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CHAPTER ONE

This is BOOK 3 of the A New Mexico Mail Order Bride serial. If you missed BOOK 1 you can GRAB IT HERE! I recommend starting this set at the beginning as you might be confused otherwise. 

“The train inspector said the journey to El Paso, Texas would take four days and nights and then from El Paso to Las Cruces is almost a whole day’s journey,” Melissa explained to Adam, Amanda’s brother who had come by in his buggy to take Melissa and her mother to the railway station. Amanda had squeezed herself into the carriage too, and though it was a tight fit, Melissa was glad her friend was there. 

“That is a long way to travel, hope you have enough books to read,” Adam smiled at his sister’s friend. He liked Melissa and for a while he had hoped that she would notice him but apparently her heart was elsewhere. 

“I have a number of books in my small bag,” Melissa was so excited though it was slightly marred by the sadness in her mother’s eyes. “Mama bought me a few books so I should be alright.”

“Don’t talk to any strangers on the train,” Amanda whispered loudly and they all laughed. Adam got a porter to help with Melissa’s large trunk while he carried her smaller bag. She clutched her reticule which had her ticket and some spending money. She doubted that she would eat anything on the journey because of excitement but she was prepared just in case she got hungry. 

“The train should be here any minute now,” Adam said and as if to confirm his words there was a loud hoot and soon the Pulitzer Passenger train rolled into the station.

“This is it then,” Teresa said, tears in her eyes. 

“Oh mama,” Melissa hugged her mother and held on for a moment. 

“Melissa, you have to let go,” Teresa wiped the tears from her daughter’s face. “You will do well, go on now.”

When the final whistle blew Melissa was leaning out of the window of her compartment, tears rolling unchecked down her face. 

“Have a safe journey and write immediately after you get there,” Teresa felt as though her heart was breaking but she forced herself to be strong. Her child would be alright and she had faith that she would see her again soon. 

“I promise mama, and please be alright for me.”

Melissa waved until the train went round a bend and the station disappeared from sight. That was when she sat down and took notice of her surroundings. Because she had enough money she had booked a sleeping coach compartment that housed two people only and she smiled at her roommate who was a young lady, just like herself. 

“My name is Melissa Abbot,” she held out her hand and the young lady smiled shyly at her. 

“I am Natalie Gordon,” she said.

“Where are you travelling to?”

“I am going to Salt Lake City to meet my soon to be husband,” Natalie answered, looking down at her clasped hands. It was obvious to Melissa that she too was a mail order bride, which gave her comfort. “What about you?”

“My final destination is Las Cruces in New Mexico. Like you, I am going to meet my soon to be husband.”

Melissa’s words seemed to cheer Natalie a little bit. “Are you ....” She gave a nervous laugh.

“Am I what, a mail order bride?” Natalie nodded. “Yes Natalie, and though I seem to be smiling I am terrified.”

“Oh!” Natalie’s face brightened and Melissa realized that she was a very pretty girl. “My friends thought I was mad to begin corresponding with Matthew who is a soldier in Salt Lake City. They tried to discourage me but I think Matthew is the right man for me.”

“Well, my mother and friends were a little bit skeptical but when I read some of Joseph’s letters to them they warmed up to the idea, though I know they will miss me so much. It was my aunt who was a nightmare through it all.”

The two girls chatted for most of the journey and when the train got to Dodge City in Kansas which was Natalie’s drop off point they hugged like longtime friends, wishing each other well. From there she would be taking the connecting train to Salt Lake City. They had exchanged addresses and promises to write to each other just to encourage one another about their new lives. 

For the rest of the journey until El Paso, Texas, Melissa was alone in her sleeping compartment and she was glad because it gave her time to ponder her future. She slept fitfully, having dreams where she got to her destination and there was no one waiting to meet her. 

“Please help me Lord,” she prayed. What if her nightmares came true and Joseph abandoned her at the station—what would she do? “Don’t think such negative thoughts,” she told herself. At least she had enough money to get her to California should the need arise. 

The train rolled into El Paso Railway station early on a Sunday morning and since it was the last station on the train’s journey the passengers were not so harassed about hurrying up to get their luggage off. Melissa received her two pieces of luggage and looked around for a porter. This was the first stage of her journey, the worst was yet to come. 

From here she would be travelling on a stagecoach up to Las Cruces and according to what she had heard a few passengers discussing they would get there in the early afternoon. She was so tired and felt grimy, wishing she could find somewhere to wash and freshen up but knowing that if she delayed the stagecoach would leave her and she would have to wait for the next one which would come in the next day. 

She had tried as much as possible to clean herself up on the train. “I hope Joseph will understand that I have travelled many miles and not expect me to look all primped up.” Too bad if he did not understand. 

There were only five other passengers travelling with her on the stagecoach. She was the only one who would be alighting at Las Cruces, the rest were going on to Hatch. Melissa took a keen interest in her fellow passengers, nodding at each of them. All the others nodded back, except one young lady who had her nose in the air and looked disdainfully at everyone, pushing herself into a corner so that she would not rub shoulders with any of the others. Melissa took her place between the young lady and an elderly gentleman.

Melissa observed the passengers, there was a handsome young man who looked like he was in the army. He was dressed in khaki uniform and had stars on his shoulder, and she guessed that he was a high ranking officer. He took up the seat on one side, next to the door. Right opposite him was the elderly distinguished looking man. Melissa thought he looked like a doctor but she did not see a doctor’s bag anywhere, so she ruled that out. No doctor in Chicago ever went anywhere without their small black bag that held emergency supplies. Or perhaps he was a lawyer. He was polite to everyone but minded his own business, burying his nose into the newspaper he was holding. 

The third passenger was a middle aged woman who had a sweet smile and she reminded Melissa of her mother. She sat on the seat opposite the young girl. Probably been visiting her relatives east and was now on her way home. Then there was another lady her age who had an open paperback on her laps. She was slightly older than Melissa and her eyes twinkled when she looked at Melissa. She sat in between the middle aged woman and the army captain. To Melissa she looked like a teacher, maybe going to teach in one of the new schools in Hatch.

From time to time their eyes met and she smiled, and Melissa smiled back. Then finally there was the girl with her nose in the air, as Melissa branded her. The young man and elderly gentleman got into a discussion about the elections and who the favorite candidate to win might be.

“Grover Cleveland is the favorite for the Democrats and the Republicans have nominated Benjamin Harrison,” the young captain said. “My strong feeling is that Cleveland is going to win a second term.”

The elderly gentleman laughed briefly, shaking his head. “Emotions are running high and Cleveland may not make it back. I think Harrison will get his turn in the White House.” The two men argued good naturedly, each giving reasons why they thought their preferred candidate would make it to the White House.

“If full suffrage for women is approved I believe this country will see a change for the better,” the middle aged woman spoke out. “Wyoming and Utah are the only sane states in this country because they have allowed their women the right to vote.”

There broke out another argument about allowing women the right to vote. On one side was the middle aged woman and the army captain, who insisted that women be allowed to vote, while the lady who was older than Melissa and the elderly man took the opposing view. There was laughter and banter throughout and Melissa was glad about her companions, well, except for the girl who kept her face glued to the window and pretended like no one else existed. 

No one was getting angry and Melissa took a keen interest in her travelling companions. Once in a while they asked for her opinion and where she understood she gave it, but when she had no idea what they were talking about she would simply shake her head and smile. 

The journey went on uneventfully and at one time Melissa started dozing off, only to be woken up abruptly by a shriek. 

“What?” Her eyes flew open and she looked at the young woman next to her. “What is going on?”

The young woman pointed excitedly outside the window. “Indians! Oh I knew, I just knew that I should have stayed at home! We are about to be killed by dirty savages.”

The army captain frowned and looked at the passing scenery and the Indians who seemed to be minding their own business, paying a mere cursory glance at the passing stagecoach. He turned and shook his head slightly, stifling a laugh. “Actually Miss, those Indians are not about to attack the stagecoach and kill us. For one thing, they don’t have any weapons with them. Second, they are on foot and not on horses. They are going about their day, nothing more.” He sighed. “I would implore you, please do not call them ‘dirty savages’ in their hearing.”

The young woman was quite taken aback by the captain’s light reprimand and she stared at him with her mouth wide open.

Melissa thought she looked like a fish out of water, not a very attractive picture, and without thinking she made a sympathetic sound. She flapped her hand at the young lady, amusement in her eyes. “I would close my mouth if I were you. You are more likely to swallow a fly than be killed by those Indians. I have it on good authority that the natives in this area mean no harm.”

Melissa heard a deep chuckle from the elderly man beside her, though he hid his face behind his newspaper. The middle aged woman and the other lady hid their giggles behind their hands. The army captain could not hold back anymore and doubled up with laughter. The young lady scowled at Melissa who grinned back at her. The sight was too much for the young captain and laughed helplessly, clutching the walls of the stagecoach for support. 
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