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Synopsis: A widow is guided by what she
believes to be the spirit of her dead husband in heaven, to
correspond with a rancher in Iowa, and then she makes a decision
that will alter her life forever.

 


 


 


Erie, Pennsylvania-1855

 


The brick paved streets exploded with
crimson autumn color. All around, a world of magic and wonder
swirled in the damp breeze. A gentle rain pattered, as black
carriages meandered through the square in anticipation. The rickety
wheels churned through water filled potholes. Horse hooves
clattered on the cobbled streets, and overhead, a bell rang from
the local chapel, its song signaling an end to service.

St Peterson’s Lutheran church, the
epicenter of town, flooded with men, women, and children, exiting
the stone building. Children walked hand in hand, and participants
dressed in black. Echoes of beauty swept through the serene
picturesque New England town. Fall was in full swing and folks
hurriedly dashed out of the pending shower.

One figure sat motionless, the rain
pouring down her shoulders, cascading its wet prison. Her dark hair
clung to her round face. It was hard to tell what were tears and
what was moisture from the gray sky. Mustard color leaves flew by
her as she continued in her refuge moment of despair. The cemetery
lay west of the quaint chapel, and a fresh mound of dirt, marked
with a beautifully carved cross, circumvented the newly dedicated
grave.

The woman stretched forth her hand,
black puffed sleeves hanging from her dress, almost touched the
wetness. She rested her plump hand on the pile gently, sobbing
quietly to herself. Strands of raven black hair escaped from her
secured bun in the wind. A black hat, paired with a beautiful raven
veil completed her mourning ensemble. What started as a gentle
storm, quickly turned into an unexpected whirlwind.

Elizabeth Williams stretched forth her
body and blew one last kiss to the frigid air. She didn’t know
where her final goodbye would go, but she hoped it reached Eugene,
wherever he was, finding the wondrous bliss of eternity. She
paused, thinking solemnly to herself, before finally leaving the
empty gravesite and cemetery.

Everyone had cleared the pews in
church. Even Reverend Evans must have vanished into one of the
rooms in the back hall. With the weather erupting into a violent
downpour, Elizabeth was thankful she escaped a cluster of
condolences and sympathetic frowns and weak smiles for the
day.

It seemed no one wanted to wait an hour
pass Eugene’s funeral to say how sorry they were for her loss. She
received more than she could bear, and thanked everyone for coming
before the Reverend read Eugene’s eulogy. Her home would be rampant
with visitors the following days and weeks, as was proper. With
trembling lips, she tried to muster the strength to give her dear
sweet love, his final respect.

Her precious Eugene was gone from this
earth. His body was without life and without spirit. Elizabeth
prayed Eugene was at peace, even if she was in constant turmoil and
despair. Everything in her wretched soul ached. A threatening pang,
like a virus, wouldn’t leave.

It teased, taunted, and burned deeper
than she knew was physically possible. She masqueraded bravery, but
as she entered the carriage, the tears came flooding. It was like a
dam, spilling over when it shouldn’t. She had buried her
husband.

Edward Eugene Williams lay in the damp
ground. Processing the finality of Eugene’s burial hadn’t fully hit
her.

 


 


She motioned for George, her driver, to
press on. The rain pounded the protective carriage, and all around
town resembled Elizabeth’s own depression. Windows were boarded to
keep the slanting deluge out. The water started slushing down the
sides of gables into puddles. Elizabeth was cold, her chin
trembling. She wrapped her shawl around her prize shoulders.
Perhaps closing her eyes would help aid in bringing a never-ending
day to close.

Her eyes fluttered down and blocking
away present thoughts and feelings, afforded Elizabeth momentary
relief. Exhaustion from the shock and the intense pain of losing
Eugene so quickly equalized Elizabeth hadn’t slept well. She
breathed in and let the calmness of the ride, the velocity of the
weather, and the sullen quietness ease through her body.

 


 


As manager of the Meadow Sawmill
Company, frequent accidents were common in the manufacturing
industry. Eugene witnessed enough severed limbs and mishaps to
haunt his dreams. When Elizabeth heard a load of Wisconsin Mahogany
unbuckled off the wagon where Eugene stood inspecting, and suddenly
crushed his skull, a cruel dream sunk Elizabeth’s soul.

Eugene, a little past his prime, nearly
forty-five, knew the precariousness involved in the logging and
lumberyard. Percy Holmes, one of the foremen present mentioned how
fast it happened.

With lightning speed, the men tried to
revive Mr. Williams, pulling the pile of shaved logs off. But he
never woke up. He was hauled to his residence, where Doc Robinson
ascertained his conditioned. The gash from the lumber ran across
his right side and was wrapped in bandages. Doc Robinson claimed he
witnessed such a thing as men waking from an injury as severe as
Eugene’s. With false hope, Elizabeth sent word for
prayers.

The praying ceased when Eugene passed
away the next night. The reality of the horrid accident came
knocking all over again once she saw her home.

Her sister Mary and husband, Walter,
were inside waiting. Through the front window of their brick
residence, Elizabeth could see her brother-in-law smoking a pipe
and her sister walking the floorboards. The carriage pulled into
the stables and the horses were unharnessed. They neighed a
thankful reply and crunched on hay in their stalls.

George, Elizabeth’s help, opened the
door and aided her down the steps. Drops of rain fell from the
leaks in the straw fastened roof. He looked up and smiled at
Elizabeth.

“Don’t worry about a thing
Mrs. Williams.”

“Thank you, George,” she
said, taking his hand as she shook off her wet hair and made her
way into the house. She knew George, who managed the stables and
horses would take care of anything she needed. She traveled through
the paved path and passed her neglected garden. Greeted by Mary and
Walter at the door, she tried acting grateful for their
never-ending presence.

“Oh,” Mary exasperated, “I
was going to send Walter after you.” Walter shook his head
slightly, relating even if Mary did, he was wise enough to give
Elizabeth her space in her time of grief and emotional strife. They
backed away to allow Elizabeth out of the rain.

“I’m fine, Mary. I stayed
longer than expected.” Elizabeth was now heading up to her room.
Her feet stopped at the landing, and she turned a sharp eye to her
sister, following after like a needy pup.

“There’s lamb stew for you,”
Mary cheered with hopeful eyes. Elizabeth tried being patient, but
her feelings rocketed, ready to burst. She could feel it bubbling
and boiling over.

“Mary!” She instructed
rudely. “My husband is dead. I don’t need stew!” The whites of
Mary’s eyes glistened. Paralyzed, partially insulted, Mary bit her
tongue. It was Mary who met with Reverend Evans, Mary who wrote the
funeral invites to friends and neighbors, and Mary at the
forefront, arranging all of Eugen’s affairs.

Elizabeth could see the depth of hurt
engulfed in Mary’s frame.

“Please, forgive me,”
Elizabeth humbly said, the wear and stress showing in her aged
face. Mary, the older of the two, hugged her sister with
understanding arms. Mary couldn’t image how harrowing it must be to
lose a husband.

“Do you need anything?” Mary
asked, gently and soothing.

“I need sleep,” Elizabeth
answered, calming down. Mary, sensing her motherly instincts on
full throttle, recoiled and stepped back.

“Of course. Walter and I
will be here if you need us.” Walter nodded from his position at
the fireplace, glancing up at Elizabeth with gentle eyes. Walter
was a little older than Eugene with a thick black and silver beard
and slicked dark hair. He and Mary still wore their black attire
from the funeral. Walter fashioned the appropriate black gloves and
top hat.

Elizabeth smiled faintly at Mary to let
her know it was all right to let her pass. Mary seemed relieved,
but reluctantly allotted her out of her sight. Sleep called
Elizabeth-sweet, desperate sleep. The weight of the funeral and the
heaviness of losing Eugene so suddenly began suffocating, and
sweet, desperate sleep became a nonexistent, ironic
dream.

How could she sleep knowing tonight and
the rest of her life would be without her sweet love? How could she
lay her head down and forget things would never be the same?
Elizabeth hated the alien-unknown loneliness seeping in now like an
uninvited stranger. How was she to go on? Eugene was everything. No
one would ever love her like Eugene. Who would look at her and see
beauty, when very few people in this world did?

 


 


Before she had found Eugene, Elizabeth
believed her fate lay in the life of a spinster, or the lingering
companion of Mary and Walter. Nearly thirty, Elizabeth was well
past the ripe age for marriage. She was considered undesirable,
plump, quant, nobody’s prize. Eugene called her beautiful, kind,
and merciful.

He had been a stocky sort. Bald with a
shiny head, the children in the pew behind them on Sunday asked how
he got his head to shine like a coin. Both he and Elizabeth
chuckled. Eugene use to wrap his arms around Elizabeth and pull her
close as they listened contently to the Reverend, happy with their
life, and happy with each other.

The prospect of children wasn’t in
their future. Eugene had a condition when he was younger that
didn’t let him father children. Elizabeth, being thankful just to
share her life with someone, accepted his condition. The two
possessed an appreciated understanding and reserved expectations
for their life together.

Comfortable, pure, Eugene and Elizabeth
respected and loved one another fully, just as they
were.

The faults others found became the
things they loved most about each other. Eugene’s short frame made
him all the more endearing to Elizabeth, and her broad shoulders
and stoutness was more to love. Despite the fact that Elizabeth
stood more than four inches taller than Eugene, they deeply loved
one another. Their personalities and nonjudgmental affirmations
equalized their devotions.

Eugene’s affable character led him to
be revered as one of the sweetest souls among Erie’s townsfolk. He
would be severely missed.

Elizabeth was overcome with gloom. It
seemed surreal. Only a week ago, Eugene dressed in this very room.
They attended the church’s fall social. They ate dinner downstairs
together. It made her head spin. Woe surrounded the tiny upstairs
room where they celebrated their two-year anniversary. No more
socials, no more dinners, no more anniversaries. Grief didn’t begin
to describe what took place that night. Elizabeth’s suffering
manifested in angry, hot tears. They streamed down her face and
onto her pillow. She fell on the bed, still dressed in her wet
clothes, and let the emotion drain from her heart.

Red-faced, head throbbing, she cried
aloud, mumbling incoherent words as she let it rage on. She
couldn’t understand how this could be happening. Everything she
felt, every memory was like a stab at her heart. She pushed the
items off the nightstand, including Eugene’s picture, ages younger.
She stared at it, happy for a moment, then blistering with pain.
She lunged it across the room, and sank into the bed weeping. Her
cries echoed with somber tales of heartache.

“Why, God?” she bellowed.
“Why did you let this happen?”

 


 


Elizabeth’s sorrow lingered late
through the night’s hours. The lamp on her nightstand, illuminating
amongst the darkness, signaled the widowed wife of Edward Eugene
William’s yearning for a miracle. Lost in grief, stricken with
sorrow, Elizabeth fell asleep from sheer exhaustion, crying out to
God to take it away, to bring him back somehow. Eugene wouldn’t
sleep, and be resurrected on the third day, nor would the hurt and
pain of losing him be altogether avoided. God decided to do
something else that night.

 


 


Elizabeth awoke the next morning to the
image of bare trees reaching towards the gray sky through the
window glass. Only a few leaves clung to the twiggy skeletons,
before breaking off in exploration. Her hair tossed, her bombazine
dress clinging to her skin, Elizabeth arose with an eerie sense of
calm.

It was a similar feeling from her
childhood, when she’d wake and rush downstairs, breathing in the
smell of bacon on the kitchen griddle. Nothing in the world
compared to eating breakfast with her mother and father, and of
course, Mary. They were all together, and everything made perfect
sense.

That same contentedness enveloped her
now. Fully aware of the circumstances of Eugene’s dreaded funeral,
only yesterday, an overwhelming sense of peace rested itself in the
early morning hours and in her soul.

She looked around, deeply confused. Her
heart hurt, but no tears formed at her pupils. The thought of
Eugene stung like poison ivy wrapped itself around her humanity,
but she felt compelled to face the day, instead of hide from it.
She slowly walked towards the dressing mirror and splashed some
water onto her red cheeks.

The night’s previous wallowing had
imprinted its evidence on her face. Remnants of puffy eyes, a
swelled nose, and creased lines from bedding told stories of her
agony. It had been a week since Eugene’s death, only a day since
his funeral, and nothing yet created a feeling of amity.

A piece of her heart sank again,
thinking of not hearing Eugene’s voice at the breakfast table, but
an ethereal lingering pushed her forward. She felt compelled to
dress anew. She untied the strings, and slipped off the bombazine
from the previous day’s funeral. A likeness of her funeral dress,
this one a silk Victorian, black with an adoring veil, cascaded to
the floor. The unflattering mourning attire was expected to be worn
by a widow for several months after a spouse’s passing.

She brushed through her hair, and
pinned it. Natural wisps adorned her neck. Flushed, her face still
red from crying, she hurriedly tried to compose herself. She
finished up when she heard Mary’s footsteps thudding down the
hall.

One knock, two knocks.

“Lizzy,” she called
quietly.

“Come in, Mary,” she
uttered, messing with her lace and ruffles. Again, quiet stillness
washed over her. A peace that could not be silenced, took over when
the emotions started bubbling to the surface again

Sympathetic eyes met hers, as
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