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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride: Doubting
That She’ll Be More Than Just A Friends - An Englishwoman leaves
England for what she assumes will be a loveless marriage as all
that they had agreed to was to care for her rancher, look after his
home, and respect each other – but it didn’t include love. She does
make friends with a freed black man in town and a few other people
but later, something happens that will change her relationship with
the rancher forever.

 


 


The air was dry, drier than Sarah
Stanton had ever felt. Yes, back in England there had been seasons
with less rainfall, but this air was both crisp and dehydrating at
the same time. She took in her surroundings as she stepped off the
train. There wasn’t much to look at here. She saw a few men
standing around. She thought for a moment how odd it was that two
of the men were white and two black.

She had heard that life was even
harder for blacks now that they had supposedly been set free. She
wondered how that could be possible, and was thankful that the men
in this situation seemed to all be getting along quite well. It
seemed like a few bad apples always made life more difficult for
the rest. A few horses were tied up at the trough getting a drink.
She had half a mind to join them.

Her mouth was dry, but it was more her
nerves than the air that caused that, she guessed. She wondered a
bit how anything could grow out here. Sarah brushed her auburn hair
from her eyes, gathered up her skirts in one hand and her one worn
travel bag with the other, then with a deep breath, she stepped off
the platform and into her new life.

The sun was high in the sky, and the
warmth radiated through her thin coat. She saw several people
waiting at the station, but none of them seemed as though they were
looking for her. She located a bench near the tracks and set down
her bag. She wished for a mirror so she could arrange her hair. She
had decided she wasn’t worried about impressing the man she was
about to meet, but didn’t think there could be any harm in making
herself presentable. She tried to brush a few stray locks back into
place, but had just about given it up as hopeless when she heard a
soft voice and looked up.

She couldn’t make out the features on
the gentleman who stood before her. He was merely a silhouette, a
dark form with the bright sun cast behind him. His voice was
gentle, almost hesitant. It wasn’t that he was unsure of himself.
No. He spoke to her as though he were afraid of scaring her off. He
had said her name in the tone of a question.

“Miss. Stanton?”

“Yes, that’s me.” She stood
and held out her hand. “You must be Mr. Fletcher.”

“Jack, please, Miss
Stanton.” He looked at her outstretched hand and hesitated for a
moment before reaching out his own in a handshake. “May I carry
your bag for you?”

“Please.” Sarah said. He
picked it up then gestured to his nearby carriage. He helped her up
into the cabin with a strong hand up and then seated himself at the
front. “Do we have far to go, Mr. Fletcher?” Sarah said, leaning
forward.

He shook his head, “No, ma’am, the
farm is a little over four miles away.”

Sarah watched out the window as the
scenery changed ever so slightly. There was certainly a lot of dry,
empty ground. There was an occasional field of grass and an
occasional plowed field. They passed by a handful of other
carriages heading the opposite direction. Every so often, they
would pass a house, made of flat boards and painted, usually white.
As they rode, Mr. Fletcher would tip his hat to those passing, and
point out the various farms, explaining either “Tom Johnson grows
corn here,” or “This is where the Hurt family lives, you’d like to
meet their eldest daughter, Emily.”

Sarah was glad for the ride because it
also meant she could examine him while he could not see her doing
so. She had been able to tell from his silhouette, ringed by the
sun’s rays, that he was tall and broad shouldered. Now, she could
see that he had skin tinted brown by being in the sun every day.
His hands that grasped the leather reins were rough to the
appearance. She shuddered at that thought as she remembered his
handshake.

His hand was warm, but firm. He made
it clear with that gesture that he considered her a friend rather
than his future wife. She was pleased about this. It implied that
he meant to stay true to their original agreement. As they rode on,
the wind created by their forward movement tousled his dark brown
hair. She found him quite pleasing to look at, though she hadn’t
really wanted to look at any man for marriage. If she must marry,
it would be best if it were to someone appealing to the eyes. He
struck her as kind as well. Again, she was thankful that man she
had agreed to join in marriage was pleasant.

This was no ordinary marriage, of
course. She had agreed to live with him and take care of the home
for him. He had requested a bride, but she had set the terms. She
would marry him, but she had no wish for any romantic involvement.
He mentioned in his letters that he hoped for a child one day, but
as far as Sarah were concerned, she just wanted the chance to seek
happiness in America, and she could not do so without properly
marrying and having means of supporting herself first.

It was honestly the easiest way to get
into the country. She was content with knowing that she had a place
to live, and that she could make herself useful taking care of this
farmer. He was certainly not rich, but he promised her that she
would never go hungry as long as she was in his care.

 


 


“Here it is, home sweet
home,” Sarah was pulled out of her daydream when they reached the
home that was to be hers. It was not too large, perhaps the same
size as the other houses they had passed along the way. It was
painted white and had a door and two windows at the front of the
house. There was also a porch, which featured two wooden chairs
with red pillows set upon them. She imagined that this would be a
peaceful place to take in the view and rest a while. After riding
in the carriage over rocky terrain, she could use a rest. He showed
her inside the house.

It was quite bare. There was a sofa
and a high backed chair and a low set table, all adorned in the
same red tone as the pillows on the porch. Through the far door,
Sarah could see a kitchen. Her first order of business, she
thought, would be to get a drink. She asked him first, not wishing
to appear too forward, but when he offered her the glass of water,
she drank it in three large gulps. She set down the glass and
turned back to him.

“Let me show you to your
room,” Mr. Fletcher directed her to the near door to her right. And
then he excused himself so she could have a moment of privacy.
Through that door was a sizable bed with cream-colored linens. A
thin curtain hung over the open window and wafted gently in the
breeze. There was a plain vanity with a mirror against the same
wall as the door, and a metal bowl that had been filled with fresh
water to the right of that. Mr. Fletcher had also set out a clean
cloth, which she gratefully dipped in the water and dabbed over her
face. The water was cool and refreshing, and she was glad that he
had been so thoughtful. She took a moment to change out of her
dusty traveling clothes and into a light, purple dress, one of
three she had brought with her.

She figured it didn’t matter much, as
she wouldn’t need to be overly fashionable as a farmer’s wife. Her
clothing was all quite plain, and mostly a bit too large for her,
but she could tie a length of cloth well around her waist to pull
it tight and make it work. This particular dress also happened to
have short sleeves, so she had no need to roll them up as
least.

Quickly, she surveyed herself in the
mirror and resigned to leave her tangled hair until before bed.
There was no use fixing it now. She unclipped the braid that had
been woven into a bun and tried to wind it around again, a bit
tighter this time. She figured it would be dinnertime soon, and
felt it was her duty to prepare it, so she left her bedroom and
found Mr. Fletcher in the kitchen.

“Miss. Stanton, you look
lovely,” he said as she entered the clean but sparse kitchen. He
had set out two glasses of water and a plate with fresh bread on
it. “I thought you might be hungry,” he said.

“Yes, thank you. I had
thought I should make dinner this evening,” Sarah said.

“After traveling for so
long, surely you could use an evening to recover. Have some
bread.”

Sarah smiled and accepted the chair he
had pulled out for her at the table and helped herself, as Jack did
the same.

“Why do you keep calling me
Miss Stanton?” Sarah asked, after having filled herself full of the
best meal she had had in a long time.

“You hadn’t asked me to call
you otherwise.” Jack said, his lips turned in a bit of a smile. “I
know that this is something of an odd arrangement. I don’t want to
overstep my boundaries.”

“Well, Mr. Fletcher,
“emphasis on the Mr., “the agreement was that we were to be friends
at the least, right?”

“Yes. That was the
agreement. Until and unless you decide otherwise,” he
responded.

“Then you shall call me
Sarah, Mr. Fletcher.” Sarah smiled, her dark eyes sparkling. She
wanted to maintain a certain distance from her Mr. Fletcher, but
she also did not want to share a home with someone who didn’t feel
comfortable saying her name. Aside from that, she didn’t much care
for her last name, and would just as soon have it changed to
Fletcher.

At that thought, though, her stomach
fluttered as though a nest of bees were buzzing in it. Suddenly the
meal she had eaten was sitting like a pile of so many rocks. She
was honestly scared to marry this man she had just met, though they
had been very clear in their letters what they could
expect.

“Alright, Sarah. Thank you,”
Jack responded with a tip of his head in a very non-formal bow.
“Would you like to discuss our actual wedding then?”

“No!” Sarah said, perhaps a
bit too loudly. “I mean, I am feeling quite tired, do we have to
discuss the wedding tonight?”

“I understand. Allow me to
just say this. Remember I mentioned Emily?” He asked, and Sarah
nodded. “Well, she has insisted that you marry in a new gown.
Specifically, in a new gown that she would like to make for you as
a wedding gift. I told her we would visit tomorrow so you can meet
with her for measurements.”

“Oh, you’ve told others
about our arrangement?” Sarah was surprised, and also curious about
how others responded to it.

“Well, no. I simply told
them my fiancé was finally coming to join me in America. I hope
that’s okay.”

“I suppose it’s the truth.
Why wouldn’t it be okay?” Sarah said. Jack just shrugged. “Okay,
please, allow me to clean up in here since you prepared our
dinner,”

Jack nodded, but still took the plates
to the basin to be cleaned. As Sarah was washing the dishes, Jack
talked about his life, his farm, his horses, and he asked Sarah all
about her life, though there wasn’t much to tell. “Suffice it to
say I’d rather be here with you, a stranger, than back in England,
“she said, “It’s not so much that it was horrible there, it just
wasn’t wonderful either.”

As she finished up and the two were
ready to part for bed, there was an awkward moment. Jack and Sarah
stood, facing each other at the doorway to the kitchen. Behind Jack
was the door to his own room, and behind Sarah, the door to hers.
This opening between the kitchen and living room was neutral
territory, and these two who were about to make a most intimate vow
to each other felt the invisible line that separated
them.

It’s true, Sarah liked Jack well
enough, but she was in no position to give her heart to a man who
had merely been a series of letters back and forth until this day.
This wasn’t a social situation either of them had been trained for.
How do you say goodnight to your fiancé who will be sleeping only a
few feet away on the other side of a wall?

They found out that one way of doing
so that night. Jack bowed at the waist, in true gentleman form.
Sarah giggled a little at the absurdity of it, and gave a little
curtsy herself before turning on her heel and disappearing into her
room. Jack sat back down at the table, turned down the lamp, and
put his head in his hands almost like some sort of
prayer.

 


 


The sun rose early and Sarah had woken
before Jack. She already had his meal prepared for him and had
thrown open the curtains and windows to let in the fresh air. She
had picked some flowers and set them on the table in a glass, since
she could not find a vase. She had actually had trouble finding
anything other than colorful weeds near the house, but she arranged
them pleasantly enough, and thought they brought a cheery air to
the home.

Jack agreed.

This morning, they were set to ride
Jack’s two horses
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