

    
        
          A Mail-Order Bride for the Shopkeeper

        

        
        
          Brides of Leadville, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Rhiana Rhiley

        

        
          Published by Kayler Rose Publishing, LLC, 2024.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

A Mail-Order Bride for the Shopkeeper (Brides of Leadville, #1)

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

EPILOGUE

Sign up for Rhiana Rhiley's Mailing List

About the Author


Copyright

A Mail-Order Bride for the Shopkeeper

ISBN No. 9798990517325

First Edition, April 11, 2024

Copyright © 2024 Rhiana Rhiley

Kayler Rose Publishing, LLC

All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form without permission in writing from the author and publisher, Kayler Rose Publishing, LLC. The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the author is illegal and punishable by law.

––––––––
[image: ]


PLEASE PURCHASE ONLY authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of authors’ rights is appreciated. The publisher has no control over and does not assume any responsibility for the author or third-party websites or their content.

This is an original work, written by Rhiana Rhiley. No AI was used in its creation.

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events in this book are fictitious and the product of the author’s imagination. Historical figures and events are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead is strictly coincidental.

Cover Design:   Melba Moon

Pictures:    depositphotos 

Editor:     Mary Marvella Barfield

This book is dedicated to my hardy pioneer ancestors who made Leadville their home.

––––––––
[image: ]


Special thanks to my writing peeps at OIWi - Melba, Mary, Nanci, and Carol. Love you girls!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1
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Fall 1879

Addie Montgomery stared at her stepmother in shock. “My father wants me to leave?” Under normal circumstances, she would have found that hard to believe since her father had always told her she was welcome to continue living in their family home until she found her true love, even though she was already considered a spinster at twenty-two. But her father wasn’t the same man he used to be. Since her mother’s death eight months ago, he had acted withdrawn. He didn’t seem to want anything to do with her anymore.

That, in and of itself, had shocked her, but even more shocking had been the day six months ago when he’d married their longtime housekeeper, Esther Cabot. After that, he completely stopped being the loving father he had always been.

After all of that, it wasn’t so hard to believe her father wanted her to leave.

Esther gave her a look that said she felt sympathetic, but Addie knew that was far from the truth. As soon as Esther married Addie’s father, the housekeeper seemed to hate Addie and treated her horribly. Her father either hadn’t noticed or didn’t care, and either way, it hurt.

In a sugary voice, Esther said, “You know how hard your father has taken your mother’s death. You look so much like her he just can’t bear to have you near any longer. You don’t show any interest in any of the men who come calling.”

Knowing her father wanted her to leave because she resembled her mother made it all that much more painful. It was like losing her mother all over again, but she was losing her father, too. “Surely, he doesn’t expect me to leave when winter is setting in. I could possibly leave in the spring.” Her voice sounded small to her own ears.

Esther’s mouth turned up at the corners in a sly sneer. “The sooner you can go, the better it will be for him.”

Unshed Tears stung Addie’s eyes as she nodded and turned to mount the stairs.

“I left a few newspapers in your room so you can start looking for somewhere to go.”

Esther’s voice followed Addie up the stairs, causing spikes of pain to gouge at her heart. She found the papers lying on her bed. There were several different newsprints with quite an assortment of cities represented but none from Chicago. It was obvious they didn’t want her anywhere nearby.

Addie sorted through the pile. Philadelphia, New York, Boston, Kansas City, Denver. She had no idea where Esther had come up with them all. There was also information on trains and fares to each place there was a newspaper for. Her stepmother had been busy collecting all this information.

She settled on the bed and flipped through the papers. She had no idea how she was to buy a ticket to somewhere new, let alone buy food and pay for a place to live once she got there. She hoped her father would give her some money to start out with, but her stepmother hadn’t mentioned anything about funds.

Her father gave her an allowance each month. As luck would have it, she hadn’t spent the money he’d given her this past month, so at least she would have a little bit if he and Esther didn’t offer her anymore.

The newsprint blurred before her eyes as the tears ran out in a torrent. Whatever am I going to do? She’d never lived anywhere but here at home with her parents. With her father being a successful banker, they were one of the well-off families in town, so she never had to think about supporting herself before. How could she do such a thing?

Just as she was wadding the Rocky Mountain News into a ball, an advertisement caught her eye. She smoothed the paper back out and found the ad. Excitement coursed through her as she read it.


Wife Wanted 


Healthy young man wishes to find a young lady willing to be my wife. I live in a thriving city in the mountains of Colorado.

If you are a healthy young lady interested in a stable home and a man to take care of you, please reply. I will respond with more information about me and my home. You can then decide if you think my offer would be a good choice for you.


Mr. Boyd Larson

Leadville, Colorado



Addie reread the advertisement several more times. Her heart pounded. It was perfect! She wouldn’t have to worry about how she would support herself, and she would have a home. Taking a seat at her writing desk, she took out a sheet of paper and dipped her pen in the inkwell.


My Dear Mr. Larson, 


I am writing in response to your advertisement in the Rocky Mountain News. I am interested in learning more about you and the opportunity that you offer.

I look forward to hearing from you.


Miss Adeline Montgomery

Chicago, Illinois



After slipping the letter into an envelope and addressing it, Addie wondered what to do with it. It was getting late, and the mail had been taken to town this morning. It would have to wait ‘til tomorrow to be posted. She would rather have sent it today. She hated the delay of even one day but stood and started toward the door. The thought of leaving it on the tray in the hallway downstairs where they usually left outgoing mail made her hesitate. She didn’t want to chance Esther snooping at it.

If she was going to have to leave her home, then she didn’t plan on letting her father and Esther know where she went. She didn’t see any sense in it. It was obvious he wouldn’t be interested in visiting her if he couldn’t bear to have her around any longer. It would be best to cut all ties completely. It would be easier for her, anyway.

After deciding that, she hurried to don her cloak and tucked the letter in the pocket so it couldn’t be seen. She would post it herself. She hoped she wouldn’t run into her father or Esther. She sneaked out of her room and down the hallway without a noise.

At the landing, she paused, listening for footsteps below. Not hearing any, she slipped down the stairs and out the front door. She sighed as she descended the steps. She was thankful when she made it without anyone seeing her.

The trip to town had to be quick. She would need to be back before supper, so Esther wouldn’t miss her.
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AFTER SHE POSTED HER letter, she checked the mail every day. As much as she dreaded leaving the only home she had ever known, she didn’t enjoy looking at Esther’s face during meals. She avoided the former housekeeper at all costs. Taking her meals in her room allowed her that much. She really didn’t want to hear the phony woman pretend she cared. Her father didn’t leave his room to see her or for her to tell him her plans. Of course, she didn’t expect him to. Well, he wouldn’t have to avoid moving around in his house with her gone.

Addie had been checking the mail tray as soon as the servant left the mail there for what seemed like an eternity before a response to her letter arrived. She snatched it up and ran up the stairs before Esther saw her. Sitting on her bed, she slit the envelope open with her ivory-handled letter opener. Her heart raced as she slipped the folded paper out and read the contents.




My Dear Miss Montgomery,



It was nice to hear from you. As I stated in my first letter, here is more information on me and my home. My name is Boyd Larson. I am a kind, church-going man 26 years old. I own a general store in Leadville, Colorado. Leadville is a mining town located in the mountains of Colorado.

My wife passed away last year, and I would like to find a gentle, kind-hearted woman willing to wed me and help me run my store. In return, I will provide food and shelter, as well as safety for her.

If you agree to this arrangement, I will send traveling money, a train ticket to Denver, and a stage ticket from there on to Leadville as the train has not arrived in our fair city as of yet.

I can give you some time to think it over and we can correspond in an effort to become better acquainted.

Respectfully Yours,


Mr. Boyd A. Larson

Leadville, Colorado



Addie reread the letter several times, letting it all soak in before taking out a sheet of paper, her pen, and an inkwell to reply. A tingle of excitement coursed through her as she wrote back accepting his offer to send the means for her to travel out to him. There was no need to think about it further. It was a sound plan to get away from here with a home to go to and the means to get there. He was sure to be a responsible man if he owned a store in town. She prayed that was true. She could ask around town before she actually married him.

Esther had said the sooner the better, and she asked Addie every day when she was planning on leaving. As Addie saw it, she couldn’t afford to waste any more time getting to know him or finding someone else. Besides, how well could you really get to know someone through letters? It was best to get there as soon as possible so they could get to know each other in person. She would have the money she’d saved for backup if he turned out to be a scoundrel, so she could get away from there if need be.

She didn’t plan on letting Esther know Mr. Larson sent her money and tickets to get away from here or that she had her own bit of money saved up. If Esther and her father were gracious enough to give her the funds to leave, then she would add that to her emergency nest egg. In her opinion, it was the least they
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