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Mary rested her head on the stagecoach window. It had been a long ride and her entire body ached to finally arrive at her destination. 

Why did I agree to this?

She scolded herself for the hundredth time. Of course she knew why, she had a multitude of reasons and they all lived back in Boston. She was tired of the ridicule, the shame and the pressures of society. 

Her parents’ warnings about going out to the wild west to marry a man she had never met had fallen on deaf ears. All Mary could think about was getting away from it all, the hustle and bustle, the judgment and the whispers. 

She couldn’t remember a time when she hadn’t had so many expectations placed on her. From as early as she could think of, her parents had expected a certain behavior and family and acquaintances had expected certain accomplishments. 

Of course her family had done everything possible to make her seem as accomplished as possible, but Mary never seemed to measure up to society and they never let her forget it. 

Mary stared down at her hands. They were a little too large despite her lack of eating. One of the expectations she had never quite been able to fill was that of her size. Her hands were exceptionally wide, and her knees were large. Her feet were bigger than anyone’s in her family, even her father’s. She was built more like a farmer than a young woman of society. Dresses didn’t fit her properly and her parents had to buy her special shoes.

Since she was twelve the little comments and jabs had begun; the jokes about Mary being a little too heavy for this or that. This last year she had been fed up with it all; her size and the comments about it. 

She had decided to change it and through hard work and nearly starving herself, she now looked nearly the size of any other young woman, a little plump perhaps, but nothing extraordinary. 

It had done nothing to change the way people talked about her. The teasing continued and the ridicule was still there. They just teased her about how she used to look. 

They would say things like, “Do you remember the time when Mary nearly finished an apple pie by herself? She was as plump as a piggy!” 

And, “She would have eaten it all herself, if she hadn’t needed to give a piece to the guests to split!” 

Tears filled Mary’s eyes as she thought of it. She hated that people who didn’t really know or care about her could be so cruel. 

Her parents, of course, had always tried to shelter her but they couldn’t stop her from hearing people and seeing the looks they gave her. And even though they didn’t necessarily understand the reason she was leaving, they had come to accept it. 

Mary did admit to herself that she would miss her parents. After all, they had been the only people to be truly loving and accepting of her as she was growing up. 

But she was ready for her new life, whatever it held. She had been talking to Joseph through their letters for nearly six months now. He seemed kind and he had even said he didn’t mind if she were a little plump. He had to be the one, didn’t he?

Mary smiled at the thought. She had no idea what Joseph would be like, but she could hope that he would be a loving husband who would stand by her and encourage her and turn away anyone who made fun of her. He would love her and they would grow old together and remember how they had met through a newspaper ad in Boston. 

Her father’s warnings returned to her mind once more. Of course, Joseph could turn out to be an angry old man who hated her the moment he laid eyes on her. She would have no choice but to marry him once she arrived in this tiny town in the west and be miserable the rest of her life. 

But Mary decided to stick with the positive. After all, dreading all the what ifs wasn’t going to change anything, it would only make her more nervous that she already was. 

She was riding alone but didn’t mind the quiet. She had been around the hustle and bustle of the city for far too long. 

The breeze from outside found its way inside and tickled her nose. Everything here looked different. Even the air smelled different. She hoped that she would like it as much as she thought she would. 

Sighing with a small smile on her face, she let her self be lulled to sleep by the movement of the stagecoach. She would meet Joseph and her new life soon enough. 


—-*—-
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Joseph could hear the laughter of his comrades from the moment he walked into the general store. He knew that he would get a bit of teasing from his friends because of his decision to get a mail order bride, but somehow, he had expected it to die down by now. 

His coworkers, however, were relentless. They were also Joseph’s best friends. From the day they had started working together they had become great friends always entertaining one another with their jokes and stories. 

For a while, Joseph had considered not telling them about his wife-to-be, but he realized that would have been futile. They would have found out eventually and would never have let him hear the end of it had he not told them. 

“I hope she’s pretty Joseph. It would be just your luck to get an ugly wife that you then had to marry,” Freddy, one of Joseph’s comrades joked. Tom joined Freddy in boisterous laughter and Joseph even allowed himself a soft laugh. The thought had crossed his mind, but he wasn’t in this for looks, he was in it for a family, for a good wife and for sons to care for his ranch in the future. 

Joseph hadn’t had a life of ease and had had little time to do anything for himself. His parents had passed away from influenza and left him to care for his two younger sisters on a half-finished farm. He had worked at the shop and on the farm for years trying to keep himself and his sisters afloat.

Over the years Joseph had finally managed to get the farm in a semblance of working order and to put his sisters through school. The thought of them made him smile. 

One of them had two children already and the other had been married recently and had moved to Boston, the very same place his new wife-to-be was from. Joseph found it quite ironic in actuality that he had lost a woman to the city he was gaining one from now. 

He sighed, he wasn’t sure what to expect from this relationship. What he did know was that it didn’t’ matter to him if he loved her or not, even if he liked her a whole lot. There was plenty to keep him busy on the farm if he didn’t like the young woman. At thirty-five his biological clock was ticking, and he didn’t want to die alone with no wife or children. 

His mother had always told him that he would make a wonderful father one day, and Joseph believed that he could be a good father. After all he had nearly had fifteen years of experience with his sisters. He was sure that he would, without a doubt, do a good job. 

Mary, he assumed, would also make a good mother. She had spoken highly of children in her letters and had never said anything that indicated she wouldn’t want any. 

He looked at the time. “She should be here soon,” he said to anyone who might be listening. 

“Look at you. Already she’s making you miserable,” Freddy said, shaking his head sadly. 

Joseph laughed, “You two are just jealous,” he said with a knowing smile. 

Neither Freddy nor Tom had wives. It wasn’t for a lack of want. They had tried to court nearly every single woman in town. But besides there being a lack of suitable women, none of them seemed too interested in either of them. 

“You could always put an ad in the newspaper. I can say with good authority that it works,” Joseph stated, looking knowingly towards the paper on the counter. 

He had only published the ad three weeks before he’d received his first response, and that one was followed by another. 

He wasn’t sure what it was that made him pick Mary. Maybe it was the fact that she had mentioned she was slightly plump. He had figured this would be better than a slim wife. As someone with experience with illness and death, he couldn’t have his wife dying on him a few weeks after they were wed. If it was hard to find woman at thirty-five in perfect health, it would be three times harder to find one as a widower. 

“I don’t know Joseph. I’m not sure I could deal with the uncertainty,” Tom looked genuinely scared for him for a moment. 

“If you really didn’t like the gal, you could send her packing back to where she came from,” Joseph said with a shrug of his shoulders. Of course that wouldn’t be the best option, but it was a viable one. 

You weren’t necessarily bound to a woman until you had signed your marriage papers, so you could send one packing, no matter how embarrassing or painful that might be for either party. 

Joseph could think of very few things that would make him send Mary packing home. He planned to give her and their marriage a chance. After all, that was why he had gotten into this in the first place. 
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Mary stepped from the stagecoach with uncertainty. While she was relieved that the ride was over, she felt her stomach turning with nervousness. The beginning of her new life had started whether she liked it or not. She spotted Joseph right away. She wasn’t sure exactly what it was about him, but she just knew it was him. 

He was medium build with strong shoulders and a square face. His skin looked as if he spent a good amount of time outdoors. 

Mary smiled. She hoped he was as kind as he looked. While she had never really had much experience out in the sun or with animals or growing vegetables as a debutante, she was willing to give it her best. She hoped that she would be able to make Joseph happy. 

Her entire life she had prepared to be a wife to someone. Of course, she had always thought that would be to a man of society back in Boston, but whenever she had had the chance to meet prospective suitors, something had always gone wrong. 

Mary wasn’t exactly skilled with the piano and she couldn’t hardly speak Latin. This, added to her appearance, made her fall to the bottom of the list of eligible young ladies. 

It often troubled Mary to think that just because of a little weight she was without a partner. It wasn’t that she wasn’t pretty. Many had told her that she was beautiful. She just wasn’t the petite ladylike woman that everyone expected. Dainty, helpless ladies were in fashion and she didn’t have the skill sets that a wife of a Boston man should have. 

“Hello there, you must be Mary,” Joseph said, offering to take her bags. 

Mary handed them over with a small smile and a nod. “Joseph?” she asked timidly, just to make sure. 

“That’s right. Let’s get these over to the wagon and then we can get over to the justice of the peace. I’m sure you’re eager to get home,” Joseph said with a frown as he took her two bags. 

Mary felt an odd feeling in her stomach when Joseph said home. She had a new home now, in a new place, with a new house and new things. It was all overwhelming and she hoped that it would work out okay. 

She gave another brave nod as she hurried to keep up. 

“How was your trip?” Joseph finally said as he hoisted her belongings up into the wagon. 

“Uneventful, thankfully,” Marry said awkwardly. She felt as if Joseph was rather guarded, but she hoped that this would go away once they got to know each other. After all, it was normal for someone who had just met her, wasn’t it?

“Here we are,” Joseph said once they arrived in front of the small Justice of the peace office. Mary took a deep breath as they stepped inside. She was about to become this man’s wife and she hoped with all her heart that it wasn’t a mistake she would regret. 


—-*—-
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“You’re eating again, Mary?” Mary looked up from the small piece of bread in her hands at her aunt’s stern face. She hadn’t eaten anything for breakfast or lunch and could no longer take the pain in her tummy. 

“I-“

“You know, you are a disappointment. This is what I constantly tell your parents. You can’t be left alone, or you’ll eat yourself into oblivion.” her aunt stalked across the room and ripped the piece of bread from Mary’s hand. 

“If you ever want to be married or even want to be successful in society, you need to curb this habit, young lady.” her aunt’s hazel eyes glared down at her with sparks of fire. 

Mary cowered and took a few steps back. She had forgotten that her aunt was visiting this week and she needed to be extra careful. The reason she wasn’t eating was because she was trying to please her parents but that didn’t mean she wanted to deal with her aunt Eleanor swooping in when she couldn’t stand another minute without a morsel in her belly. 

Mary slunk out of the kitchen, utterly defeated and headed to the garden. Since she was the only person who really walked the garden, she felt fairly safe there. There she felt as if she could be herself as she sung to the flowers and told the blue sky how she was feeling. 

She knew that if anyone were to ever hear her, they would think she was silly, but it was a risk that Mary was willing to take. She didn’t have any real friends and her parents felt badly enough already. 

She didn’t even notice as the tine flew by. Soon it was nearly dusk, and the dinner bell was ringing. Mary couldn’t help but be excited. She reminded her growling stomach that she would only eat what was necessary, only one plate, and despite her stomach’s protests, she wore a smile of courage on her face. 

“You’re eating dinner?” her aunt’s angry voice stopped Mary cold at the dining room. 

“Eleanor, she hasn’t eaten breakfast nor lunch. Let her be.” Mary glanced up at her mother with relief. She was surprised at how cold and scary her mother could be when she wanted to be. 

Her mother had even confided to Mary that she didn’t really like Eleanor. she was only Mary’s aunt because she had married one of her father’s brothers. 

“That child will never fit into society. Mark my words, never,” Eleanor said as she sat down, satisfied at having the last word. 

Mary sat down as well but was no longer excited about her dinner. If not for the gnawing pain in her stomach, she would have retreated to her room, but she just couldn’t go any longer without food. Fighting back tears she slowly ate her soup, savoring every bite. 

One day, she would overcome Aunt Eleanor’s predictions and everyone else’s bad expectations. She would fit into society one day, no matter what anyone said. 


—-*—-
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Mary woke with a start. It had been a week since she had come to live in the country and she still felt like a stranger in this place. She looked over at Joseph’s sleeping form in the light of the early morning sunrise. He still seemed like a stranger but slowly she had begun to feel more at ease around him. He was kind to her and for that she was thankful.

She got up quietly and wrapped a blanket around her shoulders. The house was still chilly, and she went to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. At least her mother had taught her how to cook but she had had to ask her new husband to teach her how to light the stove. In Boston she had never had to do anything so menial.

She looked around the small and simple house. It was constructed from logs and planks and was very basic in its appearance. It had shelves and tables and chairs but nothing decorative or fancy. The broom was a homemade straw affair that seemed very stiff and hard to manage. Water was carried in from the well in a bucket. 

She felt that she knew very little about housekeeping and laundry since in her old life a maid had done all of that for her family and she had really never even thought about it. The first time she had tried to wash the clothes it had taken her 3 hours and she was soaked and exhausted after standing outside at the washing board trying to learn the proper way to wash. 

When Joseph had gotten home, he had caught her asleep on the bed, fully dressed, with red, sore hands and messy hair. He had good-naturedly woken her and showed her how to rub her hands with butter or lanolin to keep them from getting so chapped.

Even though her new home was very rustic she was still thankful. She sometimes sat outside on the grass and watched the comical chickens as they went about searching for spiders and arguing among themselves and there, she found a peace that she had never experienced in the city.


—-*—-
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Joseph nervously glanced out at Mary one more time. He had brought her with him to work today so she could get supplies for the house. They had been married for nearly three weeks, and while Joseph had gotten used to her presence he wasn’t sure what to think of her. 

She was very timid and untrusting of his motivations. He could tell by the haunted look in her eyes that she had been hurt before. By who, he wasn’t sure, but from the stories he had heard about Boston, he was sure that there were some mean people there. 

He looked around the store that had become so familiar to him. He had started working here with his pa nearly twenty years ago. It had helped him feed his family, and his sisters once his parents had died, and had helped him arrive to where he was in life. 

While technically, he could leave the work at the general store and take more care of his ranch, he didn’t. He wasn’t sure if it was because of his friends who made the work time pass quickly or if it was only because of nostalgia, but whatever it was, Joseph saw himself staying working at the store for years to come. 

He had cut his hours to those of the morning and dedicated the rest of the day to the farm. Even that small change had been difficult for him, nearly impossible. But he didn’t want the farm to go to ruin either. He had to work on it to keep the crops growing and to keep up the buildings.

Joseph sighed as he glanced yet again at Mary. He might have to give this up when they had children. After all, he wasn’t sure how she would handle it all. She had been doing well with the changes she had gone through already, but Joseph couldn’t help but notice it was hard for her. She had been a city girl and feeding chickens and raking manure hadn’t been part of normal life for her. 

Joseph smiled a little and held back a little chuckle. The first time she had mucked out the stalls with him had been an experience. He remembered how he had had to fight not to burst into full force laughter when he had seen her when they were done. She had been quite the sight. Her hair had been a wreck and she was truly a mess.

He walked to the front of the store and took the ledger from under the countertop. He began working through the figures. He tried to always stay on top of his paperwork and keep good records of sales. He began going through the order sheet for the next month. 

He kept getting distracted thinking about Mary. Being a married man was different but so far, he had enjoyed it. It was nice having someone to look after the house and the meals, but it was also nice having someone who looked forward to his return to the house after a day at work and someone who was there when he woke in the morning.

The bell on the door of the store dinged and he looked up from his work and his musings. He groaned inwardly. It was two of his least favorite customers. The two girls were from the upper class and they were obnoxious and flirtatious. He had spurned their attentions on several occasions. They were shallow and condescending. The thought of a life with a girl of their type gave him the shivers. 

They disappeared behind the shelves and he went back to entering figures in his book at the cash register. He became engrossed in his work for several minutes and then overheard the girls talking in an aisle near the front. He suddenly became conscious of what they were saying.

“Don’t’ get too comfortable, city girl. We all know you don’t belong here,” one said. The comment hit Joseph’s ears with a burn. He suddenly realized that the city girl was probably his wife.

He dropped his pencil with a thump and hurried around the counter to see who had said such an unkind comment to her. 

The girl who had made the comment had at one point actually asked Joseph to marry her. He remembered how horrified he had been at the thought. It was totally inappropriate for a woman to be so forward. While he tried to stay out of her way, she often found excuses to visit the general store and attempt again to rekindle something that never was. 

“You know, Joseph won’t keep a fat city girl around for long. As soon as you do your job and have a couple of babies, he’ll send you packing right back where you came from,” the other young woman said with a sniff as she examined a small package from the shelf. 

Mary didn’t say anything, but Joseph could tell that their words were reaching her heart just as they were kindling an angry fire within him. He felt so angry for her he almost considered hitting a woman for the first time in his life. 

He couldn’t make it to her side fast enough. 

“Hello, you two. I see you have met my



















[image: image]













[image: image]


































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





