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Synopsis: The Outlaw Husband -- A young woman
is booted out of her house by her stepmother and sent off to South
Dakota to be the bride of a man she doesn’t know. He was a would-be
gold miner who made his money by robbing people. Now, he’s on the
up and up but always fearful that his past will come back to haunt
him. As the couple starts their life together they find a purpose
to it that benefits their community, but in the end, the man’s
inescapable past returns to haunt him.

 


 


“Rebecca, you silly girl, the jar is
upside-down.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Rebecca said.

Rebecca genuinely wanted to be a good
daughter for her father, especially since she lost her mother to
illness a few years earlier, but her mind was always on the latest
hairstyles and her figure, more than being useful around the house.
When her father remarried, Rebecca tried to be nice to the woman,
but it was impossible. Her
stepmother was a wretched shrew
who hated everyone, especially Rebecca.

After only a year of being married to
Rebecca’s father, her stepmother
had decided it was time for Rebecca to get married. Although her
father resisted the idea, he now had a young son with his new wife
and thought Rebecca could handle moving on into adulthood now. She
was twenty years old. Many of her friends had already married and
were starting to have their own children.

This would be their last night together and
Rebecca had convinced her father to get her stepmother out of the house for the night. The last thing
she wanted was to have to spend her final evening at home with her
father and that horrible woman.

“Daddy, I don’t want to go all the way to
South Dakota. There isn’t anything even out there.”

“Sweetheart, this is going to be great for
you. There is a new gold rush town out in the western side of the state and the man who you are
to marry has a very large estate.”

Rebecca didn’t care about this man’s estate
or anything else. She wanted to stay with her father, and her new
baby brother, but not her horrible stepmother. It made her really mad that her stepmother
had control of the whole situation and she had no say in it.

“Daddy, it’s going to be horrible in the
dirty countryside. I am not made to work like that. My hair, my
clothes; it will ruin everything.”

“Sweetheart, he sounds like a good man and
you will be able to adapt to the land and the style. Try something
new with your hair and your clothes and see if you can be
happy.”

With that statement, her father ended the conversation. They
continued to eat in silence as Rebecca watched her father for what
might be the very last time. Moving from North Carolina to South
Dakota meant it would be really hard for Rebecca to ever see her
father again. They would have to rely on letters for
communication.

That night, while Rebecca lay in her bed, she
couldn’t help but cry. Her old life was over and she was being
forced into a life she had never wanted for herself. As she drifted
off to sleep, Rebecca’s only hope
was that the man who had asked for her hand in marriage was a good
and decent man and he would take care of her and love her.

If he were
at least that kind of a man, she
would be happy.

 


 


Michael had just purchased a sprawling estate
in the Black Hills of South Dakota. It was his first time owning a
home and his first time owning anything without stealing it.
Michael and his twin brother had robbed a stagecoach a few months prior down in Colorado and split
the proceeds. Michael headed up north and his brother Matthew
continued all the way out west to California.

The two brothers had vowed to change their
ways and lead a legitimate lifestyle with the proceeds from their
robbery. It would be necessary for them to stop all contact with
each other so that others did not find out where they were. The
brothers did not make a plan to meet up later or even in a few
years. They felt like the best option was to separate totally,
although that option was overwhelming for both Michael and Matthew.
They had spent their entire lives together.

Learning to live apart was going to take a
lot of work.

At twenty-eight years, Matthew had spent most
of his adult life living outside of the law. It was hard for him to
navigate the world where people followed rules and worked hard for
the things they wanted.

Michael felt more confident about this kind
of life than Matthew did. Michael hoped that moving to South Dakota
where there was a new gold rush, would help give him some
excitement. He thought at least the gold would give him something
to search for and keep his hands busy. He was sure his hands would
have to be busy in order to
prevent him from going back to robbing people.

His new home was a large, newly built
two-story estate. It had been built for a general in the army, but
his wife did not want to move into the home after her husband was
killed. In fact, not a single person from the towns nearby wanted
to purchase the home. All of them thought that it was bad luck to
take over a dead man's home.

Michael wasn’t opposed to living in a home that had a little bad luck.
He thought it fit him better than
any other home he had looked at, although the house was certainly
bigger than he needed. After moving in, he had many neighbors stop by to inquire into who he was and where his wife and
children were. He obviously must have a family if he wanted to live
in such a big home, is what they thought. Michael lied and said his
wife was visiting her family out east until he could get them
settled into the new home.

He knew he wouldn’t be able to keep this lie
going for long so he went to town and visited with the Bridal
Delivery Company. They specialized in helping single men in the
West find themselves wives. It was
a large problem since the West was
still fairly empty of people, and a fair amount of men used the
service.

 


 


“Good afternoon sir, how can I help you
today,” the clerk at the front desk said happily.

“Well, I’ve come to get me a bride.”

“Great. Great. I can help you with that. Do
you know what you are looking for?”

Michael didn’t have the slightest idea
who he wanted to marry. He just
needed a woman who could be his wife so he could satisfy the nosy
neighbors.

“I’m not sure. A blonde, pretty woman.”

The clerk laughed at Michael.

“Well, that
idea may be hard to find if you want a woman tough enough to work
the land and survive these winters.”

Michael thought about it some more. What he
really needed was a woman who wasn’t going to question how he made
his money and who could look pretty by his side at events. Michael
planned to make a name for himself in the gold mining business and
hoped it would cover up how he originally got his riches.

“Do you have any photographs or
descriptions?”

The clerk brought out a stack of papers for
Michael to look through. Most of them did not have pictures on them
but had detailed descriptions of what the woman looked like and her
interests. Michael wanted to find a woman that would fit in with
him and he knew that a sweet girl who knew how to cook probably
wouldn’t be the right fit.

However, all of the girls seemed to think
that was what the men wanted. Maybe that was what the other men
wanted, but Michael wanted something different. He wasn’t exactly
sure what it was that he wanted. He hoped he would know it when he
saw it.

 


 


For over an hour, Michael read through the pages about the
women before he finally found
Rebecca. She had a picture on her profile and it was perfection.
Michael knew instantly that he wanted to marry her. He didn’t
really care what her profile said; Michael just wanted to be with
her. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

“How about this one,” Michael asked the
clerk.

“Well now, isn’t she a pretty thing.
Yes, I think any man would be
lucky to have a woman like that next to him.”

Michael paid the man and made arrangements
for the woman to come to the Black Hills from North Carolina. After
finally making a decision on his new bride to be, Michael made his
way to the general store to see if they might have a present or two
that he could give his new bride. She was so beautiful that he knew
he needed to be on his best behavior when she arrived.

The general store was filled with a new
shipment of supplies and Michael looked around like a kid in a
candy store. Normally he would have waited for the shop owner to
get busy with another customer and he would steal whatever it was
he wanted, but Michael was trying to be on the straight and narrow,
so he bought the items that he had his eye on.

He had plenty of money so it wasn’t about the
money. Michael liked the thrill that stealing and robbing gave him.
He and his brother had lived off
that adrenaline rush for so many years it was difficult to go each
day without that rush in his life again. Michael desperately hoped
that he would be able to find a similar rush once he got going on
the gold mining.

Gold mining was like gambling and that gave
Michael a rush, so he thought the same could be true for his new
mining profession.

 


 


There were hundreds of men in the Black Hills
trying to find gold. Michael was still doing his research as he
tried to figure out what the best tools were and the easiest way to
get ahead of the game. It seemed like a great new opportunity for
wealth, but it didn’t appear that way to Michael.

Thousands of other men also thought that
moving to the area and panhandling
for gold would be helpful for their futures. Each man who arrived
believed he would be the one to find large gold nuggets and make
his wealth fast.

Michael even daydreamed about how joyous it
would be if he did find a big piece of gold. He didn’t have any
family except Matthew and those two were no longer talking. Michael
had to think hard about what he would do with the money from the
gold he'd surely find. Since he still had plenty of money from his
robbing lifestyle, Michael could afford to get into gold mining as
a big player. The bigger the player, the more gold they would be able to mine.

This was surely on Michael’s mind the whole
time when he decided to move up to
South Dakota. Big Money. That was really all Michael had ever
wanted in life. He and his brother had spent much of their
childhood wanting for food and things that they could play with.
Their parents barely scraped by and the boys grew up so deprived
that they wanted things that others saw as simple necessities.

When the twins were only ten years of age,
they stole some candy from the general store. The ease at which
they were able to steal and not be caught perpetuated their new
outlaw lifestyle. Soon they were robbing people and other
businesses. By the time their parents died when the boys were
seventeen years old, they were ready to graduate to more
sophisticated thievery.

The two brothers robbed small banks and then
quickly moved on to another town. Their last heist had been a
stagecoach filled with over $100,000. It was clear they would never
have to work again, or so they thought, but to keep up appearances
they did have to work. Otherwise,
people constantly nagged them to figure out how they got to be so
rich.

 


 


Michael purchased his items and returned to
his new home to prepare it for his new wife. He had never lived
with a woman before so preparations were minor. He had some sheets
for the second bedroom and he had purchased some hairbrushes and
other fine women’s things.

In a few short weeks when his bride arrived
he would gladly take her into town and let her pick out the things
she wanted.

 


 


The train was unbearable to Rebecca. She
couldn’t stand sitting next to a stranger for such a long journey.
Surely her family could have pitched in and put her in a better
area of the train, but her stepmother refused to spend another dime on Rebecca. Part
of her was happy to be leaving home. It was exciting to get out on
her own, but very scary as well.

She feared her upbringing was not adequate
enough to prepare her for life in the wild parts of South Dakota.
In fact, Rebecca really didn’t know much about what would be in
that area of the country when she arrived. The unknown was what
Rebecca feared the most.

She struggled to sleep and even to eat
because of her worry over who this man would be that wanted to
marry her. Deep down, she didn’t
feel good enough to be a wife yet and although she knew she was
very beautiful, she did not feel confident in her ability to be a
wife. Throughout the train ride,
Rebecca fought the urge to get off the train and just not get back
on. She could start a life of her own in one of the cities that the
train stopped at.

 


 


When she stopped in Chicago, her conversation
with a brothel worker changed Rebecca’s entire view on life and her
ability to life on her own.

“I used to be a teacher,” the woman told
Rebecca.

“What happened?”

“I left my husband after finding him in bed
with the neighbor. Once I had left him, I could not afford to live on my own. Soon, I was in
a boarding house renting a room.”

“That sounds dreadful,” Rebecca said with
sadness in her voice.

It was clear
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