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Synopsis: Abigail & the Lost Soul - When
a woman sets out for Colorado to meet her future husband, she
encounters many trials of faith and endurance, as well as one
temporarily lost soul whose life becomes entwined with her own as
the struggle to survive begins. All along the way, both think about
the man waiting for his mail order bride.

 


 


Abigail carefully folded the soft,
ivory-colored dress, wrapped it in flowered paper and laid it in
the huge steamer trunk. This was the last item of clothing to be
added to the extensive collection already packed. The gown was made
of finest muslin, embroidered with white silk flowers and trimmed
with lace saved from her maternal grandmother’s own wedding dress.
In only a few months she, Abigail Monroe would wear it when she wed
her betrothed.

His name was Caleb Marlowe and he lived far
away in a place called Celestial, Colorado. Though the young couple
had never actually met face to face, their instant bond and
affinity for one another was immediate from the first letter
exchange. Caleb Marlowe was born and bred in the wild Colorado
wilderness where mile high mountains were common as the brick
buildings in Abigail’s native New York.

He told her all about them and his natural
love for the skyscraping crags resounded through his fine
handwriting. He was a natural storyteller with a gift of words that
created scenes of wonder in Abigail’s mind.

In return, she described the beauty of her
city’s gaslights sparkling against pure falling snow and the scent
of baking bread that permeated the streets in the early morning
darkness. She drew charcoals of horse drawn cabs and the pond where
migrating geese settled to rest for a while.

Caleb always seemed interested in learning
more about big city life but said he could never live there. His
farm was miles from the closest neighbor and smoke from their
chimney was never even seen. He admitted that he sometimes was
lonely however, with just his parents for companionship, and that
had led him to join the Friendship Club at the church he attended
in the town of Celestial.

Formed and overseen by the circuit preacher,
the Friendship Club introduced unmarried men and women who were
open to the idea of a long distance friendship. Reverend Holloway
helped the shy Caleb to write a letter telling about his personal
self and the qualities he looked for in a friend.

Caleb’s letter was the passed to the
preacher’s secretary who sent it on to a friend he had made in
seminary school. That minister happened to be Abigail’s own
Presbyterian leader. He carefully read Caleb’s missive and
instinctively knew the two young people were God destined to love
one another. He soon met with Abigail and her parents to propose
she begin a correspondence with Caleb Marlowe. After a time of
prayer and seeking God in the matter, the parents agreed and
Abigail was presented with the first of many letters written by the
hardworking, godly farmer.

She was not entirely young any longer and the
first bloom of youth was fading. There had been suitors but none
that made her heart rejoice. Abigail was raised with character and
to hold high standards for herself and her future husband. She had
been named after an Old Testament queen and carried herself in a
regal manner. The biblical queen had been married to a selfish and
miserly man who refused provisions to Israel’s King David, a man
after God’s own heart. It almost cost the family everything.

The king was so angry that he intended to
take what his army needed by force but Abigail, wise as she was
beautiful, met him on the road and had food for his soldiers. Her
bravery prevented David from killing Nabal’s extended family and
also kept David free of bloodshed that he surely would have
regretted.

The present Abigail never forgot her namesake
and strove to honor the name she had been given. As her
relationship with Caleb Marlowe progressed, she was always a lady
and forever modest and discreet. She quickly grew to anticipate the
arrival of his letters and responded in a timely manner.

She soon realized she loved the man behind
the letters and could make a life with him in the wild western
territory of Colorado if ever given the chance. But he never hinted
at anything more than friendship. It seemed he just needed a friend
to ease the loneliness. Meanwhile though, God was making plans and
working behind the scenes in areas that Abigail knew nothing
about.

Caleb’s heart was becoming soft and full of
love for his pen pal. He dreamed of her at night, wondering if she
could love him too.

 


 


More than two years and dozens of letters
went by before the mysterious, miraculous letter from Caleb
arrived. He wrote to ask Abigail for her hand in marriage. Her
heart beat wildly in her throat and she held the fine linen paper
to her breast as she considered his words. “I cannot offer wealth
that the world values or a soft life. This is hard work for man or
woman and the days will be long.

I can, however, promise to love you, to
cherish you as Jacob loved Rachel and Abraham adored Sarah. My
loyalty to you will be like Hosea to Gomer; I will never let you go
but shall treasure you forever. As God gathered His children out of
Egypt into the safety of Canaan, I shall care for our own little
ones with tenderness and will raise them to be honest and happy
people.”

She had never expected him to propose
marriage; they had never spoken of love but always just affection
and mutual respect. While Abigail loved Caleb with her whole heart,
she had only dreamed girlish imaginings that he could love her too.
He fit her secret, cherished image for a husband. She imagined
Caleb as King David and herself as his wife.

Together, they would make a family that
brought honor and glory to the Creator and they would live in
communion with Him as Adam and Eve had done before their terrible
mistake caused them such grief.

 


 


In truth, Abigail already knew she could
trust Caleb with her life and had no doubts. She took the request
to her father and mother, trembling with nervous excitement. Her
parents were supportive but troubled to let their youngest daughter
travel across country to marry a man they had never met.

“If only I could just shake his hand, I would
know for sure,” her father exclaimed. The little family prayed
together and took it to the Lord, seeking His will in the matter.
Several weeks went by before Abigail’s parents called her to the
front parlor and agreed to the union. She was ecstatic and hugged
them both tightly.

Her mother wept and her father blustered a
bit but gave his blessing, promising to visit within the year. “I
have always wanted to see the wild, Wild West,” her father
exclaimed.

Abigail’s hand shook as she wrote to Caleb
accepting his offer of marriage and telling him of her plans. She
would take the train as far as possible and stagecoaches where the
railroad ended. It would be a long, arduous journey but one with
great reward at the end.

 


 


On a sunny September day, Abigail kissed her
mother and father goodbye with tears in her eyes, stepped briskly
onto the train and began her new life. Soon, she would be Abigail
Marlowe instead of Abigail Spencer. Her trunk was stored in the
baggage car and her overnight bag was clutched tightly in her hand
as she found her seat.

Her heart hammered with excitement. She
closed her eyes and bowed her head in prayer. “Thank you dear
Father God for this time of travel, for bringing Caleb into my life
and for Your ever faithful love. In Jesus’ Name, Amen.”

She opened her eyes and gasped. A man was
sitting right in front of her and he was staring at her like she
was an unusual bug of some sort. “Sorry,” he said while laughing.
“I have not heard anyone pray in a very long time.”

That led to a discussion between the two
travelers and they talked far into the evening. His name was
Matthew Dickson and he was returning to California after a long
visit with his family back east. Abigail learned he had been raised
in church but fell away during his adulthood. “I just never saw the
need to go to church,” he explained. “I do believe in God but would
never think of Him as Father like you do.”

 


 


During the days and nights, Abigail and
Matthew spent their days together, dined at the same tables and
became quite close. She told him all about her betrothal to Caleb
and shared the story of how they came to know one another. At night
she went to her sleeping compartment to pray and read her bible
before slumber claimed her. She now always prayed that Matthew
would come to know Jesus as his Savior and draw close to God.

The fourth night on the train, Abigail was
jolted awake by a horrific screech then thrown to the floor of the
tiny bedroom train car. The thud sounded as if a mountain had
fallen right on the train. Her ears were ringing and she was in
pain from the sudden, unexpected fall but managed to get to her
feet. She found the door and clung to it as the train slid slowly
backwards. After she found her balance, Abigail pulled at the door
but it would not open.

She shook it furiously, beginning to panic
but the door never budged an inch. Finally, the train stopped the
awful, stomach turning slid. Abigail held her breath, listening for
people outside her door that she might call to assist her. Other
than the creaks and ticking of the train, all was silent for a
moment or two then people began screaming and running down the
aisle of the train car.

Abigail called for help and beat on the door
until her hands ached but no one heard her in all the chaos and
noise. Regaining her senses, she lit the lamp and pulled on the
dress she had worn that day and quickly struggled into her shoes.
Her money purse was still pinned in the bosom of the frock just as
Mother had instructed her to do.

Then, Abigail grabbed her bible and held it
to her heart, murmuring a prayer for help and courage the crossed
the few steps back to the door. Just as she raised her fist to
pound on it, the door gave way almost hitting her in the face. She
jumped backwards just in time to avoid being smashed as someone
crashed into the tiny compartment.

It was Matthew and he had a look of fear and
determination on his face. “Thank God!” he exclaimed. “I was afraid
you were gone with the others.”

Abigail tried to question him but he insisted
there was no time to explain and gripped her hand so he could pull
her along with him. As they rushed headlong up the aisle, the train
began that slow sickening backward slid again and a noise like
rushing water grew ever louder. Matthew increased the frantic pace
even more. Bags, people and seats were everywhere and it was hard
to maneuver but and they finally reached the front entrance to the
car.

He leaned close so she could hear him and
told her to hang on tight. He would not let her go but she should
expect to jump down and must be ready.

As they stepped onto the platform, Abigail
could not believe her eyes. One side of the train was listing
toward the river below and slowly sliding backwards at the same
time. When just one of the wheels lost the track, the entire train
would rush headlong into the ravine and disappear into the
water.

Matthew regained her attention when he pulled
her close to him and tied his belt to her own. “It will keep us
from being separated when we land.” he said.

Before Abigail could even ask what he meant,
Matthew grabbed her hand and leapt out into the darkness. She was
taken along simply by the weight of him and was flung overboard
also. When they landed, Matthew jerked Abigail to her feet and took
off running at breakneck speed.

She tried to keep up but was slipping and
tripping over debris and rocks. After breathless moments that
seemed like hours, the couple reached the top of the hill just as
an incredible rumble and deafening explosion made them turn to look
back.

Abigail thought of Lot’s wife who looked back
and turned into a pillar of salt but she could not stop her neck
from twisting back to see what had happened. The train trestle had
collapsed and several train cars were submerged in the raging
water. Others were piled upon each another like a child’s toy
pickup sticks that had been discarded after use. She gave a
horrified moan and immediately began praying for the travelers who
had not been able to escape before the train slid into the
water.

Matthew gently pulled at her and said they
must leave. “Robbers and thieves will come to steal anything they
can salvage. We cannot be here. You will be in danger from men of
such low caliber,” he said grimly. Abigail allowed him to lead her
into the darkness. She was too stunned and frightened to resist in
any regard.

 


 


Hours later Matthew finally stopped, unloosed
the belt that still held them together and helped Abigail to sit
down. She was delighted and even astonished to discover her bible
was tangled in the belt, held fast by the sewn in bookmark. Her
name, engraved in gold glittered in the moonlight. Then her
trembling legs collapsed and she felt like her childhood rag doll,
limp and almost lifeless.

Matthew managed to gather some twigs and
started a small fire then drew her close to it, rubbing her hands
until grew warm and she could feel her fingers again. She asked if
he knew what happened to cause the accident and Matthew said that
he guessed a flash flood had caused the river to crest the banks
and a downed tree on the tracks jolted the train causing it to
stop.

Then, gravity took over and caused it to
start sliding.

He told Abigail that they were lucky to
survive and she insisted God’s divine protection was the factor and
not luck. She opened the dirty and bedraggled bible and read
scriptures that promise protection, guidance and intervention. To
his own surprise, Matthew sat by her side and was actually
interested to learn these things. She handed him the bible and
asked him to read aloud. He had no idea where to locate the
chapters and verses she so easily quoted and began to read from the
beginning.

“In the beginning God created the heaven and
the earth. And the earth was without form, and void; and darkness
was upon the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the
face of the waters. And God said, Let there be light: and there was
light. And God saw the light, that it was good: and
God divided the light from the darkness. And God called the light
Day, and the darkness he called Night. And the evening and the
morning were the first day.” He would occasionally glance over at
Abigail to see if he was reading it correctly and she would smile
sweetly and nod encouragement at him.

As Abigail grew warmer and more relaxed, she
became drowsy. There was no blanket to use so she simply lay down
on the bare ground and was instantly sound asleep. Matthew watched
her for a while, marveling how her impossibly long lashes shadowed
her cheeks. She was a lovely young woman and he felt himself
growing protective even as he acknowledged he was falling in love
with her.

A god-fearing mother and a father who loved
to play a banjo, drink and laugh had raised Matthew. He had died
when Matthew was thirteen and was still beloved by all who
remembered him. Growing into manhood without a father had been
difficult but Matthew had been offered an opportunity to be around
men when a rancher allowed him to sign on as the cook’s helper and
errand boy.

Mr. Lane was in Philadelphia visiting family
when he spied young Matthew gawking at his cowboy boots and dusty
hat. He took a liking to the boy and became a mentor and
friend.

Matthew’s mother cried as she waved goodbye
to her son but knew he needed to learn more than she could ever
teach him. She reminded him to pray daily and to attend church
whenever possible but he seldom did and as Matthew grew, his
memories of church and God dwindled into something like a fairy
tale.

 


 


Now, watching Abigail who never wavered in
her faith and trust in the being she called Father, he wondered if
he had lost something that could never be recovered. Suddenly a
misty rain began to fall and she instinctively curled up in her
sleep. Matthew looked around to find something, anything, to cover
her with. The best he could do was to drag a fallen pine bough over
and bend the smaller limbs over her body. Then he also stretched
out by the fire and fell fast asleep.

 


 


The next morning dawned bright but cold.
Abigail awoke and was startled for a minute until she remembered
what had happened. She looked around for Matthew but he was nowhere
to be found. The fire was burning though so she crept closer and
leaned forward and raised her dress a bit to dry her wet stockings.
Hearing a rustle behind her, she quickly covered her ankles and
turned around to see Matthew approaching. After exchanging subdued
Good Mornings, they decided to walk to the nearest town and seek
shelter and transportation.

Matthew walked in front of Abigail, clearing
the way as much as possible. She began to cough as they progressed
but refused to stop and rest, insisting she was fine and wanted to
get to town but the hacking cough grew deeper and more frequent.
Finally Matthew could bear it no longer and said he needed a break
so they settled down in the grass. Her breathing was quick and
shallow and her face was pale except for the rosy color in her
cheeks.

Abigail confided that she had suffered from a
bout of tuberculosis or consumption as it was commonly called. She
had fully recovered but the illness had left her with weakened
lungs and a habitual cough. Matthew hoped it had not returned
because of her sleeping outside on the ground and in the rain. She
assured him again that she was fine and just needed a warm place to
rest.

 


 


Later that evening the weary pair reached the
outskirts of Ramseur, a rough and tumble town where the train would
have stopped if the accident not happened. People stopped to stare
at the ragged man and woman who limped into the general store and
post office. The owner, Mr. Mullins, interrupted when Matthew began
to tell him about the train. He had received a telegraph from the
railroad company explaining everything. The bridge would be out for
weeks until it could be rebuilt.

Some other people had managed to survive the
crash; all were men who had been sleeping in their seats. He was
surprised to see Abigail since no one was thought to have escaped
from the sleeping compartments.

Mr. Mullins told them where they could find
safe lodging in a boarding house just outside of town and they
briskly walked there in just a few minutes. The thought of a hot
bath and a home cooked meal revived them immensely. Once on the
doorstep, Abigail hesitated. Putting a hand to her hair, she said
she must look a fright. “You look beautiful to me,” Matthew thought
but only said aloud that she was no worse than some of the folks
they had passed in town.

Abigail laughed aloud at that remark but the
giggle was cut off by a coughing spell that took her breath and
caused her to lean against the doorframe for support.

The door suddenly was jerked open from within
and a tall thin woman appeared. She demanded to know what was going
on and what the strangers wanted. Matthew gave a brief explanation
but was cut off when the woman, Mrs. Brady, turned to take
Abigail’s arm. She clucked like a hen over a sick chick and hurried
the young woman into the house. Matthew hesitantly followed.

Abigail was deposited on a burgundy brocade
sofa and Mrs. Brady called the maid to bring hot tea and something
to eat. After Abigail and Matthew had eased their hunger, all
explanations were made and a hot bath for Abigail was prepared.
Matthew was sent back to town where he could get a bath and shave
at the barbershop, and ordered not to return for at least two
hours.

As her sore, aching body eased into the big
bathtub, Abigail groaned a sigh of relief and contentment. For the
first time in days, her stomach was full and she was warm. “God is
so good to me,” she thought as she relaxed and allowed Mrs. Brady’s
maid to wash her long golden hair and she said a quiet prayer of
thanks for His faithfulness.

 


 


Matthew returned to a house full of good
cheer, women’s laughter and the scent of something wonderful baking
in the oven. His knock on the door was answered by the little maid,
whose name turned out to be Gretchen. She led him
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