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Synopsis: English Music Hall Gal &
The Colorado Silver Miner - An English woman used to make her
living by performing at music halls in Kansas City, and by taking
on a sponsor or too. That is, until she decided to clean up her act
and become a mail order bride to a Colorado silver miner. Once
there, she vowed to win the love of his little son, and through
that, the love of the miner himself.

 


 


Victoria Wood made her arrival at the
little town of Tinsville in Colorado by way of the Denver and Rio
Grande railway as it snaked up the hills. She admitted it was a
scenic ride, but a scary one. The railroad had been the cause of
gun battles between different interests trying to secure the right
of way passage over different stretches of land. When it had opened
three years earlier in 1878, the tracks were frequently interrupted
by bullets ripping apart the hired guns different politicians
employed to get their way.

As the train slowly crawled up one
incline, the conductor called her attention to a flat rock on the
side ridge as a having been the scene for the Brute Peak Massacre,
which he was sure she must know about. Victoria was from England
and had only been in the United States two years, so shoot-outs
between gunslingers were a new part of her
understanding.

Cyril Green had run an ad in the
matrimonial section of the Kansas City Post looking for a woman who
could be a good cook to him and mother to his five-year-old son. To
interest a woman to relocate to his small mining community, he’d
mentioned in the advertisement his mine and how it had produced
some of the finest silver west of the Mississippi.

The free silver movement was all the
rage among the farmers of the Midwest and prairie which made his
claim a profitable one indeed. Mining towns were springing up all
along the Colorado mineral hills. But, few of the rugged
individuals who sought to make their fortune by digging in the
earth were women.

Victoria had been stranded in Kansas
City trying to survive on whatever money she could earn as a singer
in the beer halls. She had a promising career in music halls back
in England, but a rich patron promised to take her to American with
him where she could earn some real money and live in the style of a
princess. She had gone to America, and why not? Victoria was only
twenty-two and the youngest daughter of six children.

Her father had owned a tavern in
Battersea and she saw no future in waiting tables. She used her
youth and talent to build a singing career on the music hall
circuit, but wanted more than they would allow her to
earn.

She had signed the ship’s log out of
Britain as Mrs. Victoria Wood, although she’d never had the benefit
of clergy with her sponsor, Mr. Sanford Wood, who owned textile
mills all over the country. She felt he was a small expense for her
career to be launched in the new world. She was even willing to
spend the trip dressed in a black veil.

Her supposed husband told everyone his
wife was from India and didn’t feel comfortable around the English.
The joke was on the real Mrs. Wood who was away in Greece on the
grand tour of Europe.

Cyril had lost his wife to the fever
when it raged through the hills near Tinsville. He was unable to
get her to a doctor in time and she passed on the way to town. He
had enough money to bury her at a church near the railroad station.
Whenever he went into town, he would place flowers on her grave
and, if no one was around, talk to her. He asked for her advice on
what to do when Hiram, their son, started becoming too much for his
father.

The boy wasn’t big enough to help his
dad work the mine and Cyril didn’t want to leave him back in the
small house they shared. Cyril prayed for guidance one night after
his son nearly fell down an open shaft while his father was picking
away at the rock around a silver vein. That night he saw the face
of his departed wife who told him to check the paper when he was
next into town. It was on that trip he saw the matrimonial section
and understood what she meant.

 


 


Victoria had been dumped in Kansas
City without any money and few clothes when she demanded her patron
quit taking her outside in the ridiculous oriental robes he’d
purchased for her in New York City. It wasn’t enough he’d told
everyone on the ship about her fake origins in India, now he was
claiming her to be the former concubine of a Chinese general. She
realized one day she would never get to perform in America and
insisted on an end to Wood’s stupid games.

He came to his private car in the
train with a new woman; enticed away from her Kansas farmer
husband, and told Victoria her services were no longer needed. He
proceeded to dress the new woman in the oriental robes, and then
summoned the conductor to tell him the English woman in his cabin
was someone he’d never seen before. Since no one on the train had
seen Victoria except in her costume and veils, she was instantly
kicked off it with only cheap frock on her back.

She managed to survive by the kindness
of strange men and singing for her wages in the local beer halls.
Her musical styles were not popular so close to the frontier and
she was forced to adjust quickly or be howled off the stage. No
longer could she count on the double meanings of “You Should Go to
France” to entertain her audience. She quickly learned the lyrics
to “The Battle Hymn of the Republic” and “Dixie”, depending on who
was buying that evening.

But she yearned for something better
and stable. She was tiring of the wandering hands of managers and
beer hall owners. It was one evening, after she after she’d been
forced to slam the door in the face of another pleading suitor,
when she had picked up the daily paper and saw the ads for wives
needed out west.

She had skated around the reason she
was in Kansas City, not wanting to scare her prospective husband
away. Victoria told Cyril in the letters she sent him over the next
two months she was from England, but ended up in the United States
when she had traveled with her husband to the new country. She
claimed her husband had died from a malady and she had no family to
which she could return to in England.

It was true in the sense that her
“husband” was dead as far as she was concerned. Besides, how would
a miner in the hills of Colorado know anything about a British
textile manufacturer? As for child rearing abilities, she had
helped out around the house with her younger brothers over the
years and a five-year-old boy wouldn’t be much different, no matter
where he lived.

Victoria had written to Cyril
accepting his offer of a good home in exchange for her hand in
marriage. She told him not to worry about transporting her goods,
as she possessed few personal items of her own. Most of her clothes
were on the train with her former sponsor and she doubted she would
ever see them again. She told Cyril by post that she would find a
store in Tinsville and purchase what she needed from the money she
had saved. She didn’t tell how her money came about.

She didn’t mention her singing career
which had brought her across the ocean. Victoria decided she would
have to satisfy her concert urges by singing to the hills. She was
tired of men who promised everything and couldn’t even deliver
behind closed doors.

 


 


They saw each other for the first time
the day she stepped off the train, her traveling bag under one arm.
Victoria was dressed in a plain white dress; which she wrote Cyril
she would be wearing. Cyril stood with Hiram by one hand, after
promising to buy him some rock candy if he would be quiet. He wore
his best Sunday clothes and carried a bowler hat. The horse and
wagon were hitched outside the station and he’d made arrangements
with a justice of the peace.

Victoria made her grandest entrance,
one she had excited the crowd at Theatre Royal, and swung off the
railing to the ground. She caught her breath and looked around. No
cheering crowd here, Victoria had momentarily forgotten where she
was. She attracted the attention of the miners and their families.
Some of the men were waiting for correspondence women
too.

“That was sure something,
ma’am,” Cyril said to his bride-to-be. “Is that how they get out of
the trains in England?”

Victoria laughed and patted the head
of his son.

“You must forgive me, I was
excited to be here,” she explained.

The men on the platform of the station
were starting to turn around and notice the stunning young woman
who had arrived. Victoria had always known she was considered
beautiful by men with her perfect teeth and cheery smile. It was
something she had hoped to use to escape her dreary life. But she
realized it had an effect on men and, although it could be helpful,
sometimes is might cause problems. Such as right now.

The other townsmen were glancing over
in Cyril’s direction. Cyril was a very practical man who, at forty
years of age, had seen the worst humanity had to offer it the War
Between the States. He’d married later in life, after his claim was
validated and the mine began producing what he needed to make a
good living for a wife and family. The only music he had ever
encountered was church hymns or the camp songs when he had served
in the union army. He had no concept of a music hall and wouldn’t
have bothered with one.

His main goal in life was to keep the
mine churning out silver ore and see his son rise to manhood.
Beyond, he cared for little else. His late wife had been the
daughter of a local farmer and he had intended to stay married to
her the rest of his life.

“We need to get to the
courthouse, ma’am,” he told Victoria.

“Why is that?” she
asked.

“The judge. He’ll be there
all day and can get us married.”

“A judge? Oh, I
understand.”

Victoria had adjusted to many American
customs when she was kicked off the train. A civil marriage was one
of them. One of the girls in her Kansas City rooming house had to
get married quickly as she was in a family way and her man had
taken her to a local magistrate. She had hoped for a church
wedding, even looking forward to arranging the music, but if Cyril
wanted to get them registered, so much the better.

She took his arm and held Hiram’s hand
as he escorted her to the wagon. She made one pause to wave at the
men on the train platform, which caused a commotion as most of them
were with wives or future wives who didn’t appreciate the
competition for attention.

 


 


Victoria signed all the documents at
the courthouse and even posed for a picture with a photographer
Cyril had arranged. She didn’t mind waiting outside the courthouse
as the photographer had them stand still to get a good exposure.
She was accustomed to being the source of attention. The judge had
seemed more concerned with getting his part done quickly and going
home.

She had spent the time waiting by
playing with Hiram and admiring the interior of the courthouse. The
Americans, she noted, might not have much of a history, but they
were proud of what they had.

The photographer promised Cyril he
would have the picture framed and ready the next month when he made
his trip into town. Cyril took his receipt and thanked the man for
his service.

 


 


The ride back to the house was not as
quiet as Cyril had expected. His new wife was full of life and
energy. She constantly glanced around the dirt road and commented
on the scenery. To Cyril it was something in the background. He
hadn’t thought much about the land since arriving to stake his
claim twelve years ago. The population had grown with the silver
act by congress. Suddenly, the federal government was buying up
silver in huge quantities, making the mining of it very
profitable.

Farmers and silver merchants had
pushed for the act as a way of breaking the railroad combines and
eastern trusts. William Jennings Bryan was years away from
delivering his “Cross of Gold” speech, but the support for free
silver was everywhere in the west.

Cyril liked the way Victoria talked
and played with Hiram, but found her forwardness a little
troubling. They passed several miner wagons headed down the road to
Tinsville from the camps, which were scattered over the hills.
Cyril would normally nod at the other men and keep urging the horse
up the hill.

Victoria waved and made eye contact at
every man in the wagon. She made certain to get their attention
every time and even told them her name, always adding her new last
name and introducing her husband behind the reins.

 


 


They continued on the trail for
another hour and soon the sun was setting. She had asked him
constant questions about the house they were going to and his mine.
Cyril answered the best he could, trying to find the right words.
He found her accent refreshing, but she continuously used terms for
things he didn’t understand. The toilet for instance, she kept
calling the “loo”. He wondered if Hiram would soon pick up her
speech patterns.

He’d have a talk with her later about
it, but for now, it was enough to enjoy the ride back. He kept a
rifle below the bench just in case; the hills were known to house
bandits.

It was while the sun was setting in
the distance Victoria began to hum. Cyril didn’t say a word and
listened to her. He didn’t mind the sound and found it to relax
him. Hiram soon was asleep and leaning in to his
stepmother.

“Do you mind if I sing?”
she asked her new husband.

“No,” he replied, “I like
your voice.”

Victoria began singing some of the
songs she used to entertain the patrons with at the local beer
halls in Kansas City. She knew Cyril had fought on the union side
and stuck to the northern ballads, although some of the Irish ones
were loved by both sides. She kept her voice down, since there was
no need to shout to the rafters on the open road. Cyril was
silent.

“Did you like those?” she
asked him.

‘Yes, ma’am,” he responded.
“I did that. Where did you learn to sing so pretty?”

She hesitated. Did her husband really
need to know how she brought hordes of men to excitement with the
suggestive lyrics back in England? Probably not. Let him think she
learned how to sing somewhere else.

“I had a …music teacher,”
Victoria invented for him. “She lived near my parents’ home and I
learned from her.”

“She taught you well. Did
you get to sing a lot?”

“Oh, sometimes. Whenever I
could. Singing always made me feel better. And the …people who
heard it did love it so.”

They passed several mining camps in
the distance. Tents could be seen lining the skyline and the sound
of rowdy miners were heard in the distance. Victoria stopped
singing to listen to what was being said in the distance, although
Cyril frowned at the language being used. At least Hiram was fast
asleep. Victoria didn’t seem disturbed by the comments from the
miners near the road as they drove past. She even chuckled a few
times.

“They must not have too
many women up here,” she observed.

“That is just the problem,”
Cyril explained. “All these men and no women. It’s not a good
situation and I’m glad we live on the other side of the
mountain.”

“They can’t get women to
come up here at all?” Victoria asked. “I would think if they were
making enough money, they could afford to pay…”

“What?” Cyril suddenly
turned.

“Well, I meant they could
afford to pay for advertisements, the same as you did.”

“Oh.”

She decided it was not a good line of
questioning and didn’t pursue the matter.

 


 


By the time the wagon had reached the
house, both Victoria and Hiram were asleep. Cyril was tired himself
after the long ride to town and the quick wedding. He reflected on
how different it had been the last time he was married. His former
wife’s family had paid for the wedding and found a church for it.
The whole county turned out for it and there was plenty to eat for
everyone. He had known the last women he’d married only a little
longer than his current one.

Once he decided the claim was
producing enough silver to support a bride, Cyril had put the word
out in town and the local network found him an eligible woman of
proper age. His last wife had been a little bit older than
Victoria, but she was experienced working in on a farm. This new
woman was going to have to learn a lot.

He brought her bags into the house and
returned for Hiram. Cyril didn’t think the boy understood he was
getting a new mother, but his own mother had died two years ago
when Cyril’s son was only three. He didn’t seem to understand then
what had happened, but he knew when they would visit mother’s
grave. How would he adjust to a new woman around the house? Cyril
prayed everything would work out. He really didn’t have many
options.

He went back to the wagon to help
Victoria into the house but she was already in the parlor when he
came down stairs. His new wife was standing next to the table and
chairs holding her shoes, which she must have unbuttoned on
reaching the landing. She walked up to Cyril and for the first time
put her hands on him

With her arms around his waist she
looked up at Cyril and sighed. He was a good five inches taller
than her, although she had always considered herself short at five
foot two. Cyril, his face flickering in the light of the kerosene
lantern on the table looked at her in return.

“Well, dear husband,” she
said to him in her most seductive stage voice. “Whatever shall we
do?”

“I think you are tired and
might want to sleep, madam,” he said to Victoria.

“I think I have traveled
many miles to be with my husband,” she returned. “I have many
things in mind. Let us see what you have learned out here in the
wilderness.”

Cyril turned around and attempted to
adjust a plate on the table. Inside, he was nervous and unsure.
This was his wife, but what would the dead mother of his child
think? And why was he so scared? She was a woman, he a
man.

“Do not make me wait on my
wedding night,” she said to him and turned down the flame on the
lantern.

“Victoria,” he tried to say
in the darkness.

Cyril felt a small hand on his lips
and heard a voice say: “Not another word. And call me
‘darling’.”

 


 


He awoke to the sound of a knock on
his bedroom door. It was Hiram.

“Daddy! Daddy!” the little
boy cried out while pounding on the door. Cyril had learned the
importance of a lock on the inside years ago.

The sunlight was streaming into the
bedroom on his first full day of marriage to his new wife. Cyril
would’ve preferred a big church wedding, but it would have to wait.
The mine still needed to be worked and there was plenty to do with






























































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
S A Trio-of Maili®
Order Bride-






