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      Thursday, August 11, 1870

      

      Adele Jensen sat in the front of the railroad car on a train headed west. So many thoughts were going through her head. The biggest one being was she making a mistake?

      Was her decision to become a mail-order bride and pursue her dream of a husband and children, the right one? She’d thought so when she went to Brides for the West and signed up. That had been more than eight months ago.

      Mr. Edward Wharton had answered her letter and sent travel fare. She accepted his proposal and was now on the train to St. Louis, Missouri. From St. Louis she would take a steamboat up the Missouri River to Fort Benton and then the stagecoach to Angel Creek, Montana. All in all, the trip would take a little more than three weeks.

      Her husband-to-be was a rancher outside Angel Creek and had a seven year-old daughter. Adele was thrilled with the thought of having a child she could help raise. Over the last five years, she’d managed to save three-thousand dollars and with some of that she purchased a small wardrobe she thought a governess would wear with button up bodices, lace collars and long sleeves. She didn’t have any idea what a ranch wife was expected to do. Adele knew how to cook and was good at it. Her specialty though was baking. She loved to bake and had done so quite often.

      She sat by the window on the train and watched the countryside go from big city to small town to farm land, it also went from tall gray buildings to flat fields. This being the eleventh of August, the land was green, the crops nearly ready for harvest. According to her readings, as soon as the crops were harvested, the farmer would prepare the land to lie fallow for the winter.

      Adele had hoped to see lots of greenery. New York didn’t have much and the slums where she was raised had none. But she’d done a lot of reading in the last eight months or so about what she might see and wasn’t disappointed. The countryside was beautiful. Small towns with lots of trees and empty country with rivers running through it and cattle grazing. She wondered if Montana was anything like this.

      The second part of her journey was on a steamboat. The ride was lovely. She’d gotten a room and was finally able to change her clothes and take a spit bath with a basin, washcloth and water. What she wouldn’t give for a real bath. She closed her eyes and smiled picturing her bathtub back at home. She’d fill it with hot water, as hot as she could stand and bubbles. Lots of bubbles.

      She laughed at her flight of fancy. Her life would be drastically different on the ranch and yet, not. Hard work was not something she shied away from. She’d done plenty of hard work…her parents had seen to that. Growing up in the Irish slums of New York didn’t make you lazy. You worked, hard. She remembered her father telling her “You do whatever you can to make a living, to raise a family. You work hard. It’s our way.”

      Adele’s life had a different path forced on her. Not one she’d asked for but one she’d enjoyed for the first few years, until she came to realize what she really was. That her benefactor hadn’t loved her but he lusted for her, until he didn’t.

      She never said her benefactor wasn’t generous. He was, but she still kept as much money as she could without him knowing. She had most of the money and her jewelry with her now. She’d earned those jewels…every one of them.

      Today was Friday, September second and she was on the last leg of the journey, a two hour stagecoach ride. She’d been traveling for twenty-two days. Whereas the scenery was lovely, cattle grazing and winter wheat fields waiting to be harvested, the ride itself was anything but comfortable. She swore the coach hit every hole and bump in the road. Her skirt and coat provided some cushion on the seat, but the plank of wood the company had the audacity to call a seat was not padded and left her backside sore. No wonder she was caught rubbing her bum when the tall, dark haired man approached.

      “Mrs. Jensen? Mrs. Jensen?”

      She quickly dropped her hand and looked up into eyes so blue they seemed violet. “Uh…er…yes, yes I’m Adele Jensen.” In her correspondence, she signed her real name, not wanting the marriage to be invalid because she used an alias. “Mr. Wharton?”

      “I am.” He extended a hand. “Edward Wharton, at your service.” Looking at her feet he lifted his eyebrows. “Is this all the luggage you have?”

      She lifted her chin and raised an eyebrow. “Yes. Is that a problem? The stage company only allowed me forty pounds. I managed with two large carpet bags.”

      As he stared at her luggage, he ran a hand behind his neck. “No problem.”

      Taking pity on him, she pointed at the bags. “I know they look very full and they are, but it’s really not as much as you think. You’ll see when I get unpacked.”

      He nodded and then smiled. “Would you care to get a bite to eat at The Eatery before we get married?”

      Gazing up at him, she would almost say yes to anything he asked. Those eyes, the chiseled jaw and then that smile, with the dimple winking at her…she shook her head a tiny bit, closed her eyes and took a short breath. She looked down and brushed some of the dust from her skirt of her hunter green travel suit before returning her gaze to his face. “What I’d really love is a place to get cleaned up even just a little. The dust during the ride in that stagecoach was awful and I’m sure I look a wreck.”

      He smiled again showing straight, white teeth and the small dimple in his left cheek she saw before. It was the nicest smile she’d seen in a long time. “Well, in that case, we should probably get married first, then. You can clean up at the reverend’s home. Ginger…er…Mrs. Carroll is always happy to help. You’re not the first mail-order bride needing to refresh herself before the wedding.”

      “Oh, good.” She pointed at the carpetbags sitting on the packed dirt of the street. “Did you bring a conveyance large enough for my luggage?”

      He chuckled. “A conveyance? Yes, I brought my wagon. I did my regular Wednesday grocery trip as long as I was in town. It will save me a trip back.”

      “Shall we go?”

      He looked over the two bags and then nodded once. “Reverend Carroll’s house is at the other end of town from here. You wait right here and I’ll get the wagon.”

      She clasped her hands at her waist and nodded.

      He turned and walked back the way he’d come.

      Adele stood on the dirt street next to the stagecoach parked in front of the stables. She watched him until he was swallowed up by a crowd of people standing in front of a store. She couldn’t make out the name from where she was. When Edward disappeared from view she turned to watch the horses changed on the stagecoach. The new horses were fresh and feisty, prancing a little as the harness was placed on them.

      None of the buildings as far as she could see were more than two stories high and all appeared to be made from wood. None were like the tall concrete buildings in New York. The streets weren’t paved unlike the streets in New York which were paved with layers of crushed rocks called macadam.

      She waved her hand in front of her face to blow away the dust. They could use some macadam here.

      Edward returned in short order with the wagon pulled by two matching black horses. He pulled to a stop, climbed down and joined her.

      She pointed past him at the crowd milling around on the boardwalk in front of the store. “What’s happening down there?”

      He followed the direction she pointed. “The mercantile started carrying tinned food and everyone wants to try it.”

      Adele lifted her brows. Tinned food was something she was aware of, but Richard refused to allow it in the house. When she cooked, she did everything from scratch with the freshest ingredients possible. Sometimes he simply came for dinner…nothing else. “Oh, how convenient. Have you bought any?”

      “I have. Actually, the sellers are calling it canned food…vegetables and fruit. The varieties were too many to try them all, although I did get some of each kind of fruit. Two cans of most. I was hoping you’d know how to bake a pie or cobbler, maybe. All of us at the ranch have a bit of a sweet tooth.”

      “How is it you managed to get it before anyone else? Who are all of us?” How many people would I be cooking for?

      “I usually come to town on Wednesday’s and Jeremiah, the mercantile owner, gets his delivery of groceries on Tuesday. Most everyone else comes on Saturday. At least the ranchers do. The store is way too busy then for my liking. But, as you can see, I did my shopping today instead and I was there as soon as he opened, since I wasn’t sure when the stage would be in. Their schedule is laughable. Anyway, getting supplies now will save me a trip back next Wednesday.”

      She wanted him to continue talking. His deep, baritone voice washed over her like the finest silk, leaving her with goosebumps…the good kind. “I remember you writing that you try to avoid people.”

      “Yeah, I don’t like crowds.”

      “It sounds like you’re saying, you’re a bit of a loner, aren’t you?”

      He shrugged. “I am. I like it that way.” Before she could ask anything else, he added, “Let me help you up.”

      Taking her by the waist, he lifted her into the wagon.

      “Oh!” When he set her on the floor of the wagon, she realized he was stronger than she thought, as she was not a thin woman, but very curvy. Richard had liked her curves.

      Blushing, she adjusted her skirt and sat. “Have you always been that way?”

      Edward climbed up and sat next to her. “What are you getting at?” he growled.

      She didn’t let his response deter her. After all, this man would be her husband. She had the right to know more about him, but hoped he didn’t ask too much about her. “I’m thinking that maybe you were not such a loner when your wife was alive.”

      He sighed. “Yes, I was. We enjoyed the company of friends before she left.”

      I remember now Catherine left with another man before she died. “I’m sure they comforted you then.”

      “Oh, right, they liked learning I couldn’t keep a wife happy.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “I’m sure that’s not at all what they were thinking. More than likely they would have understood her leaving was not your fault and supported you.”

      He cracked the whip over the horses’ heads. “I didn’t want their support. They wouldn’t have given it anyway.”

      “Maybe they would have, if you had let them.”

      “Hmpft. I doubt that.” He slapped the reins on the horse’s rumps.

      She persisted, not knowing why he felt the way he did, because she wanted to know him better. “Is that the way you would have responded had the same unfortunate event happened to one of your friends? Would you have just written him off as a man who couldn’t keep a woman happy?”

      He put the reins in his left hand and ran the right one around the back of his neck. “No, I wouldn’t have. I’d have supported him.”

      He urged the horses into a trot just as the wagon hit a particularly deep rut. She held on to the side of the seat for balance, as they went past the mercantile and the butcher.

      The road was terribly rutted, and the wagon kept jolting her. Adele tried as much as she could to stay on her side of the bench. It wasn’t really very wide and as hard as she tried, she couldn’t stop her leg from touching him on his thigh. Ignoring it she decided was the best thing. “See, you weren’t always a loner. If you’d give your friends the chance, I’m sure they would support you just as you would them.” She had debated with Richard on occasion always taking the opposite position. They’d both enjoyed making up.

      He shrugged. “Maybe I didn’t want to find out whether or not they would spurn me or support me. So I ended the ridicule before it began.”

      “Maybe there wouldn’t have been any ridicule.”

      “I didn’t care to find out, so now I stay out of town except for supplies.”

      Adele rolled her eyes and prayed for patience. “You are a stubborn man.”

      He chuckled. “You are a feisty woman. Giving me your guidance before we’re even married.”

      Adele straightened. “I figure to start a marriage in a way that it will continue. I don’t think it fair for you to find out I’m also stubborn and opinionated after we wed.” She pulled off her filthy gloves, folded them and placed them in her reticule. “If you want to change your mind, now is the time to do it.”

      He turned his head and gazed at her for a moment. “I think I’ll marry you. I probably need some of your opinions to keep me from destroying my family. I wrote you about my seven-year-old daughter. She also had friends among the people I let go and so she lost her friends because of me.”

      Feeling bold, she placed a hand on his knee and smiled up at him. “Maybe, after we’re married, you can throw a…oh, say, a party to introduce me to the town. That wouldn’t be so unusual, would it? And, if it is, maybe you can start a trend.”

      He looked down at her hand on his leg, lifted a brow and then turned his gaze back to her. “You know, touching me as you are is considered scandalous unless we’re married. Even then, the action should only be done when others can’t see.”

      “In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m not one for convention. I do as I please. If someone doesn’t like it that person doesn’t have to look or listen, as the case may be.” I should be more careful. My words are those of a loose woman and I don’t want him to repudiate me.

      Edward turned to her and grinned. “I like you Adele Jensen. I think we’ll do well together.”

      She laughed. “I agree.” Looking forward Adele couldn’t keep the smile from her face. Things will work out well for us, Edward. You’ll see.
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      Arriving at the Carrolls’ home Edward climbed down and came around to her side of the wagon.

      She looked for a way to get down from the bench but couldn’t figure it out. He’d have to show her next time.

      Edward raised his arms. “Lean over. I’ll catch you and lift you down.”

      Trusting he would not drop her, she did as he asked.

      He caught her under her bosom and lifted her down. Was it just her imagination or did his hands linger just a little longer than necessary?

      “Thank you. You can let me go now. Um…could you grab my carpetbags for me? I’d like to change clothes, if possible.” Adele broke the spell and blushed as he removed his hands from her body. She was almost sorry. She felt like his hands belonged there…on her. Stop thinking your fanciful thoughts. He probably doesn’t even notice.

      “Certainly.” He went to the back of the wagon and lifted out the luggage. He held the carpetbags in one hand and gave her his other arm. She walked at Edwards’s side up the flagstone covered path to the single-story, white house with dark blue shutters. In front of the house lay a delightful garden. Adele didn’t recognize the types of flowers but the sight made her miss her garden in New York.

      Edward knocked on the door. A petite and, very, very pregnant woman with auburn hair and deep emerald eyes opened the door. She was much younger than Adele would have imagined, thinking the preacher was probably an elderly man. Either he was also younger than she expected or he had a very young wife.

      “Why, Edward, it’s so good to see you.” She waved an arm into the room. “Come in. Come in. You may lay your coats on the sofa. You’ll warm up faster without them now that you’re inside.” She clasped her hands in front of her skirt. “Now, you must be Adele Jensen. I know absolutely nothing about you other than your name, which we got off the envelopes of your letters to Edward. In case you haven’t noticed, he’s not exactly outgoing anymore. Too bad, too because a lot of us miss him.”

      She talked as though Edward was not in the room, which made Adele a little uncomfortable but perhaps that was the only way to get through to him.

      Edward closed his eyes and his shoulders slumped a little bit before he caught himself and straightened. “Ginger, you know why I don’t come around anymore.”

      “And you know those reasons are not applicable. No one blames you. Almost as soon as she got here, Catherine was looking to get out of ranch living.” Ginger turned to Adele, eyes narrowed. “Will you run when the going gets tough? When getting out of bed is hard because you’re sore from the chores the day before? When only the kittens in the barn make milking the cow tolerable? Will you run away from your family like Catherine did?”

      Adele looked up at Edward her eyes wide. She immediately thought about her running from Richard and her life in New York, but she wouldn’t run this time. She was pursuing her dream and she would never let that go no matter how hard, from Ginger’s words, ranch life must be. Adele shook her head. “No, ma’am. I will not run. My marriage vows are sacred.”

      Ginger smiled. “Wonderful. The only good things to be said about Catherine are she gave us Lissa and then had the good sense to die the same day she left.” She looked at Adele. “She was killed in a stagecoach robbery on her way to catch the river boat with that gambler she left with, but you know that already, I’m sure.” Ginger looked closely at Adele. “Your eyes are beautiful. The green is so pale and rimmed with a black line. Amazing. I’ve never seen eyes as unusual as yours. Mine are so much darker than yours and, comparatively speaking, so common.”

      Adele couldn’t help but laugh. The woman was a bundle of joy wrapped up in a tiny package. “Thank you for saying so.”

      Edward put a hand on Adele’s waist. “Ginger, my bride needs to clean up before the ceremony. Can you help her with that task?”

      Her cheeks turned pink. “Oh, my, of course. How

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/horses-head-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/adele-cover.jpg
CYNTHIA WOOLE






