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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

Although this story is set against a historical backdrop, certain locations, customs, occupations, social conditions, and historical details may have been adapted, simplified, or fictionalized for the purposes of the story. This novel is intended for entertainment and should not be considered a factual or scholarly account of historical events.

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​THE MOUNTAIN HOLLY TREE

A SAWYERVILLE BRIDES STORY
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CHAPTER ONE
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Sawyerville, Oregon

June, 1880

"Paulette Collier! If you refuse to go, I swear, the three of us are going to tie you up and throw in the wagon and make you go that way!"

Three young women stood in the doorway of Paulette's third-floor room at the Sawyerville Ladies' House. "It's a barn raising," said her friend Felicity Gilbert. "It'll be great fun!"

"It's an entire mile away from town, out at the Daily Dairy," said Cherie Justus. "Only a few of the loggers will be there – just enough to help out."

"It will be a fine chance for you to meet some of the men with only a few present," said Theodora Cooper. "Now, we came all the way from New Hampshire to get married, Paulette. All of us did. Including you. But you cannot get a husband if you refuse to leave this house!"

Paulette sat on the end of her bed, clinging to a slender white post of the frame. "Please," she whispered. "We just got here. I don't – "

"For heaven's sakes, we've been here for a month now!" cried Theodora. "Felicity is practically married already to that Henry Gold who calls for her every chance he gets."

"Oh, Theodora," Felicity said, blushing a little. Then she grew more serious. "But she's right, Paulette. You've barely left this house since we arrived, except to go to church on Sunday. That changes today. You're coming with us!"

***
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TRUE TO THEIR WORD, within the hour the three young women had picked up baskets full of food, marched Paulette out of the Ladies' House from high on the ridge, and had gotten her down into the town of Sawyerville itself. There, a straw-filled wagon waited for them at the far western end of town in front of the livery barn.

"Where – where are the men?" asked Paulette, her voice shaking. "The loggers?"

"The ones working on the barn today left at dawn," said Cherie. "They're already out there."

"Don't – don't they have to cut down trees in the woods?" 

"A few of the loggers were allowed to go out to the dairy to help raise the new barn," said Theodora. "The dairy is our neighbor. It's important to Sawyerville. Mr. Mitchell, the camp boss, was glad enough to send a few men over to help them put up a new barn."

"The men will still be paid their usual wages," added Cherie. "With Sawyerville buying up all the beef and milk and cheese the farm can produce, it's well worth it to the town and the camp to help them out."

Two of the other brides from the House – Audrey Cliff and Jane Beaulieu – were already sitting near the front of the wagon bed and waiting for them. Paulette allowed herself to be boosted up into the wagon and quickly settled into the straw against the wooden side.

Once all the baskets were loaded, the other women scrambled in. "It's a good thing for us you're so small, Paulette," laughed Felicity, as the driver cracked his whip and the team of mules started down the road to the west. "We can get you into the wagon as easily as a child!"

But Paulette did not laugh. "I often feel like a child compared to all of you," she said. "I've been told all my life that I look like a little china doll. So small, so delicate, not even five feet tall even at the age of nineteen."

"Oh, but they mean it as a compliment, I am sure!" said Felicity. "You are a little beauty, with those blue eyes and fair skin and pale blonde hair – even after all those years shut away in the textile mills with the rest of us, you are just as pretty as ever."

"I think," Paulette said, so that only her friend could hear, "that I would trade being thought pretty for just a little bravery. But I don't know how to do that. I don't know if I could ever do that."

Felicity patted her hand. "You will learn," she said quietly. "We'll help you. But I promise you, one day you will learn it for yourself."

***
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THE MULE-DRAWN WAGON rolled for just a short time through the fair June morning, and then turned off the main road onto a smaller one at the sign reading "Cedar Ridge Dairy." In the field around the sign was a large herd of strawberry-red and white cows, a few with calves at their sides. They were a pretty sight against the bright green grass.

"Why is it called the Daily Dairy, when the sign says Cedar Ridge Dairy?" asked Paulette, peering over the side of the wagon. "Are we at the wrong place?"

"No, we're not at the wrong place," said Felicity, laughing. "Someone always asks that question. It's called that because the place belongs to the Daily family, and because either they go to Sawyerville or someone from the town comes to them for milk or cheese or beef every day!"

"That's why they're building another barn," said Theodora. "They're doing so well with the dairy business that they want to add more beef cattle, in addition to the bull calves that they raise for meat."

"So, this barn means more steaks and pot roasts for us!" said Cherie. "All the more reason for us to help them, then."

"That we will," said Felicity, as the wagon rolled to a stop in front of the farmhouse. "And here we are so let’s get started."

As Felicity released the tailgate on the wagon and hopped down to the ground, Paulette saw a pleasant-looking older woman walking towards them from the farmhouse. "Good morning, girls," the woman said. "I'm Gert Daily. My husband, Noah, is already over there working with the other men. We want to thank you for coming out here to help."

"You're welcome!" they all said together, climbing down to the ground. 

"But the men are really doing all the work," said Audrey.

"If you're helping them, you're helping to get the barn built," said Gert. "And I'm sure they're ready for some food right now, since they didn’t have their breakfast yet.  You can be sure they’ll be glad to see you!"

Gert was a large-boned, sturdy woman who moved with a sure-footed confidence and spoke with bubbly excitement as she welcomed her guests.

The young women all grabbed the baskets of food, the glass bottles of cold tea, and some fresh water, and started off towards the barn site as if they were off to a county fair. They all seemed to have a spring in their step and smiles on their faces.

But Paulette glanced around uneasily, shaking her head ever so slightly and biting her lip.  With eyebrows squeezed together, she noticed clucking chickens scratching at the ground.  The air smelled of a mixture of floral scents from native wildflowers along with the muskiness of farm animals.  Looking over to the farmhouse she saw wooden rocking chairs resting on the porch.  She didn’t know how long the Daily’s had lived there, but she sensed they had made a dandy home for themselves.  She wondered if she could ever live in such a primitive place.

Taking a deep breath in, she steeled herself and picked up the last basket from the wagon.  With tense arms and hesitant steps, she followed along the group. 

She knew they'd never let her stay behind.  And with that in mind, she mustered enough strength to catch up to the other girls.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The barn had not yet taken shape. Paulette saw only a cleared dirt site where perhaps a dozen men worked with saws and axes and hammers and nails, building pieces of the heavy wooden framework that would soon form the walls and roof of the brand-new barn.

As Paulette helped to spread the cloths and blankets on a section of grassy lawn near the barn site, she was immediately struck by the sight of one man working. He was not too much older than she, it seemed, but of course he was quite a bit taller – at least a foot taller. Strangely, she found herself wondering how he might feel about that. 

As she stared at him working, the rest of her world faded, leaving only the sight of this fascinating man doing his job.  The distant sound of the border collies barking in the background jarred her back to the present.  At once, she let go of the breath she was unknowingly holding, embarrassed by her reverie.

She briefly looked away and then brought her focus back to him, noticing this time how slim and strong he was.  His hair was a light brown and his face bore a kindness that seemed in contrast to his muscular stature.  She wondered how his voice might sound, or how his eyes would look when she was close enough to see them.

The man was working fast with a saw, using it alone to cut pieces of log lengthwise to form heavy
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