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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride: The Overweight
Woman From New York Tries To Find Love With The Short &
Divorced Cowboy Rancher In California - An overweight woman, tired
of her life and job at a bank in New York, spends weeks trying to
find a mail order husband through a marriage broker and when she
does, all of her fears about there being no love and a lot of work,
surface. Her fiancé does nothing to dispel the fears when he meets
and greets her at the railway station. After a few weeks she starts
to think about returning to her home back east, when something
happens that ends up as a blessing in disguise.

 


 


As she sat across the desk and listened to
Saul the marriage broker, Sally Owens suddenly realized that she
might be on a fool’s errand.

The marriage broker had been her mother’s
idea but it was becoming increasingly clear that finding a husband
through his services was not as easy a task as her mom had led her
to believe.

First of all, she could forget finding a mate
anywhere near New York, that much was clear, not that she wasn’t
aware of this fact before she undertook this endeavor. New York men
preferred to find their own wives, face to face. That did not
bother her, she was ready to leave the big city.

Twenty-two years of living on the same street
was enough. She had grown bored. Bored and weary of the hurtful
comments regarding her weight. She was overweight, she knew that.
However, she did not care and God willing, she would soon find a
husband that did not care either.

The one thing that did concern her – the one
thing that she had not considered – was the competition. The
‘English Roses’ as the broker called them. They were coming to
America by the shipload according to him and if he was to be
believed, each one was more beautiful than the next.

Saul was explaining, “Now you have to
remember that these girls are not all destitute and without options
as we typically think when we think of the brides from England. No,
some of them are quite well educated, some come from wealthy
families, many are looking for adventure. Some have had a husband
die and they just want to get away from the memories. I guess what
I am saying is that the competition is fierce. Now I am not saying
this to discourage you, I assure you that I will find you a husband
but it may take a little time.”

Sally nodded her and said, “I can wait. I
understand. I would guess that my weight doesn’t help.”

“That is a bit of a problem but nothing I
haven’t dealt with before and you are very pretty with those
beautiful blue eyes with that raven black hair. I have had a lot of
what I call larger women looking for husbands and I have found
husbands for them all. None of them were as nice looking as you.
Most are happily married now with families of their own, living out
west. I hear from them regularly. Did you see all the thank you
letters on the board outside?”

“Yes I did. Very impressive. It gives me
hope.”

“Now, may I ask why you have come to me? Did
someone recommend me and my services?”

“My mom told me to come and see you. She is
sure I will never find a husband and she reminds me of that every
day. Truthfully, I would be glad to go out west without a husband
-- just to get away from her and all the nosy neighbors on my
street. They are forever telling us how their married daughters are
doing. I’m sick of hearing about it.”

“Okay, I understand. The first thing we have
to do is get a nice photograph taken, I have a few requests right
now from gentlemen who I think would find you appealing. However,
we need a photo. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I am going to have
one done as soon as I leave here. I have time today, it’s my day
off. Mom had told me that I would need one. Do I get to see a photo
of prospective husbands?”

“Of course, although remember the
competition; we have to try not to be too choosy. Okay?”

“I understand. And how long does this whole
process usually take?”

“Well, I should have some I can show you in a
few days after I have your photo. Now I need to get some
information from you. Basic things – age, height, and weight –
things like that. Is that okay?”

Sally gave Saul all of the requested
information and said goodbye, promising to be back within a couple
of days with her photo.

 


 


After she had finished with the ordeal of
having her picture taken, something she hated – the photos never
looked anything like the person they were supposed to be portraying
– she went over to Central Park to walk and think.

It was the one place she would miss when she
left. It had been her one refuge since she had turned fourteen,
when she could no longer stand her parent’s nattering and
judgmental banter. Nothing she did was ever good enough for them.
She had done well in school, as well as any of her friends and she
had what she considered to be a good job.

She was an office clerk with the bank and had
been since finishing woman’s business school. She had never been in
any trouble. There seemed to be only one thing that she could do to
make them happy – and that was to get herself married.

As she walked, she thought about Saul and the
nasty little business he ran. The whole affair seemed to her as if
she was about to be put on sale, like livestock. Slavery had ended
in America some thirty years before but could this bride business
be its replacement?

 


 


The next day at the bank she did her best to
avoid the usual discussion of how she had spent her day off. There
was no need for anyone to know what she was planning. She had
enough grief because of her marital status and her weight and she
saw no need to add fuel to the fire.

Mary Malone was the first to ask, “So Sally
what did you do yesterday? I went to Coney Island with Billy.”

“I did nothing special. Just the usual.”

Mary laughed loud enough for all to hear and
said, “What – like baking and eating pies?”

Sally turned her back and thought to herself,
“I don’t care if all Saul can find for me is a ninety year old,
bald, toothless man living in a cave, I have got to get out of
here.”

Mary prattled on, relating what a pleasant
day she had with her fiancé and continued with details of how their
wedding arrangements were coming along. Sally did not care and
almost kissed her manager when he called her into his office.

Coney Island, big deal. Full of prostitutes
and thieves. And as far as she knew, Billy the fiancé had never
done an honest day’s work in his life. She had heard that he had
actually spent some time in Sing Sing prison. No doubt that was
where he had found his current employer, a notorious thief.

He was some catch alright. She wondered if
Mary even knew this. She probably did, everyone knew. She mustn’t
care as any husband is better than no husband.

Her manager, Mr. Smith motioned to a chair in
front of his desk and said, “Sally, please have a chair. I hope you
had a pleasant day off.”

“Yes, it was nice and quiet and I spent some
time in the park.”

“It is lovely there, isn’t it? Mrs. Smith and
I frequently go for walks in the park after dinner. Well, I just
wanted to thank you for all the hard work you’ve done this past
little while. It has been noticed.”

“Oh thank you. It’s nothing really, just
doing my job.”

“Well as you may know, Mrs. Simmons is
planning to leave our little family and start one of her own. We
will need to replace her and we would like a single girl to take
her place. Mr. Billings thinks that you would be a perfect
replacement. Your work is always exemplary and our customers love
dealing with you. There will be a raise in pay, of course and you
will be supervising the girls you work with now. Would that be a
problem?”

Sally was flabbergasted -- she was being
asked to be Mary’s boss. She was at a loss for words. She finally
managed to stutter, “N-n-no. That would not be a problem, sir. I am
honored to be considered.”

“Good. You will start your new position in
two weeks. Beginning today you will be sitting with Mrs. Simmons
and she will give you some training to help you prepare. We will be
making an announcement to all staff this afternoon.
Congratulations, and we look forward to good things from you for a
long time to come.”

Sally stumbled from his office and tripped
over the garbage bin sitting beside her desk alerting everyone that
she was back at her desk.

“So, Sally, did you get the sack? Spending
too much time eating lunch?”

Sally snapped, “If you must know, Mary
Malone, I am going to be replacing Mrs. Simmons.”

Mary thought about the implications of what
Sally had just said. It took a few moments to sink in and once she
had finished processing it she said, “Well that makes sense. It’s
not like you will ever leave to have a baby.”

 


 


“That is a lovely photo Sally. Now we can get
things rolling.”

As she had promised, Sally returned to Saul’s
office in two days with her photo. Two days during which she had
carefully considered her future. The idea of the promotion at work
certainly appealed to her, but when she considered what her future
might hold, she felt sick.

Did she want to spend the rest of her life
working in the bank, because that was the road she was heading down
should she abandon her plan to find a husband. Eating dinner alone
every night in a dirty, dingy, dark apartment only to get up every
morning and go to the same job for the rest of her life. Her mother
stopping by to visit, reminding her that she wasn’t married. A
chill ran down her spine and she shuddered at the thought.

“So what happens next,” she asked Saul.

“Next, I will send this off to a few
prospective grooms. Let me show you who will be vying for your hand
in marriage. Don’t be surprised if this takes a while. Also, don’t
be surprised if you get more than one offer.”

Saul pulled out an album with photos and
descriptions of men he thought might be interested in her, and who
might be of interest to her. They spent an hour reviewing them.
Sally felt like she was at the market looking at different cuts of
meat, trying to decide what to cook for the evening meal. The whole
thing was rather tawdry. When they were done, she had chosen two
men she thought might be suitable.

“Okay I will contact their agents, we don’t
use the expression ‘marriage broker’. Then we can expect a wait of
a couple of weeks to get a reply. If you don’t hear from me within
fifteen days, please stop by to see me and we can look at the men
again. The selection changes every day.”

The two men that Sally had chosen were very
similar. Both were out west, one in Montana and one in California.
One was a rancher and one was a cowboy. She couldn’t remember which
was which, she had looked at so many. And while they were far from
handsome, they were not hideous either. Although the idea of going
through another session of pick and choose made her think she
should simply specify that if the man had a heartbeat it was good
enough.

 


 


She had been training with Mrs. Simmons and
was surprised at the nature of the work she would be doing. She had
expected that she would be doing tasks similar to those which she
did in her present job, but this was quite different. It was more
of a job that required her to be on top of staff and budget
matters. Efficiency and attendance reports, timekeeping – nothing
that she was accustomed to. She was worried if she would be up to
the task.

Hopefully, if Saul was doing his job, she
would not need to worry for long, she told herself.

 


 


Two weeks passed very slowly and she had
heard nothing from Saul. The day before she was to take up her new
position, she went to see him for another window shopping session.
Again she chose two men, oddly very similar to the previous two. By
by the time she had arrived home, she had no recollection of them.
Everyone looked the same and sounded like they all had the same
background. She might as well have been blindfolded. At one point
she considered asking Saul to choose for her. That was what she
would do if she was required to do this again. Saul could
choose.

 


 


“Well that is a bit unusual,” Saul said to
her when she informed him. She had waited another two weeks and
again nothing had transpired. Perhaps she was being too picky.

“I realize it is unusual but it is what I
want. Is it possible?”

“Oh certainly it’s possible, and I will
happily do that for you, but won’t you at least look at the men I
choose before I contact them?”

“Truthfully Saul, I don’t like coming down
here. I have been here a few times now and I am sure your neighbors
are starting to recognize me. They look at me with pity in their
eyes and I find it a little sad. I don’t want anyone feeling sorry
for me. I know some of them are laughing at me
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