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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride: From Mother
Russia To The Old West, is about a woman traveling across country
from Moscow, to meet a rancher and become his bride. Unfortunately,
when she gets to his town she cannot see anyone fitting the
description he’d put in his letters to her. She is stranded in a
new, and to her, strange country, with no hope of returning to her
old life.

 


 


How long had Natalya been sitting on the
steam engine as it barreled from one end of the American frontier
to the next? Two items had provided her only company on the
journey; a small tower of luggage Natalya had brought from Moscow
and which was now experiencing its third train ride – not to
mention the stretch on the sea to bring her from one continent to
the next – and a stack full of letters from the man who had changed
her life six months earlier.

Daniel Berry had been corresponding with
Natalya ever since his advertisement looking for a bride found its
way into the church newsletter. As a child, Natalya had been
fortunate enough to enjoy extended periods of education under the
guidance of a governess, which is why her English was unusually
proficient.

She had just turned 28-years-old when she
stumbled upon the advertisement. Natalya was not the first woman in
the area to find herself a husband on the American frontier, and
she had read much about the expeditions scores of people had taken
toward the West Coast in search of a new life.

Daniel Berry’s notice in the newsletter was
an obvious sign from God that the opportunity to truly live and
prosper was there for the taking. She wrote her first letter to the
rancher that evening. His urgent proposal happened within the span
of five months. She made the voyage to California one month
later.

Natalya would reread the letters whenever she
could feel each arduous leg of the journey. It was the words on
those pages that kept stoking the fires of her desire to start a
new life with a man of passion, mystery, and romance:

 


“Dearest Natalya,

Your words never cease to take my breath
away. I can practically hear every syllable lilting out of your
pretty mouth. I count every second until I can meet you at the
station. When the clock strikes high noon, I will be standing
before you in a white suit. I am six feet tall and my face will be
as pure as the driven snow.

Your devoted new husband,

Daniel Berry.”

 


Natalya felt it difficult to read his most
recent dispatch without audibly sighing. She had done so quite a
few times on the last of her train journeys much to the increased
annoyance of her fellow passengers. In the corner of the train car,
a cynical, bearded drunk staggered over to Natalya. After squeezing
his stout body around the luggage, he took his seat opposite
Natalya and took a swig of bourbon from his flask.

“Morning, ma’am,” he removed his hat
appropriately. “You’ve got a particular glow to yourself this fine
day.”

“I am to meet my husband, sir.” Natalya smiled.

“I see. Where is it that you’re from?” He sat
back.

“Moscow.”

“I couldn’t place the voice,” he replied as
he offered her a drink. She politely shook her head.

“Yes, we have been writing to each other for
some time. Do you know him? His name is Daniel Berry.”

“Little lady, this is a big old nation of
ours. I can’t say I know him or too many others I haven’t met
before.”

“Of course. I’m sorry.”

“Have you a picture?”

“I’m afraid not,” Natalya looked out the
window wistfully. “Only his words. But I know he is a tall man with
a pure face.”

“A pure face?” The drunk cackled. “Can’t say
I’ve ever heard of a face too pure before. And how do you know all
this if you haven’t seen a picture?”

“The letters,” said Natalya while waving the
envelopes toward him.

“Be careful,” nodded the drunk. “This land
was built on lies.”

“I find it very hard to believe that Daniel
would be so dishonest with me.”

“Well, I sure do hope you’re right, you seem
like a nice enough gal, let me tell you. However, see, we’re all
trying to get the best out of a deal down here. As such, we’re
likely to bend a few facts every now and then, you see what I
mean?”

“I suppose so,” Natalya waved off the
alcoholic breath lurching towards her. “But I’m sure these letters
are honest and true. Why would he lie? What would he have to
gain?”

The man wiped his brow and took another swig
from his flask. He looked at Natalya kindly. He may have had the
appearance and the demeanor of a fallen drinker, but there was a
tangible warmth coming from this anonymous passenger that Natalya
found it impossible to ignore. She chose to honestly heed what he
had to say.

“There’s many a wicked thing a man could do
to take advantage of a good woman like you. Now, I’m not saying
this here gentleman is wicked, far from it. Nevertheless, he may
not be everything he seems from here. Now, whether or not that’s a
bad thing, I’ll leave it up to you. Maybe lying is just wicked
enough. On the other hand, maybe he ain’t lying at all and he’s
exactly what he says he is. Or maybe he’ll turn out to be something
better than the man you’re picturing from these letters.”

“I really don’t know how he could somehow
turn out better than in these letters.”

“Well, words can often be deceiving. See how
you feel in a week. If I see you again, let me know how it all
turns out.” The drunk knocked over a few suitcases as he stepped
out of his seat. “Maybe you’re right and maybe I’m wrong.”

“I pray this is the case.”

The drunk belted out a laugh as he slapped
his knees back to his former seat. Natalya went back to studying
the view of her new home as the steam engine continued to tunnel
toward its destination. But the more she tried to focus on the
letters as well as the upcoming meeting, Natalya found herself
increasingly distracted by the slurred words of a man who
apparently no longer believed in happy endings and had consigned
himself to a life of drinking and debauchery. Was there any truth
to his ramblings?

Natalya dismissed the notion as a mere test
of her faith. After all, it was faith that led her to respond to
the advertisement in the first place. There was never any guarantee
that it would lead her to any significant change in her life. The
responses were proof enough that a pure, handsome, tall man was
waiting for her at the station. Why would he go to the trouble to
keep writing – and to put out the word for a wife in the first
place – if he had no intention of finding her?

 


 


Michael O’Kelly took his cane up to the first
room to the left at the top of the stairs and walloped the door as
loudly as he could without shattering the stick in two. Inside,
Daniel Berry lay face down in his disheveled bed.

“Daniel!” Michael exclaimed with a sense of
weariness. “It’s time to get up, Daniel.” He knocked on the door
once again, his patience slipping away with every tapping upon the
door.

“Daniel, if you don’t open up in 10 seconds,
I’m going to drag you out myself.”

He didn’t exactly count to 10. In fact, he
only counted to 5 as he couldn’t be bothered to wait much longer.
He used the master key to unlock the door. He found Daniel in
exactly the position he expected. He whacked Daniel across the
backside with his cane.

That jolted Mr. Berry awake.

“For God’s sake, Mr. O’Kelly!” Daniel
grunted. “Do you know what time it is?”

“Time to meet your new wife,” Michael
sighed.

“New wife?”

“Your new wife. Remember? All the letters
I’ve been writing in your name?”

“Be fair, I’ve been telling you what to
write.” Daniel finally turned on his back.

“Yes, but with my heavy moderations.”

“Well…how long do I have?”

“The train is due in twenty minutes. You had
better make yourself presentable. Natalya is about to find out
you’re not really six feet tall.”

Daniel pulled himself up and adjusted his
posture as best he could. The hangover was taking its toll, and the
pounding of his headache only increased when he stood perfectly
straight.

“Have any coffee? Coffee would be great.”

“There’s no time for coffee, Daniel.”

“Okay. Do you have a white suit I could
borrow?”

“What happened to your white suit?” Michael’s
jaw dropped.

“There was an incident down at Conway
Twell’s. We were playing all night. Somebody needed it for
something or other. Lost the hand. You know how it is.”

“You bet that white suit and lost?”

“It was a two pair! I was sure I’d got
it.”

“You know something, Daniel? Maybe I should
just marry Natalya instead. I’ve put more into this engagement than
you have.”

“Well, I don’t think Mrs. O’Kelly would
approve.”

“There’s a nice brown suit in my closet,”
Michael sighed. “Best of luck, old friend.”

The night before, Daniel had decided to throw
himself an impromptu bachelor party at O’Kelly’s Saloon. He hadn’t
done much planning for the impending wedding but he still felt he
deserved one last night to enjoy himself as a free man. Michael
O’Kelly himself was reluctant to indulge his old friend but Daniel
was quite persistent.

Daniel Berry had a reputation that he had
spent years cultivating as one of the hardest-drinking men in the
township of New Holland. However, he enjoyed the company he shared
whenever a round of beverages was passed around the bar. He also
enjoyed the effect of alcohol and rarely wished to excessively
consume it alone.

Despite indulging Daniel on the wish to be
merry before Natalya’s arrival, Michael tried to make the bachelor
promise not to go beyond three rounds of drinking before turning in
for the night. This proved tricky when wanderers and well-wishers
kept flooding into the saloon and, hearing of Daniel’s forthcoming
marriage, buying him drink after drink until it was way past
midnight.

It was around this time that Sven, the
Swedish railroad worker sculpted of pure muscle and might,
challenged Daniel to an arm wrestling match—a proposition that the
latter could never resist. Michael made one last plea to Daniel’s
dwindling reason, but once he saw the rolled up sleeves throughout
the saloon, he disowned the matter. He predicted every moment of
the conversation he and his friend would have the morning after;
unfortunately, Daniel had lost the white suit in a bet a few days
prior, an incident to which Michael O’Kelly was tragically
unaware.

Daniel tapped his Stetson down half an inch
in a half-hearted attempt to curb the effects of the sardonic sun.
The arrival of Daniel’s bride was the talk of New Holland, and
everyone dropped what they were doing in order to gaze upon the
very sight they expected: Daniel struggling to put one foot in
front of the other as he lurched toward the brand new train
station. Unbeknownst to Daniel, a gaggle of gamblers at Conway
Twell’s were taking bets on whether he would even make it to the
station without either collapsing or passing out.

Those who had a little faith in Daniel making
it in one piece managed to clean house.

 


 


Back on the train, Natalya’s heart began
pounding at irregular, rapid rates. She could feel the life-giving
organ trying to punch right out of her chest. The passengers,
having endured her sighing for so long, now had to listen to her
attempt to stifle her heavy breathing. She grabbed hold of her
seat, the sweat streaming small ravines down onto the floorboards.
As she felt the train braking, Natalya locked her gaze out the
window in an effort to spot the image of Daniel Berry still
ingrained in her mind.

There was nobody who fit the description, but
she remained hopeful. Natalya painted on a countenance meant to
signal a relaxed, happy bride-to-be. However, her nerves were shot.
The smile creased itself and her teeth visibly grated together.
Natalya brought out her luggage with the aid of an obliging
conductor. She wore a deep blue dress that cut right through the
hazy, mostly brown shades of New Holland.

The station sat adjacent to Conway Twell’s.
The man himself strolled out of his establishment wearing the white
suit she had heard so much about. The height was about right, but
there was one discrepancy from the description in the letter; the
thick, black handlebar mustache. This was not exactly a pure face.
Nevertheless, Natalya was willing to overlook this one detail as
long as the words out of her new husband’s mouth matched the poetry
that came from his writings.

“Daniel Berry?” Natalya feverishly
blushed.

“I’m Conway Twell,” a tobacco-clouded
baritone replied. “Daniel Berry’s over there.”

Meanwhile, Daniel Berry could feel the
remaining strands of alcohol seeping out of his skin and horribly
staining Michael O’Kelly’s brown plaid wool suit. Natalya nearly
dropped all of her belongings and stumbled into the sand at the
sight of the man who had apparently written all of these romantic
sentiments to her.

She frantically looked around the train
station to see if the drunken old man was anywhere to be seen. She
was almost certain that she saw the man disembark with her, but he
was nowhere to be found. In a sense, Natalya was relieved. After
all, she would hate to hear his slurred cackling if he had been
proven right so soon after warning her in the first place.

Daniel straightened himself up as best he
could, given the persistence of the hangover. Still, he found it
difficult to stand too straight, nor to look anybody in the eye
while this walk of shame was taking place. Ideally, his new wife
would simply introduce herself and wouldn’t be particularly
bothered if he did not appear exactly as he indicated in the
dispatches Michael O’Kelly wrote for him.

That said, when he realized that an angelic
woman in a blue dress shimmering through the hustle and
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