marry him,
guide him, and go on the Oregon Trail west."

"So many people have died on that trek," Mrs.
Pieper added, taking up her teacup again.

Chastity walked over and hugged the cautious
Ida. "You're a grown woman. We really want the best. And with so
many people traveling to Oregon, you won't be alone."

"Thank you, Mom." Ida felt comfortable enough
to sit down.

Chastity went back to the couch and pick up
her sewing again.

Ida sighed and smiled. She did it. Every
secret she'd been holding for a year was now revealed. In addition,
from the several letters she had John Sweeting hold for her in
secret, Flint Conners seemed like the perfect beau. Not too
arrogant and he loved receiving help from the so-called weaker
sex.

Timmy ran over and sat on Ida's knee. "Then
who will read me my scary bedtime stories?"

"Your dad knows plenty of adventurous
stories. Ask him." Timmy ran back to Halford.

Louise called from her small chair, eyeing
the last piece of cake on the oval silver tray, "Will you be back
next month, Ida?"

Ida opened her arms. "Come here, Louisa."

The little five-year-old blonde girl,
pitter-patted her little ankle boots across the foyer. Her black,
French Princess dress was covered by tiny black bows on the
sleeves.

Ida hugged her and held her at arms length to
instill some independence in her. "I'll write to you by telegraph,
Timmy. Mom and dad often and tell you all about my adventures on
the Oregon Trail."

"That's neat!" Louisa said.

"I'll get to read them, too," said Timmy.

"If mom let's you read them, Timmy."

Ida looked over at the one sweet cake waiting
for the two of them. She knew an argument loomed ahead. "And Timmy,
you and Louise cut the last sweet cake in half. Sharing is from God
and is a good thing, Timmy."

The two darted back over to their small wood
table and chairs and Timmy took a knife and cut the cake in two.
Each youngster smiled widely as they took a bite.

Halford scoffed. "And if he's not legitimate
and running some kind of brothel; you come back right away, Ida. I
know some people in St. Joseph..."

"Dad! Just stop it! I'm tired of you
controlling my life, with...with your friends, money and powerful
tentacles into all types of society life. That's why I chose
Oregon. There is no society in Oregon yet. I can become a first
citizen there."

"People have been traveling in large numbers
to Oregon for the last fifteen years. I believe it's been 300,000
so far."

Mrs. Pieper replied, "Not everyone stays in
Oregon, Halford. Mormons turn off halfway further south to Utah.
Some move on down to Arizona, Las Vegas, Santa Fe, Nevada,
California or up to Alaska."

"See. I can make a fresh start in Oregon,
with my new husband."

Mrs. Pieper added, "People traveled the
Oregon Trail or Tour for the last fifteen years. They should be
pretty good at getting across the two thousand miles by now."

Suddenly, Halford jumped up as his old,
boisterous, celebratory self. He stubbed out the cigar. "This calls
for a celebration! Our daughter is all grown up and starting out on
her own."

"And," Chastity added, "She's getting
married."

Ida let a slow smile form on her pretty round
face. At last, she broke through the Fleischer clan's walls of
upward mobility and freed herself to live her life. She prayed a
silent thanks to God, as Halford and Chastity removed the finest
china and drinking glasses from mahogany cabinets beside the
massive bookcase.

Chastity poured wine for them all, except the
children, who received grape juice.

"This is wonderfully good news for Temperance
in Oregon. We can't let distance stop us from curbing the evils of
alcoholic excess. I've heard stories about alcohol causing many
injuries on the Overland Trail. Drunken men fall down from the
driver's seat and under those Prairie Schooners and get crushed to
death."

Mrs. Pieper’s brightened eyes flashed toward
Ida.

Ida smiled. "All right, Mrs. Pieper. You're
such a good family friend. I'll see about setting up a Temperance
branch in Oregon when I get there; but I'm not speaking out against
drink on the Oregon Trail."

Mrs. Pieper began to gather a few pieces of
Temperance pamphlets and trotted in baby steps over to Ida and
handed her the book-sized envelope.

 


 


Ida needed this relationship to work out with
Southerner Flint Conners. If he was a slave owner, the marriage
would be off and she would stay in St. Joseph until she found a man
to marry and go to Oregon. Whatever the case, this would be the
last time she'd possibly see her family, friends, and Challis,
Idaho.

Flint Conners better be handsome as his
letters boast and really interested in living in Dalles, Oregon
with his new Frontier Mail Order Bride.


Chapter Four

(St. Joseph, Missouri)

 


 


Mid-Morning, April 12, 1861, St. Joseph,
Missouri

 


 


Ida stood at the St. Joseph, MO train
station. She dressed like a boy in leather pants, woolen, gray
shirt and cowboy hat topped by a faux blue grouse bird, which
attracted a lot of attention. This was so that people wouldn’t
notice her feminine, pretty, round face.

A girl holding a small dog in her arms stared
at her and the hat. Ida's tall height and lanky frame gave her a
gunslinger's appearance. Her breasts were pressed down and the
leather vest and coat she wore in the April cold hid the
indentation of her feminine waist.

When on the Oregon Trail, she planned to
modify her appearance by wearing a buckskin outfit like the men
wear in Wyoming and the Idaho outback. She dismissed all ideas of
wearing a leather skirt, because it would simply remind the men of
how weak she must be to need to wear a skirt in the first
place.

Plus, the skirt or a dress simply defied the
logic of walking two thousands miles through plains, deserts,
rivers and mountains. She smiled because she was happy. She took
pride in being a free woman, away from her controlling dad, and her
beautiful mom, Chastity. The women looked weather beaten.

So, Ida felt comfortable with her own calm
beauty. She rarely looked upset, unless she was terribly angry
about something for a long, long time. Everyone else saw her as
calm and confident. Although she never paid too much attention to
her appearance, on her three-year outback adventure, she didn't
have the luxury or time to worry about her looks.

Doing things and accomplishing tasks
dominated her day.

People walking back and forth dressed like
every day folks. None of them paid much attention to her, but an
occasional man would tip his hat and say, "Good Day, Sir." Young
women her age sometimes caught themselves staring at her handsome,
shaven face.

Ida noticed that the grouse on top of her hat
put the more squeamish women off.

She also carefully noted how men wore both
woolen or cotton pants and long sleeved flannel shirts with a
woolen undershirt for added warmth. This woolen undershirt provided
extra protection from the rain and sudden temperature changes.

Women wore gingham striped or checks with
flowers patterns in their different colored skirts or dresses made
from calico cotton cloth. Both men and women wore sturdy leather
boots or ankle boots of leather. Men wore hats. Women wore
bonnets.

Some already wore bandanna handkerchiefs
loose around their necks and ready to pull up to protect them from
dust and cold. A few sensitive St. Joes already pulled their
bandannas about their face, as countless Prairie Schooner wagons
rolled into place in the large staging fields to the west of the
town.

Other Prairie Schooner wagons rumbled past
her to various stores, so they could be loaded with trail supplies
of dry beans, flour, coffee, sugar, salt, bacon, dried fruits and
other foods. The light, narrow-width wagons looked like sailing
ships, especially as the white covering ruffled in the wind.

She'd buy three prairie schooners herself,
when the time came. She wanted extra supplies, and one prairie
schooner could only carry about 1,000 to 1,500 pounds of supplies.
To load four feet wide and twelve foot long wagon up to their 2,000
pound capacity, only wore out the oxen and slowed down the wagon's
progress. Their oxen would become the plow animals when she and
Flint arrived in Dalles Oregon.

Besides food, she needed a Dutch oven,
cooking pot, pans and sturdy tin dishes, not to mention weapons
like guns, revolvers and rifles for hunting and protection in case
of rampaging buffalo or hostile Indians. Although, from her travels
with Fleetfoot and her dad, she never encountered hostile Indians.
That seemed to be a gross American myth. Most Indians she noticed
or saw provided help and assistant to travelers and trappers going
west.

Native American Crow Indians even told
Jedediah Smith about the South Pass through the Rockies.

She carried her rifle and had her ten
thousand dollars strapped around her waist under her pants. St.
Joe, named after Joseph Robidoux, the town founder, rose upward
from the bluffs above the Missouri River. Joseph Robidoux became an
employee of Astor's American Fur Company, and they had opened a
trading post in the town in 1803.

The town boasted four hotels and about twenty
stores. Most of the business came now from the Oregon Trail to
California. California Trail people would turn off at near Fort
Bridger in Wyoming towards the Hastings Cutoff.

Or, they'd turn off later at Ft. Hall in her
state of Idaho and veer towards the Humboldt route. Ida chuckled to
herself as she remembered the Pony Express Route, having to
memorize it. She never did ride far enough to reach Ft. Laramie in
her stations. She wondered if she'd meet her old Pony Express boss
and the town's founder. She knew he'd have a fit if he realized he
had hired a girl to ride and carry Pony Express Mail for four
months.

Hopefully, she'd meet Joseph Robidoux before
she let out her disguise by lowering her long red hair which she’d
tightly stuffed under her grouse-topped cowboy hat.

Suddenly she heard the strange trill of a
hawk, a gyrfalcon. She squinted as a cloud of dust from a prairie
schooner passed. She glanced up in time to see the gyrfalcon
circling high above in the clear blue sky and ready to make a
killing dive. At the same time, she spotted a man standing by the
Guerrin General Oregon Trail Store, dressed in a blue suit.

A fine suit, but out of place in St. Joe,
Missouri. Probably her greenhorn Mail Order Husband, she surmised.
He's as attractive and handsome as he claimed to be in his many
letters to me.

However, the gyrfalcon had to be dealt with
as Ida's instincts told her to check on the
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