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Synopsis: Mary & The Quirky Doctor
In Arizona - Her mother suggests becoming a mail order bride so a
woman chooses one from a catalogue and off she goes to Arizona, not
knowing about a doctor’s past and about how quirky he really
is.

 


 


Mary was a simple girl. At least,
that’s what she liked to tell herself.

The truth was that she harbored many
expectations. Expectations about work, friendships, family life,
and most importantly, love. She had seemed to be doing rather well
in all of the above except for the first and last one. Every time
she felt she had found someone in whom she could have and to hold,
her seeming bad luck pulled him away from her tightly clutched
hands.

 


 


In her hometown of Brooklyn, New York.
Mary made her living as a schoolteacher. “Living” the operative
word here, because her small wage just simply wouldn’t be enough to
sustain her for too much longer.

Back to Mary’s rather complicated love
life. Her first love, Axel, whom she had met in high school, was a
decent fellow but as much as she loved him, he could never bring
himself to love her as much. She let him go, when she had realized
at 17 years old, that she was in search of a lifetime lover and he
was looking for a friend.

Three years later, she’d dated a young
man named Stephen. Their relationship later ended over something as
simple as a lack of compatibility. No one’s fault really, but it
led to Mary wondering if she was trying to find a man who had
never, ever been born.

“Mother,” Mary had called
out to her mother as soon as she walked through the door; a routine
she repeated Monday through Friday. Her clothing was soaked and she
shivered, as she made her way through the kitchen and then kissed
her mother on the cheek.

“Well, Mother we finally got
the rain you prayed so much for.” Mary smiled her delicate smile.
She had the kind of beauty many poets and later songwriters would
write about. Her skin was as white as a blizzard, as if it had
never seen the sun. Mary’s eyes were a light hazel and her lips as
round and as full as a waxed moon.

She was sight to behold and all around
her recognized her beauty…everyone, except her of
course.

“Oh, a little rain here and
a little rain there was all I asked. I can’t grow flowers if the
sun stays hidden behind the clouds.” Her mother turned off her
wood-burning stove, but continued to stir the stew. Mary’s mother
shared most of her best features with her daughter, but it grew
increasingly obvious she was very well past her prime.

Her name was Charlotte and she
sometimes wondered why her daughter wasted her days here. Like any
good mother, she had wanted the best for her daughter. She wanted
Mary to find a good man with a good heart, but also one that would
rescue her from this blasted place.

“So...I know you must have
plans tonight, yes? Charlotte asked Mary in such a way that only
suggested one right answer. Mary let out an audible
sigh.

“No, Mother.” She said. “I
was going to visit Lord & Taylor’s after work, today…but
there’s just so much rain.

“Mary…look, you aren’t
getting any younger and I’m afraid there’s nothing for you, here.
Don’t waste your youth. Go and find a husband and make me a
grandmother, because I too, am not getting much
younger.”

Charlotte smiled slightly and caressed
her daughter’s face. “Okay?”

Charlotte gave Mary this talk every few
weeks or so and deep down she knew her mother was right, even if
she did not want to admit it herself. She wasn’t getting any
younger and the worst thing some could do with their lives was
believe they have all the time in the world, but in actuality, they
have very little.

That’s the way it has always been and
the way it always will be. Life was for the living, and whether she
liked it or not, Mary had a choice to make.

“Okay, mother,” she finally
answered back after a long pause and got up. “I’m going to freshen
up for dinner. I’ll be back, shortly.”

 


 


Moments later, Mary found herself alone
with her thoughts once again and her mother’s words continued to
echo through her head. She couldn’t help but think of what it would
be like to wake up every morning in the warm embrace of another, to
experience the love and passion that so many live their entire
lives in search of.

Mary wanted…but there was so much she’d
have to sacrifice in order to get. So, the first question she had
to ask herself; was if it was even worth it?

She stepped out of her bathtub and
grabbed her drying cloth, then took a deep breath and walked down
the hall to her bedroom. She lay in her bed and stared at the
ceiling for several minutes, before she finally shut her eyes,
giving one final thought to her mother’s words, and then fell
asleep.

 


 


The next morning, Mary woke up to the
sounds of spring and the smell of breakfast cooking downstairs. She
had forgotten to eat dinner last night, so she was hungrier than
most mornings. She got out of bed and put on some undergarments, a
robe, and her slippers. She walked into the kitchen to her mother,
finishing up breakfast, dressed, and unaffected by wear.

“Well, you’re up early. I’d
have made enough for both of us, if I’d known you’d be awake.”
Charlotte chuckled as she turned off the stove.

“Yeah, I couldn’t really
sleep with all the commotion outside. Who’s idea was it for us to
move next to a railroad, again?” Mary quipped, with a hint of
sincerity in her voice.

“Well, if you were married,
you could be somewhere quiet, waking up to the sound of your
children instead.”

Charlotte served Mary a plate of bacon,
eggs, and a piece of buttered toast.

“Mother…” Mary scowled and
picked at her food.

“No, worries Honey. I have
an idea. But before you disagree, think long and hard about it.”
Charlotte had braced her daughter when she put her hand on her
shoulder.

“Well…what is it?” Mary
looked up, staring her mother in her eyes.

Charlotte paused and chose her next few
words carefully. “Perhaps your situation would be simpler if you
put yourself out there…in a catalog, perhaps? That way, true love
will find you, and you don’t have to hunt for it.”

Mary scoffed “I can find a husband,
mother…”

“I know you can, but doing
this will lessen the burden considerably. Just think about it. If
you agree, I promise I’ll do everything I can to help you,”
Charlotte said earnestly as she looked at her born skeptic
daughter.

“Okay, if I do this, no more
talk of how I’m “wasting my youth” and whatever else it is you
think I’m wasting.” With this, Mary reluctantly agreed to her
mother’s terms and started up on her path.

 


 


Days later, Mary had officially listed
herself in a Mail Order Bride catalogue and was now waiting for
word back on any man that would be interested in having her. She
may have been a little reluctant before, but admittedly, her
curiosity had gotten the best of her and soon after she’d start
feeling something she’s never felt before—excitement.

 


 


Half way across the country, Robert
Poole began his usual route by carriage to the hospital in which he
worked. He was quiet and introspective; some who knew him would
even describe him as melancholy. He wasn’t he felt though, he was
just a thinker and sometimes getting lost in his thoughts was
misconstrued as being aloof. He had felt he’d finally reached that
point where giving up and going on, where all the same dead end.
What he needed however, was just a little inspiration and there’s
no better inspiration than love.

“Mornin’ Doris. Did anyone
send for me?” He walked into his clinic and hung up his coat,
looking back at Doris, waiting for a response.

“No, Mr. Poole. Your docket
looks clear for today. Unless one a’ those cowboys comes to your
door with a gunshot wound…again.” She chuckled and carried on her
typewriter, not once looking up.

“We’ve gone a whole two
months without an incident. Ya better rebuke that in the name of
our savior Jesus Christ.” He smiled and stepped into his main
office.

“Mr. Poole, hang on. Your
catalogues came in this mornin’.” She grabbed the stack of catalogs
and handed them over to Robert. He gave her a look and nod, and
carried them inside.

“Let’s have a looksee,
here.” He cracked open the catalogs and after flipping through each
page, he stumbled upon a woman he knew he just had to get to
know.

 


 


Back in the east, Mary continued her
daily commute of teaching, coming home, and waiting around for
change to come her way. She came home that evening to see her
mother as giddy as could be and in her hands a letter that would
surely change the course of Mary’s for the very near
future.

“What? What is, Mother?” She
had taken the letter from her mother’s hand and opened it to see
what the fuss was about. On the sheet of paper was a written letter
from Dr. Robert Poole. It read: “Dear Mary Smith, as I looked
through my catalogues recently, I stumbled across your pretty face.
I don’t know if it was your pretty hazel eyes or that lovely smile
of yours that caught my eye. I knew then, I had to get to know ya’
better. Now Miss, I assure you I mean no harm but what I present is
an opportunity to change your situation. Come down West to marry me
and I promise you’ll get the life you’ve always dreamt of. I’ll pay
your way to get here and you’ll have a carriage waiting for you
once you depart. Write me, back your decision and we can move this
train forward.

 


SINCEREST REGARDS, Dr. Poole

 


Mary could not keep herself from
smiling ear to ear upon reading the letter. She folded it back up
and stuffed it into her top, unsure of what she’d do next, but also
happy to know she was making progress.

“So…should I go?” Mary
looked over at her mother, the uncertainty all over her
face.

“Of course you should! He’s
a doctor and it’s far, far away from here; don’t let this chance
pass you by, because you may not get another one,” Charlotte said
and shrugged. “Do what you want…but you have to live with
it.”

Mary considered her mother’s words and
silently got up. She walked upstairs to her bedroom, lay on her bed
and greatly pondered her next move.

 


 


After an hour of overthinking she sat
up with a fresh perspective and decided that this was what she
wanted. She sprung up from her bed and grabbed her cup of ink,
feather pen, and paper to tell this man that she officially
accepted his terms and conditions.

 


 


Meanwhile, on the other side of the
country in Arizona, Dr. Poole waited patiently, day after day, for
Mary’s response. There were days he worried that she didn’t get the
letter and other days he worried that she declined his offer. His
wait had finally ended when Doris the secretary, gave him his
morning letters. Most of them were thank you letters from former
patients but one…one wasn’t. He opened it up and took a deep
breath, where it read:

 


Dear Dr. Poole

I received your letter and after very
careful consideration, I’ve…accepted your offer and would love to
join you…wherever you are. I’ll be waiting to hear from you,
soon.

 


Warmest regards,

Mary.

 


Robert read and reread the letter and
he smiled to himself, took in a deep breath, and stood up to head
straight to the bank.

 


 


Mary on the other end, found herself,
now on the waiting end. It was mostly a matter of when he’d respond
and not if. Her mother had advised her to begin packing and saying
her goodbyes to all friends, which wasn’t a lot. She started
thinking that it was relatively low risk. If it doesn’t work out,
she can come back to the comfort of her home.

The wait was over for her, because
right in the middle of the week another letter from Robert arrived.
It wasn’t a long one, it just simply told her that inside the money
she’ll need to board a few trains and get herself from point A to
point B. She smiled at the letter and counted the money inside,
made up in her mind that this is actually happening. That this…is
what she wanted.

 


 


Hours later, she was all packed up and
waiting at the train station. It was cloudy and the wind blew
lightly against her skin. Mary was nervous and slightly scared.
Despite this feeling in her chest and the pit of her stomach, it
was still trumped by the shear excitement she felt at the prospect
of a brand new start.

It was a gamble though, both high risk
and high reward. Mary however, always hoped for the best…so this
did nothing to scare her away.

The train finally arrived about an hour
later and she stepped on board. She sat the very back and looked
out the window. The train began to move as she looked on. She began
to see the scenery of a city she once knew, change and eventually
she was out of state and on her way to Arizona…the biggest journey
of her life.

While seated alone she was approached
by another woman. She had long, brown hair and eyes so blue one
could swim in them. She smiled gently and asked, “Is this seat
taken?’

“Not at all...come, sit.”
Mary formed a half smile on her lips, whilst moving her luggage to
the empty spot next to her.

“This is my first time on a
train,” the woman said. “They sound so scary up close.”

Mary chuckled “Yes, well…I suppose they
aren’t so bad.” She smiled and held out her hand and told the
woman, “Mary.”

The woman reached out and shook it,
returning her smile “Elise.”

“Well…where are you headed,
Elise?” Mary asked with a degree of interest on her
face.

“Wisconsin…I’m…getting
married.”

Elise feigned a smile.

“Really? So am I…to a really
nice man named Robert. He’s a doctor. I don’t know much, other than
that.” Mary shrugged slightly, and looked back out of the
window.

“I can’t tell this to anyone
else, but…I don’t know, I’m not really sure this is something I
want.” Elise looked up and shook her head.

“Well, if it isn’t something
you’re sure you want, then why go through the trouble?” Mary shook
her head slightly, a bit lost on sympathy at the moment.

“It beats the alternative I
suppose. And in my eyes, security is more important than
happiness.” Elise nodded at her words, seemingly convincing herself
that this is what she wanted after all.

“Whatever it is, you really
want, make sure it’s worth losing…whatever it is…you’re afraid of
losing,” Mary said and looked over from the window.

“I guess…I’m afraid of
losing my freedom.” Elise’s eyes darted back and forth from the
floor, back to Mary’s face.

“Then what you have to ask
yourself is, is if security is more important than freedom…” Mary
searched Elise’s eyes for an expression.

“Yeah…that’s the most sense
anyone has made about this whole thing.” She chuckled. “It’s normal
to be afraid, right?”

“Sometimes fear can save
your life.” Mary chuckled. “I doubt you’ll have any problems.
Just…be careful.”

“Can we, as ladies, afford
to be anything less?” They both giggled and Mary let out a loud
yawn.

“Tired?” Elise
asked.

“Very.” Mary replied. “I’m
going to sleep for a few hours…if you reach your stop before I wake
up…good luck.” She smiled softly.

“To you, as well…sweet
dreams.” Elise smiled back.

 


 


Mary shifted to the side and folded her
arms. Not long after closing her eyes, she fell into a deep sleep;
she succumbed easily and the sleep kept her in a tight embrace for
the remainder of the day, and all through the night.

She woke up the next morning with Elise
still by her side. It wasn’t a huge surprise, but it was still a
pleasant one.

“You’re still here,” Mary
said sleepily.

“We’re still a few states
off. Don’t worry, I’ll be out of your hair, soon.”

Mary rolled her eyes playfully. “I
enjoy your company. I can’t imagine just sitting here for the
entire trip, with me and my thoughts.” She rubbed her
eyes.

“It’s not so bad. You get to
know yourself, better that way,” Elise said with a slight half
nod.

“I suppose that’s very
true.” “Um, excuse me…I have to use the ladies’ room.” Mary got out
and walked toward the back of the train. She couldn’t get from one
end to the other without attracting the stares of many of the men
on the cart. She knocked and listened carefully to ensure there was
no one there. She stepped into the lavatory and disappeared for a
few minutes to do her business.

She stepped back out soon after and
made her way back to her seat.

“Do you want an apple?”
Elise asked, while reaching into her bag.

“Yes, please…I’m starving. I
haven’t eaten since…well…before I boarded the train.” Mary chuckled
and gratefully took the apple off Elise’s hands. She took a bite
and looked at Elisa.

“Have you slept,” she asked
while chewing.

“For a little bit. I was
afraid to miss my stop, so I didn’t make it too long. What? Do I
look tired or something?” She laughed and bit her apple as
well.

“Just a bit. But don’t
worry, I slept enough for the both of us,” Mary joked, making a
note to self on how deliciously sweet her apple was. “I’ve been
fantasizing about how he’ll look for the entire ride.”

“You too? If mine is
handsome, it’ll make this entire transition a lot easier for
me.”

Both ladies giggled

“I’m hoping for the same.
But, I’m also aware that someone in my position can’t be too
fickle. I’d prefer a good man, to a good-looking man though. So I
guess I’m hoping for the latter even more.” Mary smiled as she
thought of him, again. Well…rather the idea of him and fantasies as
well as expectations on what he looks like, talks like, and behaves
like, etc.

“He went through all the
trouble to get you here, right? So that says something.” Elise
shrugged nonchalantly.”

“I just hope it says the
right things…” Mary threw her apple core away and rubbed her hands
together. “Where are you from?’

“Chicago. You?” Elise
inquired right back.

“Brooklyn. We moved there
when I was a little girl so my father could work on the railroads
being built.” Mary’s let out a soft smile as she thought about her
father, fondly.

“Very nice. I’ve visited New
York before…it’s not too different from Chicago, the streets are
just more crowded,” Elise said with a little shrug.

“It’s one of the best and
worst things about living in the city,” Mary replied, and shook her
head. “It was time to experience something new.”

“There’s nothing more novel
than this.”

Elise laughed and caught herself.
“Sorry,” she chuckled.

“No, it’s fine. You’re
actually right. This is perhaps the biggest risk I’ll ever take in
my life. But, I have to believe it’ll be worth it. My mother
did…she’s the one who convinced me.” Mary twiddled her thumbs and
looked over at Elise.

“My sister convinced me…I
think she just wanted me out of the house.” Elise chuckled and took
a look out the window.

 


 


They both sat there in silence for a
few moments, both staring out onto the scenery and watching it go
past. Mary’s mind drifted once again to Robert. She imagined that
he was tall, with a face that looked like God himself chiseled it.
She then thought of what she’d say to him, upon her
arrival.

Would she say anything? She wondered,
or would she just freeze up and look at him. She wanted to make the
best first impression that she could. She then thought that maybe
Dr. Poole was just as nervous as she was. He also had an impression
to make. She has to like him, just as much as he has to like
her.

She found solace in those thoughts and
it was able to calm her nerves…for the moment. She looked over at
Elise to find her asleep. She smiled slightly and lay back in her
chair, resting her eyes as well.

 


 


Meanwhile, back in the west, Robert was
making preparations in his home for Mary’s arrival. He was by no
means a slob, but at the end of the day he was a man who lived
alone and sometimes his humble abode wasn’t always up to par. He
knew she’d be stepping off of her train soon and the closer it got
to time, the more nervous he became.

He practiced lines in his head and
thought tirelessly of the things he would say to her when he
finally got to see her face to face.

“Well hello, Miss
Mary…it’s…Robert…Robert Poole?” He shook his head and sighed,
sitting down on his couch. He took a deep breath and figured he’d
just let it roll off naturally. He wasn’t the best when it came to
talking to women. Some women found that to be rather charming but
others didn’t receive it as warmly.

He got up from his couch and walked out
to his horse’s stable, then rubbed its side and patted it gently.
“Good times for a change…” He hopped on to his horse and kicked it
into high gear. It jumped out and ran across his large lawn, riding
off into the night.

 


 


Mary woke up to the slight nudge of her
friend, Elise. She sat up, sleepily.

“What’s the matter?” Mary
asked with a rise in her eyebrows.

“It’s…it’s time. I have to
go… “Thank you, for keeping me company and making this a smooth
ride.”

“Oh…it was nothing for
me...” Mary stood up and hugged Elise. “Good luck out there. I hope
we cross paths again, someday.”

Elise smiled and hugged her back,
pulling back gently, grabbing her things and giving Mary one last
look before stepping off the train. Mary let out a low sigh and sat
back down in her seat, alone again for the first time in
days.

She laid back and looked back out the
window, wondering just how long it would take for her to reach her
destination. She watched Elise get on the back of the horse with a
man who looked a number of years older than her. She smiled
slightly as she watched them ride away and the train began to move
again.

Mary reached into her bag and pulled
out a collection of Edgar Allan Poe’s greatest poems and short
stories. This killed the time greatly, until it was finally time.
It was finally…her time.

 


 


The train stopped, “Phoenix, Arizona!”
The conductor called out.

Mary got up from her seat and grabbed
her bags, walking outside, almost being blinded by the sun. She
looked and saw a bunch of other people departing and getting onto
the train. She stood and waited, when suddenly a wild-looking man
appeared.

“I reckon you’re Mary
Smith.”

He approached her in his carriage with
a half smile.

“And I “reckon” you’re
Robert. She smiled… Can I hop in?”

“Of course…” He got out,
grabbed her things from her hands, and set them inside, then they
both climbed inside and went on their way.

 


 


“How was the ride?” He
looked at her.

“Long,” she said. “You’re
even more handsome than I imagined.”

“And you’re even prettier in
person,” Robert said with a smile. He couldn’t stop smiling when he
saw her. He was still in disbelief that she could be this close to
him. “I know you must be hungry,” he said, next.

“I am starving.” She
chuckled and looked over. “What places are good around
here?”

“There’s a saloon in town
that we can go to. It has the best steak you’ll taste, this side of
the country.” He took her hand and kissed it. “You’re in good
hands, now.”

Mary looked up into his kind, blue eyes
and smiled.

“I’m a lucky girl, then,”
she said.

He put his arm around her and already,
she felt at home. She hadn’t felt that good or that comfortable in
a rather long time. It was liberating and she knew in her heart
that it was the start of something really beautiful.

He felt it too. It was a sensation he
couldn’t quite communicate with words, but it was there. Was it
love at first sight? Maybe it was. Or, maybe it was just two lonely
souls who were fated to fill the void in each other’s
hearts.

“How…old are you, Robert?”
she asked of him.

“30,” he answered back. “I
hope that ain’t too old for you.”

“Oh no, of course not.” She
laughed and moved a strand of her hair behind her ear. “I’m
26.”

“You’re on your way, then.
He smiled and sighed a bit “I just can’t believe you’re here right
now. It’s a rare thing when everything…goes the way it’s supposed
to.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean.
But, maybe things will be different for both of us.” She smiled and
sat up, looking around at the scenery. “This is much different than
New York. For one, there’s a lot less…dirt.”

“Does it bother you?” He
looked over, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh no, it’s just…different.
Good different. I do wish I’d have dressed for the weather.” A bead
of sweat formed on her forehead and she wiped it away
immediately.

“We can stop at my home and
you can change, if you really want to.” Robert was careful in
choosing his words, as he didn’t want to come off as too pushy. He
looked over, still taken in by her beauty. It was unlike anything
he’d ever seen.

Mary shrugged slightly and agreed to go
with him.

“Sure, I’ve packed a few
things just in case. I’ll need to use your bath as well.” She
smiled a little. “Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me,
Darlin’. And, you’ll never have to,” he told her,
earnestly.

She was a tad speechless. She had never
met a man that seemed like he was truly putting her first. Robert
was different
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