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Synopsis: A prostitute from Liverpool
decides to try for a new life in America by becoming a mail order
bride to a sheriff in Texas, but both the man who escorts her there
and her life when she meets her future husband, are a far cry from
what she thought they would be.

 


 


It was the spring of 1882 when Irene
decided it was time to change her life. The streets of Liverpool
were no longer a safe place for women like her and besides, the
years are ruthless even with beautiful women. Actually, even more
so with beautiful women! She was twenty-two years old and she knew
that in less than five years, safe or not, Liverpool alleys won`t
be able to offer her daily meal.

In the neighborhood she was living
there was a man who from time to time used to help young and
ambitious women like her to get rid of the hard life they had at
the street corner. Nobody really knew what happened with those who
left, but they must have had a better life since Irene sometimes
got greeting cards from all over the world.

Obviously, they were getting married or
something and they belonged to the group of honest women. Irene
always liked her profession as a lady of the night, and no matter
how much the people said it was the worst option, she had many
pleasant experiences to remember. She was a young and ambitious
woman and men`s attentions always deluded her.

She knew exactly how to satisfy each
one of them and what all of them wished to hear. She loved the pubs
that were full of people in the middle of the night, the nights
when she couldn`t stop dancing and the lascivious smell of sweaty
clothes. There was just one thing Irene could never make peace
with: The mornings when she got back to her room from the common
villa, when there was nobody to wait for her and warm her
bed.

Those times she felt lonely and the
only thing she could do was to go to sleep and wait for the evening
to come and take her back in the world.

But, Irene was aware that nothing lasts
forever and that life shouldn`t be left to go on just like that.
So, she decided to look for Maverick, the man who could offer a
chance to a new life. It wasn`t hard to find him, he was also the
one who sold opium to men and women who weren`t strong enough to
carry their days on the streets of Liverpool.

Maverick could be seen every night at
‘Frog`s Inn’, where all the dirty souls from the neighborhood
gathered. This is how, one night, Irene mustered up her courage and
sat at his table.

“There is nothing I can help
you with,” the man said loud and decisively, before she could even
open her mouth.

“But I didn`t ask you for
anything. Why do you jump like this, as if you were a hurt dog? I
just wanted to keep you company for a glass of wine.”

“I don`t need company, and
my sexual desires are attended to for free, by women much more
skilled than you.”

“Yeah, sure! You couldn`t be
my client, not even in a thousand years. I am a fine lady who has
certain standards.”

“Hark forward! Are you still
here?”

Irene realized she won`t accomplish
anything this was, so she chose another approach. Maverick would be
there for at least four more hours. She had time to plan another
method of drawing his attention. So, she returned to her activity,
waiting for a client.

Because it was spring, and all business
is better during this season, she didn`t have to wait more than
thirty minutes. The man was impatient, so they took a room at the
second floor of ‘Frog`s Inn’ and foresaw their interests. This
time, Irene was lucky again.

The sexagenarian couldn`t stay on the
edge of exaltation for more than ten minutes, so their contract
ended in less than one hour. At nine o`clock Irene was back in the
middle of the tumultuous crowd, with her first money for that
night.

As she expected, Maverick was still
there, boringly sipping from his cheap wine. But this time Irene
chose a more straightforward approach. She took the money she just
earned and put it in front of the man.

“There`s more where this
comes from! Just tell me the price!” she said.

“In order to tell you the
price I first have to know what you want, don`t you
think?”

“I want a chance to get out
of here.”

“Get out of here? Well, it`s
full of carriages, right in front of the inn. And I don`t think you
need so much money.”

“You know what I`m talking
about. Annabelle, Maria, Sandra, they all somehow made it out of
this life. And I know you`re the one who helped them. Tell me what
it is that I have to do and how much will it cost me.”

“I see you really are
determined. I like it! Come see me tomorrow, with one hundred
pounds and be clean. I will tell you more afterwards.”

 


 


For a woman of her condition, one
hundred pounds could seem a real fortune. But this was a rational
woman, who knew to secure her future as much as possible. Every
morning, she set aside a part of her money for black days. She had
been doing this for two years now. She was convinced that a time
would come when she will need to reach for a security
stash.

And, that moment was now. Under the
mattress in her room there were 273 pounds. It wasn`t easy for her
to let go of the 100 pounds Maverick asked for, but she did it
anyway. So, the next day, she went out to meet the miserable
businessman. She gave him the money, along with the services he
desired. That moment Irene promised herself it would be the last
time she would have to do it for money. From now on, she was about
to become and honest woman.

The deal she made with Maverick was a
simple one. He would find her an honest husband from across the
ocean. Apparently, there were many lonely men on those new lands,
who were dreaming about a wife from the old, civilized world. As
long as the ocean was between them, there was no way for the future
husband to find out about his partner’s not very clean
past.

All Irene had to do for now was to wait
for Maverick to come back to her with more information. Two weeks
was the settled limit. Of course, the woman had no guarantee that
after giving up her money and providing the services, the deal was
still standing. But these are the kind of risks one has to take
when engaging in such agreements. And Irene had no choice. This was
her only opportunity of changing her future.

 


 


Luckily, Irene didn`t have to wait for
two weeks. After just ten days following their meeting in
Maverick`s room, Irene got news. She was going to travel to
America, to meet her new husband. Patrick Owen was a
forty-years-old sheriff from Texas, who hoped to find an educated
and obedient wife, arrived from old England.

And, because Maverick was such a
generous businessman, the details of the journey were also settled
by him. It was true that Irene had no clue how and by what means
she was going to cross the ocean, not to mention finding a certain
man among all those who lived on the new continent, but the main
thing was to reach the other side of the world alive and start her
new life there.

The departure was agreed upon two days
later, from the Port of Liverpool. An unknown man would come and
her with him in the adventurous journey. A regular woman would have
been scared by now in such circumstances, but not Irene. Many years
had passes since she had to deal only with men, and she managed to
find a solution for every problem ever encountered. The human mind
has many illnesses and Irene had seen some of them during her
experiences with men.

She was forced to comply, or to have
others complying, with many sick and depraved things. What could
happen now that she couldn`t handle? But the world is a big place
and Irene had no idea what it had prepared for her…

 


 


The man who came to take her was tall,
ugly, and extremely silent. He stood in front of her and all he
said when he came for her was “Come!” Irene was about to discover
there was going to be very few words between them during their
travels.

Without other details, the giant turned
around and went his way. The woman followed, struggling to keep up.
She didn`t have many luggage. Actually, her only fortune was a
small valise containing three dresses, a pair of winter shoes, and
the 173 pounds she still had after paying for her chance at a new
life.

As she promised, Irene didn`t attend to
other clients during the rest of the days she spent in Liverpool.
Indeed, she paid her debt to Maverick with her last performance. In
the day of the departure Irene was more than in a good mood. She
was glowing with excitement and hope. She had never left Liverpool,
and now she was going to travel to the end of the world.

She was determined to make the best out
of it and to become what nobody ever thought she could. Her
thoughts were full of dreams and great plans. She knew that the
road to the top wasn`t going to be easy, but she was prepared for
anything. She didn`t know the name of the man who came to take her,
so she decided to call him “Brute.”

 


 


The ship was already alongside the dock
when the two arrived on the embarkation platform. Irene saw a long
row of ladies and gentlemen from high society, who were about to
enter the board of the huge ship. Joyfully, she went ahead of Brute
to take her place in the row. But the man pulled her over, with a
simple “This way!” and went to the other side of the
platform.

At the back of the ship there was
another line, this time more resembling to those Irene was used
with. Nobody had big suitcases or pompous clothes. Their
life-tormented faces had something of that glimmer that dying
people used to have on the last sunny day of their
lives.

One could see in their eyes dreams too
good to ever come true. Irene was disgusted by this sad sight and
was hoping she was not one of them. She didn`t know that was the
place where society had put her and which she would hardly
leave.

 


 


The check-in lasted more than five
hours. Finally, Brute and Irene were in the bottom of the ship
where they were going to spend their next three weeks. The ten foot
square room was taken over by fifty men. From three-years-old kids
to seventy years old men, the group of those who were going to a
better life was formed by all kinds of people.

Men and women, some sadder than others,
were trying to find a place for themselves, to occupy until they
reached the destination. A pestilent smell filled the room almost
instantly, and the lack of air was life-ending decisive factor for
many of them.

Brute left Irene in the middle of the
crowd and he forced his way through all those people, hoping to
find the best place. Being so tall and scary, it didn`t take him
more than five minutes until Brute had the widest and best
positioned space.

Somehow, full of enthusiasm, Irene
tried to follow and take her place next to him. But he rapidly shut
her off; saying, “Find you own!” and brutally pushed her out of the
perimeter he considered to be his own. The young woman looked
around, being lost for a few moments, than gathered her courage and
proceeded to find a place of her own.

Next to the opposite corner of the hall
she saw a woman almost her age with a small child next to her.
Irene smiled and asked if she could join.

“Of course!” said the woman
“There is enough space for the three of us. Make yourself
comfortable.”

“Thank you a lot! My name is
Irene.”

“Ainsley, nice to meet you!
And this one here is my son, Carver. Carvey, say hello to the nice
lady!”

The little child just looked at Irene
with a curious smile on his face. For some reason, she liked him
from that same instant. She never liked children and she never
thought about being a mother, but this little boy had something
special. Something that made Irene never forgot him.

 


 


During the journey Irene had time to
remember, to dream, and to plan. Those like her, who were traveling
in the bottom of the ship, were not allowed to go on any of the
outside decks. So, all Irene and the others could do was to wait
for the arrival and to reflect upon many things.

The Englishwoman knew practically
nothing about her future husband. She didn`t think about it very
much before, because her main purpose was to leave Liverpool and
the life that made no promises for her. The rest were insignificant
details, just accessories to her story.

But now, she was starting to dream
about her life in America and even to make plans. It was obvious
that Irene was not the kind of woman to believe in love, much less
in love at first sight. Her pragmatic way of being had long ago
turned men into tools, with which she as a woman, had to secure her
survival.

This was the main reason why Irene was
never interested in knowing more about her future husband. If he
was good or bad, ugly or handsome, rich or poor, they were just
details she knew she could overcome. After all, if he could afford
to “order” a bride from England, it was obvious he couldn`t be
poor.

And, this was what actually mattered.
As long as he was able to offer her a future where she didn`t have
to worry about the next day, Irene could adapt to any situation.
Besides, once she was in America, she could leave him anytime and
find a better situation for herself, most
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